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PUBLISHER’S ADVERTISEMENT. 


The Works of Lord Byron to be found in this edition, comprising the 
whole of his Poems, Letters, Journals, Etc. have been collected and 
arranged, and a Memoir added, by 

FITZ GREEN HALLECK, ESG. 

The Poetical Works of Lord Byron have been published in a variety 
of forms—^but at no time, or in any country, has a uniform edition of his 
Prose and Poetical Works been attempted before the present. The 
edition now publishing in London, by Murray, contains so much of 
Byron’s Prose writing as is included in the Life by Moore.—In the 
American edition there is a great number of the Letters of Byron not in 
the English copy, including Letters to his mother. There is also in this 
edition a large collection of Poems not in any previons American one; 
many blanks are filled up, and explanatory notes added, which will be 
found of essential service to the reader. The present, therefore, is em¬ 
phatically the first complete edition of the Poetical and Prose Works of 
Lord Byron. 

The Head of Byron, engraved for this edition, is from a painting by an 
American artist, and was considered by Byron and his friends as the 
best ever taken. 


New-York, Jan. 1834. 
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THE 


LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 


Geosos Gordon Btboit, Lord Beron Bjron, the celebrated voyager. He was a 
was borji in Holles-street, London, on the captain in the guards, and notorious, alike 
*"22d of January, 178S. His name was of for his personal beauty, and the profligacy 


Norman origin, and still exists, among the 
noblest in France, in the family of the Duke 
de Biron. His direct ancestor, Ralph de 
Biron, accompanied William the Conqueror 
to England, and he and his descendants for 
several succeeding reigns, held large posses¬ 
sions in Nottinghamshire, Derbyshire, and 
Lancashire. James Byron, of Horestan 
Castle,Derbyshire, appears on the “Oxford 
List,” as one of the English Knights who 
followed the banner of RicJiard Coeur de 
Lion to Palestine, and he or his brother 
became a hostage for the payment of the 
ransom of that monarch after his captivity. 
In the wars of the three Edwards, and of 
the White and Red Roses, the family were 
highly distinguished, and were engaged in 
almost every battle, from Cressy to Bos- 
worih Field. Newstead Abbey, near Not¬ 
tingham, with the lands adjoining it, was 
presented by Henry VIII. on the dissolution 
of the monasteries to Sir John Byron, and 
in 1643, his great grandson was created a 
peer by Charles I. With the title of Baron 
Byron, of Rochdale, in the county of Lan¬ 
caster. During the political struggles of 
that period, the Byrons adhered faithftilly to 
the Crown, and suffered greatly by confis¬ 
cation ani otherwise. At the battle of 
Edgehill seven brothers of the name were 
present, four of whom fell at Marston 
Moor. William, the Sfth Lord, succeeded 
to the title in 1736, and, in 1765, was tried 
before the House of Peers Ibr killing his 
relation Mr. Chaworth, in a desperate scuffle 
or duel in London, and found guilt^^of man¬ 
slaughter, but pleaded the privilege of the 
peerage, and was discharged. He retired 
to Newstead Abbey, and resided there, 
living in a very unsocial, savage, and eccen¬ 
tric manner, till his death in 1798. 

^ Johff, the father of the poet, was the son 
W I^fd William’s eldest brother, Admiral 


of his conduct. In his twenty-seventh year, 
he won the affections of Lady Caermarthen, 
the wife of the Marquis of Caermarthen; 
fled with her to the Continent, and, on her 
husband’s obtaining a divorce, married her. 
She died in 1784, leaving one daughter, 
Augusta Byron, afterwards Mrs. Leigh. In 
the following year, he married Catherine 
Gordon, the only child of George Gordon. 
Esq. of Gight, in Scotland. She was of 
noble, and indeed, of princely ancestry, being 
a lineal descendant of Sir William Gordo% 
son of the Earl of Huntly by a daiigJitef 
of James I. She was possessed of pro 
perty to the amount of more than J©20,000 
sterling, which was very soon nearly di- 
pended in paying her husband’s debts, and 
contributing to his extravagancies. In the 
summer of 1786, they left Scotland, and 
resided in France, until the close of the 
year 1787, when Mrs. Byron returned to 
London, and continued there until the birth 
of the poet in January 1788. At this time 
all her estate had been sacrificed, witlt the 
exception of about 3S150 sterling per an¬ 
num, vested in trustees for her use. From 
London she proceeded with her infant to 
Aberdeen, where she was soon after joined 
by Captain Byron, who, after passing at 
ntervals two or three months with her, 
during which tliey lived very unhappily 
together, departed again for France, and 
died at Valenciennes in 1791. 

At five years old, young Byron was sent 
to a day school kept by a Mr, Bowers, where 
he remained a year. He was then placed 
for a time under the care of two other in- 
structers, and at seven entered the Gram¬ 
mar School at Aberdeen. In the summer 
of 1796, after an attack of scarlet fever, he 
was removed fer change of air, to the High* 
lands, and resided, with his mother, for some 
time, at Ballater, on the Dee, about ferty 
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miles from Aberdeen H^ftbis pleasaBt re- 
colleetiona (^tbis its scenes and 

associations, he o^n reWre in his writings. 

By the death without issue, of William, 
the fifth Lord, in May, 1798, he succeeded 
to his estates and titles, and his cousin the 
Elarl of Carlisle, the son of the late Lord’s 
sister, was appointed his guardian. In the 
autumn of that year, he accompanied his 
mother to Newstead Abbey, which had 
been the principal seat of the family since 
its presentation, and continued to be so 
untU it was purchased by Colonel Wildman 
in 1814. On their arrival there, he was, in 
consequence of a lameness in one of his 
leet, occasioned, it is said, by an accident 
which occurred at his birth, and afterwards 
increased by improper treatment, placed at 
Notthigham under the care of a person 
who professed the cure of such cases, and 
he received at the same time lessons in 
Latin, from Mr. Rogers, a schoolmaster of 
that town. He was removed, in a short 
time, to London, to the charge of the emi¬ 
nent physician. Doctor Baillie, and studied 
for two years at the school of Doctor Glen¬ 
nie at Dulwich. But neither the Notting¬ 
ham practitioner, nor the skill of Doctor 
Baillie, succeeded in relieving the infirmity 
in his foot, which continued to be a source 
of extreme annoyance and mortification to 
him during life. 

In one of his vacations at this time 
(1800,) he visited his cousin. Miss Parker, 
and “ his first dash into poetry,” he says in 
one of his memorandums, “ was the ebulli- 
tion of a passion for her.” The verses he 
alludes to are published in this volume 
page 387. She was the daughter of Ad 
miral Sir Peter Parker, on whose deatl 
in 1814, he wrote the lines beginning. 
“ There is a tear for all who die” In th 
summer of 1801, he visited Cheltenham 
and immediately on his return was placed 
at Harrow, under the tuition of Docto 
Drury, for whom he appears to have uni 
fiwmly entertained the utmost respect and 
affection. In the autumn of 1802, he passe, 
some time with his mother at Bath, and 
proceeded with her to Nottingham, where 
she took lodgings, Newstead being for tha 


.itlein 1679, having married a dau^tcr of 
discount Ghaworth of Ireland. Mr. Qha- 
worth, who fell in the dispute witli the Lord 
Byron of 1765, was of the same family. 
He visited Annesley daily for nearly six 
weeks, passing most of the time with his 
cousin, and became deepfy and devotedly 
attached to her. He was then .but fifteen. 
She was two or tiiree years older, very 
beautiful, and an heiress with large expec¬ 
tations, and seems to have looked upon him, 
at the moment, as a mere schoolboy, and 
laughed at his passion and himself accord- 
ngly. He has pictured in “ The /)ream,” 
page 199, the story of his love for her, and 
.ts fate and consequences. It appears, 
young as he then was, to have made an in¬ 
delible impression upon him, and to have 
given, at least in his own opinion, a colour¬ 
ing’of the deepest and darkest importance 
to the events and feelings of his after life. 
Allusions to the subject as one of painful 
and of powerful interest, are to be found in 
almost every page of his works. Many of 
his smaller poems, particularly the lines 
“ Well, thou art happy, &,c.” page 189, 
were addressed to her. In the following 
year, 1805, she was married to Mr. Mus¬ 
ters, a gentleman of the neighbourhood, 
and it is said, that the marriage proved un¬ 
happy. She died in 1831. During one 
of his vacations at this period, he studied 
French with the Abbfe de RoufBgny in 
London, but made little progress. He 
afterwards read that language with ease, 
but never attempted to speak it. He passed 
the vacation of 1804 with Ids mother at 
Southwell, in Nottinghamshire, and in Oc¬ 
tober 1805, left Harrow for Trinity Col¬ 
lege, Cambridge. 

On a visit to Soutliwell in the following 
summer, (1806,) lie became intimate with 
the family of the Pigots, and to a lady of 
that family the earliest of his letters which 
have been preserved was addressed. In 
August, a dispute rjith his mother, whose 
violence of temper, at times, exceeded ajl 
bounds, compelled him to fly to London. 
She however pursued him, and they were 
soon reconciled. About the first of Novem¬ 
ber his first collecPon of poems was put in 


season let to Lord Grey de Ruthven. Here 
he onltivated an intimae,y with Miss Mary 
Anne Chawqrth; to whom he had been 
jiji| || ||isly itlil^duced in Lon'don. She re- 
in^the neighbourhood o 
ey were distantly related 
rr8 Kliil^K*.nn «eho Succeeded to the 


press at Newark by Mr. Ridge, a bookseller 
of that place, and about a hundred copies 
circulated among his ftiends. All these, 
however, he immediately recalled, and in 
the January following printed for privatj 
distribution a second collection, WittLgg 
many pieces which had appeared in tito Sn)U 
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It. was entitled “ Poems on Tarious Oeca dred and tliir^-|li|HiBS ispni lioadmit 
.sions,!’ and the author’s name was not given four on thu side Kj^PjlKld. Thoughsadif 
In May, or June, after numerous alteration] fallen to decay, it it stiU completely an JKribey, 
and additions, the work appeared in its puh and most part of it is standing in tlie same 
lisbfed shape, with the title of “ Hours o state as when it was first built. There are 
Idleness, &c.” and its second edition wa two tiers of cloisters, with a variety of ceils 
dedicated to his guardian, Lord Carlisle and rooms about them, which, though net 
In the present collection, see this volume inhabited, nor in an inhabitable state, ssight 
page 3S2, the reader will find all the poem easily be made so; and many of the crigi- 
which were ori^nally suppressed, and no nal rooms, among which is a fine stone h»H» 
Hces of the variations of the different ed are still in use. Of the Abbey Church s»ly 
tions. He also wrote previous to, and ahou one end remains; and the old kitchen, with 
this time, several occasional verses, not in a long range of apartments, is reduded to • 
eluded, iiv,any of his publications, whic heap of rubbish. Leading from the Ahbey 
have been collected since his death, and an to the modern part of the habitation m a 
now published, from page 467 to page 488 noble room, seventy feet in length and twen- 
The minor Reviews, such as the Critica ty-three in breadth ; but every part of the 
Monthly, Antijacobin, &c. gave the “ Hou house displays neglect and decay, save those 
of Idleness” a very favourable reception which the present Lord has lately fitted up, 
but the appearance, in the spring of 1808 “The house and gardens are entirely 
of the article in the Edinburgh Review surrounded by a wall with battlements. la 
(see this volume, page 417,) satirically an front is a large lake, bordered here and there 
severely criticizing it, destroyed for thi with castellated buildings, tlie chief of which 
moment all his hopes of fame, humbled h stands on an eminence at the farther extre- 
ambition, and wounded his pride to thi mity of it. Fancy all this surrounded with 
quiek. Yet to this article may be tracei bleak and barren hills, with scarce a tree to 
all his future literary eminence. The ver be seen for miles, except a solitary clump or 
reaction of his spirit against what he deem two, and you will have some idea of New- 
ed oppression, roused him to a full con stead. 

seiousness of his own powers, and to “Ascend, then, with me the hall steps, that 
concentration of them all upon one objec I may introduce you to my Lord and hia 
The criticism has been generally attribute^ visitants. But have a'care how you pro¬ 
to Mr. Jeffrey, the ostensible editor of th ceed ; be mindful to go there in broad day- 
Re view, although there is no positive cer- light, and with your eyes about you. For, 
tainty from whose pen it emanated. He should you make any blunder,—should you 
however, in his character of editor, neces' go to the right of the hall steps, you are laid 
sariiy sanctioned it, and upon him, in par- hold of by a bear ; and, should you go to 
ticular. Lord Byron for a long time poure the left, your case is still worse, fijr you run 
the vials of his wrath. full against a wolf!—Nor, when you have 

Previous to this,r and since his depar attained the door, is your danger over; for 
tore from Harrow, Lord Byron had passe the hall being decayed, and therefore stand- 
his life between the dissipations of Cam- ingin need of repair, a bevy of inmates are 
bridge and London, and had obtained m very probably banging at one end of it with 
other distinAion than the college reputation their pistols ; so tliat if you enter without 
among his fellows of being a clever, but a giving loud notice of your approach, you 
“careless and dissipated student. His mos have only escaped the wolf and the bear to 
injiraate associates were Mr. Matthews, Mr, expire by the pistol-shots of the merry 
Hobhouse, Mr. Scroope Davies, and a few monks of Newstead. 
other young men of his own age and habits, “Our party consisted of Lord Byron 
whom he occasionally invited to,Newstead and four others; and was, now and then, 
which he had slightly repaired and* fitted increased by the presence of a neighbouring 
up as a temporary residence. The follow- parson. As for our way of living, the order 
ing extract of a letter from Mr. Matthews to >f the day was generally this;—For break 
q, lady of his acquaintance, written from iast we bad no set hour, but each suited ha 
London soon after this period, contains an wn convenience,—every thing remaining 
!<|terestiqg and amusing description of the n the table till the whole party had done ; 
Abbey and its inmates. hough luid one wished to breskfkst at the 

. «** Newstead Abb^ it situate one hun^ »rly hour of ten, one would have beea 
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rather lucky to find the servants up 

Our average hour oKrising was one. 
who generally got up between eleven an 
twelve, was always,—even when an invalid 
—the first of the party, and was esteemec 
a prodigy of early rising. Jt was frequently 
past two before the breakfast party broki 
up. Then, for the amusements of thi 
morning, there was reading, fencing, single 
stick, or shuttlecock, in the great room 
practising with pistols in the hall; walking 
—riding—cricket—sailing on the lake, play 
ing with the bear, or teazing the wolf. Be 
tween seven and eight we dined, and on: 
evening lasted from that time till one, two 
or three in the morning. The evening di¬ 
versions may be easily conceived. 

“ I must not omit the custom of handin< 
round, after dinner, on the removal of the 
cloth, a human skull filled with Burgundy 
After revelling on choice viands, and the 
finest wines of France, wc ad journed to tea, 
where we amused ourselves with reading or 
improving conversation,—each according 
to his fancy,—and, after sandwiches. Sic. 
retired to rest. A set of monkish dresses, 
which had been provided, wdih all the pro¬ 
per apparatus of crosses, beads, tonstires, 
&.C.. often gave a variety to our appearance, 
and to our ptirsuits.” 

It was at Newstead Abbey, in the early 
part of September, that he began to prejtarc 
his Satire, the “ English Bards and Scotch 
Reviewers,” for the press. Although its 
immediate preparation was evidently has¬ 
tened by the critique in tlie Edinburgh 
Review, yet, as appears from his letters, it 
had been projected a long time previous, 
and three or four hundred lines of it written. 
He had the proof sheets printed from the 
manuscript by Ridge at Newark, and iti the 
beginning of the next year took them np to 
London f()r publiration. He had then (Ja¬ 
nuary, 1809) become of ago. and fotind his 
estates greatly endwrrnssed, as well by the 
irnprovidettee of bis immediate ancestors as 
by his own pecuniary supplies dttring his 
minority, wliicli he, bad been compelled to 
borrow at an exorbitant iuterost. Heavy 
incumbrances remained for many years after 
upon his property, and distressed him ex¬ 
ceedingly. His Satire was put in press by 
Cawthorn(;, the London publisher of the 
“ Hours of Idleness,” and its publication was 
superintended by Mr. Dallas, to whom he 
had made a present of the copy-right. Mr. 
Dallas was professionally a man of letters, 
and the author of several novels of limited 


populanty, and rather indifierent merit; to 
one of which Lord Byron contributed tlje 
chapter included in this collection, page 
271. He was related by marriage to, 
George Byron, then an officer in the Bri¬ 
tish navy, the cousin of the poet, and his 
succe.ssor in the title. One of the objects 
of Lord Byron iRi visiting London at tiiis 
period was to take bis scat in (he House of 
Peei-s, previous to going abroad. He had for 
several months made arrangements for a> 
voyage to India, and liad applied for infor¬ 
mation relative to his route, &c. to the 
Arabic professor at Cambriilge, and taken 
ilhcr slcp.s with a similar iuleiition ;‘but life 
finally abitndoned this project, and resolved 
111 visiting Greece. Before the meeting of 
Parliament, he Wrote to his guardian, Lord 
Carlisle, and reminded him that he should 
lecome of age at the commeiicenierit of the 
session, in the liope of heiiig introduced by 
lim personally into the Hou.se. He re- 
:eived, to his great disafipointmcnt, a cold 
rid fiirmal reply, merely jioiiiting out the 
pclinical mode of proceeding in such cases, 
flu's so exciled his indignation that he in- 
tantly erased from the Satire several coa- 
lels complimentiiry to Lord Carlisle, and 
nserted the iiitter lines, and still more bitter 
inte, vvliicb now stuiul in it. On the 13th 
if March be took bis seat in the House of 
lOrds, placing binisclf on one of the oppo- 
ition benches, and continued a steady ad- 
uTciit of the Vvbig party till Ifus death, 
li.s Satire ap|)eared ou the 13th or 20lb of 
ilarcli. and met a ready and rapid sale. He 
hen returned to New'stead, ivliere he spent 
tetvveen tw o and three months in preparing 
second edition for the press ; and about 
be mb of June, left London for Falmouth, 
vith Ills friend Mr. Hobliouse, ontlicirway 
o the East. 

They embarked at Falinoiitb, in the 
lishoD packet, on the 2d of Jsily, and ar- 
•ived in lour days at Lisbon, from whence 
hey journeyed on horseback to Seville and, 
ladiz, and sailed Vrom the latter place for 
librahar, in the Hyperion frigate. Ou the 
9lh of August, they left Gibraltar for 
Jalta, having first sent home two of I^ord 
Jyronfe servants, Murray and young Rush- 
on, the “Yeoman” and “Page” of the 
Good Niglit” in Childe Harold, the lat- 
•r being unable, from ill health, to go on. 
lis valet, Fletcher, remained with tlieni. 
t Malta he formed an acquaintance with 
Mrs. Spencer Smith, the “ Florence” ofj^ 
oetry, «md was on the point of fighting a 
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duel with an officer of the garrison, bu 
satisfactory explanations having been mad 
on the ground by the friend of his anta^ 
gonist, the affair was amicably adjusted 
They sailed in the brig Spider on th 
19th for Prevesa, which they reached o 
the 29th, having touched at Patras on thei 
way. Fj-om Prevesa they journeyed t 
Joannina^ the capital of Albania, the an 
cient Epirus, and from thence to Tepelenf 
at nine days distance, for the purpose o 
visiting Ali Pacha, the then chief of a grea 
portion of Greece, and one of the nios 
ccle^iajed Viziers of the Ottoman empire 
by whom they were received with inarkec 
civility and attention. They were amon 
the earliest English travellers through Al 
bania, a country at that time hardly knowi 
to the rest of Europe. The letters of Lore 
Byron at this period, published in this col 
lection of his works, together with the fex 
and notes of the first and second Cantos 
of Childc Harold, and many of his otho 
poems, notes, &c. contain such numerous 
details of their various adventures duriit}: 
this and their subseciucnt journeys anc 
voyages in the Levant, as remler a par¬ 
ticular description in this sketch unneces¬ 
sary. 

■ On the 3d of November they returned 
from Tepelenf' through Joannina to Pre¬ 
vesa, and on the 15th, attended by a guari 
of forty or fifty Albanians, they traversci 
Acarnrinia and Etolia to Missolonghi 
crossed the gulf of Corinth to Patras, and 
proceeded from thence by land to Vostizza 
where they obtained a iirst view of Mount 
Parnassus. Tliey sailed to the opposite 
shore of the gulf in a small boat; rode on 
horseback front Salona to Delphi, and afier 
travelling through Livadia, and visiting 
Thebes, &c. arrived at Athens on the 25th 
of December. 

At Athen^, tfiey resided for two or tlirce 
months, making occasional excursions in its 
aeighbotirhood. Theyliilgod in the house 
of Theodora Macri, a Greek lady, to whose 
eldest daughter, the lines on page 184, 
“ Maid of Athens ere we part, &c.” were 
addressed. On the 5th of March, 1810, 
they embarked in an English sloop of war 
lor Smyrna, where they remained, with the 
exception of a few days employed in a visit 
to ^he ruins of Ephesus, until the 11 th of 
4pril. The first two Cantos of Childe 
Tarold weje completed at Smyrna, as ap- 
i^asj from the following memorandum pre- 
'Xed to die original manuscript. 


“ Byron. Joannina in Albania, 

Begun October 31st, 1309: 

Concluded Canto 2d, Smyrna, 
March 2Sth, 1810. 

“ Btroh.” 

The Salsette frigate then lying at Smyr¬ 
na, had been ordered to Constantinople for 
the purpose of convoying to England Mr. 
Adair, the English ambassador at the Porte, 
and Lord Byron and Mr. Hobhouse took 
passage in her on tire 11th April. The 
next morning they lauded at Tenedos, and 
the liay after left the ship, with a party of 
officers to visit the ruins of Troas. On the 
14th, they anchored in the Dardanelles, 
where they lay lor nearly three weeks. 
While at anchor there, Lord Byron with 
Mr. Ekenhead, a lieutenant of the frigate, 
accon)])lishcd the achievement of which he 
wasthr/ugh life particularly jiroud, that of 
.swimming Irom Sestos to Abydos. Their 
first attempt was made on a day hi the latter 
lart ol’April, and failed, owing to the cold- 
less of the water, and their ignorance of the 
■uiturc ()!' the current. On the 3 J May, they 
made a second attempb and the weather 
leing warmer, succeeded. The Salsette 
irrived at Constantinople on the 13th May, 
and remained there about three months, 
luring which time Lord Byron was pre¬ 
sented to the Sultan, and made an expedi- 
ioii to the Black Sea and the Cyanean 
Symidcgades. On the 14th of July, lie 
ell Constantinople in the same frigate, in 
company tvilh Mr. Adair and Mr. Hob- 
louse. Tilt! two latter gentlemen pro- 
:eede(l in her to F.ngland, but Lord Byron 
ivas on the 15th, at liis own request, landed 
at the island of Zea, with two Albanians, 

1 Tartar, and his English servant, Fletcher, 
Voin whence lie saileai to Athens, and 
cached there on the 13th. 

At Athens he met an old acquaintance 
nd fellow collegian, the Marquis of Sligo, 
nd in a day or two left there in company 
with him for the Morea. They parted at 
ilorinth, the Marquis going from thence to 
ripolitza, and Lord Byron to Patras. 
During the two following months he made 
le tour of the Morea, &e. and, after a long 
nd dangerous illness at Patras, returned to 
Vthens in December, and there fixed his 
ead quarters daring the leraainder of his 
tay in Greece. His principal companion at 
:iis time was Lord Sligo, and he was also in¬ 
mate with Mr. Bruce, afterwards celebrated 
ir the pa»t he twk in the'romantic escape of 
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liie French General Lavalette from prison, 
and with Lady Hester Stanhope, the eccen¬ 
tric chieftainess of the Bedouin Arabs. He 
was employed in collecting the materials 
which form the notes to the 2d Canto of 
Childe Harold, and in the words of Mr. 
Mooce, “ as if in utter defiance of the ‘ ge¬ 
nius loci,’ ” he tliere wrote his “ Hints from 
Horace,” a satire which, impregnated as it 
is with London life from beginning to end, 
bears the date, “ Athens, Capuchin convent, 
March 1% 1811.” 

His pecuniary affairs while abroad were 
greatly embarrassed, and tlie want of re- 
mittattces probably prevented him from 
sjadertaking a voyage to Egypt, which in 
Sihe month of March he had contemplated, 
sad no doubt hastened his return home. He 
went to the island of Malta in May, where 
ihe suffered severely from an attack of fever, 
rto which he seems to have been constitu- 
Hionally subject, being three or four limes 
while ia the Levant, reduced by similar at¬ 
tacks to almost ihe last extremity. On the 
5d of June, as soon as his health permitted, 
he set sail from Malta in the Volage frigate 
for Eingland, and reached London on the 
14th of July, having been absent a little 
more than two years. 

The day after his arrival in London, Mr. 
Dallas called upon him, and in the course 
of a brief conversation. Lord Byron men¬ 
tioned having written the “ Hints from Ho¬ 
race,” which lie said he considered a good 
£nish to the “ English Bards and Scotch 
Reviewers,” adding that he intended to put 
it in press immediately, and requesting Mr. 
Dallas to su])erintcud its publication. Mr. 
DaUas took the manuscript home v^ith him, 
and on perusing it, was, to use his own 
words, “ grievously disappointed.” He re¬ 
turned it the next morning, and though 
unwilling to speak of it as he really thought, 
could not refrain from expressing some sur¬ 
prise that its author should have produced 
nothing else during his two years’ absence. 
Lord Byron told him that he had occasion¬ 
ally written short poems, besides a great 
many stanzas in the measure of Spenser, 
and added, “ they are not wortli troubling 
you with, but you may have them all if you 
like.” He then took the manuscripts of 
Childe Harold from a small trunk, and 
said they had been read>but by one person, 
(probably Mr. Hobhouse,) who bad found 
very little to commend and much to con- 
dea^||pd ||i|||^ himself was of the same 
alias on the contrary, on 


perusing the poem, at once appreciated its 
merit and anticipated its success, but it was 
some time before he could overcome Lord 
Byron’s real or assumed repugnance to its 
publication. The “ Hints from Horace” 
was bis especial favourile. He was very 
desirous of having it printed without delay ; 
and it was accordingly hande^ to Caw- 
thorne, the publisher of the “ English Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers,” for that purpose. 
Mr. Dallas, however, finally prevailed upon 
lim to suppress it at the moment, and 
although Lord Byron always dwelt upon it 
with pleasure, and subsequently took pains 
at various times to prepare it for the press,' 
t never met the approbation of bis book¬ 
sellers or their literary censors, and did not 
appear until after his death. 

Tlie publication of Childe Harold being 
determined upon, the manuscript was placed 
Ijy Mr. Dallas, to whom the copy-right had 
been presented, in the hands of Mr. Mur¬ 
ray the bookseller, and wa.s immediately 
put in press. The “ English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers” had previous to this 
time passed to a fourth edition; a fifth was 
now issued with various additions, after 
which that work was suppre.ssed, and every 
topy so far as was pracfirahle called in and 
destroyed. In America, however, and on 
Ihe Continent, where the English law of 
lopy-right could not he enforced, it conti¬ 
nued to be published with the otlier works 
of its author. 

On the 23d of July, Lord Byron wrote 
to his mother, who was then at NewsU-ad, 
stating that he was detained in town by 
some law afiairs lor a day or two, but should 
visit her as soon as possible. The next 
morning he received intelligence that she 
was dangerously ill, and instantly started 
for Newstead, but did not reach there until 
after her death. Her last illness is said tc 
have been rendered fatal by a fit of rage 
brought on by reading her upholsterer’s 
bill. She is described as a short, corpulent 
person, exceedingly fretful and impatient in 
her disposition ; and her conduct tovrards 
her son from his childhood appears to have 
been alternately indulgent and abusive, and 
without the least judgment or self-command. 
She undoubtedly loved him to the extreme 
of fondness, and was ambitiously proud of 
him, yet so ungovernable were her passions, 
that she, at tiroes, treated him with a cruelty, 
and even brutality almost beyond belief. 
He said to Lord Sligo, in reference to her, 
while in Greece, “ Look there,” poi&ting to 
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hk foot, “ it is to her false delicacy at my 
hirth I owe that deformity, and yet as long 
as 1 can remember, she has never ceased to 
taunt and reproach me with it.” In a pas¬ 
sage in his suppressed Memoirs relating to 
his early days, he is said to have described 
the horror and humiliation which came over 
*him when in one of her fits of passion she 
called him a “ lame brat,” and the opening 
of “ The Deformed Transformed,” indeed 
tiie whole drama itself, was loo evidently 
occasioned by that painful recollection. Yet 
notwithstanding the sufferings her unhappy 
temperament had caused him, he uniformly 
paidher the greatest courtesy and personal 
respect; and the manner in which he la¬ 
mented her loss proved tlie unimpaired in¬ 
tegrity of his affection. 

Besides that of his mother, he was com¬ 
pelled to mourn at this period the death of 
no less than six of his relations and inti¬ 
mate friends. Among the number were 
Wingfield, one of his Harrow favourites, 
Eggleston, his protogfe at Cambridge, of 
whom he was romantically fond, and Mat¬ 
thews, a young man of extraordinary pro¬ 
mise. “ In the short space of one month,” 
he says, in a note to Childe HaroM, “ I 
have lost her who gave me being, and most 
of those who made that being tolerable 
and his letters, for a long time after, are 
written in a style of melancholy reckless¬ 
ness, indicative of habitual gloom and de¬ 
spondency. 

He remained at Newstead until late in 
the autumn ; and, after a visit to Rochdale, 
in Lancashire, on business connected with 
his estates in that quarter, returned through 
Cambridge to London the latter part of 
October. About this time he became inti¬ 
mate with Mr. Moore, the poet, afterwards 
his biographer, and one of his few firm and 
faithful ftiends, and with Lord Holland, both 
of whora»he had violently attacked in the 
“English Bards and Scotch Reviewers.” 
The origin of his acquaintance with Mr. 
Moore was a note appended to that satire, 
and the singularly curious and characteristic 
correspondence which followed it is contain¬ 
ed in this volume, page 36, &c. That 
correspondence led to an introductinn at the 
house of Mr. Rogers, the author of “ Hu¬ 
man Life,” &c. and on the day it took place, 
Mr. Campbell, the author of the “Plea¬ 
sures of Hope,” Lord Byron, and Mr. 
Moore^ dined with that gentleman, forming, 
as one of Lord Byron’s biographere very 
justly observes, “ a poetical group not easily 


to be matched among contemporaries in 
any age or country.” 

Mr. Moore, in alluding to this meeting, 
thus describes the impressions left upon 
him, by this his first interview with Lord 
Byron. “ What I chiefly remember to have 
remarked was the nobleness of his tur, his 
beauty, and ttie gentleness of his voice and 
manners. Being in mourning fur his mo- 
Uier, the colour, as well of his dress, as of 
Ins glossy curling and picturesque hair, gave 
more effect to the pure, spiritual paleness 
of Ills features, in the expression of wliich, 
when he spoke, there was a perpetual 
play of lively thought, though melancholy 
was their habitual character when in re¬ 
pose.” 

The following further extracts from Mr. 
Moore’s Notices, will give the reader an ac¬ 
curate general idea ofLord Byron’s personal 
appearance. 

“ Of his face, the beauty may be pro¬ 
nounced to have been of the highest order, 
as combining at once regularity of features 
with tlie most varied and interesting expres¬ 
sion. His eyes, though of a light gray, 
were capable of all extremes of meaning, 
but it was in the mouth and chin that the 
great beauty as well as expression of his 
countenance lay. 

“ His head was remarkably small,—so 
much so as to be rather out of proportion 
with his face. The forehead, though a lit¬ 
tle too narrow, was high, and appeared more 
80 from his having his hair (to preserve it, 
as he said) shaved over tlie temples ; while 
the glossy, dark-brown curls, clustering over 
his head, gave the finish to its beauty. When 
to this is added, that his nose, though hand¬ 
somely, was rather thickly shajted, that his 
te(!th were white and regular, and his com¬ 
plexion colourless, as good an idea perhaps 
as it is in the power of mere words to con¬ 
vey may be conceived of his features. 

“ In height he was, as he himself has in¬ 
formed us, five feet eight inches and a half, 
and to tlie length of his limbs he attributed 
his being such a good swimmer. His hands 
were very white, and—according to his own 
notion of the size of hands as indicating 
birth—aristocratically small. The lame¬ 
ness of Ills right foot, though an obstacle to 
grace, but little impeded the activity of liis 
movements; and from this circumstance, 
as well as from the skill with which the foot 
was disguised by means of long trowsers, 
it would be difiicult to conceive a defect of 
this kind less obtruding itself as a delbrmity; 
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tviiile the diffidence which a constant con* 


intervals of retirement, until bis separation 


from Lady Byron. 

, In August be went to Cheltenham, where, 
at the request of the Managers, through 
.Lord Holland, he wrote the Address spoken 
lat the opening of the new theatre, Drury 


sciousnesa of the infirmity gave to his first! 
approach and address, made, in him, evenj 
lameness a source of interest.” 

On tile 27 th of Felnmaty, 1812, in a de¬ 
bate on the subject of the Nottingham! . - , „ 

Frame-breakers, he made his first speech in Lane. He also there wrote the poem on 
the House of Lords. He had previously)" Waltzing.” It was published anony-' 
prepared himself, not only by composing,|mously; but as it created no serration, at 
but writing it beforehand, it was flattejjleast in comparison with Childe Harold, he 
ingly received, but obtained no permanent!thought proper to suppress it, and even (o 
popularity, and his after eflbrts as an orator contradict, through Mr. Murray, its pub 
were generally considered failures. In lisher, the rumour of its being liis. “ The 
April following, he spoke a second time, in Curse of. Minerva” had been printed alsq 
favour of tiie claims of the Irish Catholics, anonymously, and for private circulalion " 
and, in June, accompanied the presentation only, soon after his return from the East, 
of a petition m behalfofMajor Cartwright,, Its immediate object, an attack on Lord 
wuh ^me introductory remarks, tvhich Pilgin, relative to the statues, &c. sent by 
^losed his par iamentary career as a speak- aim from Greece, was more fully accom- 

^lished in the notes to Childe HaroU, which 

occasions, was less promising than at first, contained the substance of the poem. The 

and in a theatrical, ipening lines were afterwards made to form 

L tone, which IS said d,e commencement of tiie Corsair. Neither 

teha ve also disfigured his recitation of Ihe “ Waltz,” nor the “ Curse of Minerva,” 

rtn ti.« c i r Alt 1 included in any English collection of 

On the first of March, Childc Harold ap- his works during his lifetime. 

Cf’ ‘“"1 • i '"‘f‘"ssion” says Mr. The first edition of the Giaour was pub- • 

Moore, which it produced on the public, .ished in May, 1818. It was materklly 

Tnd improved, and gradually enlarged through 

not to wnif' f various subsequent editions, the fifth being 

ioL h»r ^ in September. In the beginning 

iaer;.f r O^cember, it was followed by tlif Bridf 

cation ‘><’^Mos,and in January, 1814, b/the 

ttere was no undue extravagance in the moment a greater excitement with the pub- 

te hrinr'*"’*'! Harold, and met with 

PPc sed Memoirs, “ i awoke one an unexampled sale, fourteen thousand 

firTrrr'*'^^ fitmous.” The copies being Lposed of in less than a week, 

anil ' tmmediately disposed of. The Ode to Napoleon was written in April 

mceLfoT"”' 

the ^van^s of alluding to George tlie Fourth, then & 

BvmnhadnfTn" daughter, the Princess 

shiphawLheel attributed to Mr. Moore; but 

leire and traveir,'"”*^ confined to his col- their appearance among other small poems 
few intimate f •' acquaintances, and to a in tlie same volume with the Corsair, fixed 
clamaiinn \ “•'wersal ae -1 their authorship upon Lord Byron, and in“ 

hailed arnTtf,^ connexion with the " Windsor Poetics,” * 

with I • Perwnal character, together | brought down upon his head a violent stonn 

hTs mot* tL ‘'-to the ministS 

tefletu?! t fxtraordmary in- partisans, which uniting with other causes 

SSLK5es;:“r. '.““"•'Ll”':; ? “■ •A'?'*- "'“•"ir. 


l>.o, a. ■ . , ' —“‘Wtureiuue aun ajqireneDaioD relating 

«estl«Bh*||iile circles, among whose to his political career, induced him about 
■"strioOT crowds he became the dis- the first of May, not only again to repeat 
o bject, and with whom he con-1 his determination expressed in the ^face' 
‘^«Yn»VB, with occasional voluntary to the Corsair, of writing no more fob’ 
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I years; but to attempt purchasing back the fashionable dissipation, and behind tfae 
copy-rights of all his works, so far as they scenes of Drury Lane Theatre, of which ise 
had been disposed of, and suppressing every had in June been chosen one of the MS' 
' line he had written. In pursuance of this naging Committee, in company with Lord 
resolution, he wrote to Mr. Murray, en- Essex, Dou^as Kinnaird, Mr. Whitbread, 
closing the amount paid for Ghilde Harold, and others. By the month of November, 
|he Corsair, &o. and ordering the unsold his pecuniary difficulties had increased to 
copies destroyed; but, on being answered sucli an alarming degree that he was not 
that such k proceeding would be deeply in- only under the necessity of selling his libra- 
jurious to Mr. Murray, he abandoned his ry, but an execution was levied on his fur- 
project, and allowed the publication to pro- niture, and his very beds were seized by 
ceed. bailiffs. His privilege as a member of the 

Lara appeared in August. It was at Upper House of Parliament exempted his 
. first ..laiblished in the same volume with person from arrest. 

Jacqueline, a poem by Mr. Rogers; the On the tenth of December his daughter, 
names of both authors being omitted. Ada Augusta Byron, was born; and, about 
With the exception of the Ode to Water- the first of February following, a separation 
loo, Napoleon’s Farewell, and other occa- between Lady Byron and himself took place, 
sional poems, he come before the She had left London a few days before on 

public as an author between this period and ii visit to her father in Leicestershire, and 
the publication of the Siege of Corinth Lord Byron was to follow her as soon as he 
and Parisina, in the spring of 1816. could make some arrangements of his mo- 

On the 2d of January, 1815, Lord Byron ney affairs. They had parted in kindness, 
was married to Anne Arabella Milbanke, She wrote him on the road a letter in a 
daughter of Sir Ralph Milbanke, afterwards style of the most playful fondness imagina- 
Noel, of Seaham, in the county of Durham, ble, but immediately on her arrival at Kirkby 
’She was nearly connected by blood with the Mallory, the seat of her family, her father 
families of Lord Wentworth, Lord Mel- wrote, informing him that she would not 
bourne, and others of the English nobility, again return. They never afterwards met. 
"Her immediate fortune was about ten thou- The particular causes of this event still 
sand pounds sterling, but on the death of remain in obscurity. The reader tvill find 
her father and mother, which took place a Lord Byron’s views of the subject detailed 
few years after her marriage, she became n many of Jiis letters, Uhd elsewhere 
possessed of estates to a very large amount, throughout his writings. His Lady, on 
Lord Byron had addressed her about a year he appearance of Mr. Moore’s Biography, 
previous, and although his suit was at that !n 1850, caused a letter to be published, 
time rejected, yet her refusal was accom- exonerating her father and mother from 
panied with every assurance of esteem and i charges connected with it, of which they 
regard, and a friendly corresjjondence was had been accused, but throwing no farther 
kept up between them. A second applies- light upon it. 

tion in September proved successful. The current of popular opinion was, at 

The disastrous result of the marriage the moment, fearfully strong against Lord 
appears to have, been anticipated by her Byron. He was immediately shunned, if 
husband eAen at the bridal altar. The not still more harshly treated, by almost all 
“ coming events cast their shadows before.” classes, especially by those who had pre- 
His prose account of ^be wedding, in his viously courted his intimacy. Lady Jer- 
suppressed Memoirs, is said by Mr. Moore sty, and two or three others, were the 
•to have agreed closely in all its circum- only ladies of distinction in London who 
stances with his poetical description of it in adhered to his fallen lame, and dared to at- 
“ The Dream.” tempt his delence. Except in their circles, 

Towards the close of the month ofiMarch he was virtually banished from society, 
he took up his re.sideuce in London, where Every species of reproach and obloquy was 
he lived during the succeeding year iiiaj leaped upon his head. Exaggerated state- 
|tyle of great splendour and expense, far ments of ids private conduct, and dark hints 
•peyond ids income or his expectations; and vague insinuations of the most criminal 
and soon becan^ dee^ involved in the profligacy, were circulated and believed, 
njpst distressing ^cuniary embarrassments.In every form of paragraph, pamphlet, 
B[is time was passed in the whirhvind ofland caricature,” says Mr. Moore, "both 
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hk penai iod character were held up the Ist Canto of Don Juan in S^tmber. 
odium; Irordhr a voice was raised, or at leas' The latter was on^ally dedicated to 
listened to, in hie behalf; and though a few Southey in some prefatoiy verses, said to 
ftithfiil friends remained unshaken by h have been very able and very bitter ; but 
side, the utter hopelessness of stemming th on Mr. Murray’s refusal to publish the 
torrent was felt as well by them as by him poem except anonymously, Lord Byron 
self, and after an eflbrt or two to gain a fai suppressed tlie dedication, alleging as a 
hearing, they submitted in silence.” Thii reason his unwillingness to attack Southey 
could not be long endured. On the 25tlro: “ under cloud of night. 

April, 1816, he left England for Ostend. About this period he became acquainted 
Immediately previous to his departure, with the Countess Guiccioli, to whom, in 
the lines to his sister, Mrs. Leigh, beginning theJtaJian character of “cavalier servente, 

“ Though the day of my destiny’s over,’ 'le devoted himself lor several succeeding 
and the first stanza to Mr. Moore, “ Mv i^^ears, and by whose future movements his 


boat is on the shore,” were written. The 
“ Fare thee well,” intended for Lady Byron, 
and the “ Sketch from private life,” alluding 
to a Mrs. Charlton, her governess, had aji- 
peared about the first of April. 

From Ostend, he journeyed to the Rhine, 
visiting Brussels and Waterloo, entered 
Switzerland at Basle, and proceeded by 
the route of Berne and Lausanne to Ge¬ 
neva. He removed in a few weeks to Bio¬ 
data, a villa about three miles from Geneva, 
where with occasional voyages on the Lake, 
and excursions to Coppet, Cliamouni, the 
Bernese Alps, &c. in company with Mr. 
Hobhouse, Mr. Shelley, and one or two other 
intimate acquaintances, he passed the 
summer. He there wrote the third Canto 
of Childe Harold, the Monody on the Deatl, 
of Sheridan, fhe stanzas “ To Augusta,’ 
“ The Fragment,” “ The Prisoner of Chil- 
lon,” Ste. 

In October, he crossed the Simplon to 
Milan, and on the 10th of November took 
up his residence at Venice. He soon after 
commencetl the study of the Armenian 
language witli the brothers of a monastery 
near that city, and in March following, 
(1817,) translated the Two Epistles, page 
299. “ Manfred” was finished at this time, 
and sent to London. The Third Act, as 
originally written, is included in this col¬ 
lection of his Poems, page 470. It was 
altered to its present state in June, and the 
drama was published in July. In April 
he left Venice for Rome, visiting Ferrara, 
where he wrote the “ Lament of Tasso,” 
and passing a day or two at Florence on his 
way. He returned from Rome to Venice 
early in June, and in July began the 4th 
Canto of Childe Harold, which was gra¬ 
dually enlarged until its publication in 
March 1818. Beppo, Mazeppa, and the 
Ode to Venice, were written in the course 
of the spring and summer of that year, and 


iwn were almost exclusively governed du- 
ing the remainder of his residence in Italy. 
They appear to have been mutually and 
passionately attached to each other, and 
he liaison, however reprehensible, had the 
pod effect of weaning him from still more 
disreputable attachments. She was a Ro- 
nagnese lady, the daughter of Count 
lainba, a nobleman of high rank and an¬ 
cient name at Ravenna, and had been 
married at sixteen or seventeen, without 
reference to her choice or affection, to the 
Count Guiccioli, an old and wealthy wi-' 
dower of that country ; whose great opu- 
ence had rendered his otherwise worse 
ban indiffiTentreputationrespeclable. She 
tvas on a visit at Venice with her husband, 
vhen Lord Byron was introduced to her. 
She was then about twenty, but appeared 
niich younger, with a singularly fair and 
lelicate complexion, large, dark, and lan¬ 
guishing eyes, and a protusion of light au- 
lurn hair. She proceeded with her hus- 
land to Ravenna about the middle of April, 
819, and in June, Lord Byron visited her 
icre. The Lines to the Po, alluding to 
ler, were written on his journey. They 
Uurned through Bologna to Venice, in 
dc.tober. At Bologna he wrote the letter 
Roberts, the Editor of the British Re- 
iew, and the Sonnet relating to the heir of 
lOrd Edward Fitzgerald. 

He received about this time, at Venice, 
visit from Mr. Moore, in the course of , 
hich he presented to that gentleman a 
irge manuscript volume, which he called 
is “ Life and Adventures.” It appears 
•Ot to have been a detail of the events of 
is life in a regular series, but a collection 
f various journals, memoranda* &c. At 
ord Byron’s request, the copy-right waJ’, 
mmediately disposed of for Mr. Moore’s 
lenefit, to Mr. Murray, for two thousand 
guineas,-with the understanding, that t^ 
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IjNtrk uros not to be published until after the In consequence of ttie death of La% 
Libor’s death. When that event took Noel, the mother of Lady Byron, whieii 
idace, Mr. Moore repaid to Mr. Murray took place in the early part of the year 1821, 
tfie money advanced, and placed the toanu- he assumed the title of Noel Byron, and to 
ifcript at the disposal of Lord Byron’s sis- most of his letters, &c. written after this pe¬ 
ter, Mrs. Leigh ; at whose request, and in riod, that signature is aiHxed. 
accordance with the opinion of many of the At Pisa he remained until the middle of 
friends of her brother, and of other parties May. He tljen passed a few weeks at 
interestedj it was destroyed. An unwilling- Montenero, a villa near Leghorn, returned 
ness to wound the feelings of many of the to Pisa in July, and in September removed 
persons mentioned in it, is said to have to Genoa, where he remained till bis final 
been the only motive for its destruction. departurefor Greece, in July 1823. During 
In December, Lord Byron again left this period were written Werner, The De- 
Yenicq for Ravenna, where he continued to formed Transformed, The Island, The Age 
"reside during most of the two succeeding ofBronze, and tiie last Cantos of Don Juan, 
years. He there wrote the 3d, 4th, and The Lord Chancellor had, in a case brought 
5th Cantos of Don Juan, the Prophecy of I before him in the year 1821, refused to pro- 


Dante, the translations from Pulcl and 
Dante; the Letters relating to the Contro¬ 
versy with Mr. Bowles; the Letter to the 
Editor of Blackwood’s Magazine; Ma¬ 
rino Faliero; Sardanapalus; The Two 
Foscari; Cain ; Heaven and Earth; The 
Vision of Judgment, and other smaller 
jjoeins. Having disposed of Newstead 
Abbey, and secured, after a long Chancery 
•suit, the possession of his Lancashire es¬ 
tates, his pecuniary afliiirs had now be¬ 
come in good order, and he was enabled to 
Jive in comparative splendour. Of hisyearly 
income, (nearly £4,000sterling,) he devoted 
a great portion to charitable purposes, and 
was much beloved and respected in Ra¬ 
venna, particularly by the poorer classes, 
by whom his residence there was deemed a 
public blessing. He himself was strongly 
attached to Ravenna. He preferred it to 
every other part of Italy, and intended to 
have made it his permanent place of abode. 
But the Romagnese authorities, suspecting 
him, and certainly not without reason, of a 
political connexion with the enemies of the 
e.xisting government, took measures which 
indirectly aompelled him to hasten his de¬ 
parture. Count Gamba, and his son. Count 
Pietro Gamba, the father and brother of the 
Countess Guiccioli, weffc, in July 1821, ba¬ 
nished from the Roman States. They were 
accused of a participation in the revolution- 
Biy projects of the secret societies which, 
under the name of tlie Carbonari, hjd long 
been organized throughout Italy. The 
Countess, who had the jireceding year ob¬ 
tained from the Pope a decree of separation 
from her husband, on condition that she 
^uld in future reside with her father, ac-, 
sompanied them to Pisa, where, in the No-1 
timber following. Lord Byron joined tliem. • 


tect the copy-right of Cain, on the ground 
of its supiMJsed irreligious tendency. For 
this, and other unexplained reasons, Mr. ' 
Murray had long declined or delayed the 
publication of several works forwarded to 
him by Lord Byron, which appears to have oc¬ 
casioned for a short time a personal estrange¬ 
ment between them. The works in ques¬ 
tion, together with those above named, were 
accordingly handed, at Lord Byron’s request, 
to another bookseller, Mr. John Hunt, by 
whom they were soon afterwards published. 
The Vision of Judgment, the Translation 
from Pulci, the Blues, Heaven and Earth, 
and the Letter to Roberts, appeared in the 
“Liberal,” a periodical work printed in 
London by Mr. .lohn Hunt, but conducted 
principally by his brother Mr. Leigh Hunt, 
then in Italy. With the exception of Lord 
Byron’s contributions, and one or two from 
Mr. Shelley, it contained little or no merit, 
and was abandoned after the fourth number. 
Lord Byron’s motive in connecting himself 
with it, as well in a literary as in a pecuniary 
point of view, was solely to aid Mr. Leigh 
Hunt, who was at the time suffering in ill- 
health and poverty. His only reward seems 
to have been a querulous murmuring on the 
part of that jjerson during the life of his be¬ 
nefactor, and an ungrateful volume of the 
most pitiful and perfidious calumnies after 
lus death. 

It appears from a statement published by 
Mr. Murray, thatduring the life-time of Lord 
Byron, he paid for the copy-right of his 
poems, 8ic. as follows :— 

Ciiilde Harold, Cantos lat and 2d . . . £600 

3d . . . . U7« 

_ 4<h.*100 

Giaour.* • £S5 

Bride of Abydos ...... 5t5 

Corsair.. 525 
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700 tleman,) Doctor Bruno, (no ftaliaaiHiiigeon,) 
m and eight servants. After touching for 
^ suppiies at I-eghom, where they renaiined 
I^ofTa»o a few days, they sailed for Cephaloiua, and 

Boppo. . . • 6251 reached Argolosti, the chief port in that 

“ ■ ~ ‘ island, on the 21st of July. 

■ 1^5 He there determined to wait for such in- 
. noo fonnation from the Greek governments as' 
should enable him to decide as toliis future 


Dob Juan, Cantos 1st and 2d 
„ „ Sd, 4th, and dth 

I>oge of Venice 
Bardaaapahu, Cain, and Foscari 

Mazeppa. 

Prisoner of ChiUon .^ proceedings, and despatched messengers to 

.. Corfu and Missolonghi, the latter the then 

£15,455 seat of government of Western Greece, in 
the hope of obtaining it. During tlieir ab¬ 
sence he visited Ithaca, where he centrir 
buted largely to the relief of a great num¬ 
ber of distressed families who had fled tiu- 
ther from Scio. He continued on board 
the Hercules in the harbour of Argolosti for 


He afterwards purchased the copy-rights 
of all the other works, including those pub¬ 
lished by Cawthorne, the Hunts, &c. at an 
expense of nearlyiEl 0,000 more. Several 
of the above were presented by Lord 
Byron to Mr. Dallas, and the later Cantos more tlian six weeks, but the adverse in- 


' of Don Juan to Hunt. 

While at Pisa, Lord Byron received 
intelligence of the deatli of his natural 


terests and contradictory statements and 
requests of the various rival factions, still 
rendering uncertain the best method of 


daughter, Allegro, a loss which distressed benefiting Greece, he finally took up his 


abode on shore in a small village called 
Metaxata, about seven miles from Argo¬ 
losti. 

At length, the arrival at Missolonghi of 
a Greek fleet which had been long expected, 
induced him to believe that the time had 


him at the moment, almost to madness. She 
had been sent to him from Switzerland to 
Venice in September 1818, then nearly two 
years old, by her mother, an Englishwoman 
and had continued with him until a short 
time previous to his leaving Ravenna, 
when he placed her in a convent not far arrived when his presence there could be 
from that city, to commence her education, useful. He accordingly on the 29th of 
She died of a fever in April 1822. His December embarked in a small Greek ves- 
friend, Mr. Shelley, who had been for some sel, called a Mistico, Count Gamba, with 
time residing at Pisa, and with whom he: the horses and heavy baggage following in 
had renewed the social and literary inter- a larger ship. The latter was, the next 
course previously formed in Switzerland, day, brought to by a Turkish frigate, and 
was a few months after drowned in a vio- carried info Patras, hut in an interview with 
lent storm in the Bay of Spezea, near Leg- the Pacha of that place, Count Gamba 
horn. succeeded in procuring her release, and 

On the 13th of July 1823, Lord Byron reached Missolonghi on the 4th of January, 
left Genoa for Greece. His preparations The Mistico, with Lord Byron and his 
for a visit to that country for the purpose suite on hoard, touched at Zante, where 
of offering his personal means and services tliey received a quantity of specie, and pro¬ 
to assist the Greeks in their struggle for ceeded for Missolonghi. On theirway they 
freedom, had been for some time going on narrowly escaped capture from the frigate 
a correspondence with several of their above mentioned. Fortunately the Turks 
chiefs, and with tlie Greek Comniittee in mistook the vessel lor a Greek brulot or 


London, having been commenced tlie pre¬ 
ceding April. He had oblained, through 
the aid of his bankers in Genoa, partly by 
anticipating his income, and partly from 
other resources, an advance of a large 
sum, and had chartered an English brig, 
the Hercules, lor the voyage, and loaded 
her with arms, ammunition* and ho.spital 
stores. His suite consisted of Clount Pie¬ 
tro Gamba, (the brotlier the Counte.ss 
Guiceioli,) Mr. TrelawiK^i^ English gen- 


fireship, and were in consequence afraid to' 
fire. With difficulty they eluded her, and 
reached Dragomestri, a small seaport on 
the coaet of Acarnania in safety, where 
they were detained for some time by a vio¬ 
lent gale, and did not arrive at Missolonghi 
until the dtii of .lanuary. 

Lord Byron was received by Prince' 
Ma vrocordato, at the head of tlie magistracy* 
and the whole population civil ahd nuli-“ 
tary, with distinguished honours, and every 
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Ken of gratitude and delight But the beahhy, and the military quarters where be 
pinaure derived from such a welcome was resided were comfortless ani^expoaed. On 
po soon embittered. He ibund all things the evening of. the 15th or February, tiie 
B a wretched state of disorganization, the day after the abandonment of the expeditioQ 
iBiefs divided into numerous and conflicting to Lepanto, he was suddenly seized mth a 
|wrties, each desirous of enlisting him in its convulsive ht which deprived him for se- 
leparate views, and the soldiers and inhabi- veral minutes of his senses, distorting for the 
tpmts imagining that he and he only could i moment his features in a most fearful man- 
Juiet their unhappy dissensions, and unite: ner, and leaving him exhausted and unable 
the efforts of all against the common enemy, to move for many days. 

He immediately employed himself day and He was, however, gradually recovering 
night in effecting this object, and partially until the 9th of April. In the interim he 
succeeded. He formed and equipped at iiis had occupied himself in repairing the for- 
own expense a corps of Siiliotes, a part of j tifications at Missolonghi, and in the Ibrma- 
whom he had previously collected and armed tion of a brigade with a view to offensive or 
at Cephalonia. Tlieir number was now defensive measures, as events might require, 
augmented to between five and six hundred, He had also made arrangements for visiting 
ol' whom, on the first of February having Salon, there to meet a congress of the 
previously received a regular commission as Greek chiefs, in the hope that his presence 
an officer in the Greek service, he assumed might aid in putting an end to their con- 
tlie command. They were brave and hardy tinual and fatal dissensions. But on the 
mountaineers, but undisciplined and unnia- morning of the 9th of April, immediately 
nageable; and by their riotous conduct and after his return home from a long ride wiUi 
savage deportment, as well towards the other Count Gamba, during which they had been 
military bodies as the inhabitants, kept the overtaken by a heavy shower, he was again 
garrison in a continual slate of alarm, and seized with a convulsive shuddering, fol- 
their leader in a feverof annoyance and mor- lowed by fever and violent pain. The next 
tification. To his command was also at- day he was better and rode out as usual, 
;ached a corps of artillery, the necessary but on the 12th'he tvas confined to his 
applies for which arrived in the early part chamber, and his disorder continued to in- 
f February, under the care of Captain crease in strength and danger hourly till the 
arry, an English officer oi’ engineers sent l7th, when he was prevailed upon to con- 

Y the Greek Committee from London. An sent to be bled, to wJiich he had at all times 
ttack on Lepanto, then in the hands of the before decidedly objected. A consultation 
'urks, had been for some time contemplated of his physicians was held in the afternoon 

Y Lord Byron, and on the 14th of Febru- oftlie IStli, and it was then evident alike to 
•y the artillery coqts was perfected, and all them and to Lord Byron that his end was 
lings in readiness to start the following day, fast approaching. He endeavoured in a con- 
hen a sudden and fatal dispute with the versation with Fletcher his English servant 
diotes took place. They broke out into' to express to him his last wi^ies, but his 
>enmutlny, demanding increase of pay and voice was so faint and low, and his language 
nolumeuts, peculiar privileges of military ^so incobetent, that but little be svild couldbe 
ink, and various other exactions. Satisfied understood. The names of Lady Byron, of 
hat no reliance could in peril be placed his daughter, of his sister Augusta, and a 
pon them, and at the same time that with- few others, were alone distinguishable, 
ut their aid the Greek force was in- Early in the evening of that day, he sunk 
ufficient for the attempt on Lepanto, he into a slumber, in which he lay with oc- 
■#ry reluctantly abandoned the expedition, casioiial struggles from suffocation during 

His health had for a long time previous the next twenty-four hours. At a few 
1 this period been greatly impaired. While minutes past six o’clock in the evening of 
t Dragomestri he had imprudently bathed the 19tli he was observed to open his eyes 
fter a day of violent exertion. A severe and instantly close them. The physicians 
oldwas Ufe consequence, and the inces- felt his pulse. He had expired, 
antjjab^ar of mind and body to which he Immediately after his death, the following 
himselfatMissolonghi, rendered him praclamalion w*a8 issued by Prince Mavro- 
day to day more feeble and feverish, cordato, and similar honours were paid to 
ne clinflite of that place is extremely im- his memory throughout Greece. 
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« PEOViaONAL GOVERNMENT OP 
WESTERN GREECE. 

“The present day of festivity and re¬ 
joicing has become one of sorrow and of 
mourning. The Lord Noel Byron departed 
this life at six o’clock in the afternoon, after 
an illness of ten days; his death being 
caused by an inflammatory fever. Such 
was the eflfect of his Lordship’s illness on 
the public mind, that all classes had for¬ 
gotten their usual recreations of Easter, 
even before the afflicting event was appre¬ 
hended. 

“ The loss of this illustrious individual is 
undoubtedly to be deplored by all Greece; 
but it must be more especially a subject of 
lamentation at Missolonghi, where his ge¬ 
nerosity has been so conspicuously dis- 
• played, and of which he had even become 
a citizen, with the further determination of 
participating in all the dangers of the war. 

“ Every body is acquainted with the 
beneficent acts of his Lordship, and none 
can cease to hail his name as that of a rea 
benefactor. ‘ 

“ Until, therefore, the final determination 
of the National Government be known, and 
by virtue of the powers with which it has 
been pleased to invest me, I hereby decree 

“ Ist. To-morrow morning, at day light, 
thirty-seven minute guns will be fired from 
the Grand Battery, being the number which 
corresjjonds with the age of tlie illustrious 
deceased. 

“ 2d. All the public offices, even the tri¬ 
bunals, are to remain closed for three suc¬ 
cessive days, 

“ Sd. All the shops, except those in wliich 
provisions or medicines arc sold, will also 
be shut; and, it is strictly enjoined, that 
every species of public amusement, and 
other demonstrations of festivity at Easter, 
shall be suspended. 

“4th. A general mourning will be ob¬ 
served for twenty-one days. 

“ 5th. Prayers and a funeral service are 
to be offered up in all the churches. 

(Signed) 

“ A. Mavrocosdato, 

“ Georoe Praidis, Secretary, 
Given at Missolonghi, 
thB 19th day of April, 1824.” 


The funeral ceremony took place in the 
church of Saint Nicolas, at Missolonghi, 
on the 22d. The coffin was a rude chest 
of wood, covered with a black mantle. It 
was carried on the shoulders of the officers 
of his brigade, relieved from time to time 
by others; and followed by all the troops of 
the garrison, and the whole population. In 
the church a helmet, a sword, and a crown 
of laurel were placed upon (be ijier. After 
the Greek service for the dead was over, it 
remained guarded by a detachment of sol¬ 
diers, and surrounded by crowds, who 
thronged from all quarters, to pay their last 
look of tribute, until the night of tlie 28d,’ 
when it was privately carried back to his 
house by his own officers. On the 2d of 
May it was embarked under a morning sa¬ 
lute from the guns of the fortress, on hoard 
a transport sent by the public authorities 
from the island of Zante, and on the 25th 
of May the Florida, an English armed ship, 
received it, under the charge of Colonel 
Stanhope, one of his coadjutors in the 
I Greek cause, and sailed from Zante to 
England. Two days, the 9th and 10th of 
July, tlie body lay in state in London, and 
on Friday tlic 16th of July, was placed in 
the vault of his family, and next to tlie 
coffin of his mother, in the parish church 
of Hucknell, a small village near Newstead 
Abbey. Over tlie chancel of the church 
is a tablet of white marble, bearing tlie fol¬ 
lowing inscription: 

IK THE VAOI.T BEKEATn, 

WHERE UANT OF HIS ANCESTORS AND HIS MOTHER 
ARE BURIED, 

HE THE REMAINS OT 

GEORGE GORDON NOEL BYRON, 

LORD BYRON, OF ROCBDADK, 

IN THE COUNTY OF EANCAETER, 

THE AUTHOR OF “ CBIEDE HAROI.d’s PIBORIMAOE.” 

HE WAS BORN IN LONDON ON THE 22d OF 
JANUARY, 1788. 

HE DIED AT MISSOLONGHI, IN WESTERN GREECE, 
ON THE 19th of APRIL, 1824, 

ENGAGED IN THE GLORIOUS ATTEMPT TO 
B£8;^0RE THAT 

COtrNTKY TO HER ANCIENT FREEDOM AND 

RENOWN. ' , 



LETTERS 


LETTER T. 

ro MISS PXOOT OF SOUTHWKLL. 

“Burfiape IVIanor, Auciist 1801. 

“ I roci'.ived the arms, i«y clear Mis.s Vijrof, and am very 
mueli oblifft'd to you fnr th« trouble you liave taken. Jt 
is itn[K)ssil>le I should have any fault to find with them. 
Thu sitfht of the drawings gives me great phuisure for a 
double reason,—iriUie first |)l 4 inf‘, they will ornament niy 
books, in the next, tlu.'v convince me ilnit you liav(5 not 
entirely/»r^">«<;n nm. I am, however, sorry you do mU 
return sooner, you have aln^ady been gone an «,ge. J per¬ 
haps may have l;dcen my departure for London before yoti 
coiiu' back; hut, however, 1 will hoj>e not. Do n<»t 
overlook my watch-ribbon and purse, as 1 wisli to curry 
tiiem with me. Your nol(j was given mo by Harry, n! 
the play, whither I attended Miss Lyon and Doctor 
y; and now I have set down to answer it bcfi)rc 
! go to ho<l. If T am at Southwe ll when you return,— 
and 1 sincerely hope you will soon, for I very much 
regret your absence,—I shall ho hajipy to hear you sing 
rny favourite, ‘The Mahl of Loch.’ My mollier, to¬ 
gether With myself, desires to he affectionately rmnein- 
luTud to Mrs. Pigot, and believe me, my dear JVliss 
Ihgot, ^uuuin your affcelionate friend, 

^ “BVItON. 

“P. S. If you think proper to seiiJ me any answer to 
lliis, I shall he extremely happy to receive it. Adieu. 

‘‘ P. »S. 2d. As you say you are a novice in tlie art of 
knitting, f hope it don’t fpve you too mmdi trouble. Go 
on Hlowlyy but surely. Once more, adi<*-u.” 


LETTER ir. 

TO ME. PICOT. 

“ 16 Piccadilly, August 9tli, 1806. 
“my dear nooT, 

“Many thanlcs for your amusing narrative of the last 
prijccedings of my amiohU^Akrto^* who now h<5gins to 
I feel llic effects of her folly. I have just reccivesd a jic- 
nitculial epistle, to which, apprehensive of pursuit, I 
have despatched a moderate answer, with a hind of pro¬ 
mise to return in a fortnight;—thi.s, however, {entre notts^) 
I never mean to fulfil. Her soft warblin^s must have 
delighted her auditors, her higher note.-? bcinj particularly 
muakal^ an^n a calm moonlight evening would be heard 
to great advantage. Had I been present as a specta- 
tjr, n^jmng would have pleased me more; but to have 
Spnid^on^'ord as one of the ‘dramatis personas,’—St 
#«b!ninic defend me from such a scene! Seriously, your 

^ * Bl« Mother. Her recent v)oI>>nce of tent|)er bed eumpelled him 
fly to London. ^ 


mother has laid me under great obligations^ and you, 
witli tile rest of your family, merit ray warmest thanks for 
your kind comiivance at my escape from *Mrs. Byron 
furiosa.^ 

“Oh! for the. pen of Ariosto to rehearse, in epic, the 
scolding of that jnojnadoruA eiv,—or rather, let me involie 
the shade of Dunf^ to in.s|>irc me, for none but the au¬ 
thor of the ‘ Jn fernti could properly preside over such an 
attempt. Hut, perhaps, wherc^ tlie pen might fail, the 
• il would .suciccd. W'liat a group!—Mrs. B. the 
. ...< i]»al ligure; you cramming your e-ars with cotton, as 

.he only antidote to total deafnetss; Mrs. . . in vain 

endi'avouring to mitigate the wrath of tlie lionrsH robbed 
of Iht whelp; ami last, though not least, Eli7.al>elli and 
IVoushi/y—wojukrful to .'—both deprived of their 

);vrts of speech, and bringing up the rear in luuU asto* 
lishnu'nt. How did S. B. receive the intelligence? 
How mnnypuns <lid In; utter on so foceJitmi an event? 
In your next inform me on this point, and what excuse 
you madt^ to A. You are probably by this time tired of 
deiijdiering this hieroglyphi<;al letter;—like T ony Lump¬ 
kin, you wUl pronounce mine to be a d—d up and 
down hand. All Southwell, without doubt, is involved in 
amaze-ment. Apropos, liow does my hiue-cyed nun, the 
fair * * ? is she ‘ rol>cd in saUc garb of u>o /’ 

“ Here. 1 remain at least u week or ten days; previous 
to my departures you Bliall receive my address, but what 
it will he. I have not delermuieil. My lodgings must bo 
kept secret from Mrs. B.; you may f>reserit my compli¬ 
ments to lier, and say any attempt to pursue me will fail, 
as I iiave taken measures to retreat immediately to 
Portsmouth, on the first intimation of her removal from 
Soutliwell. You may add, I liave now proceeded to a 
friend’s liouse the country, there to remain a fortnight. 

“I have now blotted (E must not say written) a com¬ 
plete doiihie letter, and in return shall expect a 
budget. Without doubt, the datnes of Southwell repro- 
bate the pernicious example 1 have shown, and tremble 
lest their buhes should disobey their mandates, and quit 
in dudgeon their mammius on any grievance. Adieu. 
When you liegin your next, drop the McJrdsUip,’ and put 
‘ Byron’ in its place. Believe me yours, &c. 

LETTER HI. 

TO MISS PIGOT* 

“I^ondoii, August 10th, 1806. 
“my dear BRtnOET, 

“As I have already troubled your brother with more 
than he will flhd pleasure in deciphering, you are tlie 
next to whom 1 shall assign the diificuit employment of 
perusing this 2d epistle. You will perceive from my Iss 
that no idea of Mrs. B.’s arrival had disturbed me at the 



LKTTKUb, J8or>. 


time it was written; not so the present, shico tlio af)-llast l»aiitiin« would coim;ido with mine, but it was im- 
pearancc of a note fr(>m the UlxistrUrm rarm* of my sutf~ [mssible to 'fiv(; it. iu>y olhnr ^arb, bcin^ foundi^d on_/«r/« 
<• •> has driven the ‘natural ruby fnuii no -My slay at Wortliiiij; \\ill nr>t ext-oed tiirec week*?, iuid 

o'luM' iS,’ anti eomiib^pmy blaiiclied my wo-be^om- counu*' you may jmRsibbi bcliuld mo again al Bouliiwcll the mid* 


Ti in e. This gunf>owder intimation of h<T arrival, (con¬ 
found her activity!) breathes less of terror and dismay 
l}>iUi you will probably imagine from tlxc volrank tem¬ 
perament of her ladt/xhip, and com ludes wilh the com¬ 
fortable assurance of all prt'nrnt motion being |»rev''riU;(l 
by the faugue oflier journey, for which my UeHsiiifiH Q.r> 
due to the rough roads and restive quadrupeds of liis ma¬ 
jesty’s highways. As F have not the .sinalli st inclination 
to b<5 chased round the country, 1 sludl e’l n make a merit 
of necessity,and since, like Macbeth, ‘They’ve tied 
to the stake, 1 cannot fly,’ I shall imitate that valorous 
tyrant, and ‘ bear-like ^lit the course,’ all cscap<5 bcinL^ 
precluded. I can now engage with less disadvantagt^, 


die of September. 

“ Will you d<*.sirc Ridge to suspend the printin'’ of iny 
poe-ms till ho hours further from me, as I have dtder- 
mined to gi\c tliom a new form entirely. I’his prohibi¬ 
tion docs not extend to the last two pieces 1 have scut 
witli my letters to yon. You will excuse tlu? dull vctnilp 
ol' this epistle, as my brain Is a vhws of absurd images, 
and full of business, prejiarations, and projects. 

“1 shall exjiect an ans\^er\^ith impatience;—hcht vo 
me., there is nothing at this moment could give me greater 
ileliglit tlian your letter.” 


having drawn tlie enemy from her intrenchnients, though 
like (he^totppe to wJkuu I have compared myself^ with 
an excellent chantte of being kiiocluMi on the hea<l. 


LEl’TEH VI. 


However, ‘lay on, MacdufiJ and d-d ho ho who first 

cries, hold, enough.’ 

“1 shall remain in town for, at least, a week, ami ex¬ 
pect to hear from yrm before its expiration. I presume 
the printer has brought you tlie offspring of iny 
•n\flnxa. Kcniombcr, in Uie first line, to read ‘/ow/ilie 
winds whistle,’* instead of‘round,’ which that blockhead 
Ridge has inserted by mistake, and makes nonsense of 
the whole stanza. Addio!—Now to encounter my 
Hydra, Yours ever.” 


LETTER IV. 

TO MK. riGOT. 

•London, Sunday, midnight, August lOtli, 1806. 

•dear fioot, 

•This aAomfdm^ jiackel will, doubtless, amaze you. 
but having an idle liour this evening, T wrote the tmcloscd 
stanzas, which 1 request you to deliver to K idge, to he 
printed separate from my otlier eompositions. u.s you vs ill 
perceive them to be improper f«>r lln^ perusal of la<i .'s; 
of course, none of the females t)f y‘>ur family must se 
them. I oflbr a thousand apolog»«*s lor the tr<»nhle. 1 hn\ 
given you in tliis and otlior instances. Vours truly.” 


LETTER V. 

TO MR. I'lGOT. 

“ricrtvdiHy, August iGth, 18t)G. 

•I cannot exactly say with Ca*sar, ‘ Veni, vidi, vicif 
however, the most aiqiurtunt. part ofitis arttoimi 

of success applies to my present sifuafion; for, t/ioug/i 
Mrs. Byron took tiie trfnddt; of ‘ wmiug’ and y<‘t 

your humble servant proved the victor. Afleranohsti- 
nieUe engagement of some hours, in which we. suflere<l 


TO MR. PICOT. 

“■T.ondon, August, I8th, 1806. 

“I am just on the point of setting off fiir W()r(hing. oiul 
write merely to request you will send that idk- sroiindrfl 
[hisgroorii.J with my horses irnrnediateh : tellltim 
I am c.vc«‘vssivcly provoked he has not made liis Jipp<?ar- 
anre hefor<“, or written to infiirin me of the cause of !iis 
lelay, particularly as I supplied him with ineiiey fcir his 
louruev. On w>pret<!xt is lie to postpone iiis'»/o/./v7/ om* 
iay longer, anti if] in obt'diencclothe r4fpriaH of Mrs. J». 
(who, J presume, is again spreading desolation llirougli 
ler little iiionarehy,) ho thinks proper to tlisregard my 
:»ositivc oolers, 1 shall not, in future, t'tni.sider him as my 
servant. Tie must bring the surgeon's bill widi liim, 
which I will discharge immedial»“tv ou rcetdving it. Nor 
•an 1 conceive the reaxni of las noi actjuainling Frank, 
|his vniet,] with the slate ttfniy unfiirtunatc qoatlruped'. 

I tear I‘ig<M, f >rgi\e this pclidant cfiiision, ami allrilmie it 
o tie- k!l-‘eoiiduct oflh.ll />n/7f>as ?v;.s.vd, wJio, iiisleiitl of 
iheyiiii: my injimeu.»ii'', is sutinlermg through the slrecis 
of lhat potiftrol iiioiiiimi. Noinui'luini. l^resent 

inv ri-'nn'mhr.inces to y»air family tuid the Leacn^fls, and 
hi'liev'e nie, iie. 

“P. S. I 4lf }e.;ate \o i/ou tlio Unpleasant ta^of ile- 
s[iateliii;'T him on lii> j<»uriHy—Mrs. R.’.s <jrdcrs to the 
contrarv arc not to bo air-inicd to; he is to proceed first 
to l.onJon, ainl then W'orlhinjr, wilhout delay. Kvery 
Ifsing I ha\ c lift mu.st he sent (oLondon. My Poetics you 
will poch ujt for the sann^ place, and not even reserve a 
copy for yimr.sclf'and sister, as J am about to give them 
unait'iiu veil' f'onn : w)'«'n they are eompleie, you shall 
liave \Ui.-/irsffruits. Mrs. B. on no account is to see or 
1<»\u ii them. Adieu.” 


T.KTTKR VII. 


considerable damage, from the (|uickne.9s of the enemy s 
fire, they at lougtli retired in confusion, leaving behind the 
artillery, field equipage, and some prisoners; their <lofeat 
is decisive of the preaont campaign. To speak more in¬ 
telligibly, Mrs. B. returns immediately, but J proccial, 
with al! my laurels, to Wortliing, on tho Sussex coast; 
to which place you will address (to be left at the post- 
oflice) your next epistle. By the enclosure of a 2.1 
Jing^ of rhymcy you will probably conceivt* iny muse to 
be vastly proiyic; her inserted production was bruuglit 
forth a few years ago, and found by accident ou 'Miurs- 
day among some old pajicrs. I have njcopiiul it, uial, 
adding the proper date, request it may by printed with 
the rest of the family. I thought your sentimente on tht‘ 


TO MR. PI GOT. 

“Little Hampton, August 26th, 1806. 

“I lliis morning received your efiislle, whicli I was ^ 
oblige<l to send for to Wortliing, whence I have removed 
to this place, on the same coast, about eight miles distant 
from th<i former. You will probably not be <i»s[»leased 
witli this letter, when it iiifoniis you that I am 30,000/. 
richer than I was at our parlingj having just received in- 
I< lUgcncc from my lawyer that a cause hasbe^ gained 
al Laneastf^ assizes,* whkdi will bo worth thari’im by 
tlie lime. I come of age, Mrs. B. is doubtless acquurited 
of this acquisition, though not apprized of iks c.vact 
of wliich she had better be ignorant; for her behaviour 


* Hour* of Idleoon, page 3Sd. 


* til a mil uii^lertakeu for tlM recorery of the Kochdala i>roiiert7. 
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on any sudden piece of favouraWu intel]ij*ence is, if possi¬ 
ble, more ridiculous tlian her dotcstabb* conduct on tin* 
nn^t trilling circumstance of an unpUusanl naltirc. 
You may give iiiy complinicnls lo her, unil say fliat licr 
(Ictaiiimg my sorvanfs things shall (nily leiigtlicn my al)- 
sciico; for unless they uro imm<*dialcly despatched to 
lb Piccadilly} together with those which have been so 
long delayed belonging to myself* she shall never again 
behold myrceliant cmnUe.iumce illuminating her gloomy 
mansion. If they arc sent, I may probably apjK'ar in 
loss than two years from the dat(' of niv prc'sont epistle. 

“Aletrical compliment is an ample reward f<>r luy 
strains; you are one of the few volarh's of Apollo who 
unite the sciences over which tliat d<’iiy presides. I 
wish you to send my poems to niy lodgings in London 
iiniiiediatftly, as 1 have .scvcTal altttralions and some ad¬ 
ditions to make ; cvertf copy must he sent, as I am about 
to amrnd tliem, and you shall soon holiold them in all 
’their glory. I hope you have kcjit llicm froni that Upn: 
fw, that rmtuhtc to the aria^ Mrs. I?. KnOr. —^\'o 

may expect to sec me soon. Adieu, ll’ours ever.” 


LETTER VIrr. 

TO mss no or, 

“mv deah bktt><;et, 

“I have only just disnn)uiit<*d from my Pego.'}//.^, which 
has prevented m<‘ from dcst'ciiditig to plain prose in aii 
epistle of greater length to your fair self. You regretted 
m a former letter, that my p<»enis were not more exten¬ 
sive; I now for vour salistiK'lion announce tliat 1 have 
neariv douhle<I tliem, partly by tie- discovi'rv fd* some 1 
eoneeived to In* !‘»st, and [mrtly by some new produelions. 
\Vt; shall meet on \Ve<lncsday n<,‘.xt; till tlx'n, believe 
me vours afli'ctioiialelv, ‘‘Pvkon. 

“P. S, Your brother .lohn is seizt-d with a poetic 
mania, anti is now rhyming away at the rate of'three lines 
/nr Inn/r —s^» mucli for insj/iratiem ! A«lieu!'’ 


jj/r'n-.R IX. 

TO TTir. E\KI. OK rT.-AJin. 

“Smitiiwell, Xo(ls, February bth, 1807. 
“my DEAHKhT Cl-MIK, 

*‘\V<'rc I lo make all ihe apidogie^ iief<*ssarv to atone 
for my late neghgenee, you would justly say you had re- 
reiv4‘il a petition iiisl».-a«l of a letter, ;is jl wmiitj br tilled 
with prayers for forgiveness; hut msiead of this J will 
aeknowU'dgo my sins at oner, and 1 tru«t, ti»y<*iir tVien I- 
ship 5ind generosity rather tlian to my own excuses, 
'i'hough mv heahli is not jirrf-etlv r4--rstuhhsheil, I inn 
imt of all ilanger, an«l liave reeovere<i every thing hut my. 
Rpints wli^-h art'. suhi«‘e{ to depression, t>u will he as-j 
tonislieil lo ln'ur I have latelv written lc> I k I:iA\arri', f<<r 
the jiurpose of exjdannng (as far as pos.'<ilile, wtthoui iii- 
V »lving some old frirnfls of mine in tlie Imsines^) lie- 
e;m^e of niv hehnvuair to during mv hwt r< >id'’jM'*- at 
Harrow, (nearly two years ti.go,) witieli you will rerolierl ■ 
was rat lie r U-n ravalicr' Sin.•(* that peiio.| I have dis¬ 
covered he was treated with iupjstiee, b<*l!i by lliuse who 
misrejiresentcd his conduct, and by me in eonsiMpU'iice 4>f 
iJieir suggestions. \ have tliercfore made all the repara¬ 
tion m my jK>wer,by apologizing for my ml^ilaUo, though 
with very feint hopes ofsiiercRs; indeed I never c.Xficcted 
any aus*- >r, but di'sired one ft)r form's sake; that has 
bot and most prolwihly never will. Howtwer, 

/ lu^o i-fined my owm r.anjicic.ni't' by the atonement, vvhieh 
Uii/lY'nuiliating enough to oik; of my disposition, yet ! 
could not have slept satisfied ivith the reflection of having, 
eixjn ufmicnlionalA/, injured any mdividital. I have done 
all that could be done to repair the injury, and lher»» the 


affair must end. Whether we renew our intimaej or 
not Is of very trivial consequence. 

“My time has lately bcoii much occupied with very 
difl*er4*iit pursuits. X have Iwen traru^orting a servant,* 
wlio i.heate.d me,—ratlier a disagreeable ©vent: per¬ 
forming in private Ihealrictds; publisiiing a volume of 
poems*, (at the reijuost of my friends, for their perusal;) 
malving /ore, and takuig physic. The last two aniuse- 
niciits have not had tlio best effect in the worid; for my 
attentions have been divided among so mmy fair damaehf 
and the drugs J swallow are of such variety in dieir com¬ 
position, tliat between Venus and JBsculainus 1 am 
harassed to death. However, I have still leisure to de¬ 
vote some liours to tlie recollections of past, regretted 
fricnclsliips, and in tlie interval to take tlio advantage of 
the rnoiiHuit, to assure you how much I am, and over will 
be, my dearest Clare, 

“ Vour truly attached and sincere 

“Bykoit ** 


LETTER X. 

TO Mil. PIOOT. 

“Southwell, Jan. 1807. 

“ I ought t(> begin ivitli sitndiy apolo^cs, for my own 
'gligence, huf the variefy of my avocations in^rofc and 
Asv must pfeaii rny excuse. this epistle you will 

ceive a volume of all my yar-mt/in published since your 
jiarturc: it is 4tf consi<l4‘rahly greater size than tlie copy 
11 your [Kisscssion, which 1 beg you will destroy, as the 
resent i-simu h inort* comjilcic. That utduchypoota to 
ty poor Maryf has been (he cause of some animadver- 
oii fl oin ladioi in years, I liavo not printed it in this 
eoli^'ction, iu con.sc(juence of my being pronounced a 
most pTojjisdte sinner, in short, a ^young Mooi'Cj^ by 
•, your * * * friend. I believe in general 

they have been favourably ri’ccivod, and surely the age 
of their author w'ill pr<‘cludc smre criticism. Tlie ad¬ 
ventures of my life from sixteen to nineteen, and the dis- 
sijifttton into wliicli I have been llirown in London, have 
given a voluptuous tint to myidc^; but the occasions 
whleli calletl lorth my mu.se could hardly admit any other 
colouring. Tiiis volume is nnntly correct and miracu¬ 
lously chaste. Apropos, talking of love, * ♦ + * 

“If you csin find leisure to answer tliis farrago of un- 
c(uin4'eted nonsen.se, you need not doubt what gratifica¬ 
tion will iK'crue from your rcjily lo yours ever, &.c.” 


LETTER XL 

TO MU. WIL1.1AM BANKJBS. 

“Southwell, March 6,1807. 

^DEAIl BANKES, 

“ ■^'our criliqm-J o’ valuable fi>r many reasons: in the 
first place, it is the only one in which flattery has bomo 
so slight a par!; in the «cf7, 1 am cloyed witli insipid 
eoniphments. I liave a better opinion of your judgment 

id ability than yi\\irftrlinea. Accept iny most sincere 
li'.tinks for yotir kind decision, imt less welcome, liecause 
totally iirM .vpi'cied. With regard to a more exact esti¬ 
mate, I need not. remind yon liovv few of tlie hestpoems.^ 
in our language, will stand the test of mirtidt or ver6oI 
crith i.sm; it cun therefore hardly bo expected the effit- 
sioiis of H boy, (and most of these pieces have been pro- 
♦Iticed at an early period,) can derive much merit either 
from the subject or compasition. A7any of them were 
written uiidiT great depression of spirits, and during se- 

' Jtw vnl»a Trank. 

1 Thc“ Mat 7 ”h(*rfl rnputiniicd w&anol thehcire** of Anneiley, nor 
th« “ Mary*' oV Aberdeen. The rerwi in the Hour* of Idleoeet, en* 
titU'l *• To .M\rr on 'Trriving tier jiKOire,” wrro iddi'eeeed tulier. 

J Oi) »ht' ‘ Hc-on-I 



LETTERS, IbfOT. 


vere indisposition; hence the gloomy turn of tfie ideas. 
Wc coincide in opinion that the irotiquaC are the 

most excvpfionabJe; tfiey were, however, gnUeCtil to liie 
isicMeSf on whose altars they were o/fered—more J svvh I 
not. I 

“ The portrait of Pomposus* was drawn at Harrow, 
after a ton^- sitting; this accounts for the resemblance, or 
rather the caricatnra. He is your friend, he ncDcr iwia 
mine—for both our sakes I shall be silent on this head. 


bo exchanged, and others substituted in their place. 
The wholc wiil be considerably enlarged, and appear the 
latter end of May. Tliis is a hazardous experiment; but 
Iwojit of borier enipli/yineiit, the encouragement I have 
met w ith, and my own vanity, induce me to stand the test, 
though not without miuiry pdpilaiifms. The book will 
circulate fast enough in this cormtry, from mere curiofdty, 
what 1 prin- 


The collegiate rhymes are not personal *, one of the notes 
may appear so^ but could not bo omitted. 1 have little 
doubt they will be deservedly abused; a just punishmein 
ibr ray unftUal treatment of so excellent an Alma Mater. 
I sent you no copy, lest we should be placed in tJie situa- 
ti<ra of GU Bias and tho Archbishop of Grenada: thougl 
running some hazard from the experiment, 1 wished youi 
verdict to be unbiassed. Had my ^ JJOcUvs'been pre¬ 
sented previous to your letter, it would have apjicared a 
species of bribe to purchase comjdiiiiejit. 1 fed no 1 
tation in saying, I was more anxious to hear your critique, 
however severe, than the praises of tlie niiUion, (Jii th' 
same day I was honoured with Oa* enromiums of iV/tw- 
kemie, tho celebrated author of the ‘JMaii of Feeling.’ 
Whether his appreciation or ymrs elated mo most, I <’au- 
nm decide. 

* You will receive my Juvenilia, at least all yet puli- 
lislied. I have a largo volume in mannscTipt, whicli 
may in part appear hereafter; at present 1 liavo neither 
lime nor inclination to prepare it for the })reas. In the 
spring I shall return to Trinity, to dismantle my rooms, 
and bid you a final adieu. Tho Cam will not bo much 
increased by my fears on tho occasion. Y'our farther re¬ 
marks, however caw.sficor bitter to a palnle vitiated 
the siveets of adulcUion, will bo of service. Johnson has 
shown us that no poc/ry is perfect; but to e(»rre<jt mine 
would be an Ilerctdctin labour. In fa<*t I never looked 


LETTER xnr. 


“'I’he volume* of little pieces which accompanies 
tliiv, would liavc been jifcrsented before, had 1 not been 
af)pn*}K*nsivo lliat Falkner’s iinii.s)>ositi<>n might 

render .sueh unwelcome. 'I’hcrc are some errore 

of tlu' printer which 1 have not had time to correct in the 
collection: you have it thus, with ‘all its imperfections 
its liead,’ a heavy w eiglif, when joined with tho faults 
of its author. .Such‘.luveniha,’ as they can claim no 
■[rout degree, of approbation, I may venture to Iiope, will 
dso escape tlie severity of uncalled for, though perliaps 
lot undesorve*!, criticism. 

“I'hey wore w rillr ii on many an<l various occasions, 
and are now ])ublished mendy for the perusal of a 
riendly circle. Believe me, sir, if they afford iho 
slightest aninscment to yourself ami the rest of my social 
reader.*;, I .shall Jiave gathered all the Iniys 1 ever wish to 
adorn tho head of 

“ Y(*urs, very truly, 
“BvilON. 

“P. S, I hope IVtiss F. is iu a state of recovery.” 


beyond the moment of composition, and (Miblished merely 
at the request of my friends. Notwithstanding so mueh 
has boon said concerning tho ‘ Genus irrhabilt: vatnm,' 
we shall never quarrel on the Kuhject. Poetic faiiio is 
by no moans the ‘acme’ ofiny wishes. Adieu. 

“Yours ever, 
“Bvkon.” 


LETTER XII, 

TO MU. WlT.iaAM OANKE.S.—[rUAGMKNT.] 

“For my ownpart,! havesuffi'red severely in the de¬ 
cease of my two greatest friends, tho only beings 1 ever 
loved, (females excepted:) I uni therefore a .solilary 
ammal, miserable enough, and so petfectly a ei(i/<'n of the 
world, tliat whether 1 pass iny days iu Great Britain or 
Kamachatka is to me a matter of perfeet imlilf* renn*. 
I cannot onnee greater rc.spect for your alteration Ilian 
by immediately adopting it—this shall I>e done iu the 
next edition. 1 am sorry your remarks ore not more 
frequent, as I am certain they would be equally lieiKjfi- 
cial. Since my la.st, I have received two critical opi¬ 
nions from Edinburgh, both too flattering for me to de¬ 
tail. One is from Lord Woodhoualee, at the head of tlie 
Scotch literati, and a most wluminotis writc^r, (his last 
work is a life of Lord Kaiincs;) the olherfroiii Mae- 
kensie, who sent his decision a second lime, more at 
length. I am not personally acquaint<-d with eiiJier of 
lliose gentlemen, nor ever requested thrir sentiments on 
tlie subject; their praise is voluntary, and traiismitlod 
through the medium of a friend, at whose liouse they 
read the productions. 

“ Contrary to iny former inicntiani I ain now preparing 
a volume for the public at largo: my amatory pieces will 


LETTJat XIV. 

TO MK. riGOT. 

“Soufhwel!, April, 1807. 

“my nr.ATl PTGOT, 

“ Allow me to congratulate you on the suoce.s8 of y >ur 
irst examination—‘ Courage, mon ami.’ The title of Dr. 
will do w'onders with the damael.s. 1 slialJ most proba- 
■ly bo in Essex or l.oridon when you arrive at this d—d 
dace, where I am dolainod by the publication of my 
rhynus. 

“Adieu.—Believe me yours very truly, 
“Bvkon. 

P. S. Since we* met, 1 liave reduced myself by 
violent exercise, rnnrh physic, and hot buthinir, from 14 
stone (»Ih. to 12 ston<‘ 7 Ih. In all i have lost 27 pounds. 
Brav-.'I—^wliat snv you?” 


LK'I'Th’.H XV. 

TO MIS.S riCOT, 

“.rune nth, 1807. 

“nEAll QITEEX BESS, 

* Savage ought to be immortal :—though not a therrough'^ 
hied bull~dogyhe is the finest puppy f ever saw, and will 
answer much better; in his great and manifold kindness 
he has already bitten my fingers, and di.^U'brd the 
gravity of old Boatswain, who is giiet^ously disCii^posed. 
[ wish to be informed what he costs, his expenses, Slc , 
hat 1 may indemnify Mr. G—. My thanks ott 
can give for tlie trouble ho has taken, malic alotl^ 


• n«)ctor Butler. Head Matter of Harrow School. Sre ' 
IdleueM," page 4W, &c. 


* Tlif Hourc of Tillciicts. 



1807. 


tjtccchy and conclude it witli 12 3 4 5 6 7.* I am out of forget and be forgotten by the people ofSouthwcU Ui oil I 
practice, flo deputize you as Legate ,—amhrasadoT would aspire to.” 
not do in a matter concerning Jbe Pojte, which I presuni* 
this must, as the itihole turns «t»on a Jhdl. Yours, 

»Bvkox letter XVU. 

“ P- S- I “ ‘'“d.” TO M,»s PIUO J . 


“Trin. Ci.U.Camb. July 5lh, 1807. 
“Since my last letter I have deterniined to reside 
another year at G ranta, as niy rooms, &c. &.c. are finished 
in great style, several old friends come up again, and 
many new acquaintances made; consequently, my incii- 
nation leads me forward, and 1 shall return to college in 
“ ‘Better late than never, Pa!,’is asayingofwliicli yot October, if still ative. My life here has been one con- 
know the origin, and as it is applicable on the present oc- tinned routine of dissipation—out at different places every 
cosion, you ^^iil excuse its conspicuous place in the from lay, engaged to more dinners, &c. &c. than my stay 
of my epistle. I am almost su}»orannuated here. My would pennit me to fulfil. At tins moment I write with a 
old liioiids, (with the excepiion of a very few,) all de bottle of claret in my/w'u./, and ff/rr.t in my ryes; for I have 
"parted, and 1 am preparing to follow tliem, but remain till just parted with my ‘ Conielian^ who sjwnt the evening 
Monday to be present at tl\rc<‘ OrrUorioi*, two ConrertSf a wiili m<5. As it was otir last inter\i<?w, I })ostpon«d my 
/d-nV, and a Ball. I find I am not only thinner but taller ngagement to di^vote the hours of the Salthatk to friend* 
by an ineh since my hist visit. 1 was oldiged to tell every ship:—Edlcsfon and J have separated for the present, 
body my name, nobody having tlic least recollection of and my mind is a chao.s of hope and sorrow. To-mor- 
iny visas^e or person. J^ven the hero of my CVr/W'//Vm,f row T set o»it for London; you will address your answer 
(who is now sitting iv's-z-V-mx, reading a volume of my Gordon’.s Hotel, Albemarle-slreot,’where 1 sojo^im f 
Po(tirsy) jjassed me in 'f’rinity walks vvilhoul recognising during my visit to the metropolis. 

nu* in the least, and wns thunderstruck at the alteration “J rejoice to hear you are interested in my^rofe^d.* he 
which had talien plac e in my counlenanc**, &r. &c. las been my almost constant a.s.so<*iato since October, 
Some say I look hdtery others u’or.vc, but all agree I am 80y, when I enti^red Trinity College. His ixnVc first at** 
thinner —more i do not require. I have, lost 2 lb. in my raeted my altenlion, bis comitrnfmrc fixed it, and his 
weight sim i* 1 h it our cursed, ikiesUdlvy and abhorred fiimutrs attached me to him for ever. He departs for 
a'no le of seandah wliere, except ing yourself and .bdin . mercantile house in (oum in October, and we shall pro- 
Boehi-r, 1 rare not if the whole rac'e uer«' c<»nsigii<‘cl to 'uhly not meet till tlic expiration of my minority, when I 
ilir Pi/ of vfr/tem//, wJueh I Would vi^it in person rather ilmll leave to his decision either entering as a 
than fonlaminale my sandah with the polluted dust ofj liirough my interest, or residing with me altogether. Of 
.Southwell. Seriously, unless obliged by Xhe emptiness oi course he would in his present frame of mind prefer the 
my purse to revisu Mrs. B., you will see me no more. latter,hnt he may alter his opinion previous to that period; 

‘•Oil MiiiidavT depart tor lioniloa. I quit Oamhridgi —however, shall have his ciioice. I cerUiinly Jove 
viih little regret, because our set are la/ushrd, and iiqt him more than uuy human being, and neither lime nor 
musical proU ge before mentioned has lull tho choir, and is distance liave had the huist effect on my (in general) 
siy'ioiied in a m<‘rcauul<i house of consklerable enunenee ehungeable disposition. In sh<irt, we shall put lyidy E. 
in ihc nuuropolis. 'Von may have heard me observe he Butler and Miss Ponsonhy to the blush, Pylatles and 
is esactly, t<i an hour, two years younger tiian myself. J Orestes (»ul. of coiintenaiK'e, am! want nothing but u ca- 
linai i hnn grown eoxiside.rahly, ainl, as you will suppose, tastropfje like JVtsus and Eurynlus, to give Jonathan and 
v»Tv glad to see ids I’ornier J*a/ro)i. lie is neurly'^ my Jdauid tlie ‘go by.’ lie ceriaiiily is pt'fbaps more af- 
hei'jhf, very thin, very fair complexion, <hirk eyes, and lached to me than even I am in return. During tlto 
h;dit loclvs. My opinion of ius mind you already know; wliole of mv residence at (’amhridge we met every day, 

—I hope I shall never have occasion to change it. I'.very aiiiuner and winter, without passing one tiresumo mo* 
body herv conceives mi‘to be an me/t/n/. Tin; university inont, and separated eaeli time with increasing reluo 
at preseiu very gay, fnun tlie fetes of divers kinds. 1 ance. I hope yon will one day see us together, he is 
supped out last night, but eat (orate) uiilliiug, sipped n be only bidng l esteem, though 1 hfce many.* 
blit lie (*f elarei, went to bed at 1 and rose at 8. 1 have “ ']'he Mnrqnis of Tavistoidi was down the other day; 

voiimienced early rising, and lin<l it jigrees with mi*. 1 suppeii with ium at lii.s tutor's—entirely a whig party. 
'J’hii MasU-rs and ijic Fellows all very y.o/i7r, but look a Fhe oppo.sition muster strong hero now, and Lord 
hill.- aski/iirc —dtufc much admin; lampoons —truth al- Huntingdon, the Duke of Leinster, &c. &c. are to join us 
ways disagreeable. in Oetoher, so every thing will bo splentiid. The music 

‘• \\ rite, and tell me how tlit‘inhabitants ofy<»nr is all over at present. Met with another *accidtmey'-^ 

p,eric g(* ON, and if iiiy jmblieati(.ni «oi s r/^'wcU; do tin; ipsel .a butter-boat in ibc lap of a lady—look’d very Wue 
*jua lrqn-ids Apropos, my bidl-dog is deceased— —spertutors grinned—‘curse ’em!’ AprojKis, sorry to 

‘ [’ ie.sh hoili of cur and man K- grass.’ Address votir an- snv, lieen drunk every day, and not quite sober yet—Iww'- 
sw<*r to Cambridge. If 1 am gone, it will be flirwarded. ever, touch no nicat, mithing but fish, soup, and vegeta- 
S;«d news ju,-U arriv'.*d—Jlussijuis beat—a bad set, eat ile:-, cnnseipumlly it does me no imrm—sad doge all lb« 
niKluugbut oi/, coiiBequcnily tnusl mell belijri* a hardftrr. (JuiUtibs. Mem .—me mean to reform next January. I'his 
1 gt;t awkward in iny academic hab'iUmcnts fur want of place is a monotony of endless tiorkhy—like it—halo 
practice. Got Up in a window to hear the oratorio at St. Southwell. }las Ridge sold weU'^ or do the ancients 
iMiivy’s, popjard down in the nudvlle of llui JtLs.vr//;, ton demur? "What ladies have bought? **•¥'*- 
i\ uioful rent in the back of inv best blucii. silk gfiwii, and “Saw a girl at St. Mary’s the image of Anno * * *, 
dania' 0 ‘d e i egregious pair orbri-t'i-hes. —never thought it was her—all in the wrong—the lady stared, so 

tumbleJ5;V)m a church window dtiring service. Adieu, did blushed, so <lid not llie lady—sad thing—wish 
dx ar ^ ! do not remumher iiio to any body:—to women had moi^ inodesty. Talking of women, puts me 

_ _ __ _ _ _ in mind of my terrier Faimy—how is she? Got a head- 

aclie, must go to bed, up early iu the morning to travel. 

* Ik'Uf}'ov tvicl; (.rhiH .fwn ; ttli. i.iVfi 

ai aloM fcii-KomHhinRiOHa) li.-u«f.l i,. - i.vc-v '• J1 5 6 7. ’ 

*• ‘ At*-.. j... m-f 38! , 

and ■'Tlic'.^uj ’ if .'I'. ^. I • .'^n. " • 


LETTER XYL 

TO MISS riQOT. 

“Cambridge, June30th, 1807. 


* Sc'- Lctlfi lot. 



LETTER XIX. 


LETTERS, 1807 


My protog6 breakfastn with me; parting spoils my appe¬ 
tite—excepting from Southwell, Mem. —I hate Souths 
weil. Yours, kc.” 

LETTER XVIIL 

TO MISS PIGOT. 

“Gordon’s Hotel, July IStli, 1807. 

“You write most excellent epistles—a fig for othfr 
Cftrrespondents with their nonsensical afiologics for 
* knowing nought a6ouf it,’—you send mo a delightful 
budget. I am hero in a perpetual vortex of dissipation, 
(very pleasant for all that,) and, strange to toll, 1 got 
thinner, being now below eleven stone considerably. 
Stay in town a month, perhaps six weeks, trip into Essex, 
and then, as a favour, irradiaic Southwell for tlireu days 
with the light of my countenance; but nothing shall 
ever make roe reside tliero again. I positively return to 
Cambridge in October; we are to be uncommonly gay, 
or in truth I should cut (he Universify. An extraordinary 
circumstance occurred to me at Cambridge, a girl so 
very like * * * made her appearance, tliat iiothiug but 
the most minute in.^>ection could have undeceived me. 

. X ^ieh I had asked if she had ever been at H * * 

“ What the devil would Hidge have? is not fifty in a 
fortnight, before the advertisements, a sufficient sale ? 1 

near many of the London booksellers have them, and 
Croaby has sent copies to the principal wateriiig-jdaccs. 
Are tliey liked or not in Southwell? ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

£ wish Boatswain had smdiowed Damon! How is 
Bran? by the immortal gotls,Brun ought to be a Count 
of the Holj/ Roman Rmjnre. * + * 

“ The intelligence of London cannot interesting to 
you, who have rusticated all your life—the annals of| 
routs, riots, balls, and boxing-matches, cards and crim. 
cons., parliamentary discussion, j>oliticul details, mas¬ 
querades, mechanics, Argylo-street Institution ami 
aquatic rucesy love and lotteries, Brooks’s and Buona¬ 
parte, opora-singers and oratorios, wine, women, wax- 
works, and weatlicrcocks, can’t accord with your insu- 
tated ideas of decorum and other silly ca'pressiom not in¬ 
serted in our vocalndarj/. 

“ Oh! Southwell, Southwell, how I rejoice to liave left 
thee, and how I corse the heavy Jiours 1 drsiggcd along, 
for so many montlis, among the M<j[iawl;s who inhabit 
your kraals ’—However, one thing I do not regret, w'hicli 
U having pared a sufficient quantity of flesh to emiblc 
me to slip into ‘ an eel skin,’ and vie with tlie slim beaux 
of modern times; though, 1 am sorry to say, it seems to 
bo the mode among genlltmerx to grow /at, and 1 am told 
1 am at least 14lb. below llio fashion. Iluwevcr, 1 de~ 
crease instead of enlarging, which is extraordinary, as 
medent exercise in l<oridun is impracticable; but 1 attri¬ 
bute ihophenonicmm to our evening squeezes at public and 
private parlies. 1 heard from Ridge 1 ills morning, (the 
14th, my letter was begun yesterday:) he says ffic 
Poems go on as well as can be wisheil, the seventy-five 
sent to town are circulated, and a demand for fifty more 
complied with, the day he dated his rpisUc, though the 
advertisomeiits arc not yet half published. Adieu. 

“P. S. Lord Carlisle, on receiving my Poems, sent, 
befeu'e be opened the hook, a tolerably handsome letter 
—I have not heard from him since. His opinions 1 
neither know nor care about; if he is the least insolent, 1 
shall enroll him with Butler* and the other worthies. 


TO MISS PIOOT. 

“August 2d, 1807. 

I “Tiondon begins to disgorge its contents—town is 
Umipty—(!on8oqncnlly t can scribble at leisure, as occu- 
jpalions arc less numerous. In a fortnight I shall de¬ 
part to fulfil a country engagement; but expect two 
epistles from you previous to tliat period. Kidge does 
not proceed rapidly in Notts—very possible. In town 
things wear a more promising aspect, and a man whoso 
works are praised by remewers, admired by dutekesseSf 
and sold by every bmikseiler of the metropolis, docs not 
dedicate much ermsideration to rusHc readers, 1 have 
now a review' before me, entitled * Literary Recreations,* 
where my hankhip is applauded far beyond my deserts. 

I know nothing of tlie critic, but think him a very dis- 
cerniiig gentleman, and myself a devilish dexier fellow. 
His critique pleaSes me particularly because it is of 
great length, and a proper quantum of censure is admi¬ 
nistered, just to give an agreeable relisk to the praise. 
You know 1 hate insipid, unqualified, commonplace 
ompiiment. If you would wish to sec it, order the 13th 
numiier of ‘ Literary Recreations’ for the last month. 

I assure you I have not the most distant idea of tlie 
writer of the article—it is printed in a periodical publi¬ 
cation—and tliough I have written a paper, (a review of 
Wordswortli,*) which appears in the same work, I am 
ignorant of every oilier person concerned in it—even 
the editor, whose name I have not heard. My cousin, 
Lord Alexander Chirdon, who resided in the same hotel, 
told me his mother, her Grace of Gordon, requested he 
would introduce my poetical l^ordship to her Highness, 
as she hail bouglit my volume, admired it (jxceeiiirigly in 
common with iho rest of il.o fashionable world, and 
wished to <daim her rclalionsliip with the author. 1 
was unluckily engaged on an excursion for some days 
afterward, and as the dutchess \va.s <ui tlie eve of <lc- 
parling for Scotland, I have postponed my intrcKluciion 
till the winter, wlien 1 shall favour tlic lady, vdwse Utsle 1 
shalinot dispute, with my most sublime and cilifying con¬ 
versation. She IS now in tlic Higfilands, and Alexander 
took his departure a fi‘w days ago, for tlie same blessed 
seal of ‘ dark rolling winds.^ 

“Crosby, my London publisher, has disposed of his 
second importation, and has sent to Ridge for a //lirrf— 
at least so he says. In every bwiksollcr’s window I see 
my name ami say nothing, but enjoy my fume in se¬ 
cret. My last reviewer kindly requests rue to alter my 
determination of writing no more, and ‘ a Friend to the 
yause of Literature’ begs I will gratify the public with 
some new work ‘at no very distant period.’ Who 
would not be a bard ?—that is to say, if all critics would 
be so polite. However, the others will pay mo off, I doubt 
not, for this gentle encouragement. If so, have at ’em 1 
By-thc-by, 1 have written at iny intervals of leisure, 
after two in the morning, three hundred and eighty lines 
in blank verse, of Bosworth b’ield. I liave luckily got 
Hutton’s account. I shall extend the Poem to eight or 
ten hooks, and shall have fiufched it in a year. Whether 
it will bo publislicd or not must depend on circumstances.. 
So much lor egotism ! My laurels have turned my brain, 
but (he cooling adds of forthcoming criticisms will pro¬ 
bably restore me to modesty. 

“ Southwell is a damned place—I have done with it— 


He is in Yorkshire, poor man! and very ill \ He said he ! f f*'”’! <£»«’ 

, ^ . j I 1 j • ict* «iU*rwar(J, tnrJ Iji* limiu at IMW Irant prttuicju onemulo/mciits,) 

had not tUnO to read Uie contents, but tliought it IICCCS- .{•mnrktUjlt' only aa aliDwiiig how plausibly he foliltl AMnqne the eatu> 

sary to ackoowlodse the receipt of the vol.uno immedi- 

ately. Perhaps the carl *l>ears no hrodier near the hatluds, a coJIt'cUunwhicb haa not umleaerretfiviuet wuh 4 

will makelueerrprre totter in h,s/uznds. 

—Adieu t** --etruig aitiJ anmeiinica irreaiaiibie opiiCblB to the fceiiiiga, with unex^ 

ceptioiiftble aentinieiits. Though tb« ijreenit work may n«' equal hi4^^ 
forinei* effortq, many of the poems posteM a native elegance, '* 
iltoow, e 


' Dr. Butler. Rw I.'iiter XI. 



LETTERS, 1807. 


iieiut in ail probability: excepting yourselij I cstee 
f one within its jirerinrls. Yon were my only n 
iml companion; arnl in plain Iriith, I hail more respe 
ir vou thiui the whole hci'v, with whose foibles I amtisi 
Siysclf in compliance with their prevailing propensitic 
.'ou gave yourself more trouble with me and ray man' 
.cripls than a thousand doth would have done. B 
Beve me, I have not forgotten your good-nature in th 
drcle of sin, and one day I trust I shall bo able to evini 
my gratitude. Adieu, yours, &c. 

“P. S. Remember me to Ur. P.” 


LETTER XX. 

TO MISS I’JOOT. 

I « 

• • ‘'Lomlon, Augiwt llih, 1807. 

*‘0» Siindny next I sot off* for the Ilijjhlands.* 
friend of mine accompanies nio m my carriage to Edin 
burjjh. There we sfiall leave it, and proceed in a if/n 
</«/!, (a species of open carria'je,) (hrough the wester 
passes to Iiiverary, where we shall pnrehase t 

enable us to view places imu'eessihle \o vehindar rnn 
vetfafif'fs. On the coast wn shall hire a vessel and visi 
the most remarkable of the Hebrides, and, if we hav 
lime and favourable weather, njcan to sail as far as lec 
land, only throe humlred miles from the nortlu 
tremity of Caledonia, to pe<‘p at Uecla. Tins last intei 
tion you will keep a secret, as my nice mmnma wonl- 
imagine I was on a Voyage of J)iscovrn/^ and raise th 
accustomed matem(d war-whoop. 

,“Last week I swaui in the Thames from I^ambet 
through the two bridges, Westininsler and RlacKfriars, 
distance, including the dilfercat turns and lacks ina<l' 
on the way, <jf throe miles I You see 1 am in cxceljer, 
training in ease of a squad at sea. I moan in <'olleet al 
the Erse traditions, pooms, Stc. &e., and translato, i 
expand tlie subject to fill a volume, which may a]>pca 
next spring under tlic denomination of ‘ jfVjie T/iff/da 
Harpy <ir some title e(|ua!!y p/ciwrcs.yuc. Of lloswort 
Fiolil, one bor»l( is fmislicd, anofl>er jtist begun. It w 
be a work of three or four years, and most probabl 
never cojicludo. What would you say to sonic stanza 
on Mount Hecla? they would be written at least wit 
fire. How is the immortal Hran ? ainl the Phccnix t 
canine quadrupeds, Boatswain? 1 have lately pu 
chased a thorough-bred bull-dog, worthy to be. the. et 
adjutor of the aforesaid celestials—his iitimc is Smut !— 
* bear it, yc breezes, on your balmy wings.’ 

“ Write to mo before I set off, I conjure you by tl 
fifth rib of your grandfather. Hiilgc goes on well wit 
the books—I thought that wortliy had not done inudi . 
the country. In town they have h<*cn very siwccssful 
Carpenter (Mgorc’s publisher) told me a few days ag 
they sold all theirs immediatclv, and had several iiu]uiri< 
made since, which, from the books being gone, tin 
j could not supply. The Duke of Y'>rk, the M archiotie 
Hcadfiirt, tho Dutchess o#®^<»jdon, &c. &c. wer 
ai^ong the purclmsers, and Crosby says the circulatioj 
%ill be still more extensive in the winter; the siimim 
seaswi being very bad tor a sale, us most people arc al>- 
sent from London. However, they have gone off* ex¬ 
tremely wxll altogether. X shall pass very near you or 
my journey through Newark, but cannot JEpprouch. 
Don t tell this to Mrs. B., who supposes I travel a dif¬ 
ferent road. If you have a letter, order it to be left at 
fiidge s shop, where 1 shall call, or the jMjst-offjce, New- 
about 6 or 8 in the evening. If your brother would 
ride over, I should be devilish glad to see him—he can 




return the same night, or sup with us, and go iiome die 
next morning—the Kingston Arms is my inn. 

“Adieu, youni ever, 

“Bykosi,” 


LETTER XXI. 

TO MISS TIOOT. 

“Trinity College, Cambridge, Oct. 26Uii, 1807- 
“my dear +++♦, 

“Fatigued vvitli sitting up till four in tho mommg for 
tho last, two days at hazard, I take up my pen to inquire 
how your highness and the rest of iny female acquaint¬ 
ance at the seat of arcbicpiscopal grandeur go on. I 
know I deserve a scolding for my negligence in not wri- 
dng more frecpiently; hut racing up and down tlie 
count ry for these last three montlis, how was it possible 
to fulfil the duties of a corrcsjiondont ? Fixed at last for 
six weeks, I write, as thin as ever, (not having gained an 
uince since iny rcdtiction,) and rather in better humour; 
—but, after all, Soiuliwell was a detestable residence. 
I'hank St. J^ominica, I have done with it: I have been 
twice within eight miles of it, but could not prevail on 
myself to suffbeat*: in its heavy atmosphere. This place 
is wreUdicil enough—a villanous chaos of din and drunk-' 
c.nncss, nutlting but hazard and Burgundy, hunting, 
mathematics and Newmarket, riot aiid racing. Yet it 
n paradise coinpar<Ml with tho eternal dnlness of 
Sonthwell. Oh ! the misery of doing notlung but make 
foyr, rnaniesy and verses. 

“Next January (but this is entre rums only, and pray 
let it be so, or my maternal persecutor will be throwing 
her tomaliawk at any of my curious projects) I am 
going to SLOy for four or five months, vvith my cousin, 
Cujif. Betteswortli, who cotmnands the Tartar, tlie finest 
frigate in the navy. I have soon m^wsi scenes, and wish 
to look at a naval life. We are g<uug probably to the 

Mediterranean, or to the West Judies, or—to the d -. I; 

and if there is a possibility of taking mo to the latter, 
IJettesworth will do it; for he has received fimr-and- 
twenty woumls in differmit places, and at this moment 
possesses a letter from llio late Lord Nelson, slating 
l3<jtte.sworlh as tlie only officer in tlie navy who had 
more wounds than himself.^ 

“ I have got a new friend, the finest in the world, a 
tame bear. When T brought him here, tluiy asked me 
what I meant to do with him, and my reply was, Hie 
should sit Jbr a fclUnrship.' Slierard will explain tli© 
meaning of ilio senteuco, if it is ambiguous. This an¬ 
swer delighted them not. ‘We have several parties 
here, and this evening a largo assortment of jockeys 
gamblers, boxers, authors, parsons, and poets, sup with 
me,—a precious mixture, but they go on well together: 
and for me, I am a spice of every thing except a jockey j 
by-the-by, I was dismounted again the oilier day. 

“ Thank your brother in my namo for his treatise. 1 
have written 214 pages of a novel,—one poem of 380 
Uiies,f to he piiblisiied (without my name) in a ibw 
weeks, with notes,—560 line.s of Bosworth Field, and 260 
lines of ariotiier poem in rhyme, besides half a dozen 
smaller pieces. 'Lho poem to be published is a Satirs. 
Apropos, I have been praised to ibe slues in tlie Critical 
Review, and abused greatly in another publication. So 
nuch the better, they tell me, icir the sale of the book; it 
ei'ps up controversy, and prevents it being forgotten. 
Beside^ the first men of all ages have liad their share, 
lor do the humlilest c.^peso 1 bear it like a philo- 
-ipher. It is odd two opposite critiques came out on 
1 C same day, and^out of five pages of abuse my censev 
tily quotes two tines from different poems, in support of 

* Ff» pc'siMript to tite English BsnU aiuii Scotch Reviewers- 
t English Uards and Scotch Reviewers. 
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ha opinion. Now tho proper way to cu^ up b to quote 
long paisageB, and make &em api>ear absurd, because. 
simple allegation is no proof. On tJie other hand, there' 
arc seven pages of ]»raisc, and more than my modetUy 
will allow said on the subject. Adieu. 

“P. S. Write, write, write!!!” 


LETTER XXJJ. 

TO MB. DALLAS. 

•Dorant’s Hotel, Alberaarle-street, Jan. 20tli, 1808. 

“SIE, 

* Your letter was not received till this morning I pre¬ 
sume from being addressed to me in Notts, where 1 have 
not resided since last June, and as the date is tlie 6th, 
you will excuse the delay of my answer. 

**If the Utile volume* you mention has given pleasure 
to the author of Percival and Aubrey^ I am sufficiently 
repaid by his praise. Though our periodical censors 
have been uncommonly lenient, I confess a tribute froir 
a man of acknowledged genius is* still more nattering. 
But 1 am afraid I should iorfeit all claim to candour, 
if I did not dccUne sucii praise as I do not deserve; 
fund this 1 am sorry to say, the case in the present in¬ 
stance. 

“My compositions spcalc for themselves, and must 
■land or fall by thtur own worth or demerit: thus far I 
feel lughly gratiUed by your favourable opinion. But 
my pretensions to virtue are unluckily so few, that though 
I should be happy to merit, I cannot accept, your ap¬ 
plause in that rc8pe(^t. Ono passage in your letter 
struck mo forcibly: you mention the two Lords Lyttle- 
ton in a manner they respectively deserve, and will be 
surprised to hear the person who is now addressing you 
has been frequently compared to tlie latter. I know I 
am injuring myself in your esteem by this avowal, but 
the circumstance was .so remarliable from your observa¬ 
tion, that I cannot hi^lp relating the fact. The events of 
my sliort life have been of so singular a nature, tliat, 
Chough the pride commonly called honour has, and 1 trust 
ever will, prevent me from disgracing my name by a 
mean or cowardly action, I have been already licld up as 
tho votary of licentiousness, and the disciple of infidelity. 
How for justice may have dictated tills accusation I 
cannot pretend to say, but, like the gcntlen\cai to whom 
my religious friends, in die warmlli of their charity, have 
already devoted mo, I am made worse than 1 reidly am. 
However, to quit myselfj (the worst Uieme 1 could pitcli 
upon,) and return to my Poems, I cannot sufficiently ex¬ 
press my thanks, and 1 hope I shall some day have an 
opportunity of rendering them in person. A second edi¬ 
tion is now ill tlie press, with some additions and consi¬ 
derable omissions; you will allow me to present you 
with a copy. I'hc Critical, Montidy, and Anti-Jacobin 
Reviews have been very indulgent; but tho Eclectic 
has pronounced a furious Philippic, not against tlie hook 
but the author^ where you will tind all 1 have mentioned 
userted hy a reverend divine who wrote tlie critique. 

“Your name and connexiim with our family have been 
long known to mo, and 1 hope your person will be not 
lew to; you will find me an excellent compound of a 
* Brainless’ and a ‘ Stanbopc.’f I am afraid you will 
hardly be able to read tliis, for my hand is almost os bad 
as my character, but you will find me, as legibly as 
powible, .4?^; . 

“ obedient servant, 

“ Bvron.’ 

t called 


LETTER XXIIL 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

“Dorant^s, January 21st, 1808. 

“SIR, 

“Whenever leisure and inclination permit mo Uie 
pleasure of a visits I shall feci truly gyaiiiied in a per¬ 
sonal acquaintance with one whose mind has been long 
known to me in his writings. 

“ You are so far correct in your conjecture, that J am 
a member of the University of Cambridge, where 1 shall 
lake my degree of A. M. this term; but were reasoning, 
eloquence, or virtue the objects of my search, Granta is 
not their motrofiobs, nor is the place of her situation ap. 
‘PU Dorado,* far less a Utopia. The intellects of her 
cluldron are as stagnant as her Caro,* and their pursuits 
limited to the church—not of Christ, but of the nearest 
benefice. 

“As to my reading, I believe I may aver, without hy¬ 
perbole, it has been tolerably extensive in tlie historical; 
so that few nations exist, or have existed, with whose 
records I am not in some degree acquainted, from He¬ 
rodotus down to Gibbon. Of the classics, I know about 
as much as most school boys after a discipline of thirteen 
I years; of tlie law of tlie land as mucli as enables me to 
'keep ‘wilhin the statute’—to use the poacher’s vocabu¬ 
lary. 1 did study the ‘Spirit of Laws’ and the Law of 
Nations; but when I saw the latter violated every 
month, X gave up my attempts at so useless an accom¬ 
plishment of gcograjihy, X have seen more land on 
maps than X should wisli to traverse on footof matlic- 
matu^s, enougli to give nu* tlie headache without clearing 
the part aflected;—of piiilosophy, astronomy, mid meta¬ 
physics, m^ire than I can comprehead; luid of comroou 
scri.se so little, tliar T mean lo leave a Byronian prize at 
each of our ‘ Alinin JVlaIrcs’ for the first discovery,— 
hough I rather fear that of the Longitude will pre- 
ctule it. 

“I once tliought myself a philosopher, and talked non¬ 
sense with great decorum: I defied pani, and preached 
up eqnammity. For some time tins did very well, for 
no one was in pain for me but my friends, and none lost 
ilieir patience but my hearers. Atla.sT, a fall from my 
horse convinced me bodily suftcring was an evil; and 
the worst of an argument overset iny maxims and my 
tcmjtcr at the same moment, so I quilted Zeno for Aris¬ 
tippus, and conceive that pleasure constitutes tlic to kuXov. 
In morality, I prefer Confucius to the Ten Conmiand- 
iiients, and Socrates lo St. Paul, Uiough tlie latter tw'O 
gr(.*c in thoir opinion of marriage. In religion, I favour 
the Catliolic emancipation, but do not acknowltHlgc tlio 
Pope; and I have refused to talic tho Sacrament, be¬ 
cause I do not tliink eating broad or drinking wine from 
tlie Jiaiid of an earthly vicar will make me an inheritor 
of heaven. I hold virtue in general, or the virtues se¬ 
verally, to be only in the disposition, eacli \fcelingy not a 
principle. I believe tnith the prime ittributo of Uie 
Deity; and death an eternal sleep, at least of the body. 
You have hero a brief compendium of the sentiments of 
tlie loicAicd George Lord Byron; and, till I get a new' 
suit, you will perceive X am badly clothed. X remain, 
“Yours very truly, 
“Byron.** 

LETTER XXIV. 

TO MR. HENRY DRURY-f 

“Doranfts Hotel, Jan. 13th, 1808. 
“my dear sir, 

“ Though the stupidity of roy servants, or the porter ^if 
die hou.se, in not showing you up stairs, (where 1 idiouW 


• SfK K. B. and S. B, p, 429. * < 

t a.tji of Donor Drury, l.oid Bfroir# former Aia»icr nt llArrow 
•Sciiool. • ** 
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Iiave joinod you directly,) prevented me the pleasure 
.seeing you yesterday, I hoped to meet you at some pu 
lie place in tiie evening. However, my stars decre* 
otherwise, as they genei^ly do, when I have any favo; 
lo request of them. I tliiuk you would have been su 
tarised at my figure, for, since our last meeting, I am n 
Xced four atone in w^ht. I then weighed fourto 
stone seven pound, and now only ten stone and a half, 
have disposed of my superfluities by means of hard exe 
oise and abstinence. ♦ ♦ * 

“Should your Harrow engagements allow you 
visit town between this and February, I shall be mo 
happy to aee you in Albomarhvstroet. If I am not s 
fortunate, I shall endeavour to join you for an aflemotj 
at Harrow, though, I fear, your cellar will by no lueai 
contribute to iny cure. As for my worthy precepto 
Dr. B., our encounter would by no means prevent tl 
mutual eudearments ho and I were won! to lavish on eat 
• otlier. W e have only spoken once since my departu 
from Harrow in 1805, and then ho politely told Tatersj 
I was not a proper associate for his pupils. This w; 
long before my strictures in verse: but, in plain prof> 
had I been some years older, T should have held ii 
tongue on his perfections. But being laid on my bac 
when that schoolboy thing was written—or rather di< 
taled—expecting to rise no more, my physician havir 
taken his sixteenth fee, and I his prescription, I cou 
not quit this cardt without leaving a memento of n 
constant attachment to Butler in gratitude for his man 
fold good offices. 

“ I meant to have been down in July; but thinking n 
appearanof^, immediately afl or the publication, would 1 
construed into an insult, I directed my steps clscwher 
Resides, I heard that some of the boys had got hold 
my Libellus, contrary to my wishes certainly, f()r I nnv« 
transmitted a single copy till October, when I gave or 
lo a boy, since gone, after repeated importunities. Yo 
will, 1 trust, pardon this egotism. As you had touche 
on the subject, X thought some exjilanatioii necessar} 
Defence T sliall not attmnpt, ‘Hie mnrus aheneus est 
ni! conscire sibi—and ‘so on’ (as Lord Baltimore .sai 
on his trial for a rape)—! have been so long at IVinii 
as to forget flio conclusion of the line; but, though 1 can 
not finish my quotation,! will niy letter, and entreat yo 
to believe rne, gratefully and aflectionafely, &c. 

“P. S. I will not lay a tax on your time by roquirin, 
an answer, Jest you .say, as Butler said to Tatcnsal 
(when 1 Jiad written his reverence an impudent cjnstJi. 
on the expression before rneiilioiicd,) viz. ‘that 1 wanted 
to draw him into acorrcsjiondence.’” 


LETTER XXV. 

TO MR. HARNESS. 

"Dorant’sHotel, Albemarlo-strcet,Feb. II, 1808. 

“AfV DEAR HARNESS, 

“As I bad no opportunity of returning my verbal 
thanks, I trust you will acco].lf my written acknowledg- 
^ents for the compliment you were pleased to pay some 
•production (rf* my unlucky mtisc last November—I am 
induced to do this not less from the pleasure I feel in tlie 
praise of an old schoolfellow, than from justice to you, 
for I had heard the story with some slight variations. 
Indeed, when we met this morning, Wiiigftefll had not 
undeceivtxl me, but he will tell you that I displayed no 
resentment in mentioning what I had heard, though I 
was not sorry to discover tlie truth. Perhaps you 
^urdly recollect some years ago a short, though, for tlie 
time, a warm fnendship between us ? Why it w'as not 
of longer duration, I know not. I have slUl a ^ of 
}^ur» in iBy poMession, that must always prevent me 
forgelti^ it. 1 ako remember being favoured with 
2 


the perusal of many of your compositions and several 
other circumstances very pleasant in their day, which I 
will not force upon your memory, but entreat you to 
Jieve me, with much regret at their short coutinuanco, 
and a hope they are not irrevocable, yours very sin¬ 
cerely, &c. “Byron.” 


LETTER XXVI. 

TO MR. HARNESS.—[fRAOMENT.] 

“March 1808, 

“We both seem perfectly to recollect, witli a mixture 
of pleasure and regret, the hours we mice passed to- 
gctlier, and 1 assure you most sincerely they are num- 
bcre<! among tlie happiest of my brief chronicle of enjoy¬ 
ment. X am now getting into years^ that is to say, 1 was 
twenty a month ago, and another year will send me into 
the world to run my c:areer of folly with tlie rest. I was 
then just fourteen,—you wero almost the first of my 
Harrow fricmls, certainly the flrst in my esteem, if not in 
date; but an absimci; from Harrow for some time, shortly 
uftor, and new comic.xjons on your side, and the difference 
in our conduct (an advantage decidedly in your favour) 
from that turbulent and riotous disposilion of mine, whick 
impelled me into every species of niischio^—all tliese 
rirc.umslances combined to destroy an intimacy, which 
Affection urged me to continue, and Memory compels 
me to regret. But there is not a circumstance attending 
tlmt period, hardly a sentence we exchanged, which is 
not impressed on my mind at this moment. T need not 
;ay more,—this assurance alone must convince you, had 
I considered them as trivial, they would have been less 
indelible. How well I recollw^t the perusal of your 
‘ first flights!’ There is another circumstance you do 
not know;—the Jirst lines I ever attempted at Harrow 
were addressed to ymi. You wore to have seen them; 
but Sinclair had the copy in his possession when we 
went homo;—and, on our return, wo wero strangers^ 
They were destroyed, and certainly no great loss; but 
you will perceive from this circumstance rny opinions at 
an age when we cannot be hypocrites. 

“ I have dwelt longer on this theme than I intended, 
and I shall now conclude with what I ought to have bc- 
;un. We were once friends,—na}’, we have always 
boon so, for our separation was the eMiCt of chance, not 
)f dissension. I do not know how far our dostmations 
n life may throw us togetlier, but if opportunity and in¬ 
dination allow you to wa.sfe a thought on such a hare- 
trained being as inyselfj j'ou will find me at least sincere, 
nd not so bigoted to my faults as to involve others in tlie 
jonsequcnces. Will you sometimes write to me ? I do 
>t ask it often, and, if wc meet, lot us be what we should 
and what we werc,^ 


LETTER XXVII. 

TO MB. BECBEft. 

“ Dorant’s Hotel, Feb. 26,1808 
“my dear BECItEH, 

« * ♦ % * Now for Apollo. I am 

lappy that you still retain your predilection, and that the 
ublic allow me some ^aro of praise. I am of so much 
portance that a most violent attack is preparing for me 
. the next number of the Edinburgh Review. Tliis 1 
ad from Uie authority of a friend who has seen the proof 
nd manuscript of the critique. You know the system 
."the Edinburgh gentlemen is universal attack. They 
■raise none, andr neither the public nor the author cx- 
sets praise from them. It is, however, sometliiog to be 
. 5 ticed,as they profess to pass judgment only on work# 
equiring the public attenuon. You will see this, when 
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it comew oat ;-4t I understand, of the most unmercift 
description; but I am aware of it, and hope you will no 
be hurt by He eererity. 

" Tell Mrs. Byron not to be out of humour with them, 
and to prepare her mind for the greatest hostility on 
their part It will do no injury whatever, and I trust he; 
mind will not be ruffled. They defeat their object bj 
indiscriminate abuse, and they never praise, except the 
partisans of Lord Holiaad and Co, It is nothing to be 
abused when Southey, Moore, Lauderdale, Strangibrd, 
and Payne Kni^t share the same fate. 

“I am S(»ry—but ‘Childish Recollections’ must be 
suppressed during this edition. I have altered, at yoiu 
suggestion, the obnoxious allusicms in the sixth stanza of 
my last ode. 

“ And now, my dear Becher, I must return my best 
acknowledgments for the interest you have taken in me 
and my poetical bantlings, and 1 shall ever be proud to 
show how much I esteem tho odincc and the adviser. 
Believe me most truly, icc.” 


LETTER XXVm. 

TO MX. nXCHEX. 

“Dorant’s, March 28, 1808. 

“I have lately received a copy of the new edition 
Com Ridge, and it is high time for me to return my best 
thanks to you for tho trouble you have taken in the su¬ 
perintendence. This 1 do most sincerely, and only re¬ 
gret that Ridge has not seconded you as I could wish,— 
at least, in the bindings, paper, &c. of the copy he sent 
to me. Perhaps those for tlio public may bo more re¬ 
spectable in such articles. 

* You have seen the Edinburgh Review, of course. 
1 regret that Mrs. Byron is so much annoyed. For my 
own part, these ‘ paper bullets of the brain’ have only 
taught me to stand fire; and, os I have been lucky 
enough upon the whole, my repose and appetite are not 
discomposed. Pratt, the gleaner, autlior, poet, &c. &C., 
addressed a long rhyming epistle to me on tlie subject, 
by way of consolation; but it was not welt done, so I do 
not send it, though the name of the man might make it 
go down. The E. R*. have not performed their toskj 
well;—at least the literati tell me this, and 1 think / 
could write a more sarcastic crititjuo on myself than any 
yet published. For instance, instead of the remark,— 
ill-natured enough, but not keen,—about Mac Pherson, 
I (quoad reviewers) could have said, ‘ Alas, tliis imita¬ 
tion only proves the assertion of Doc.tor Johnson, that 
many men, women, and children could write such poetry 
as Ossian’s.’ 

“ I am thin and in exercise. During the spring or 
snmmer I trust we shall meet. 1 hear Lord Rutliyn 
leaves Newstcod in April. * ♦ * As soon as lie 
quits it for ever, I wish much you would take a ride over, 
survey the mansion, and give me your candid ojiinion on 
he most advisable mode of proceeding with regard to 
the hottse. JEntre nous, I am cursedly dipped; my 
debts, every thing inclusive, will be nine or ten thousand 
kelbre 1 am twenty-one. But I have reason to think 
my property will turn out better titan general expecta¬ 
tion may conceive. Of Newstead 1 have little hope or 
care; tmt Hanson, my agent, intimated my Lancashire 
property was worth three Newsteads. 1 believe we 
have it hollow; though the defendants are protracting 
the surrender, if possible, till after «iy majority, for tho 
purpose of forming some arrangement witii me, thinkhig 
I shall probably prefer a sum in hand to a reversion. 
Kewstesd I may sell ; —^perhaps I will not,—^tliough of| 
that more antm. 1 wU cmne down in May or June. 

* ♦ * • “Yours most truly, jic.” 


LETTER XXIX. 

TO MX. JACKSOB.* 

“N. A. Notts, Sept. 18,1806. 

“DEAX JACK, 

“I wish you would inform me what has been done bj»' 
Jckyll, at No. 40, Sloane-square, concerning the pony I 
returned as unsound. 

“I have also to request you will call on Louch at 
Brompton, and inquire what the devil he meant by 
sending such an insolent letter to me at Brighton; and 
at the same time tell him I by no means can comply 
with the charge he has made for things pretended to be 
iamaged. 

“ Ambrose behaved most scandalously about the pony. 
You may tell Jckyll if he does not refund the money, I 
ihall put the affair into my lawyer’s hands. Fivo-and- 
wenly guineas is a sound price for a pony, and by ——r, 
if it coat me five htmdred pounds, I will make an exam¬ 
ple of Mr. Jckyll, and that immediately, unless the cash 
is returned. “ Believe me, dear Jack, &c.” 


' LETTER XXX. 

TO MR. JACKSON. 

«N. A. Notts, Oct. 4,1808 
You will make as good a bargain as possible with this 
Master Jekyl), if ho is not a gentiuman. If he is a 
^cntlemarif inform me, for 1 shall take very different 
itops. If he is not, you must get what you can of the 
noney, for I have too much business on hand at present 
o commence an action. Besides, Ambrose is the man 
ho ou^ht to refuiul,—'but I have done with him. You 
;an settle with L. out of the balance, and dispose of tho 
lidets, &c. a.s you best can. 

“ I should be very glad to see you here; but the house 
s filled with workmen and under^^oing a thorough re- 
air. I hope, however, to be more fortunate l^fore 
iiaiiy months hove elapsed, 

“If you see Bold Webster, remember me to him, anc 
ill him I have to regret Sydney, who has perished, I 
jar, in iny rabbit warren, for wc have seen notliing ot 
im for the last fortnight. 

“ Adieu.—Believe me, &c.” 


LETTER XXXI. 

TO MR. JACKSON. 

“N. A. Notts, Doc. 12,1808. 

■‘my dear JACK, 

“ You will get the greyhound from the owner at an} 
trice, and as many more of the same breed (male or fc 
nale) as you can collect. 

“Tell D’Egville his dress shall be reiumed—I an 
tbiiged to him for the ftatlern. I am sorry you shouk 
ave 80 much trouble, but I was not aware of the diffi 
ulty of procuring tho animals in question. I shall hav 
nished part of my mansion in a few weelta, »id, if yot 
;an pay me a visit at Christmas, I shid! be very glad t 
ee you, “ Believe me, ic.* 


LETTER XXXIL 

TO MR. BECUKB. 

"Newstead Abbey, Notts, Sept, 14th, 1808- 
"my dear becher, 

‘ I am much obliged to you for your inquiries, and she 
•rofit by them accordingly. 1 am going to get up a 

* Tkt Fuj^ist. See iiolt to Dor J u<ui, Caato XT • 
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jbcre; the halt will constitute a most admirable theatre. 
§ have settled the dram. pers. and can do without ladle 
^ I have some youn); friends who will make tolcrabl 
■ubstitutcs for females, and we only want three mal 
characters, beside Mr. Hoblionsc and myseE for th 
flay we have fixed on, which will be the Revenge 
Pray direct Nicholson the carpenter to come over to ni' 
immediately, and inform me wliat day you will dine anc 
nase the night here. “Believe me, &c.” 


LETTER XXXin. 

TO TRE HOirOVKABI.E’<‘ MRS. BVROH, 

“Newstead Abbey, Notts, Oct. 7th, 1808. 
“dear madam, 

“I have no beds fur the H ♦ * s, or any body else al 
> itresent. The H * * s sleep at Mansfield. I do n 
know tliat I resemble Jean Jacques Roiisseatt.'l' I haw 
no ambition to be like so illustrious a madman—^but thi 
I know, that I shall live in my own manner, and as muci 
alone as possible. When my rooms are ready I sha 
be glad to see you; at present it would be improper, ant 
uncomfortable to both parties. You can hardly objcc! 
to my rendering my mansion habitable, notwithstanding 
my departure for Persia in Marcli, (or May at farthest,] 
since j/ou will be tenant till my return; and in case o 
any accident, (for I have already arranged my will to be 
drawn up the moment I am twenty-one,) I have taken 
care you shall have the house and manor for life, besides 
a sullicient income. So you see my improvements arc 
not entirely selfish. As I have a friend here, wo will ge 
to tlie Infirmary Ball on the 12th; wo will drinit tea with 
Mrs. Byron at eight o’clock, and expect to see you at 
the boll. If that lady will allow us a couple of rooms tc 
dress in, we shall be highly obliged:—if wo are at the 
ball by ten or eleven it will be time enough, and we shall 
return to Newstead about three or four. 

“ Adieu. Believe me, 
‘‘Yours very truly, 
“Bvkon.” 


LETTER XXXIV. 

TO MRS. BVROR. 

“Newstead Abbey, Nov. 2d, 1808, 
“DEAR MOTHER, 

“If you please, we will forgot tlie tilings you mention. 
I have no desire to remember them. When my rooms 
are finished, I shall bo happy to see you; as 1 tell but 
the truth, you will not suspect me of evasion. lam fui^ 
nishing the house more for you than myself, and I shall 
establish you in it before I sail for India, which 1 expect 
to do in Majeh, if nothing particularly obstructive occurs. 
I am now fitting up the green drawing-room; the red for 
a bed-room, and the rooms over as sleeping-rooms. 
They will be soon completed;—at least, I hope so. 

“ I wish you would inqiiir# oi Major W atson (who is 
an old Indian) what things will be necessary to [irovidc 
for my voyage. I have already procured a friend to 
write to the Arabic professor at Cambridge for some in¬ 
formation I am anxious to procure. 1 can easily get 
letters from government to the ambassadors, consuls, &c. 
and also to the governors at Calcutta and^adras. 1 ^ 
shall place my property and my will in the hands of| 
trustees till my return, and I moan to appoint you one. 
Prom Hanson I have heard nothing—^whon I do, you 
shall have the particulars. 


“ After all, you must own my project is not a bad <me. 
If I do not travel now, I never shall, and all men should 
one day or other. I have at present no connexions to 
keep mo at home; no wife, or unprovided sisters, bro¬ 
thers, &c. I shall take care of you, and when I return I 
may possibly become a politician. A few years’ know¬ 
ledge of otlier countries than our own will not incapaci¬ 
tate me for that part. If we see no nation but our own 
we do not give mankind a fair chance—it is from experi¬ 
ence, not books, we ought to judge of them. There is 
nothing like inspection, and trusting to our own senses. 

“ Yours very truly, 
“Bvror.* 


LETTER XXXV. 

TO MR. HODOSOtr. 

“ A few weeks ago I wrote to to request ho 

would receive tlie son of a citizen of London, well known 
to me, as a pupil; the family having been particularly 
{lolilc during tlie short time I was witii tiiem induced me 
to tills application. Now, mark what follows,—as some¬ 
body sublimely saith. On this day arrives an epistle, 
dgned * + *, containing not the smallest reference to 
uition,or inluition, hut a/wtition for Robert Gregson,«f 
lugilislic notoriety, now in bondage for certain paitiy 
lounds sterling, and liable to talie up his everlasting 
abode in Banco Regis. Had the letter been from any 
of my lay acquaintance, or, in short, from any person but 
the gentleman whose signature it bears, 1 should have 
marvelled not. If * ♦ ’“ is serious, I congratulate pugi- 
ism on the acquisition of such a patron, and shall be 
riost happy to advance any sum necessary for the libe- 
■atiun of tlic captive Grogson. But I certainly hope to 
le certified from you, or some respectable housekeeper, 
if the fact, before 1 write to * ♦ ♦ on the subject. 
Wlien I say the/act, I mean of the loiter being written 
,y * * ♦, not having any doubt as to tho authenticity of 
he statement. The letter is now before me, and I keep 
t for your perusal.” 

LETTER XXXVI. 

TO R. C. DALLAS, ESq. 

“Reddish’s Hotel, Jan. 26,1809. 
“mv dear sir, 

“My only rca.son for not adopting your lines’^ is be- 
aiisc they arc yuur lines. You will recollect what 
ady Wortley Montague said to Pope: ‘ No toiichinn^ 

■r the good will bo given to you, and the bad attributed 
> me.' 1 am determined it shall be ail my own, except 
inch alterations as may be absolutely requisite; but I 
m mucli obliged by the trouble you have token and 
•our good opinion. 

“ Tlie couplet on Lord C. may be scratched out, and 
10 following inserted: 

“ Koicummon I Sheffield I with your spirlte fled, fte. 

“ Tliis will answer the purpose of concealment. Now, 

T some couplets on Mr. Crabbe,*which you may place 
Her ‘Gifford, Sotheby, M‘Neilf 

“ Tliere be who My lu Iheso culishtened dsye, Ac. 

“lam sorry to differ with you with regard to the title, 
lut I mean to retain it with this addition; ‘ The English 
lards and Scotch Reviewere;’ and, if we cal! it a 
fatire, it will obviate the objection as the bards also 
ere Welsh. ♦ ' ' ' 

“Yours very sincerely, 

“ Bvror.* 


. ^ueRddreeeed elwsyi by t.ord Byron, hot without any riaht lo I - Mr. Doiiae had viiltea aome llnaa, and requested Lord Byron to la- 
w iort them Iti the 8«Ure, the EnfUah Banla end Scslch Rrriewan * 

t Set Mtaonntiun. ttea-e SSI. 'ften iii prru.—The ieltcra foUawins to Mfa DsUmi nkte to UuU WmI 
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LETTER XXXVII. 

TO S. C. DALLAS, ESO. 

“Feb. 7th, 1809. 

“my dear Sts, 

“ Suppose wo have this couplet—* 

' Thoufh iweet the sound dlsrtaiii a horrow’d tone. 

Resign Achei&’s lyre, and etrihe your own; 

** Though soft the echo scorn a borrow'd tone, 

Resign Achala’s lyre, end strike your own. 

“ So much for your atlmonitions; but my note of notof<,f 
my solitary pun must not be given up—^no, rather 

** ‘ Let mightietl of nil the In'usta of ciiace, 

Thai roam in woody Caledtai’ 

Gome against me; my annotation must stand. 

“ We shaH never sell a tliousaiid; then why print s< 
many ? Did you receive my yesterday’s note ? I am 
troubling you, but I am apjirehensivc some of the lines 
are omitted by your young amanuensis, to whom, how¬ 
ever, 1 am iniinitely obliged. 

“Believe me, yours very truly, 

< “ Byron.” 


NOTES TO MK. DALLAS. 

“Feb. 11,1809. 

• I wish you to call if possible, as I have some altera¬ 
tions to suggest as to the part about Brougham. “ B.” 

“ Excuse the trouble, but 1 have added two lines whicl 
are necessary to complete the j>oeiical character of 
Lord Carlisle. 

ill hi* ft^e 

ni* scenes alone had dnmn'd oiirRUikiiij^siaffe ; 

Bat mHi)Rg;ers for once cried, * hold, enuush !* 

Nor drugg’d Uieir uudience with the tragic stuff. 

“Yours, &c. “B." 

“Feb. 12th, 1809.” 

“ I wish you much to call on me, about one, not later, 
if convenient, as I liave some thirty or forty lines for 
addition. 

“ Bebeve mo, &c. “ B.” 

“Feb. IS, 1809.” 

“Ecce iterum Crispinns!—send you some lines to 
be placed after ‘Gifford, Sotheby, M'Ncil.’ Pray call 
to-morrow any time before I wo, and believe me, &c. 

“B.” 

“P. S. Print soon, or I shall overflow with more 
rhyme. 

“Feb. 16th, 1809.” 

“ 1 enclose some lines to l>e inserted, the sU first after, 

* Lords too are bards, &c.’ or rather immediately follow¬ 
ing the lino; 

**' Ob I who would take their titles with their rhymes ?* 

The four next will wind up the panegyric on Lord 
Carlisle, and come ailcr * tragic stuff.* 

“Youre, truly, “B.” 

»Feb. 19th, 1809.” 

“ A cut at the opera—Ecce signnm! from last night’s 
observation, and inuendoes against the Society for the 

* Mr, Dflllns objected to the lines a« ortcinsny written : 

“ Trsiivluiiun’s servile wont at length disown, 

And o<iit Arhaia’s muse to court your own.'* 

f See Biiglisl) Bards, and note, ]>, 425. 


suppression Vice. The lines will come well in after 
tlie couplets concerning Noldi and Catalani. 

“Yours Irulv, 
“Byron.” 

“Feb. 22d, 1809.” 


LETTER XXXVIII. 

TO MRS. SYROir. 

“8, St. James’s-street, March 6th, 1809. 
“dear MOTHER, 

“ My last letter was written under great depression of 
spirits from poor Falkland’s death,* who has left without 
a shilling four children and his wife. I have been en¬ 
deavouring to assist them, which, God knows, I cannot 
<lo as I could wish, from my own embarrassments, and 
the many claims upon me from other quarters. 

“What you say is till very tnie: come what may, 
Newsteud and I ntwid or fall together. I have now 
lived on the spot, 1 have fixed my heart upon it, and no 
pressure, present or future, shall induce me to barter the 
last vestige ofourmheritance. 1 have that pride within 
mo wltich will enable me to 8Up|>ort difficulties. I can 
endure privations; but could I obtain in exchange for 
Newstead Abbey the first fortune in the country, I 
would reject the jiroposition. Set your mind at case on 
that score; Mr. Hanson talks like a man of business on 
the subject, 1 foci lilvC a man of honour, and 1 will not 
sell Newstead. 

“ I ffhall get my seat on the return of the affidavits 
from Carhais, in Cornwall, and will do something in the 
House soon: 1 mu.st dash, or it is all over. My Satire 
inii.«!tbe ki'pt secret for a montli, after that you may say 
what you please on the subject. Lwd Carlisle has used 
me infamously, and refused to state any particulars of 
my family to the Chancellor. I have lashed him in my 
rliymcB, and perhaps bis Lordship may regret not being 
more conciliatory. I'hey tell me it will have a sale ; I 
hope so, for the bookseller has behaved well, as fur as 
publishing well goes. 

“ Believe me, yours truly. 

“ P. S. You shall have a mortgage on one of tho 
farms.” 


LETTER XXXIX. 

TO MR. HARNESS. 

“8, St. James’s-slrcet, March 18th, 1809. 

“ There was no necessity for your excuses: if you 
have time and inclination to write, ‘ for what we receive, 
the Lorrl make us thankful.’—If I do not hear from you, 
I console myself with the idea that you are much more 
agreeably employed. 

“ 1 send down to you by this post a c^ain Satire 
lately jmblishcd, and in return for the three and sixpence 
expenditme upon it, only beg that if you should guess 
the author, you will keep his name secret; at least, for 
the present. l,ondon is auH of the Duke’s business. 
The Commons have been at it these last three nights i 
and are not yet come to a decision. 1 do not know if 
the affair will be brought before our House, unless in the 
sliape of an impeachment. If it makes its appearance 
in a debatable form, 1 believe I shall be tempted to say 
something dn the subject.—! am glad to hear you like 
Cambridge: firstly, b^ause to know that you are happy 
is pleasant to one who wishes you ail possible sublunary 
enjoyment; and, secondly, 1 admire ffie morality of the 
sentiment. Alina Mater was to me injusta nouerca: and 
the old Beldam only gave me my M. A. degree because 

* See Englieb Barde, aud uote, p. 426. 
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could not avoid it.—^You know what a farce a nob! 
|rCantab. must i>erform. 

% “I am going abroad, if possible, in the spring* an 
^' before I depart I am collecting the pictures of my mos 
intimate achoolfellows; I have already a few, and sha^ 
%f^int yours, or my cabinet will be incomplete. I hav 
; employed one of the first miniature-painters of the da 
' to take them, of course at niy own expense, as I neve 
allow my acquaintance to incur llie least expenditure t< 
gcatify a whim of mine. To mention tliis may seem in 
delicate; but when I toll you a friend of ours first re- 
< fused to sit, under the idea that he was to disburse o, 
tl»e occasion, you will see that it is necessary to stat 
• these prclitiimaries to prevent the recurrence of an;, 
similar mistake. I shall see you in time, and will carr> 
you to the Umner, It will be a tax on your patience fo 
- u week, but pray excuse it, as if is possible tlie reseiii 
blance may be the solo trace 1 sliall be able to preserv< 
!^)f>)ur past friendRhii> and present acquaintance. Jus 
now it seems foolish enougli, hut in a few y(‘ars, wher 
8(une of us are dead, and others are separated by inevi 
table circumhlances, it will be a kind of satisfiiction t( 
retain in these images of tho living the idea of oui 
former selves, and to contemplate in the resemblance o 
the dead, all that remains ofjudgment, feeling, and a hos 
of passions. But all this would he dull enough for you. 
and so good night, and to end my chapter, or rather my 
homily, believe me, dear H. yours mostaireclionately. 

“P. S. I do not know how you and Alma Mater 
agree. I was but an miloward cliild myself] and 1 be¬ 
lieve the good la<ly and her brat were- equally rejoiced 
when I was weaned; and, iff obtained her bcnedictioi 
at parting, it was, at best, e(|uivocal.” 

LETTER XL. 

TO R. C. DA LI.AS, ES<1. 

“April 26th, 1809. 

“dear sir, 

** I am just arrived at Batt’s Hotel, Jemnyn-street, St. 
JamesV, from Newstead, and shall be very glad to see 
you when convenieut or agreeable. Hobhouse is on his 
way up to town, full of printing resolution, and proof 
against criticism. 

“ Believe me, with great sincerity, yours truly, 

"Bykor.” 


LETTER XLT. 

TO MR. WILLIAM BANXES. 

“ Twelve o’clock, Friday night. 
“my dear bankes, 

“ 1 have ju!<t recoivc<l your note; believe me, I regret 
.most sincertdy that I was not fortunate enough to see it 
before, as I need not repeat to you, that your conversa- 
■^ioii fiir half an hour would have been much more agree- 
^blii to me than gambling or drinking, or any other 
iashionabie mode of passing an evening abroad or at 
^onie. I vTcally am very sorry tliat 1 went out previous 
■^o the arrival of your despateW: n future, pray lot me 
®^r from you beCire six, and whatever my engagements 
^lay he, 1 will always postpone them. Believe me, 
^itli Uiat deference which I have always from my child- 
mood paid to your talents^ and with somewhat a belter 
..opinion of your heart than I have liitiiorto entertained, 

" Yours evet, &c,” 

LETTER XLII, 

TO MRS. BYRON. 

Falmouth, June 22(1,1809. 

*dear mother, 

• 1 am sfcout to sail in a few days; probably before 
uUjbieacheB you. Fletcher begged so hard, that I have 
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continned him in my service. If he does not !>e1iava 
well abroad, I will send him back in a transport. I have 
a German servant, (who has been with Mr. Wilbraharo 
in Persia before, and was strongly recommended to me 
by Dr. Butler of Harrow,*) Robert, and William; they 
constitute my whole suite. I have totters m plenty— 
you shall hear from me at the different ports I touch 
upon; but you must not be alarmed if my letters mis¬ 
carry. The continent is in a fine state—an insurrec¬ 
tion has broken out at Paris, and the Austrians are 
beating Buonaparte—the Tyrolese have risen. 

“ There is a picture of me in oil, to be sent down to 
Newstead soon.—1 wish the Miss Pigots had some¬ 
thing iKittor to do tlian carry my miniatures to Notting¬ 
ham to copy. Now they have done it, you may ask 
them to copy the others, which are greater favourites 
than my own. As to money matters, 1 am ruined—at 
least till Rochdale is sold; and if that does not turn out 
well, I shall enter into the Austrian or Russian service 
—perhaps the Turkisli, if I like their manners. The 
world is all before me, and 1 leave England without re¬ 
gret, and w ithout a wish to revisit any thing it contains, 
except yoursclj] and your present rfisidence, 

“ Believe me, yours ever sincerely. 
“P. S. Pray tell Mr. Riishton his son is well, and 
doing well; so is Murray, indeed better than I ever saw 
iiim ; he will be hack in al>out a month. I ought to add 
:he leaving Murray to my few regrets, as his age perhaps 
will prevent my seeing him again. Robert I lake with 
nc; I like him, because, like myself] be seems a friend- 
ess animal.” 

LETTER XLIIL 

TO MR. HENRY DRURY. 

“Falmoulli, June 26th, 1809. 

"MY DEAR DRITRY, 

“W’o sail to-rnorrow in the Lislion packet, having 
»een detained till now by the lac^k of wind, and other ne¬ 
cessaries. These being at last procured, by this time to¬ 
morrow evening we shall bo embarked on the vide 
orlJ of vaters, nor all the vorld like Robinson Crusoe. 
The Malta vessel not sailing for some weeks, we have 
Jctcriniiied to go by way of Lisbon, and, a.** my servants 
erin it, to see ‘ that there Portingaletficnco to Cadiz 
and Gibraltar, and so on our old route to Malta and 
Constantinople, if so he that Captain Kidd, our gallant 
;ommander, understands plain sailing and Mercator, and 
:akes us on our voyage all according to the chart. 

“ Will you tell Dr. Butler that J have taken the trea- 
iure of a servant, Frieso, the native of Prussia Proper, 
nto my service from his recommendation. He has 
:)een all among the W'orshippers of Fire in Persia, and 
las seen Persepolis and all that. 

" Hobhouse has made woundy preparations for a book 
m his return;—100 pens, two gallons of jajian ink, and 
icvcral volumes of best blank, is no bad provision for a 
iscerniiig public. 1 have laid down my pen, but have 
iromised to contribute a chapter on the state of morals, 
&c. &c. 

* The cock ii crowing. 

I miiBt be going, 

And can no more.’.— of Gaffer Thumh. 

" Adieu. Believe me, icc. &c.” 
LETTER XLIV. 

TO MR. HODGSON. 

“ Falmouth, June 26th, 1809. 
“my dear HODGSON, 

“Before this reaches you, Hobhouse, two officers’ 
ives, three children, two waiting-maids, ditto subalterns 

’ The Piige end Yeoman o( the *' Uood Night,’' In the flret Canto of 
ilile Hnrotd 
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for the troopa, three Pffl-tugueie esquires and domestics, 
in all ninete^ souls, will have sailed in the Lisbon 
packet, with the noble Captain Kidd, a gallant com¬ 
mander as ever smuggled an anchor of right Nantz. 

“We are going to Lisbon first,because the Malta 
packet has saBed, d’ ye see 1 —from Lisbon to Gibraltar, 
Malta, Constantinople, and ‘ all that,’ as Orator Henley 
said, when be put the Church, and ' all that,’ in danger. 

“ Tlua town of Falmouth, as you will partly conjecture, 
is no great ways fi'om the sea. It is defended on the sea¬ 
side by tway castles, St Maws and Pendcnnis, ex¬ 
tremely well calculated for annoying every liody except 
an enemy. St. Maws is garrisoned by an able-bodied 
persmi of fourscore, a widower. He baa the whole com¬ 
mand and sole management of six most unmanageable 
pieces of ordnance, admirably adapted for the destruc¬ 
tion of Pendcnnis, a like tower of strength on tlie oppo- 
Kte side of the Channel. Wo have seen St. Maws, but 
Pendennis they will not let us behold, save at a distance, 
because Hobhouse and I are suspected of having al¬ 
ready taken St. Maws by a coup do main. 

“ The town conttuns many quakers and salt fish—tlin 
oysters have a taste of copper, owing to tlio soil of a 
mining country—the women (blessed be the Corjiorn- 
tion therefor!) are flogged at the cart’s tail when they 
• pick and stea^ as happened to one of the fair sex yester¬ 
day noon. She was pertinacious in her behaviour, and 
damned the mayor. * * 

“ Hodgson 1 remember me to the Drury, and remem¬ 
ber me to—^yoursclfi when drunk:—I am not worth a 
sober thought Look to my Satire at Cawthome’s, 
Cockspui^strect * * ♦ 

“1 don’t know when I can write again, because it de¬ 
pends on that experienced navigator. Captain Kidd, and 
the ‘ stormy winds that (don’t) blow,’ at this season. I 
leave England without regret—I shall return to it 
without pleasure. I am like Adam, the first convict, 
sentenced to transportation, but I have no Eve, and have 
eaten no apple but what was sour as a crab;—and tlius 
ends my first chapter. Adieu. Yours, Sic.” 


LETTER XLV. 

TO MK. HODGSON. 

“Lisbon, July 16th, 1809. ; 

“ Thus far have we pursued our route, and seen all 
sorts of marvellous sights, palaces, convents, &c.—' 
which, being to be heard in my friend Ifobhouse’s fortli- 
coming Book of Travels, 1 shall not anticipate by smug¬ 
gling any account whatsoever to you in a private and 
clandestine manner. 1 must just observe that the village 
of Cintrat' in Estreniadura is tlic most beautiful, perhajis, 
in the world. * ♦ * 

“I am very happy here, because I loves oranges, and 
talk bad Latin to foe monks, who understand it, as it is 
like tlieir own,—and 1 goes into society, (with my pocket 
pistols,) and I swims in tlie Tagus all across at once, 
and I rides on an ass or a mule, and swears Portuguese, 
and have got a diarrbtca and bites from the musquitocs. 
But what of that? Comfort must not be expected by 
folks that go a pleasuring. ♦ ♦ * 

“ When the Portuguese are pertinacious, I say, ‘ Car- 
racho!’—the great oath of foe grandees, that very well 
supplies foe place of ‘ Damme,’—and, when dissatisfied 
with my nei^bour, I pronounce liim ‘ Ambra di raerdo.’ 
With those two phrases, and a third. ‘Avra Bouro,’ 
which signifiefo ‘Get an ass,’ I am universally under¬ 
stood to be a person of degi t p jWid a master of languages. 
Bow merrily we lives tlitt||^l^er3 jie!—^if we had food 
and raiment. But, in n^lfililihdnesB, any tiling is better 

* Se«CbUdeiyiltfR,CaQtoI,BUnzal8tb,ae. 


foan England, and I am infinitely amused with my pil¬ 
grimage as for as it has gone. 

“ To-morrow we start to ride post near 400 miles as 
far as Gibraltar, whore we embark for Melita and By- " 
zantium. A letter to Malta will find me, or to be for- . 
warded, if I am absent. Pray embrace foe Druiy and 
Dwyer and all the Ephesians you encounter. 1 ain 
writing with Butler’s donative pencil, which makes my 
bad hand worse. Excuse illegibility. ♦ * ♦ 

“Hodgson! send me foe news, and the deaths, and 
defeats, and capital crimes, and foe misfortunes of one’s 
friends; and let us hear of literary matters, and the con¬ 
troversies and the criticisms. All this will be pleasant— 

‘ Suave raari magno,’ &o. Talking of that, I have been 
seasick, and sick of foe sea. Adieu. 

“ Yours faithfully, fee.” 

I LETTER XLVI. 

TO MK. HODGSON. 

“Gibraltar, August 6,1809. 

“I have just arrived at this place after a journey 
through Portugal, and a part of Spain, of nearly 600 
miles. We left Lisbon and travelled on horseback to 
Seville and Cadiz, and thence in the Hyperion frigate to 
Gibraltar. The horses are excellent—we rode seventy 
miles a day. Eggs and wine and hard beds arc all the 
accommodation we found, and, in such torrid weather, 
quite enough. My health is better than in England. 

♦ * ♦ 

“ Seville is a fine town, and foe Sierra Morena, part 
of which we crossed, a very sufficient mountain,—but 
damn description, it Is always disgusting. Cadiz, sweet 
Cadiz 1—it is the first spot in the creation. ♦ ♦ + 

The beauty of its streets and mansions is only excclleo 
by the loveliness of its inhabitants. For, with all na¬ 
tional prejudice, 1 must confess foe women of Cadiz are 
as far superior to the English women in beauty as foe 
Spaniards are inferior to the English in every quality 
that dignifies the name of man. ♦ ♦ ♦ Just as I 

began to know foe principal persons of foe city, I was 
obliged to sail. 

“ You will not expect a long letter after my riding so 
far ‘on hollow pampered jades of Asia.’ Talking of 
Asia puts me in mind of Africa, which is within five 
miles of my present residence. I am going over before 
, I go on to Constantinople. 

<1 * ♦ Cadiz is a complete Cyfoera. Many of 
the grandees who have left Madrid during foe troubles 
reside there, and I believe it is foe prettiest and cleanest 
town in Europe. London is filthy in foe conq>arison. 

♦ * The Spanish women are all alike, their edu¬ 
cation the same. The wife of a duke is, in information, 
as foe wife of a peasant,—foe wife of a peasant, in man¬ 
ner, equal to a dutchess. Certoioly, foey are fascinat¬ 
ing ; but their minds have only one idea, and the business 
of their lives is intrigue. * ♦ * , 

“I liave seen Sir John Carr at Seville and Cadiz, and 
like Swift’s barber, have been down on my knees to bog 
ho would not put mo i^to black and white. Pray re- r 
member me to foe Drurys and foe Davies, and all of 
foat stamp who are yet extant. Send me a letter at.d 
nows to Malta. My next epistle shall be from Mount 
Caucasus or Mount Sion. 1 shall return to Spam be¬ 
fore I see England, fin- I am enamoured of the country. 
Adieu, a^d bolieve me, Sic.” 

LETTER XLVII. 

TO THE RON. MKS. BTKON. 

“Gibraltar, Aug. llfo,1809. 

“deak motmek, 

“I have been so much occupied since njr departure 
from England, foat till I could address you at leng^ I 



-%aTe forborne writing altogether. As 1 hare now 
- y— through Portugal, and a considerable part of 
-^ain, and have leisure at this place, I shall endeavour 
4o give you a short detail of my movements. We 
iailed from Falmonth on the 2d of July, reached Lisbon 
.ItHer a very favourable passage of four days and a hall] 
mnd took up our abode in that city. It has often been 
described without being worthy of description; for, ex¬ 
cept the view from the Tagus, which is beautiful, and 
some fine churches and convents, it contains little but 
filtliy streets and more filthy inhabitants.* 

“ To make amends for this, the village of Cintra, about 
fifteen miles from tlie capital, is, perhaps in every re¬ 
spect, the most delightfulin Europe ; it contains beau¬ 
ties of every description, natural and artificial. Palaces 
and gardens rising in the midst of rocks, cataracts, an<l 
precipices; convents on stupendous heights—a distant 
view of the sea and the Tagus; and, besides (though 
4hat is a secondary consideration) is remarkalilo as the 
scene of Sir H. D.*s Convention.f It unites in itself all 
the wildness of the western highlands, with the verdure 
of the South of France. Near this place, about ten 
mites to the right, is tlie palace of Mafro, the boost ofj 
Portugal, as it might he of any country, in point of mag¬ 
nificence without elegance. There is a convent an¬ 
nexed ; the monks, who possess largo revenues, arc 
courteous enough, and understand Latin, so that we had 
a long conversation; they have a large library, and 
asked me if the English had any books in tlieir country. 

“ I sent my baggage and part of the servants* by sea 
to Gibraltar, and travelled on horseback from Aldea 
Galheda, (the first stage from Lisbon, which is only ac¬ 
cessible by water,) to SevilUi, (one of the most famous 
cities in Spain,) where the government called the Junta 
is now held. The distance lo Seville is nearly four hun¬ 
dred miles, and to Cadis; almost ninety miles further to¬ 
wards the coast. I had orders frt>m the government, and 
every possible accommodation on the road, as an Eng¬ 
lish nobleman, in an English uniform, is a very respecta¬ 
ble personage in Spain at j>rnscnt. The horses are re¬ 
markably good, and the roads (I assure you upon my 
honour, for you will hardly btdievo it) very far superior 
to the best British roads, without tlie smallest toll or 
turnpike. You will suppose this when I rode post to 
Seville in four days, through this parching country, in 
the midst of summer, without fatigue or annoyance. 
Seville is a beautiful town; though the streets are nar¬ 
row tliey are clean.| W e lodged in the house of two 
Spanish unmarried ladies, who possess siar houses in 
Seville, and gave me a curious specimen of Spanish 
manners.§ They are women of character, and tlie eld(^st 
a fine woman, the youngest pretty, but not so good a 
figure as Donna Josepha. The freedom of manner 
which is general here, astonished me not a little ; and in 
the course of further observation 1 find that reserve is not 
the characteristic of the Spanish belles, who are, in ge¬ 
neral, very hai!dsome, with large black eyes, and very 
fine forms. The eldest honoured your unworthy son 
with very particular attention, embracing him with great 
tenderness at parting, (I was th^i- but three days,) after 
emting off a lock ^ his hair, and presenting him with 
j>ne of her owi^ about three feet in length, which I send, 
and beg you will retain till my return. Her last words 
were, ‘ Adios, tu hermoso 1 me gusto mucho .*—* Adieu, 
you pretty fellow, you please me much.* She offered a 
share her apartment, which my tnrtue induet)d me to 
decline; she laughed, and said I liad some English 
*amante,* (lover,) and added that she was going to be 
married to an officer in the Spanish army. 

# “ 1 Seville, and rode on to Cadi^, through a beau- 
kfiil country. At Xeres, where the sherry we drank is 


made, I met a great merchant, a Mr. G<»doa dT 8octf<* 
land, who was extremely polite, and favoured me with the 
inspection of his vaults and cellars,—so thatl quaffed at 
tlie fountain head. 

** Cadiz,* sweet Cadiz, is the most delightful town 1 
ever beheld, very different from our English cities in 
every respect, except cleanliness, (and it is as clean as 
London,) but still b^utiful and full of the finest women 
in Spain, the Cadiz bellai being the Lancashire witches 
of their land. Just as I was introduced, and began to 
like the grandees, I was forced to leave it for this cursed 
place; but before 1 return to England X will virit it 
again. The night before I left it, I sat in the box at the 
opera with Admiral Cordova's family; he is tlie cono- 
rnandcr whom Lord St. Vincent defeated in 1797, and 
)ia.s an aged wife and a fine daughter, Senorita Cordova; 
the girl is very 5 )roUyin the Spanish style, in my opinion 
by no means inferior to the English in charms, and cer¬ 
tainly superior in fascination. Long black hair, dark 
languishing eyes, clear olive complexions, and forms more 
graceful in motion tlian can bo conceived by an English¬ 
man used to the drowsy, listless air of his countrywomen, 
added to the most becoming dress, and, at the same time, 
the most decent in the world, render a Spanish beauty 
irresistibh). I bog leave to observe that intrigue here is 
the business of life; when a woman marries she thrown 
■)ff all restraint, but I believe their conduct is chaste 
enough before. If you make a proposal, which in Eng* 
land would bring a box on tho oar from the meekest of 
virgins, to a Spanish girl, she thanks you for the honour 
you intend lier, and replies, ‘ Wait till I am married, and 
I shall be too happy.* This is literally and strictly true. 
Miss C'. and her little brother understood a little French, 
and, after regretting my ignorance of tho Spanish, she 
pro[>osed to become my preceptress in that language. 
1 could only reply by a low bow, and eXf>ross my regret 
that I quitted Cadiz too soon to permit me to make the 
progress which would doubtless attend my studies under 
so charming a directress. I was standing at the back 
of the box, which resemhlos our opera boxes, (the theatre 
is large, and finely dec'.orated, tlie music admirable,) in 
tiie inniiner in which Englishmen generally adopt, for 
fear of incommoding the ladies in front, when this fair 
Sjianiard dispossessed an old woman (an aunt or a 
duenna) of her chair, and commanded me to be seated 
next herself at a tolerable distance from her mamma. 
At the close of the performance 1 withdrew, and was 
lounging with a party of men in the passage, when, en 
passant^ the lady turned round and called me, and 1 had 
ihc honour of attending her to the admiral's mansion. I 
have an invitalioti on iny return to Cadiz, which 1 shall 
accept, if I repass through the country on my return 
from Asia. 

“ I have met Sir John Carr, knight erratic at Seville 
and Cadiz. He is a pleasant man. I like the Spaniards 
much. You have heard of the battle near Ma^d, and 
in England they call it a victory—a pretty victory! 200 
officers, and 6000 men killed all English; and tho 
French in as great force as ever. I should have joined 
tho army, but we have no time to lose before we get up 
tho Mediterranean and Archipelago. I am going over 
to Africa to-morrow; it is only six miles from this for¬ 
tress. My next stage is Cagliari in Sardinia, where 1 
shall be presented to hb majesty. 1 have a most su¬ 
perb uniform as a court dress, indispensable in tra¬ 
velling. 

August have not been to Africa *, the wind is 

contrary; but I dined yesterday at Algesiras, with Lady 
Westmoreland, where 1 met General Castanos, the ce¬ 
lebrated Spanish leader in tho late and presmit war: to 
day I dine with hiA; ho has offered me iotters to Te- 
tuon in Barbary, for the principal Moors; and I am to 
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have the houae for a few days one of the great men, 
which waa intended for Lady W. whose health will not 
pennit her to cross the Straits. 

Augii»i could not dine with Castanos yester¬ 

day, hut this ailemoon I had that honour; he is pleasant, 
and for aught I know to the contraiy, dover. I cannot 
go to Barlmry. The Malta padiet sails tomorrow, an<] 
myself in it. Admiral Purvis, with whom 1 din^ at 
Cadiz, gave me a passage in a frigate to Gibraltar, but 
we have no ship of war destined for Malta a1. present. 
The packets sail (ast, and have good accommodations. 
You shall hear from me on our route. Joe Murray de¬ 
livers this. 1 have sent him and the boy bud;; ]>ray 
show the lad every kindness, as he is my great favourite. 
1 hope this will hod you well. 

“ Believe me, ever yours sincerely, 
“Bvkon.” 

“ P. S. So Lord G. is married to a rustic! well done! 
If I wed, I will bring you home a Sultana, with half a 
dozen cities for a dowry, and reconcile you to an Otto -1 
man daughter-in-law with a bushel of pearls, not larger 
than Mtricb eggs or smaller than walnuts.” 


LETTER XLVllI. 

TO MU. EUSHTOW. 

“Gibraltar, August I5th, 1809. 

®MR. RTTSHTOIt, 

• I have sent Robert home with Mr. Murray, because 
the country which 1 am about to travel througli is in a 
state which renders it unsafe, particularly for one so 
young. I allow you to deduct five-and-twenty pounds a 
year for his education for three years, provided I do ntu 
return before that time, and 1 desire he may be con¬ 
sidered as in iny service. Let every care be taken of 
him, and let him be sent to school. In case ofniy death 
I have provided enough in rny will to render hin» inde¬ 
pendent. He has behaved extremely well, and has tra¬ 
velled a great deal for the time of his absence. Deduct 
the expense of his education from your rent. i 

“Byron.” 


LETTER XLIX, | 

TO TH£ HONOURABLE MRS. BYRON. 

“Malta, Sept. 16th, 1809. 

“bear mother, 

•Though I have a very short time to spare, being to 
Bait immediately for Greece, 1 cannot avoid taking an 
opportunity of telling you tiiat 1 am well. 1 have been 
in Malta a short time, and have found the inhabitants 
hospitable and pleasant. This letter is committed to 
the charge of a very extraordinary woman, whom you 
have doubtless heard of) Mrs. Spencer Smith,* of whose 
escape the Manjuis dc Salvo published a narrative a 
few ycara ago. She lias since been shipwrecked, and 
her life ha.s been from its commencement so fertile in re-1 
tnatkable incidents, that in a romance they would appear ' 
improbable. She was bom at Constantinople, where 
her father, Baron Herbert, was Austrian ambassador; 
married unh^pily, yet has never been impeached in 
point of character; excited the vengeance of Buonaparte 
by a part in some conspiracy; several times risived her 
life; and is not yet twenty-hve. She is here in her 
way to England, to join her husband, being obliged to 
leave Trieste, where she was paying a visit to her 
mother, by the approach of the French, and embarks 
soon in a ship of war. Since n 3 ^aiTival here, 1 have 


had scarcely any other companion. I have found her 
very pretty, very accomplished, and extremely eccentric. 
Buonaparte is even now so mconsed against her, that her 
life would bo in smne danger if she were taken prisoner 
a second time. 

You have seen Murray and Robert by Uiis time, and 
received iny letter—little has happened since that date. 
1 have touched at Ca^iari, in Sardmia, and at Girgeiiti, 
in Sicily, and embark to-morrow for Patras, from whence 
I proceed to Yaiuna, where Aii Pacha holds his Qourt, 
so X shall soon be among the Musselmans. 

“ Adieu. BoUeve me with aincerity, 
“Yours evw, 
“Byron* 


LETTER L. 

TO MRS. BYRON. 

“Prevesa, Nov. 12,1809. 

I “MY DEAR MOTHER, 

“I have now boon some time in Turkey: this place 
is on tlie coast, but I have traversed the interior of the 
province of Albania on a visit to the Pacha. I left 
Malta in the Spi<ler, a brig of war, on tlio 21st of Sep- 
l.e.mber, and arrived in eight days at Prevosa. I thence 
have been about 150 miles, as far as Tepalcn, his high¬ 
ness’s country palace, where I .stayed three days.* The 
name of the Pacha is jili, and he is consiclorod a man of 
the first abilities: he governs the u’hole of Albania, (the 
ancient Illyrirum,) Epirus, and part ofMacedonia. His 
son, Vely Pacha, to whom he has given mo letters, 
governs the Morca, and has great influence in Egypt; in 
short, he is one of the most powerful men in the Otto¬ 
man empire. When I reached Yanina, the capitil, 
after a journey of llirce dtiys over the moiintain.s, through 
a country of the most picturesque beauty, I found that 
All Pacha was with his army in Illyricum, besieging 
Ibrahim Pacha in the castle of Berat. He had hear<i 
that an Englishman of nuak was in his dominions, and 
had left orders in Yanina with Uio commandant to jiro- 
vide a house, and supply me witli every kind of neces¬ 
sary ffraiis; and, though I have bocn allowed to make 
presents to the slaves, &c., I have not been pennitted tu 
pay fora single article of household consumption. 

“ I nule out on iJio vizier’s horses, and saw the palaces 
of himstdf and grandsons: they are splendid, but too 
much ornamented with silk and gold. I then went over 
the mountmns through Zitza, a village witli a Greek 
monastery, (where I slept on my return,) in the mof^t 
beautiful situation (always excepting Cintra, in Portugal) 

1 ever beheld. In nine days 1 reached Tepalcn. Oiir 
journey was much prdongi^d by tlie torrents that had 
fallen from the mountains, and intersected the roads, i 
shall never forget the .singular scene on entering Tepa- 
len at five in tlie afternoon, as the sun was going down. 
It brotightto my mind (with some chanqe of (freas, how¬ 
ever) Scott’s description of Branksome Castle in his 
Lay, and the feudal system. The Albanians, in their 
dressci) (the most magnificent in the world, consisting of 
a long le&’fc kilt, gold-vvorked cloak, crimson velvet gold- 
laced jacket and waistcoat, silver-mounted pistc^s 
daggers,) the Tartars with their high caps, the Turiis n 
Ciicir vast pelisses and ttirbans, the soldiers and black 
slaves iviih Uie horses, the former in groupes in an in»- 
mense ^rge open galley m front of the palace, the latter 
placed m a lund of cloister below it, two hundred steeds 
ready caparisoned to move in a moment, couriers cn 
taring or {lassing out with despatchei^ the kettle-^mr 
beating, boys calling the hour from minaret of th< 
mosque, akogether, with the singular appearance of 
building itself formed a new and deUghtful spectacle t(f 
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stranger. I was candooted to a very handsome apart- consul’s, with three doors wide open, no fire, or esea Jler- 
*ment, and my health inquired after by the rater’s secre- place in the house ^ except for culinary purposes. 

• tary, * b-la-mode Turquel’ “ To-day I saw the remains of the town of Acthnn,* 

. * The next llay I was introduced to Ali Pacha. I near which Antony lost the world, in a small bay, ndiers 

was dressed in a full suit of staff uniform, with a very two frigates could hardly manceurre: a broken wall is 
magnificeBt sabre, &c. The vixier received me in a the sole remnant. On another part of die gidf stands 
largo room pared with marble; a fountain'*' was playing the ruins of NicopoUs, built by Augustus in honour of 
in dio centre; the apartment was surroimded by scarlet his rictory. Last night I was at a Greek marriage; but 
ottomans. Ho received me standing a wondeiful com- this and a diousand things more I have neither time nor 
(diment from a Mussulman, and made me sit down on space to describe. 

his right hand. I have a Greek interpreter for general “lam going to-morrow, with a guard of fifty men, to 
use, but a physician of Ali's, named Pemlario, who un- Patras in the Mores, and thence to Athens, where I 
derstands Latin, acted for me on tliis occa.sion. His shall winter. Two days ago I was nearly lost in a 
first question was, why, at so early an ago, I left my Turkish ship of war, owing to the ignorance of the cap- 
countiy?—(the Turks have no idea of travelling for tain and crew, though the storm was not violent. Fletcher 
amusement.) He then said, the Knglisli minister, Ca[i- yelled after his wife, the Greeks called on all the saints, 
tain Leake, had told him I was of a great family, and the Mussulmans on Alla; the captain burst into tears 
ijcsired his respects to my mother; which I now, in the and ran bolow deck, telling us to cal! on God; the sails 
name of Ali Pacha, pnjsenl to yon. He said he was were split, the mainyard shivered, the wind blowing 

certain I was a man of birth, because I had small ears, fresh, the night setting in, and all our chance was to 

curling hair, and little white handti,t and expressed him- make Corfu, which is in possession of the French, or (as 
self pleased with my appearance and garb. lie told me Fletcher pathetically termed it) ‘ a watery grave.’ I did 
to consider him as a father while. I was in Turkey, and what I could to console Fletcher, but finding him incor- 
said he looked on me a.s his son. Indeed, he treated me rigible, wrapped myself up in my Albanian cafiote, (an 
like a cliild, scuding me almonds and sugared sherbet, immense cloak,) and laydown on deck to wait ftie worst, 
fruit and sweetmeats, twenty times a day. He begged I have learned to pbilo.sophize in my travels, and if I bad 
me to visit him often, and at night, when he was at lei- not, complaint was useless. Luckily the wind abated, 
sure. I then, after coffee and pipes, retired for the first and only drove us on the coast of Suli, on the main lani^ 

lime. I saw him thrice afterward. It is singular that whore wo landed, and proceeded, by the help of the na- 

the Turks, who have no hereditary dignities, and few lives, to Prevesa again; but I shall not trust Turkish 
great families, except the Sultans, pay so much respect sailors in future, though the Pacha had ordered one of 
to birth; for 1 found niy pedigree more regarded than his own galliots to take me to Patras. I am therefore 
my title. Itu'xe as far ns Missolonghi by land, and there have only 

“ Ilis highness is sixty years old, very fat, and net tall, to cross a small gulf to got to Patras, 
hut with a fine face, light blue eye.s, and a white beard; “Fletcher’s next epistle will be full of marvels: we 
his manner is very kind, and at the same time he pos- were one night lost fur nine hours in the mountains in a 
sesscs that dignity which I find universal among the tliunder-storm, and since nearly wrecked. In both 
Turks.—Ho has tlio appearance of any thing but his cases, Fletclior was sorely bewildered, from apprehen- 
real character; for ho is a remorseless tyrant, guilty of j sions of famine and banditti in the first, and drowning in 
tile most horrible cruelties, very bravo, and so good a the second instance. His eyes were a little hurt by the 
general that they call him the Alaliomnian Buoiiaparle. ightning, or crying, (I don’t know which,) but are now 
Napoleon has twice oH'ereiUe make himkiiig of Hpiriis, recovered. When you write, address to mn.tgf'Mr. 
nut he prefers the English interest, and abhors the Stranc’s, English consul, Patras, Morea. 

French, as he himself told me. He is of so much con- “ I could toll you I know not how many incidents 
sequence, that he is much courted by both; the Alba- that I think would amusu yon, but they crowd on my 
niaiis being the most warlike subjects of the Sultan, mind as much as they would swell my paper, arnl I can 
though Ali is only nominally dependent on the Porte, leither arrange them in the one, nor put them down on 
lie has been a mighty warrior; but is a.s barbarous as the otlmr, e.\<'C|)l in the greatest eoidiision. I like the 
VC is successful, roasting rebels, &c. &c. Buonaparte Albanians much; they are not all Turks; some tribes 
lent him a snuffbox, with his picture; he said the stmlf- are Christians. But their religion makes little dit 
»ox was very well, but the picture he could excuse, as he. fercncc in their manner or conduct. They arc esteemed 
neither liked it nor the original. His ideas of judging of the best troops in the Turkish service. 1 lived on my 
a man’s birth from cars, hands, Ac. wore curious cnougli. route two days at once, and tlireo days again, in a bat-. 
To me, he was, indeed, a father, giving me letteis, rack at Salora, and never found soldiers so tolerable, 
guards, and every [lossible accommodation. Our next though I have been in the garrisons of Gibraltar and 
;onvcrsatyns were of war and travelling, politics and Malta, and seen Spanish, French, Sicilian, and British 
England. He called my Albanian soldier, who attends troo[is in abundance. I have had notliing stolen, and 
me, and told him to protect me at all havxtrd. His was always welcome to their provision and milk. Not 
name is ViscilUe, and like all the Albanians, he is brave, a week ago an Albanian ebiefi (every village has its 
rigidly honest, and faithfulq but fhey are cruel, though chielj who is called Primate,) after helping os out rf the 
not treachoroos; and have several vices, but no mean- Turkish galley in her distress, feeding us, and lodging my 
nesses. They are, perhaps, the most beautiful race, in suite, consisting of Fletcher, a Greek, two Athenians, 
point of countenance, in the world; tlieir women are a Greek priest, and my companion, Mr. Hobhouse, re- 
sometimes handsome also, but they are treated like used any compensation but a written paper slating that 
slaves, beaten, and, in short, complete beasts of burden; I was well received; and when I pressed him to accept 
they plough, dig, and sow. I found them tarrying wood, a few sequins, ‘ No,’he replied; ‘ I wish you to love me, 
and actually repairing the highways. The men are ali not to pay mo.’ These are his words, 
soldiers, and war and the chace their sole occupation. “ It is astonishiug how far money goes in this country. 
The women are the labourers, vvhicdi, after all, is no While I was in the capital, 1 had nothing to pay, by the 
groat hardship in so delightful a climate. Yesterday, vixior’s order; but since, though I have geno^yiiad 
the llth of November, I bathed in the sea; to-day it is sixteen horsos, and generally six or seven men, the ex- 
•o httt that I am writing in a shady room of the English pense has not been Ao{f as much as staymg only three 

* See T)on Juan, Cento 7. ataMR 50, asd not*. 
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weeks ra Maks, though Sir A. Ball, the gorenior, gai 

me a house for nothing, arri I had only one WTOint. By- 
the>hy, I expect Hanson to remit regularly; for 1 am not 
about to stay in this province for ever. Let him write 
to me at Mr. Stran^X English consul, Patras. The 
fiujt is, the fertkity of the {dains is wonderful, and specie 
is scarce, which makes this remarkable cheapness. I 
am going to Adiens to study modern Greek, which 
differs much from die ancient, though radically similar. 
1 have no desire to return to England, nor shall I, unless 
compeDed by absolute want, and Hanson’s neglect; but 
I sh^l not enter into Asia fur a year or two, as I have 
much to see in Greece, and I may perliaps cross into 
Africa, at least the Egyptian part. Fletcher, like all 
En^hmen, is very much dissatisfrcd, though a little re¬ 
conciled to the Turks by a present of eighty piastres 
from the vizier, which, if you consider every thing, and 
the value of specie here, is nearly worth ten guineas 
English. He has suffered nothing but from cold, heat, 
and vermin, which those who lie in cottages and cross 
mountains in a etdd country roust undergo, and of which 
1 have equally partaken with himself; but he is not 
valiant, and is afraid of robbers and tempests. I have 
DO one to be remembered to in England and wish to 
hear nothing from it, but that you are well, and a letter 
or (wo on business from Hanson, whom you may tell to 
write. I will write when 1 can, and beg you to be¬ 
hove me, 

“Your affectionate son, 

“ Bvnoir. 

•P. S. I have some very magnifrque’ Albanian 
dresses, the only expensive article in tliis ctmntiy. 
They cost fiO guineas eacli, and have so much gold they 
would cost m England two hundred. I have been in¬ 
troduced to Hussim Bey and Molimout Pacha, both 
little boys, grand-children of Ali, at Yanina. They arc 
totally rniUke our lads, have punted complexiims like 
rouged dowagers, large black eyes, and features perfectly 
regular. They are the prettiest little animals I over 
ww, and are broken into the court ceremonies already. 
The Turkish salute is a slight inclination of tlie head, 
frith the hand on the breast. Intimates always kiss. 
Mahmout is ten years old, and hopes to see mo again. 
We are fnends without umlerstanding each otlicr, like 
many other folks, though from a different cause. He 
has given me a letter to his father in the Morca, to whom 
I have also letters from Ali Pacha.” 


LETTER LI. ' 

TO Mas. ByROX. | 

•Smyrna, March 19,1810. 

•dead MOrRSB, 

•I cannot write you a long letter, but as I know you 
will not bo sorry to receive any intelligence of my move¬ 
ments, pray accept what I can give. I have traveraed 
the greatest part of Greece, besides Epirus, &c. Ac. re¬ 
sided ten weeks at Athens, and am now on the Asiatic 
ride on my way to Constantinople. I have just returned 
from viewing the ruins of Ephesus, a day’s journey from 
Smyrna. I presume you have received a long letter I 
wrote from Albania, with an account of my reception by 
the Pacha oC the province. 

• When I arrive at Constantinc^le, I shall determine 
whether to proceed into Persia or retting which latter I 
do not wish, ifl can avoid it. But l^Milttpteelligence 
from Mr. Hanson, and but one hMIH|M[|-yitur8elf. I 
«ha& stand in need oTremittanciiliwiWbfr. giroceed or 
fatnm. I have written to him vlpgte^ehat he may 
Siet plead ignorance of my sitiMfttlcr for neglect. I can 
4 P»e you no accoent iff any thfaqi^fbr I have not time or 
opportunity, die frigate saifr|i|;iwaediately. Indeed, 


I aversion to letter-writing becomes more cimfinned. I- 
(have written to no one but yourself and Mr. Hanson, 
and these are communications of business and duty ta- 
^ther than ofindination. 

Fletcher is vmy much disgusted with hit fatigues; 
though he hss undergone nothing that I have not shwed. 
He is a poor creature; indeed English servants are de- 
testeble travellen. I have, besides him, two Albanian 
soldiers and a Greek interpreter; all excellmit in tfaeii' 
jway. Greece, particularly in the vicinity oi Athens, is 
delightful; cloudless skies and lovely landscapes. But 
I must reserve all account of my adventures till wo 
meet. I keep no journal, but my friend Hobhouse writes 
incessantly. Pray take care of Murray and Robert, 
and tell tlie boy it is the most fortunate thing for him 
that he did not accompany me to Turkey. Consider 
this as merely a notice of niy safety, and believe me, 
•Yours, Ac. Ac. 

“Bvrok.” 

LETTER LH. 

TO THE HOIf. MRS. BYROIT. 

“ Smyrna, April 10th, 1810. 

•dear mother, 

“ To-morrow, or this evening, I sail for Constantinople 
in the Salsette frigate, of thirty-six guns. She returns 
to England with our ambassador, whom she is going up 
on purpose to receive. 1 have written to you short 
letters from Athens, Smyrna, and a long one from Al¬ 
bania. I have not yet mustered courage for a second 
large epistle, and yon must not be angry, since I take all 
opportunities of apprizing you of my safety: but even 
that is an effort, writing is so irksome. I have been tra¬ 
versing Greece, and Epirus, Blyria, Ac. Ac. and you 
see by my date, have got into Asia. I have made but 
one excursion lately, to the ruins of Ephesus. Malta is 
the rendezvous of my letters, so address to that island. 
Mr. Hanson has not written, though I wished to hear of 
Uie Norfldk sale, the Lanca.shire lawsuit, Ac. Ac. I 
am anxiously expecting fresh remittances. I believe 
on will like Nottinghamshire, at least, my share of it. 
'ray accept my good wishes m lieu of a long letter, and 
relieve 

• Youra sincerely and affectionately, 
“Bvnoir.” 

LETTER LIH. 

TO THE BON. MRS. BTKON. 

“Salsette Frigate, off the Dardanelles, April 17,1810. 
•dear madam, 

• I write at anchor, (in our way to Constantinople,) off 
the Troad, which I traversed two da 3 rs ago. .^II the re¬ 
mains of Troy are the tombs of her destroyers, among 
which I see that of Antilocfaus from my cabin window. 
These are large mounds of earth, like the barrows of the 
Danes in your island. There, are several monuments, 
ibout twelve miles distant; of the Alexandrian Troas, 
which I also examined; but by no means to be compared 
with the remnants of Athens and Ephesua. This will 
!>e sent in a ship of war bound with despatches for 
Malta. In a few days we atiall be at Constantim^e, 
barring accideats. I have also written from Smyrna, 
and shall, from time to time, transmit short accounts of 
my movements, but I feel totally unequal to long letters. 

•Believe me, 

•Yours very sincerely, 

•BynoN.* 

*P. S, No accounts from Hanson! DonotcomnlsiB 
if short letters, I write to nobody but yourself ancT Mr. 
Hanson. 
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LETTER LIV. 

TO THE BOS. MRS. ByBOR. 

“ ConstooUnople, May I 8 U 1 ,1810. 

“jOEAB MADAM, 

*1 aimed here in an Engliidi frigate from Smyrna, a 
!w days ago^ without any events worth mentioning, ex- 
spt landing to view the plains of Troy, and afterwards, 
’hen we were at anchor in the Dardanelles, mnmming 
om Scstos to Abydos, in imitation of Monsieur Lean¬ 
er, whose story you no doubt know too well for me to 
dd any thing on the sul^ect, except tliat I crossed the 
lellcspont without so good a motive (or tlie undertaking. 
lS 1 am just going to visit the Captain Pacha, you will 
reuse the brevity of my letter. When Mr. Adair 
ikes leave, 1 am to see the Sultan and the mosques, &c. 

“ Believe me, yours ever, 
“Byaoir.” 


LETTER LV. 

TO MK. HEKKV DRDRr. 

“ Salsettc Frigate, May 3d, 1810. 

*My DEAR DRUny, 

“ When I left England, nearly a year ago, you re- 
iiosted me to write to you—1 will do so. I have 
'ussed Portugal, traversed tlic south of Spain, visited 
ardinia, Sicily, Malta, and thence passed into Turkey, 
liere I am still wandering. I first landed in Albania, 
le ancient Epirus, where we peneUated as &r as Mount 
'omarit—excellently treated by the chief Ali Pacha; 
td, after journeying tlirough Illyria, Channia, &c. 
•oBsed tlie gulf of Aetium, with a guard of fifty Albani- 
js, and (lasscd the Achelous in our route through Acar- 
inia and dEtolia. We slop|)ed a short time in the 
lorea, crossed the gulf of Lepanto, and landed at the 
ot of Parnassus; saw alt that Delphi retains, and so 

I to Thebes and Athens, at wliich last we remained 

II weeks. 

“ His majesty’s ship Pylades brought us to Smyrna; 
It not iH'fore wc had topographized Attica, including, 
'course, Marathon and the Snnian promontory. From 
myma to the Tread (which we visited when at anchor, 
r a fortnight, olf the tomb of AntUoclius) was our next 
age; and now we are in the Dardanelles, waiting frir 
wind to proceed to Constantinople. 

“ This morning 1 swam from AssiostoA%d<is.* The 
imediate distance is not above a mile, but the current 
nders it hazardous;—so much so that I doubt whether 
candcr’s conjugal affection must not have been a little 
ulled in his passage to Paradise. I attempted it a 
eek ago, and failed,—owing to the north wind, and the 
onderftil rapidity of the tide,—though I have been 
om my ifltildbood a strong swimmer. But, this morn- 
g being calmer, I succeeded, and crossed the ‘ broad 
cllespont’ in an hour and ten minutes. 

“Well, ray dear sir, I have left my home, and seen 
irt of Africa and Asia, %nd n tolerable portion of Eu- 
>po. I have been with generals and admirals, princes 
id pachas, governors and ungovemnWes,—^but I have 
>t time or paper to expatiate. I wish to lot you know 
at I live with a friendly remembrance of you, and a 
>pe to meet you again; and, if 1 do this as shortly as 
wsible, attribute it to any thing but forgetfutoess. 

" Greece, ancient and modern, you know too well to 
quire description. Albania, indeed, I have seen more 
than any Englishman, (except a Mr. Leake,) for it is, 
country rarely visited, from the savage character of: 
e natives^ though abounding in more natural beauties 
ai^the classical regions of Greece,—wh'ich, however, 

’ Sec Letter 477, &c. 


are still eminently beautiful, particulaify Ddphi ‘ and 
Ciqm Coknuut in Attica. Yet those are nothmg to parts 
of niyria and Epirus, where places without a name, and 
rivers not laid down in maps, may, one day, when more 
known, be justly esteemed superior subject^ for the 
pencil and the pen, to the dry ditch of the Ilireus and 
the bogs of Boeotio. 

“ The Troad is a fine field for conjecture and snipe- 
shooting, and a good sportsman and an ingenious scholar 
may exercise their feet and faculties to great advantage 
up<m the spotor, if they prefer riding, lose their way 
(as I did) in a cursed quagmire of the Scamander, who 
wriggles about as if the Dardan virgins still oftered their 
wonted tribute. The only vestige of Troy, or her de¬ 
stroyers, arc die borrews supixiscd to contain the car¬ 
casses of Achilles, Antilochut^ Ajax, &c.—but Mount 
Ida is stiil in high feather, tliaugh the shepherds are 
now-a-days not much like Ganymede. But why should 
I say more of these filings? are they not written in the 
Bake of and has not H. got a journal? I keep 
none, as I have renounced scribbling. 

“ 1 see not much difiercnce between ourselves and file 
Turlis, save tliat we have * *, and fiiey have none— 
fiiat fiiey have long dresses, and we short, and that we 
talk much, and they little. ♦ ♦ * ♦ ♦ They 

are sensible people. Ali Pacha told me he was sure I 
was a man of rank, because I had tmaU tart and haXde 
and curRng hair. By-the-by, 1 speak the Romaic, or 
modem Greek, tolerably. It does not differ from the 
ancient dialects so much as you would conceive; but the 
pronunciation is diametrically opposite. Of verse, ex¬ 
cept in rhyme, they have no idea. 

“I like the Greeks, who are plausiUe rascals;—with 
ali the Turkish vices, wifiiout fiieir courage. However, 
some are brave, and all are beautiful, very much re¬ 
sembling file busts of Alcibiadcs:—the women not quite 
so handsome. I can swear in Turkish; but, except one 
horrible oath, and ‘pimp,’ and ‘bread,’ and ‘water,’ 1 
have got no great vocabulary in that language. They 
are extremely polite to strangers of any ran^ properly 
protected; and as I have two servants and two soldiers, 
we get on with great eclat We have been occasionally 
'in danger of thieves, and once of shipwreck,—but always 
sscaped. 

“At Malta I fell in love with a married woman,* and 
challenged an aid-de-camp of General ♦ ♦ (a rude 
fellow, who grinned at sometliing,—I never rightly knew 
what)—but he explained and afiologized, and the lady 
embarked for Cadiz, and so I escap^ murder and crim. 
con. Of S|iain I sent some account to our Hodgsmi, 
but have subsequently written to no one, save notes to 
relations and lawyers, to keep them out of my premises, 
t mean to give up all connexion, on my return, wifii 
many of my best friends—as I supposed them—and to 
snarl all my life. But I hope to have onq good-hu¬ 
moured laugh with you, and to embrace Dwyer, and 
pledge Hodgson, befere I commence cynicism. 

“ TcU Doctor Butler I am now writing with the gold 
pen he gave me befere I left England, which is the reae 
son my scrawl is more unintelligible than usual. I have 
been at Athens and seen plenty of those reeds for scriiv 
Wing, some of wliich he reftisod to bestow upon me, be- 
cause tiqxigraphic Gell had brought them from Atfict. 
But I will not describe,—no—you must be satisfied with 
simple deta'd till my return; and then wo will unfold the 
floodgates of colloquy. I am in a 36 gim frigate, going 
up to fetch Bob Adair from Constantinople who wifi 
have the honour to carry this letter. 

“And so H.’s bake is out,t with some sentiments! 
sing-song of my own to fill upr—and how ^s it take, 
eh ? and where the devil is the second edition rf my 

• f^I.et(er49. _ _ 

t tioblwiuRv’s MIcedHtRiM, In vhkb of Loni B9 Tt«* 0 wniWT 
pieccB w«r« 6 ri|^i»il/ publiabed. 
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Satire, with additimia? and my name on the fStle-page ? 
and more lines tagged to the end, with a new exordium 
and what not, hot iVom my anvil before I cleared the 
Channel? The Mediterranean and the Atlantic roll 
between me and criticism; and the tliunders of the Hy¬ 
perborean Review are deafened by the roar of the 
Hellespont. 

“ Remember me to Claridge, if not translated to col- 
logo, and present to Hodgson assurances of my high con¬ 
sideration. Now, you win ask, what shall I do next ? 
and I answer, I do not know, I may return in a few 
months, but I have intents and projects after visiting 
Constantinople.—Hobhouse, however, will probably be 
back in September. 

“On the !W of July we have left Albion one year— 

* oblitus meorum obliviscendus ct illis.’ I was sick of 
my own country, and not much prepossessed in favour of 
any other; bull ‘drag on* * my chain’without‘lon:»fh- 
ening it at each remove.’ I am like the Jolly IVliller, 
caring for nobody, and not cared for. All countries are 
much the same in iny eyes. 1 smolio, and stare at 
mountains, and twirl my mustachios very independently. 
1 miss no comforts, and the mosquitoes that wrack the 
morbid frame aC H. have, luckily for me, little ctfcct on 
mine, because I live more temperately. 

,“1 omitted Ephesus in my catalogue, which I visited 
during my sojourn at Smyrna; but the Temple has al¬ 
most perished, and St. Paul need not trouble himself to 
epistoUzo the present brood of Ephesians, who havt? 
converted a large church built entirely of marble into a 
mosque, and 1 don’t know that the cdihcc lool;s the 
worse for it. 

“ My paper is full, and my ink ebbing—good afternoon! 
If you address to me at Malta, the letter will be for- 
waidod wherever I may be. Hobhouse greets you; be 
pines for his poetry,—at least, some tidings of it. I al¬ 
most forgot to tell you that I am dying for love of tlircc 
Greek girls at Athens, sisters. 1 lived in the same, 
house. Teresa, Mariana, and Kaiinka, arc the names 
ofth^o divinities,—alt of them under 15. 

“ Your Tttvctvoraroi dsAoj, 

“BvRON.” : 


LETTER LVI. 

TO MR. HODGSOir. 

“ Salsette Frigate, in the Dardanelles, off I 
Abydos, May 6lh, 1810. 

“1 am on my way to Constantinople, after a tour 
- through Greece, Epirus, Ac. and part of Asia JMinor, 

> some particulars of winch I have just communicated to 
our friend and hc^tH. Drury. With these, then, 1 shall 
not trouble you; but, as you will pcrhajts bo pleased to 

; hear that 1 am well, Ac. 1 take the opportunity of our 
ambassador’s return to forward the few lines I have time 
to despatch. We have undergone some inconveniences, 

. and incurred partial perils, but no events worthy of com- 
munication, unle^ss you will deem it one that two days 
i ago 1 swam from Sestos to Abydos. Tiiis,—with a few 

> alarms from roU>ers, and some danger of shipw reck in a 
i Turkish galliot six ntoiiths ago^ a visit to a Paclio, a pas¬ 
sion for a married woman at Malta, a challenge to an 
ulHcer, an attachment to three Greek girls at Athens, 

\wUb a great deal of buffoonery and fine prospects,— 

. form all that has distinguished my progress since my 

> departure from Spain. 

“ Hobhouse rhymes and journalizes; I stare and do no- 
Ihing^unless smoking can be deemed an active amuse- 
^/mont. The Turks take tofMish care of their women 
permit them to be lK;rutiqj|^3 IfGrt 1 havS lived a good 
..;<leal with the Oreelcs, ii4m Modmi dialect I can con- 
iverae in enough for With the Turks J 

.^Itavo also some malt sttioiMltsees—female society is 


out of the qu<!stion. I have been very well treated by 
the Pachas and Governors, and have no complamt lb 
make of any hind. Hobhouse will one day inform y(»u 
of all our adventures,—were I lo attempt the recital,- 
neith(;r my paper nor your patience would hold out 
during the operation. 

“Nobody, save yotirself has written to me since I loft 
England; but indeed I did not request it. 1 except my 
relations, who write quite as often as I wish. Of Ho^ 
house’s volume I know notliing; except that it is out; 
and of my second edition I do not even know ihat^ and 
certainly do not, at tliis distance, interest myself in the 
matter. * ♦ * * i hope you and Bland roll down 
the sfriiam of sale with rapidity. 

“ Of my return I cannot positively sficak, but think it 
probable Hobhouse will precede me in that respect. 
We have b<*(?n very nearly one year abroad. I should 
wish lo gnzo aw'ny another, at least, in llies<* ever-greon 
cliinati-y; but I b ar business, law business, the worst of 
einploynients, will recall me jircvious to that period, if 
not very quickly. Ifso, you shall have due notice. 

“ i hope you wi.l find me an altered personage,—I do 
not moan in boily, but in manner, for X begin to hud out 
that nothing but virtue will do in tliis J—d world. I am 
tolerably sick of vice, which I have tried in its agreeable 
variotios, and mean, on my return, to cut all my dissolute 
acquaiiiionce, leave off wine and carnal company, and 
botalie myself to politics and decorum. I am very 
serious and cynical, and a good deal disposed to moralize; 
but, fortunately for you, the coming homily is cut off by 
default of pen and defection of paper. 

“Good morrow! If you write, address to me at 
Malta, whence your letters will be forwarded. You 
need not remember me to any body, but believe me, 

“ Yours with all faith, 

“ByRON.” 


LETTER LVIT. 

TO TIIK HONOURABLE SIRS. BVRON, 

“Constantinople, May 24th, 1810. 
“dkaii mother, 

“ I wrote to you very shortly the other day on my ar¬ 
rival here, and as another opportunity avails, take up iriy 
pen again, that the fre(]ue.ncy of my letters may atone 
for their brevity. Pray did you ever receive a picture of 
me in oil by SamlcrSf in Vigo-lancy London ? (a noted 
Uiimer;) if not, write for it immediately; it was paid for, 
except the frame, (if frame there be,) before I left Eng¬ 
land. 1 believe 1 mentioned to you in my last, that niy 
only notable exploit, lately, has been swimming from 
Sestos to Abydos on tlie third of this month, in humble 
imitation of Ijeaudcfy of amorous memory, though I had 
no Hero to receive me on the other shore of the Helles¬ 
pont. Of Constantinople you have, of course*, read fifty 
descriptions by sundry travellers, which are in general 
so correct, that J have notliing lo add on the subject. 

“ When our ambassador t^kes his leave, 1 shall ac¬ 
company him lo see the sultan, and afterward probably 
return lo Greece. I have heard nothing of Mr. Hanson, 
but one remittance, without any letter from that gende- 
man. If you have occasion for any pecuiuary supply, 
pray use my funds as far as they go without reserve; 
and, lest this should not be enough, in my next to Mr. 
Hanson 1 will direct lum to advance any sum you may 
want, leaving it to your discretion how much, in the pre¬ 
sent stale of my affairs, you may thinic proper to re<]uire. 
I have already scon the most interesting parts of Turkey 
in Europe and Asia Minor, but sliall nut proceed farther 
till I hear from England; in the moan time I shall ex¬ 
pect occasiotial supplies, according to circumstances; 
and shall pass my summer among my friends, the 
Greeks of the Morca. 
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^ You will direct to Mfdta, where my letters are for 
i^arded, and believo me to be, 

“ With great sincerity, 

. “Yours ever. 

“ P. S. Fletcher is well; pray take care of my boj 
Robert, and the old roan Murray. It is fortunate ihej 
returned; neither Ute youth of the one, nor the age of the 
other, would have suited the changes of climate and fa 
ligue of travelling.” 

LETTER LVni. 

TO MU. HCITRT SRUllY. 

“Constantinople, June 17th, 1810. 

“ Though I wrote to you so recently, I break in upon 
^ou a^n to congratulate you on a child being bom, as a 
,etter from Hodgson apprizes me of that event, in which 
[ rejoice. 

“lam just coinc from an expedition through the Bos« 
l^rus to the Black Sea and the Cyancan Sympiegadcs 
jp which last I scrambled at as great a risk as ever th 
Argonauts escaped in their hoy. You remember the 
>eginning of Uic nurse's dole in tlie Medea, of which I be< 
^ou to toko the following translation, done on the summit. 

** Oh how 1 with thatHii embarf{n 
Hod keiil tri ftort the gooil «hi|) Arf^o t 
Who, atitl uniaimehM from Grecian dockt, 

Had never (iuM’d the Asiirc nicke ; 

But now 1 fear tier trip will be a 

Oanu’d butinces for my Mist Aledea, &c. &c. 

IS it very nearly was tomefor, had not this sublime 
tassage been in my head, 1 should never have dreamed 
»f ascending the said rocks,and bruising my carcass in 
lonntir of the ancients. 

I have ntjw sat on the Cyancans, swam from Scstos 
o Abydos, (as I trumpeted in my last,) and, after passing 
hrougli Uio Morca again, shall set sail for Santa Maura, 
ind toss myself from die Leucadtan promontory ;-~~sur- 
iving which operation, 1 sliail probably rejoin you in 
‘Ingland. H. who will deliver tliis, is botuid straight for 
bese parts; and as he is bursting with his travels, 1 shall 
lot anticipate his narratives, hut merely beg you not to 
lelieve one wes-d he says, but reserve your ear for me, if 
oil have any desire to be acquainted with the truth. 

“lam bound for Atliens once more, and thence to the 
ilorea; but my stay depends so much on my caprice 
bat I can say nothing of its probable duration. I havt 
>eon out a year airnady, and may stay another; but I am 
uicksilvor, and say nothing positively. W« are all very 
rmch occupied doing notliing, at present. We have seen 
very thing but the mosques, which vve arc to view with a 
rman on Tuesday next. But of tlieso and other sun- 
ries let U. relate, with this proviso, that I am to be re- 
Jrred to for authenticity; and 1 bog leave to contradict 
11 those things whereon he lays particular stress. But, 

' he soars, at any time, into wit, I give you ksave to ajH 
laud, because that is necessarily stolen frornliis fellow- 
ilgrim. Tell Davies that ha/ made excellent use of 
is best jc^es in many of his majesty's ships of war; but 
dd, also, tliat I always took care to restore them to the 
ighl owner; in consequence of which he, (Davies,) is no 
!SB famous by water than by land, and reigns unrivalled 
I the cabin, os in the * Cocoa Tree.* 

“ And Hodgson has been publtsliing mq^e poosy—I 
dsh he would send me his ‘Sir Edgar,* and ‘Bland’s 
Inthology’ to Malta, where they will bo fjrwarded. In 
ly Iasi, which I hope yon received, I gave an outluie of] 
le ground we have covered. If you have not been over- 
iken by this despatch, H.’s tongue is at your service, 
•emember me to Dwyer, who owes me eleven guineas, 
'oil him to put them in my banker’s hands at Gibraltar 

’ S« ChltJe Harold, Canto IV. ■liui/.a 175 ; also nu*' 


or Constantmople. I believe he paid them once, tmt 
that goes for nothing, os it was an annuity. 

“ 1 wish you would write. 1 have heard Hodgsoa 
frequently. Malta is my post-office. 1 mean to be 
with you by next Montem. You remember the laaV^-l 
hope for such another; but, after having swam acroM the 
‘ broad Hellespont,* I disdain Datchett. Good afternoon I 
“1 am yours, vety sincerely, 

“ Bvmoir,* 


I LETTER LIX. 

TO TITE HOir. MRS. BTROIT. 

“Constantinople, June 28th, 1930. 

“my DEAR MOTHER, 

“ I regret to perceive by your last letter, that several of 
mine have not arrived, particularly a very long one, 
written in November last, from AIIk^b, when I was on a 
visit to tlie Pacha of tliat province. Fletcher has abo 
written to his spouse jicrpetually. Mr. Hobhouse, who 
will forward or deliver tiiis, and is on his return to Eng¬ 
land, can inform you of our diObront movements, but 1 adi 
very uncertain as to my own return. He will probably 
bo down to Nott’s, some time cm* other; but Fletcher, 
whom I send back as an incumbrance, (English servants 
are sod travellere,) will supply his pUce in the interin^ 
and describe our travels, which have been tolerably ex¬ 
tensive. I have written twice briefly from this capital, 
from Smyrna, from Atlicns, imd other parts of Greece; 
from Albania, the Pacha of which province desired !us 
respects to my mother, and said he wtu? sure 1 was a 
man of higli birt h, because £ had smal[^-ears, curling ht^, 
and white liands!! He was very kind to mo, begged me 
to consider him as a father, and gave me a guard of forty 
soldiers through the forests of Acamania. But of this and 
other circum-stances I have written to you at largo, and 
yet hoj)(i you will receive my letters. 

“I remember Mahmout Pacha, llie grandson of Ali 
Pacha, at Yanina, (a little fellow of ten years of age, with 
large black eyes, which our ladies would purchase at any 
price, and those regular features which distinguish tho 
Turks,) a.sked me how I came to travel so young, wiUiout 
any liody to take care of me. This question was put by 
tlie Utile man with uli tlie gravity of threescore. I cannot 
now write copiously; 1 have only time to toll you that I 
have passed many a fatiguing, but never a tedious mo- 
riKsnt; and that all I am afraid of is, that I shall contract 
a gipsy-Uke wandering dis|>osition, which will make home 
tiresome to me: this, 1 am told, is very common with men 
in the habit of peregrination, and, indeed, I feel it so. On 
•he third of May, I swam fWim SeaUts to Abydos, You 
know the story of Leandcr, but I had no Hero to receive 
me at landing. 

“ I also passed a fortnight in the Troad: the tombi 
Achilles and Esyetes still exist in large barrows, similar 
to those you have, doubtless, seen in the North. The 
>lhcr day I was at Belgrade, (a village in these envir(ja««,) 
o see the house built on tlie same site as Lady Mary 
Wurtley’s; by-thc-by, her Ladyship, as far as I cmi 
judge, has lied, but not half so much as any other woman 
would have done in the same situation. I have been in 
all the principal mosques by tho virtue of a finnan; this 
is a favour rarely permitted to infidels, but the ambaaga- 
ior’s departure obtained it f(>r us. I have been up the 
Bosfihorus into the Black Sea, round the walls of * 
ity, and indeed I know more of il by sight, than 
jundon. 

I hope to amuse y<m some winter’s eve 
details, but at present you must cxcu*m^ ^ 
bla to write long letters in June, I 
summer in GAeco. I shall not , . ,,, . 

Asia, as I have visited Smyrna, EpI -’1 
t write often, but ytiu must not be a ^ ^ «« 

lot receive my IcUit:- ; cr)tt“jider w< 
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ifUier than Maha. where I beg you whi in hiture send ** P. 8. I opened my letter again to tell you that 
our letters, and not to this city. Fletcher is a poor Fletcher having petitioned to accompany roe into the 
reature, and requirea comforts that 1 can dispense wiUi. Morea, I have taken him with me, contrary to the inter- 
le is very side of his travels, but you must not believe his tion expressed in my letter.” 
ccount of the country; he sighs for ale, and idleness, anc 
wife, and the devil Imows what besides. I hare no' 

>een disappointed or disgusted. 1 have lived with dv 
ligbest and the lowest. I have been for days in i 
’oeha’s palace, mid have passed many a night in a cow 
louse, and I find tlie people inoffensive and kind. I havi 
Mso passed some time with the principal Greeks in thi 
Morea and livadia, and, though inferior to the Turks, 
they are better than the Spaniards, who, in their turn, which is considered as singularly quick, particularly for 
excel the Portuguese. Of Constantinople you 'will fine the season of the year. You northern gentry can have 
many descriptions in different travels; but Lady Wortley no conception of a Greek summer; wliich, however, is a 
errs strangely when she says, ‘St. Paul’s would cut a perfect frost compared with Malta and Gibraltar, where 
strange figure by St. Sophia’s.’ I have been in bmh I refiosed myself in the shade last year, after a gentle 
surveyed them inside and out attentively. St. Sophia’s gallop of four hundred miles,' without intermission, 
is undoubtedly the moat interesting from its immense an~ through Portugal and Spain. You sec, by my date,' 
tiquity, and the circumstance of ail the Greek emperors, that I am at Athens again, a place wluch I think I 
from Justhuan, having been crowned there, and several ,refer, upon the whole, to any I have seen. * * ♦ 
murdered at the altar, besides the Turkish sultans who “My next movement is to-morrow into the Morea, 
attend it regularly. But it is inferior in beauty and size where I shall probably remain a month or two, and then 
to some of the m^ues, parUcularly ‘Soleyman,’ &c. return to winter here, if I do not change my plans, 
and not to be mentioned in the same page with St. Paul’s, which, however, arc very variable, as you may sup^iose; 
11 speak like a Corhuy.) However, I prefer the Gothic but none of them verge to England, 
cafeedral of ^ville to St. Paul’s, St. Sophia’s, and any “The Marquis of Sligo, my old fellow-collegian, Ls 
religious building I have ever seen. here, and wishes to accompany me into the Morea. 

“The walls ofthe Seraglio are like the walls ofNew- We shall go togetlier for that purpose. Lord S. will 
stead gaidena, only higher, and much in the same order afterward pursue his way to tlic capital; and Lord B. 
but the ride by the walls ofthe city, on the Irad side, is having seen all the wonders in that quarter, will let you 
beautiful. Imagine four miles of immense triple battle- know what he does next, of which at present he is not 
ments, covered withivy, surmounted with 218 towers, and, quite certain. Malta is my perpetual post-office, from 
on the other side of the road, Turkish burying-grounds, which my letters are forwarded to aft parts of the habila- 
(the loveliest spots on earth,) full of enormous cy- bio globe >-by.the-by, 1 have now been in Asia, Africa, 
presses. I have seen the ruins of Athens, of Ephesus, anj ^le east of Europe, and, indeed, made the most of 
and Delphi. 1 have traversed great part of Turkey, and uiy time, without huirying over the most interesting 
many other parts of Eurtqie, and some of Asia; but I scenes of the ancient world. Fletcher, after liaving 
never beheld a work of nature or art which yielded an [men toasted, and roasted, and baked, and grilled, and 
impression like the prospect on each side from the saten by all sorts of creeping things, begins to philoso- 
8even Towers to the end of the Golden Horn. ^hize, is grown a refined as well as resigned character, 

“Now for England. 1 am glad to hear of the pro- inj promises at his return to become an ornament to 
cress of ‘ English Bards,’ &c. of course, you observed 'jja own parish, and a very prominent person in the 
{ have made great additions to (he new edition. Hav< hturc family pedigree of tlie Fletcher’s, whom I take to 
you received my picture from Sanders, Vigo-lane, Lon- Goths by their accomplishments, Greeks by their 
don? It was finished and paid for long btiforo I left ,cuteness, and ancient Saxons by Uieir appetite. He 
England: pray, send for it. You seem to be a mighty pfetcher) begs leave to send half a dozen sighs to 
reader of magazines: where do you pick up all this m- his spouse, and wonders (though I do not) that his 
telligence, quotations, &c. &c. ? Though I was happy [{-written and worse spelled letters have never come to 
to obtain my seat without the assistance of Lord Carlisle, fo, (hat matter, there is no great loss in citlier 

I had no measures to keep with a man who deebned in- ,f ^ir letters, saving and except that I wish you to 
terfering as my relation on that occasion, an.l I have [mow we are well, and warm enough at this present 
done with him, thou^ I regret distressing Mrs. Lei^, God knows. You must not expect long letters 

poor throg 1—1 hope she is happy. t present, for they are written with the sweat of my 

«It is my opinion that Mr. B ♦ ♦ ought to marry Miss brow, I assure you. It is rather singular that Mr. Han- 
R**. Ourfirstduty isnottodoevil; but, alas! that has not written a syllable since niy daparture. 
is impossible: our next is lo repair it, if in our power, r^ur letters I have mostly received, as we!l as otliers; 
The girl is his equal: if she were his inferior, a sum of | which I conjecture that the man of law is cither 

money and provision for the child would be some, though gr busy. 

a poor compensation; as it is, he should marry her. I ’ « / {{kc Newitead, and agree with your 

will have no gay deceivers on my estate, and I shall not leiglibours; but you know you are a eiceu—is not tliat 
allow ray tenants a privilege I do not permit myself nppellaUon? Pray, take care of my books, 

that of debauching cachotlier’s daughters. God knovrs, gBve,al boxes of papers in the hands of Joseph; and 
_ I have been guilty of many excesses; but, as I have laid ,ra„ {gayg me a few bottles of champagne to drink, for 
wiirflown a resolution to reform, and lately kept it, I expect ^m very thirsty;—but I do not insist on the last article, 
form all Lolh»rio lo foHow the cxamfile, and begin by re- .{(bout yomlike it. I suppose you have your house foil 
, departure'.*** **''* *“ society, or, by the beard of my father! p ,iu„ women, prating scandalous things. Have yon 
^ “Hobhon.**®" “**‘® ‘®"'® ®‘’ ver received my picture in oU from Sanders, London ? 

i thing—unless*!™ ***' *"***”'' ‘ P®®” Wi It® ’’*0’ “n- j bas been paid for these sixteen months: why do you 
mont. TheT^**™' ^ you are well and happy. It mt set H? My suite, consisting of two Turks, two 
ito permit them tot?”* * y'*"' • 3ro^ a Lutheran, and the nondescript Fletcher, are 

[ deal with the Greelo^®*'*®’'® “®> yott™’'e'y e™e«>y. aakk( to much noise that I am glad to sign mys^ 

' verse in enough for iq Bvnoir. “Yours, &c. fee. * 

have also some mala Murray? “Bxaoji.* % 


LETTER LX. 

TO MRS. BVRON. 

“Atiiens, July 25,1810. 

“dear motheb, 

“ I have arrived here in four davs from Constantinonle. 
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LETTER LXI. 

TO MKB. BTKOS. 

* Patru, July SO, 1810. 

“dear madam, 

“In four days from Constantinople, with a favonrabl 
tnd, I arrived in the fri^te at the island of Ceos, froii 
hence I took a boat to Athens, whore I met my friom 
=e Marquis of Sligo, who expressed a wish to proceec 
itfi me as far as Corinth. At Corinth we separated 
3 for Tripolitza, I for Patras, where I had some bushx 
’ith the consul, Mr. Strand, in whoso house I no' 
’rite. Ho has rendered me every service in his powt 
moo I quitted Malta on my way to Constantinopl 
.'hence I have written to you twice or thrice. In a fo- 
ays I visit the Pacha at Tripolitza, make the tour i 
be Morea, and return again to Athens, which at preseii 
s my headquarters. The heat is at present bitense. 
n England, if it reaches 98°, you are all on fire: th 
jiher day, in travelling between Athens and Megan 
.he thermometer was at 125°!! Yet I feel no incon 
vonionce; of course I am much bronzed, but 1 live tern 
porately, and never enjoyed better health. 

“ Before I left Constantinople, I saw the Sultan, (witi 
Mr. Adair,) and the interior of the mosques, things 
which rarely happen to travellers. Mr. Hobhouse i 
gone to England; I am in no burry to return, but hav> 
no particular communications for your country, excep 
my surprise at Mr. Hanson's silence, and my desin 
that he will remit regularly. I suppose some arrange' 
ment has been made with regard to Wymondham an> 
Rochdale. Malta is my post-office, or to Mr. Strand 
consul-general, Patras, Morca. You complain of m; 
silence—I have written twenty or thirty times within thi 
la.st year: never less than twice a month, and often 
more. If roy letters do not arrive, you must not con¬ 
clude that we are eaten, or that there is a war, or a pests 
lence, or famine: neitiier must you credit silly reports, 
which I dare say you have in Notts, as usual. I am 
very well, and neither more nor less happy than I usually 
am; except that I am very glad to be once more alone, 
for I was sick of my companion,—not that he was a bad 
one, but because my nature leads mo to solitude, and 
that every day adds to tliis disposition. If I choee, 
here are many men who would wish to join me—one 
wants me to go to Egypt, another to Asia, of which I 
have seen enough. The greater part of Greece is al¬ 
ready my own, so that I shall only go over my old 
'round, and look upon my old seas and mountains, the 
mly acquaintances I ever found improve upon me. 

“I lutve a tolerable suite, a Tartar, two Albanians, an 
interpreter, besides Fletcher; but in tliis country these 
ire easily maintained. Adair received me wonderfully 
well, and indeed I have no complaints against any one. 
Hospitality hero is necessary, ftir inns are not. I have 
ivtsl in the Jiouses of Greeks, Turks, Italians, and 
Knglish—to-day in a palace, to-morrow in a cowhouse; 
his day with the Pacha, the next with a shepherd. I 
ihall continue fo write briefly, but frequently, and am 
'W to hoar from you; but you fill your letters with 
liings from the papers, as if English papers were not 
ound all over the world. I have at this moment a dozen 
leforo me. Pray take care of my books, and believe me, 
“My dear Mother, yours very fiuthfully, 

“ BvTaon.” 


LETTER LXII. 

TO THE HOK. MSS. BTSOlt. 

“Patras, Oct. 2d, 1810. 

'SEAS MADAM, 

*It is 1>ow several months ^ce I have received any 
bmmunication from you; but at this I am not sur¬ 


prised, nor indeed have I any complaint to make, since 
you have written freqnenfly, for which I thank you; bot 
1 very much condemn Mr. Hanson, who has not taken 
the smallest notice of my many letters, nor of my re¬ 
quest before 1 left EnglaM, winch I sailed fiom rai this 
tie/y day fifteen months ago. Thus one year and a 
quarter have passed away, without my receiving the 
least intelligence on the State of my trains, and they 
were not in a pasture to admit of ne^ect, and I do con¬ 
ceive and declare that Mr. Hanson has acted negli¬ 
gently and culpably in not apprizing me of his proceed¬ 
ings ; I will also add uncivffiy. His letters, were there 
any, could not easily miscarry: the communications 
with the Levant are slow, but tolerably secure, at least 
as iar as Malta, and there I left directions which I know 
would be observed. I have written to you several 
times Irom Constantinople and Smyrna. You will per¬ 
ceive by my date I am returned into the Morea, of 
which I have been making the tour, and visiting the 
Pacha, who gave me a fine horse, and paid me all possi¬ 
ble honours and attention. I have now seen a good 
portion of Turkey in Europe and Asia Minor, and shall 
■emain at Athens, and in the vicinity, till I hear from 
England. I have punctually obeyed your injunctions of 
writing frequently, but I shall not pretend to describe 
countries which have been already amply treated of. I ^ 
believe before this time Mr. Hobhouse will have arrived 
in England, and he brings letters from me, written at 
Uonstantinople. In these I mention having seen the 
Sultan and the mosques, and that I swam fn»n Sestoc 
to Ahydos, an exploit of which 1 take care to boast. 

“I am here on business at present, but Athens is my 
headquarters, where I am very pleasantly situated in s 
Franciscan convent. 

“ Believe me to be, with great sincerity, 

“ Yours, very aflectionately, 

“ Btrok. 

“ P. S. Fletcher is well, and discontented as usual; 
is wife don’t write, at least her scrawls have not ai^ 
ived. You will address to Malta. Pray have yon 
lever received my picture m oil from Sanders, Vigo- 
!an^ London ?” 


LETTER LXIII. 

TO MR. RODoaoir. 

“Patras, Morea, October 3d, 1810. 
‘As I have just escaped from a physician and a fever, 
'hich confined mo five days to bed, you won’t expect 
luch ' allcgrezza’ in llie ensuing letter. In this place 
tore is an indigenous distemper, which, when the wind 
slows from the gulf of Corinth, (as it does five months 
ut of six,) attacks great and small, and makes woful 
'ork with visiters. Here be also two physicians, one of 
rhom trusts to his genius (never having stndied)—the 
ither to a campaign of eighteen months against the sick 
Otranto, which he made in bis youth with groat 
iflect. 

“ When I was seized with my disorder, I protested 
gainst both these assassinsbut what can a helpless, 
verish, toasted-and-watered poor wretch do ? In spite 
my teeth and tongue, the English consul,’my Tartar, 
Ibanians, dragoman, forced a (foysician upon me, and 
three days vomited and glystered me to the last gasp, 
this state I made my epitaph—take it. 

** Youih^ Kiktitre, and rel«niing Jove 
To kc«p my lamp in ctronfly otrove i 
Bot RomaiieiH irac to 
He beat ail three«>aad bltw U out, 

ut Nature and Jove, being piqued at my doubts, did, in 
ct, at last, beat RomancUi, and here J am, well but 
'B^ly, at your sorviee. 
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•Since I left Oonstantinople, I have made a tour 
the Morea, and visited Vely Pacha, who paid me grea: 
hemoura and gave me a pretty stallion. H. is doubtles; 
in England before oven the date of this letter—he bears 
a despatch from me to your hardship. He writes to m' 
from Malta, and retjucsu my joarnal, if I keep one. 
have none, or ho should have it; but X have replied, in 
consolatory and exhortatory epistle, praying him tc 
abate three and sixpence in the price of his next Bake, 
seeing that half a guinea is a price not to be given foj 
any thing save an ogiera-ticket. 

• As br England, it is long since I have heard from it 
Every one at all connected with my concerns is asleep, 
and you are my only correspondent, agents excepted. 

I have really no friends in the world; tliough all rny old 
■choot-oompanions are gone firth into that world, and 
walk about there in monstrous disguises, in the garb of 
guardsmen, lawyers, parsons, hne gentlemen, and such 
other masquerade dresses. So, I here shake hands and 
cut with ail these busy people, none of whom write to 
me. Indeed, I a.sked it notand here I am, a poor 
traveller and heathenish philosopher, who hath peram¬ 
bulated the greatest part of the Levant, and seen a 
great quantity of very improvable land and sea, and, 
after ail, am no bettor tlian when 1 set out—Lord help 
, me! 

•I have been out fifteen months this very day, and I 
believe my concerns will draw me to England soon; but 
of this I will apprize you regularly from Malta. On all 
points, Hobhouse will inform you, if you are curious as 
to our adventures. I have seen some old English pa¬ 
pers up to the 15th of May. I see the ‘ Lady of the 
Lake’ advertised. Of course it is in his old ballad 
style, and pretty. After all, Scott is the best of tliom. 
The end of all scribblemont is to amuse, and he certainly 
succeeds there. 1 long to read his new romance. 

“ And how does' Sir Edgar T and your friend, Bland ? 

I suppose you are involved in some Utcrary squabble. 
The wily way is to despise all brotliors of the quill. I 
suppose you won’t allow me to be an author, but 1 con¬ 
temn you all, you dogs!—I do. 

“ Yoti don’t know D-s, do you? He had a farce 

ready for the stage before I left England, and asked me 
for a prologue, which 1 promised, but sailed in such a 
hurry, I never penned a couplet. I am afraid to ask 
after his drama, for fear it should be damned—Lord for¬ 
give me for using such a word!—but the pit, sir, you 
know, the pit—lliey will do tlioso things, in spite ofj 
merit. I remember this farce from a curious circum¬ 
stance. When Drury-lone was burnt to tlie ground, by 
which accident Sheridan and his son lost tlie few re¬ 
maining shillings they were worth, what doth my friend 
D——• do 1 Why, before the fire was out, he writes a 
note to Tom Sheridan, the manager of this combustible 
concern, to inquire whether this farce was not cxinvcrted 
into fuel, with about two thousand other unactable 
manuscripts, which of course were in great peril, if not 
actually consumed. Now, was not this characteristic ? 
—the ruling passions of Pope arc notliing to it. While 
the poor distracted manager was bewailing the loss of a 
building only worth 300,0001. together with some twenty 
thousa^ pounds of rags and tinsel in the tiring rooms, 
Bluebeard’s elephants, and all that—in comes a note 
from a scorching autiior, requiring at his hands two acts 
and odd scenes of a farce! I 

•Dear H. remind Drury that I am his well-wisher, 
and let Scrape Davies be well affected towards me. 1 
look forward to meeUng you at Newstead, and renewing 
our old Champagne evenings witli all the glee of antici¬ 
pation. 1 have written by every op|iortunity, and ex¬ 
pect responses as regular os those of the liturgy, and 
aotaewhat longer. As it is impossible for a man in his 
aensea to hope fist happy days, let us at least look 
forward to merry ones, which come nearest to the other 


in appearance, if not in reality; and in such expectatites 
1 remain, &c. . 

LETTER LXIV. 

TO MRS. BYROW. 

•Athens, January 14,18II. 
•my bear madam, 

• I seize an occasion to write as usual, shortly, but 
roquently, as the arrival of letters, whore there exists no 
regular communication, is, of course, very precarious. I 
have lately made several small tours of some hundred or 
wo miles about the Morea, Attic. 1 , &c. as I have, 
finished my grand giro by the Troad, Constantinople, 
&c. and am returned down again to Atliens. I believe 
" have mentioned to you more than once, that I swam' 
in imitation of Lcandor, tlmugh without his lady) across 
he Hellespont, from Sestos to Abvdos. Of this, an.d ■' 
.11 other particulars, F. whom I have sent home with 
apers, &c. will apprize you. I cannot find that be is 
ny loss, being tolerably master of tlie Italian and 
nodern Greek languages, which last I am also studying 
vitli a master, I can order and discourse more than 
Clough fur a reasonable man. Besides the perjietual 
lamentations oiler beef and beer, the stupid, bigoted con- 
smpt fiir every tiling foreign, and insunnountable inca- 
acily of acquiring oven a fow words of any language, 
endered him, like all other English servants^ an incunt- 
pranec. 1 do assure you, the plague of speaking for 
tm, the comforts he required, (more than myself by for,) 
le pilaws, (a Turkish dish of riec and meat,) which he 
oiild not eat, the wines which lie could not drink, the beds 
here he could not sleep, and the long list of calamities, 
icli as stiimbliiig horses, want of tea.'.' f fcc. wliich as- 
iled tiini, would have made a lasting .source of laughter 
a special or, and inconvenience to a master. After all, 

:ie man is honest enough, and, in Christendom, capable 
nough; but in Turkey, Lord forgive me! my Albanian 
ildiers, my Tartars and Janizary, worked for him and 
s too, as my friend Ilobliousc can testily. 

“ It is probable I may steer homewards in spring; but, 

I enable me to do that, I must have remittances. My 
wii funds would have lasted me very well; but I was 
■liged to assist a friend, who, I know, will pay me; but, 
the mc.m time, I am out of packet. At present, I do 
ot core to venture a winter’s voyage, even if I were 
hcrwisc tired of travelling; but I am so convinced of 
ce advantages oflookiiig at mankind instead of reading 
.bout them, and the bitter effects of staying at home 
ilh all the narrow prejudices of an islander, that I 
link there should bo a law among us, to set our young 
ion aliroacl, for a term, among the fow allies our wars 
xve left us. 

“ Here I see and have conversed with French, Italians, 
ermans, Danes, Greeks, Turks, Americans, &c. Ac. 

,c.; and, williout losing sight of my own) I can judge of 
■le countries and manners of others. Where I see the 
iperiorily of England, (which, by-thc-by, we are a good 
eal mistaken about in many things,) I am pleased, and 
'here I find her inferior, I am at least enlightened, 
'low, I might have stayed, smoked in your towns, e: 
gged in your country, a century, without bchig sure of' 
as, and without acquiring any thing more useftil or 
musing at home. I keep no journal, nor have 1 any 
itciition of scribbling ray travels. I have done with 
uthorshi* ; and if, in my last production, I have con- 
iuced the critics of the world I was something more 
lan diey took me for, I am satisfied; nor will I hazard 
'.at reptUaium by a future effort. It is true 1 have some 
'tilers in niamiscript, but I leave them for those who;' 
ome after me; and, if deemed worth publishing, they 
aay serve to prolong my memory when I myself rball 
ease to remember. I have a famous Bavarian aitial 
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ig gome Ttewg of Athens, &c. Ac. for me. This | forget my diet, which it is veiy necessaiy (or me to ob> 
be better than scribbling, a disease I hope myself: serve. 1 am well in health, as I have generally been, 
vsared of. I hope, on my reluni, to lead a quiet, reduse with the exception of two agues, both of which I quickly 


but uod knows and does best tor us all; at least, so 
they say, and I have nothing to object, as, on the whole, I 
have no reason to complain of my lot. I am convinced, 
however, that men do moro ham to themselves than 
ever the devil could do to them. I trust this will find 
you well, and as happy as we can be; you wil^ at least, 
be pleased to hear I am so, and yours ever.” 


LETTER LXV. 

TO MBS. BVBOS. 

“Athens, Peb. 28, 1811. 

“nSAX MADAMS 

!As I have receiv^ a firman for Egypt, &c. I shall 
"proceed to that quarter in the spring, and I beg you will 
state to Mr. Hanson that it is necessary to further re¬ 
mittances. On the subject of Newstead I answer, as 
before, no. If it is necessary to sell, sell Rochdale. 
Fletclier will have arrived by this time with my letters to 
that purport. I will tell you fairly, I have, in llio first 
place, no opinion of funded property; if by any particu¬ 
lar circumstances, I shall be led to adopt such a deter¬ 
mination, 1 will, at all events, pass my life abroad, os niy 
only tic to England is Newstead, and, that once gone, 
neither interest nor inclination lead mo northward. 
Competence in your country is ample wealth in tlie cast, 
such is the difference in the value of money and tie 
abundance of the nece.ssarie6 of life; and I feci mysolf] 
so much a citixen oftlie world, that the spot where I can 
enjoy a delicious climate, and every luxury, at a less ex¬ 
pense than a common college life in England, will al¬ 
ways he a country to me; and such arc in fact the 
shores of the Archipelago. This then is Ihe alternative 
—if I preserve Newstead, I return; if 1 sell it, I stay 
away. I have had no letters since yours of June, but 1 
have written several times, and shall continue, as usual, 
on tlie same plan. 

“ Believe me, yours ever, 
“Brnon. 

“ P. S. I shall most likely see you in tlic course of the 
summer, but, of course, at such a distance, I cannot spe¬ 
cify any particular month.” 


LETTER LXVI. 

TO MBS. Bvaoir. 

“ Volage frigate, at sea, June 25th, 1811. 
"deab mothbb, 

“ This letter, which will be forwarded on our arrival at 
Portsmouth, prebably about the fourth of July, is begun 
about twenty-three days after our departure from Malta., 
I have just been two years (to a day, on Ihe second of 
*July) absent from England, and 1 return to it with much 
the same feelings which prevailed on my departure, viz, 
indifference; but within that apathy I certainly do not 
ti^prise yourself, as I will prove by every means in my 
v power, "You will be good enough to get my apartments 
ready at Newstead, but don’t disturb yourself on any 
Mcount, particularly mine, nor consider me in qjiy other 
light than as a visiter. I must only inform you that for 
a long time I have been restricted to an entire vegetable 
diet, neither fish nor flesh coming within my regimen; so 
^xpeet a powerful stock of potatoes, greens, and biscuit; 

*"* '”**'*• ^ It®”® two servants, middle-aged men, 

• and both Greeks. It is my intention to proceed first to 
town^Aff seg Mr. Hanson, and thence to Newstead, on 
my Vay to Rochdale. I have only to beg you will not 

V A 


got over. 

“My plans will so much depend on circumstaneo^ 
that I shall not venture to lay down an opinion on Uie 
subject. My prospects are not very promising, but I 
suppose we shall wrestle through life like our noiglibours j 
indeed, by H.’s lost advices, I have some apprehensions 
of finding Newstead dismantled by Messrs. Brothers, 
See. and he seems determined to force mo into soiling it, 
but he will be baffled. I don’t suppose 1 shall be much 
pestered with visiters; but if I am, you must receive 
them, for I am determined to have nobody breaking in 
upon my retirement: you luiow that I never was fond of 
socioty, and I am less so than before. I have brought 
vou a shawl, and a quantity of attar of roses, but these I 
must smuggle, if possible. I trust to find my library in 
tolerable order, 

“ Fletcher is no doubt arrived. I shall separate the 
mill from Mr. B ♦ ’I‘’b farm, for his son is too gay a de¬ 
ceiver to inherit both, and place Fletcher in it, who has 
served me failhfiilly, and whoso wife is a good woman; 
besides, it is necessary to sober yoimg Mr. B * or he 
will people the parish with bastards. In a word, if he had 
iduecd a dairymaid, he might have found somethisg 
like an apology; hot the girl is his equal, and in high life 
or low life reparation is made in such circumstances. 
But I shall not interfere further than (like Buonaparte) 
by disinembering Mr. B.’s kingdom^ and erecting part of 
it into a princi|)ality for field-marshal Fletcher! I hope 
you govern my ItllJe rmpirt. and its sad load of national 
ocht with a wary hand. To drop my metaphor, I beg 
leave to subscrihe myself, yours, &c. 

“ P. S. This letter was written to he sent from Ports- 
inonth, but, on arriving there, the squadron was ordered 
to tlie Norc, from whence I shall forward it. This I 
not done before, supposing you might be alarmed 
by the interval mentioned in the letter being longer than 
ixpected between our arrival in port and my appearance 
at Newstead,” 


LETTER LXVII. 

TO MB. IIODOSOIV. 

“ Volage frigate, at sea, June 29th, 1811. 

“ In a week, with a fair wind, we shall be at Ports¬ 
mouth, and on tlie 2d of July, 1 shall have completed (to 
a day) two years of peregrination, from which I am re¬ 
turning with as little emotion ns I set out. I think, upon 
the whole, I was more grieved at leaving Greece than 
England, which I am impatient to see, simply because I 
am tired of a long voyage. 

“ Indeed, my prospects are not very pleasant. Em¬ 
barrassed in my private affairs, indifferent to public; 
solitary without Ihe wish to be social, with a body a little 
enfeebled by a succession of fevers, but a spirit, X trust, 
yet unbroken, I am returning home without a hope, and 
almost without a desire. The first thing I shall have to 
encounter will be a lawyer, the next a creditor, then 
colliers, farmers, surveyors, and all the agreeable attach¬ 
ments to estates out of repair and contested coal-pits. 
In short, I am sick and sorry, and when I have a little re¬ 
paired my irreparable affairs, away I shall march, either 
to campaign in Sptun, or back again to the East, where I 
can at least have cloudless skies and a cessation from 
impertinence. 

“I trust to meet, or see you, in town or at Newstead, 
whenever you can make it convenient.—I suppose you 
are in love and in poetry, as usual. That husband, H. 
Drury, has never wyitteti to me, albeit I have sent him 
more than one letter;—but I dare say the poor man has 
a family, and of course all his cares are confined to his 
circle. 
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•• • ror childm. fre«i, expenKi set, stances where death has saved a man from damnatioifc 

AndDtekjriwwfotKhooliifli.’—Worton. You were tlie ruin of that poor follow among you: had 

If yon see him. tell him I have a letter fi.r him from '“f “f"’ 

Tucker, a regimental chimrgeon and friend of his, who verse) making; but you hav?*^ 

prescribed for me, ♦ * ♦ and is a veiy worthy '“mi immortal with a vengeance. I wnte this, sup- 

Inan, but too fond of hard words. I should be too late f;™'"? poetry, patronage, and Wrong waters to have b^ 
for a speech-day, or I should probably go down to Bar- death of him. If you are in town m or atat the ^ 
^ ® of 3uly,youwill find me at Dorant’sm Albe- 

’ 4 marle-stroetj glad to see yon. I have an Irniiatum of 

\ regretted very much in Greece having omitted to carry for Cawthom, but don't let 

the Anlholog/withmo-I mean Bland and McrivaleV y«". f"-; ^ «?<>" /o’?’ 

• .. ... know 1 never read my rhymes to visUers. I shall quit 

What has Sir Edgar done? And the Imitations and 

Tranriations-where arc they? I suppose you don’t ’ shall send this U.e moment we arrive in harbour, that 
mean to let the public off so easily, hut i hargc them 'v«v“ sincerelv 

home with a quarto. For me, I am ‘ sick of fops and ^ Btkok ” 

poesy and prate,’ and shall leave (ho ‘vvliolo Casfaliaii 
state’ lo Bufo, or any Isidy else.. But you aro a senti¬ 
mental and BensihiJitous person, and will rhyme to the TFT'f'FR T XTV 

end of the chapter. Hoivbeii, 1 liav o written some 4000 

lines, of one kind or another, on my travels. mr. henrv drurt. 


need not repeat that 1 shall be happy to see you. 
1 shall bo in town about the 8ih, at Durant’s Hotel, in 
Albomarle-strcet, and procecid in a few ilays to Notts, 
and Uience to Rochdale on business. 

“ I am, here and there, yours, &c.” 


** Volagc frigate, off Ushant, July 17th, 1811. 
“mv dear drurv, 

“ Aller two years’ absence (on the second) and some 
odd days, I am approaching your country. The day of 
)ur arrival you will see by the oxitsidc date of my letter. 
At present, we are becalmed comfortably, close to Brest 
Harbour; I have newer been so near it since I left Dude 


LETTER LXVm. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

“ Volage frigate, at sea, June 280i, 1811. 

•After two years^ absence, (to a day, on the 2d of 
July, before which wc shall not arrive at Porljsmoiith,) T 
am retracing my way to Englanrl. 1 have, as you know, 
spent the greater part of that period in Turkey, except 
two months in Spain and Portugal, which were then ac¬ 
cessible. I have seen every thing most rcmarkaldi* i 
Turkey, particularly the Troad, Greece, Cunstnniiuojil 
and Albama, into which last region very few Iiavc peu< 
tinted so high as Ilobhotise and myself. I don’t know 
ftiat I have done any thing to distinguish me from olhei 
voyagers, unless you will n^ckoii niy swinuning tron 
Sestos to Abydos, on May 3d, 1810, a iolerabln fi^at for n 
modem. 


Puddle. ******** 
Wc left Malta thirty-four days ago, and have had a te¬ 
dious passage of it. You will either see or hear from or 
)f mo, soon after the receipt of this, as I pass through 
town to rt‘pair my irreparable affairs; and tlrcncc I want 

go to Notts, and raise rents, and to Lancs, and scU 
collieries, and back to London and pay debts; for it 
seems I shall neither have coals or comfort till I go down 
to Rochdale in person. 

“ [ hav(^ brought home some marbles for Ilobhouse; 
for myself, fmr ancient Athenian skulls,* dug out of 
Sarcophagi; a jiliia! of attic hemlock four live tortoises; 
a greyhound, (died on the ])assagc;) two live Greek ser- 
vani.s, 011(3 an Athenian, l’ other a Yaniotc, who can 
speak nothing but Romaic and Italian; and wyseZ/J as 
Aloses in the Vicar of Wakefield say.s, slily, and 1 may 
say it too, for F have as litt lo cause to tkjast of iny expedi¬ 
tion as he had of his to the fair. 


“I am coming back with little pro-vpact of pleasure a( “ I wrote to yon from the Cyancan Rocks, to tell you I 
home, and with a body a little shaken by one or two kad .srvnm from Seslos to Abydos; have you received my 
snia,rt fevers, but a spirit I hope yet unbroken. My letter? + * * Hodgson, I suppose, is four 

affairs, it seems, arc considerably involved, and mneh Jei p by this time. What wonU be have, given to have 
business must bo done with lawyers, colliers, farmers, mmi, liki; mo, the real Panin.™.., where 1 robbed the 
and creditors. Now this, to a man who hates hustle as Hishop of Gns.sa' of a book t»f geography; but this I only 
he hates a bishop, is a serious concern. Hut eimtigh of ,;all plagiarism, as it was done within an hour’s ride of 
my homo department. Uolplii.” 

•I find I have been scolding Cawthorn witliout a 


cause, as I found two parcels with two letters from you 

on my return to Malta. By these it appears you have LETTER LXX. . 


not received a letter from Constantinople, addressed to 
Longman’s, but it was of no consequence. 

*My Satire, it seems, is in a fourth edition, a success rathot 
above the middling run, but nut much for a production 
which, from its topics, must be temporary, and of course 
be successful at first, or not at oU. At this period, 
when I can think and act more coolly, I regret tliat I 
have written it, though I shall probably find it forgotten 
by all except tliose whom it has offended. 

“ Mr. Hobhouse’s Miscellany bos not succeeded, but 
ho himself writes so good humourcdly on tlie subject; I 
don’t know whether to laugh or cry with him. He mot 
with your son at Cadiz, of whom he speaks highly. 

“Yours and Pratt’s protegd, Blackett the cobbler,* is 
dead, in spite of his rhymes, and is probably one of the in- 


TO THE HON. MKS. BYHOK. 

“ Reddish’s Hotel, July 23d, 1811, 

St. James’s-street, Londmi. 
•mv dear madam, , 

“I am only detained by Mr. Hanson, to sign some 
topybold paiKtrs, and will give you timely notice of my 
approach. It is with great reluctance I remain in town. 
I shall pay a short visit as we go on to l.ancashire on 
Rochdale business. I shall attend to your directiems, of 
course, and am, 

* With great respect, yours ever, 

“ Brnoir. 

“P. S. You will consider Newstead as your housi, 
not mine; and me only as a visiter.” 


• 8m not. to Hints fr* u Horace, page 390. 


* GiTCH afterwttni (o Sir Walter ScoU. 
t In the poMeMMii of Mr. Murray. 
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LETTER LXXI. 

TO X>R. riGOT. 

“ Ncw[iort Pagneli, August 2,1811. 
•mf dear doctor, 

®My poor mother died yesterday! and J am on my 
way from town to attend her to iho fuinily vanit. 1 
heard one day of her illness, the next of her death.— 
Thank God her last moments were most tranquil. I aw 
ttild she was in little pain, and not aware of her situation 
—1 now feci the truth of Mr. Gray’s observation, * I'hai 
we can only have one mother.—P<!acc be with her! 
have to thank you for your cxpressicnis of regaril, anti a: 
in six weeks I shall he in Laitcashire on business,! ma; 
extend to Liverjjool and Chester,—at least I sliall cn 
deavour. 

“If it will be any satisfaction, I have to infjrrn yot 
that in November next th(» odilor of the Scourgtj will b-. 
tried for two dideroiit libels on the late JVlrs, II. ant 
mystd^ (the decease of JVlrs. 13. inaktvs do iliilbronce it, 
the proceedings,) and as lie is guilty, by his very foolis), 
and unfounded assertion, of a breach of privilege, ho will 
be prosecuted with the utmost rigour. 

“I inform you of this, us you seem inlcrestc<l in tin 
affair, which is now in the hands of the altoniey-gc- 
ncral. 

“1 sliail remain at Newslead the greater part of lids 
month, where T .shall be happy to hear from you, after 
my two years’ absence in the East. 

“I am, dear Pigot, 
“Yours very truly, 
“Byiiots.” 

LETTER LXXII. 

TO MR. SCUOPE DAVIK8. 

“Newstead Abbey, August 7th, IBll, 
•my DEAHESr DAVIES, 

“ Some curse hangs over me and mine. IVly inotlu- 
lies a corjtse in this house: one of my best friends i: 
drowned in a ditch. What can 1 say, or flunk, or ilo? 
I received a letter from him the day l>cfi>re yesterday 
My dear Scrope, if you can spare a moment, do conic 
dow'n to me, 1 want a friend. Matthews’s last letter 
was written on Friday ^—on Saturday he w.-is not. In 
ability, who was like Matthew's?* H<»w did \vc al 
ahriiik before him? You do me but justietj in saying, 1 
would have risked my paltry existence to have prescrvj*d 
hw. This very evening did 1 mean f<i write, invilin, 
him, as I invite yon, my very dear friend, to visit me. 
God forgive * * + for his apathy ! Wliat will our jioor 
Hobhoase feel! His letters breathe but of Mattbews. 
<^ome to me, Scrope, I am almost doM)hito—left alniosi 
alone in the world—1 had but you, and U. and J\t. and 
let me enjoy^hc survivors while I can. Poor M. in liis 
letter of Friday, speaks of his intondt^d contest fin* (Jam- 
bridge, and a speedy journey to London. Write or 
come, but come if you can, or one or botli. 

• “Yours ever.” 

LETTER LXXm. 

TO - BOLTON, KSQ. 

“ Newstcad Abbey, August Ifth, 1811. 

* 

I enclose a rough draft of my intended will, which I 
beg to have drawn up as soon as possible in the firmest 
manner. The alterations are principally made in con¬ 
sequence of tlie dcatli of Mrs. Byron. I have only to 

•Sue LeU.c» 4€2. 


■equest tliat it may be got ready in a short time, and have 
the honour to be, 

‘ Vour most obedient humble servant, 
“BrROar.* 

“Newfttead Abbey, August 12th, 1811, 
“directions for the contents op a will to 
BE DRAWN UP IMMEDIATELY. 

“The estate of Newstcad to be entailed (subjectto 
certain deductions) on George Anson Byron, heir at law, 
or whoever may be the heir at law on the death of Lord 
B. The Rochdale property to lie sold in part or the 
whole, according to the debts and legacies of the present 
l.ord B. 

“ To Nicolo Giraud of Atliens, subject of Prance, but 
born in Greece, th(5 sum of seven tiiousand pounds ster 
ling, to be paid from the sale of such parts of Rochdale 
Ne.wsteatl, or elsewhere, as may ennblc the said Nicolr 
Giraud, (resident at Atlicns and Malta in the year 1810,) 
to ree<*iv«i the above sum on his attaining the age ol 
f^v<Ti(v-fne years. 

“ 'J’o William Flotoher, Jos<*f»h Murray, and Demelriiiff 
Zograiro,* (native of Greece,) servant*^ the .sum of fifty 
limb per aim. each, for *lieir naUira) lives. To W*** 
l^'letcher the. mill at Newstcad, ou condition that he 
payeth lli<; rent, but ni»f subject to the caprice of jie 
landlord. To K* Uushton the sum of fifty pounds per 
ann. fia* life, and a fiirilicr sum of one thousand pounds 
oil attaining the agi? of twenty-five yeare. 

“ To J " Hanson, E sq. tiio sum of two thousand pounds 
sterling. 

“ 'I'lie claims of S. B. Davies, Esq- to be satisfied on 
proving llie amount of the same. 

^ The body of Lord B. to be buried in the vault of the 
garden of Newstcad, without any ceremony or burial- 
servieo whatever, or any inscription, save his name and 
age. His ilog not to be removed from the said vault, 

“ My library and fiuTiitiin* of every de.scriptioii to m} 
rriend>i .1" Cam Tlobhou'^e, Es(j. and S. B. Davies, Esq 
exceutors. In cii'^e of iheir decease, the Rev. J 
Ibvhi'i’ of Southwell, Notts, and R. (J. Dallas, Esq. ol 
Morllake, Surrey, t(» be. exe-e.utors. 

‘•The produce oftlie sab- ofWyrnondham in Norfolk, 
:ind the lat(‘ Mrs. J».V Scotch property, to be appropri- 
;itcd in aid of the payment ofdebt.s ami legacies.” 

“ This is last will an<i te.stanieijt of me the Rt. 

George Ciloi-don Lord Byron, Baron Byron of 
?.ochdaIe in tluM'oimiy ofTmiicastiT.—I desire that my 
lodv inav lie buried in the vault of the garden of Nevv- 
■<roaeJ, without anv cereinony or burial-service whatever, 
.ml that no inscription, save iiiy name and age, Ikj written 
'll the tomb or Tablet; and it is my will that rny faithful 
log may not. 1 m* removed from the said vault. To the 
■rformunce of tins my jiartieuiar desire, I rely on tlie 
iUi'iition of rny <-xo(‘ntors Iiereinatler named,” 

**Jl is sidiunt/cd In Ijird Jiyrou uihAther this Hmise r<- 
'o/Jf’e to the Jnth fal find tuA hetUr he omitted. I'he 
stance of it ran hr fiiocn in a letter from his hirdsiiip to ilw. 
xrnUor.-i^ and. (unmyncini thv viU; and the tmU inay 
Ante. Ifial the funeral shaU be performed in such manficr as 
US hmhhip mnti hy Idler direct^ and^ in default of any 
inch lelli r, then at the discretion of his caTCcutora.” 

“It mu.st stand. “B.® 

“1 do hereby specifically order and direct that all 
lie claims of the said S. B. Davies upon roe shall be 
illy paul and salisfictl as soon as conveniently may be 
after niy decease., on his proving fby voiicherH, or other- 

• ‘ If thf piipcr* Ji«* nni, (which they ijencrtlly dw,) JDemetriiw Zo* 
aflu of Atliftw m al ihe hcHil uf the AUientnu imrl of the tireck Insur 
.rllorj. He won mr «-rvaiii in ISOt), J8I0 l"ll. 1812, nt different 
«ifrvol.< In tlMwr yeiun.(for I Klhini in Greece wiira I went to rn#. 
:untiiiop!i‘,} uii<( aiAinuanleil me to Ktigland in 1811 ; he returned to 
rr.’Cf, eining, 1812. iLwe* a eloTer.biit not apporenllu nii enter- 
isiir,: man ; liut cirrumMUiiree niake men. Hie twu eons (men inlunie) 

>re Durnril MilUodee mid AlciblmlM: muj the umui be happy 
MS. .foumal. 
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wise, to Uje sa^aclion of my executors hereinafter 
named*] the amount thereof and the correctness of the 
same," 

Domes has any unsettled claims upon L/rrd 
Byron, that dreumstance is a reason for his not being op -, 
pointed eweeutar; each executor haling an opportunity of\ 
paying himself his own deU without consulting his eo- \ 
executors.” 

* So mudi the better—^if possible, let him be an execu¬ 
tor. “B.” 

In sending a copy of the will, framed on these in- 
structions, to Lord Byron, the solicitor accompanied 
some of the clauses witii marginal queries, calling the at¬ 
tention of his client to points which he considered inex¬ 
pedient or questionable: one or two of the clauses arc 
here inserted in full, witli the respective queries and an¬ 
swers annexed. 

The two following letters contain further instructions 
on the same subject; 

LETTER LXXIV. 

TO MU. BOLTOir. 

•Newstead Abbey, August I6th, 1811. 

' "sill, 

“I have answered the queries on the margin.^ I 
wish Mr. Davies’s claims to be most fully allowed, and, 
further, that he be one of my executors. 1 wish the will 
to be made in a manner to prevent all discussion, if possi¬ 
ble, after my decease; and tliis 1 leave to you, as a pro¬ 
fessional gentleman. 

“ With regard to the few and simple directions for the 
disposal of my carcass, I must have them implicitly ful¬ 
filled, as they will, at least, prevent trouble and expense: 
—and (what would be of little consequence to me, but 
may quiet the conscience of the survivors) the garden is 
consecrated ground. These directions are copied verba¬ 
tim from my former will; the alterations in other parts 
have arisen from the death of Mrs. B. 

“ I have the honour to be, 

“Your most obedient, humble servant, 

“By now.” 

LETTER LXXV. 

TO MB. BOLTOIV. 

“Newstead Abbey, August 20,1811. 

“sib, 

“The witnesses shall be provided from among my 
tenants, and I shall be hajipy to see you on any day most 
convenient to yourself. 1 forgot to mention that it must 
be specified by codicil, or otherwise, that my body is on 
no accomit to be removed from the vault where 1 have di¬ 
rected it to bo placed; and, in case any of my successors 
within the entail, (from bigotry, or otherwise,) might 
tliink proper to remove the carcass, such proceeding shall 
be attended by forfeiture of the estate, which, in such 
case, shall go to my sister, the Hon’’'' Augusta Leigh 
and her heirs on similar conditions. I have the honour 
to be, sir, “Your very obedient, humble servant, 

“ ByBOB." 

* Oxsr the word* here pteced hetteeea braefcels. Lord Dyron drew 
hU |i0n. 

t lnih« elftiiK tnumerntingthfnAroeiiniid abode of the oxmu> 

tors, Um* tfioliciior Iml lefX blnnka for tbr Chriatinii lianiri of these Kenlie- 
mrit, and Idord Byron, haTinji fllled up aU hut Uiat ori>alla«, writri in the 
ntargin—I forget the t'hrietiau name of Dallas^cnl him out.” Hr 
nlsoexerutnl.ontho28ihtif thie mouth, a codicU, by wliicli he reToked 
Iho heqtiralof bia “ huuaetioUI goo«)s and furniture, iibrar;, pictures, aa- 
brra, watches, piste, linen, trinkets, and other iiersmiia estate, (except 
mnoe^ andaerurittes,) aituate within the walls of the niansioii<huuse and 
premises at bis deceose-^and bequeittlted the aame (except bis wine and 
■piritiHtus liquors) to his friends, die said J. C. Hobhouse, S. R. Davies, 
ami Francis Uodgsou, their executors, Ac. to be equally divided between 
Ihrro for their own use he bequeathed hL wine and epiriluoue 

UQunn, whi^4||(iU be in tlie callan and premises at Newstead, unto 
hla fhen(lk|MH||pJL^eclier for his own use, and re<|uested the said J. C. 

r. iliK^aon, and J. Beclier, respe^ively, to 
CMlaiued, to them respectively, aa a token of 


LETTER LXXVI. 

TO M». DAI.LA8. 

“NeMt-stead Abbey, Notts, August 12, iSlJc 
“Peace be with the dead! Regret cannot wake 
them. With a sigli to the departed, let us rraume the 
dull business of life, in the certainty that we shall also 
have our repose. Besides her who gave me being, I 
have lost more than one who made that being tolerable. 
—The best friend of my friend Hobhouse, Matthews, a 
man of the first talents, and also not the worst of my 
narrow circle, has perished miserably in the muddy 
waves of the Cam, always fatal to genius:—my poor 
schoolfellow Wingfield, at Coimbra—within a month,* 
and while I had heard from all three^ but not seen one. 
Mafthews wrote to me tlie very day befiirc his death; 
and tliough I feel for his fate, I am still more anxious for 
Hobhouse, who, I very much fear, will hardly retain his 
senses; his letters to me since the event have been most 
incoherent. But lot this pass—we shall all one day 
pass along with the rest—the world is too full of such 
things, and our very sorrow is selfish. 

“1 received a letter from you which my late occupa¬ 
tions prevented me from duly noticing,—I hope your 
friends and family will long hold together. I shall be 
glad to hear from you, on business, on commonplace, or 
any thing, or nothing—but death-1 am already too fa¬ 
miliar with the dead. It Ls strange that I look on the 
skulls which stand beside me (I have always had four 
in my study) without emotion, but I cannot atrip the 
features of those I have Icnown of their fleshy covering, 
even in idea, without a hideous sensation; but the 
worms arc less ceronioniotis.—Surely, the Romans did 
well wlien they burned liie dead.—I shall be happy to 
hear from you, and am “ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER LXXVII. 

TO MR. HODGSON. 

“Newstead Abbey, August 22d, 1811. 

“You may have hoard of the sudden death of my mo- 
tiicr, and poor Matthews, which, with that of Wingfield, 
(of whicli 1 was not fully aware till just before 1 left 
town, and indeed liardly believed it,) has made a sad 
chasm in my connexions. Indeed tho blows followed 
each other so rapidly tliat 1 am yet stupid from the 
sho<;k, and though I do eat, and drink, and talk, and 
even laugh, at times, yet 1 can hardly persuade mysdf 
that I am awake, did not every morning convince me 
mournfully to llie contrary.—I shall now waive the sub* 
joct,—the dead are at rest, and none but tlie dead can 

bo BO. 

“You will feel lor poor Hobhouse,—Matthews was 
tho ‘ god of his idolatryand if intellect could exalt a 
man above his fellows, no one could refuse him pre-emi¬ 
nence. 1 knew him most intimately, and valued him 
proportionably, but 1 am rocnirring—so let us talk of life 
and tlie living. 

“If you should feci a disposition to come here, you 
will find ^ bocf and a sea-coal fire,’ and not ungenerous 
wine. Whether Otway’s two other requisites for an 
Englishman or not, 1 cannot tell, but probably one of 
them.—Let me know when 1 may expect you, that I 
may Igfi T’Oa when I go and when return.—I have not 
yet been to Lancs. ♦*♦♦♦♦ 
Davies has been here, and has invited me to Cambridge 
for a week m October, so that, peradventure, we may 
encounter glass to glass. Hb gaycty (death cannot 
mar it) has done me service; but, ^er adl, oun was a 
hollow laughter. ^ 

' See CbUde Harold, note 19tk, to Canto 1. 
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“You will write to met lam solitary,and I neve; 
felt solitude irksome before. Your anxiety about th< 
‘^itique on * **8 book is amusing; as it was anonymouf 
^^8, it wcus of litUe consequence: I wish it had pro 
ducCT a little more confusion, being a lover of linsrar; 
malice. Are you doing nothing? writing nothing 
printing nothing? why not your Satire on Methodism 
the subject (suppc^sing the public to be blind to merit 
would do wonders. Besides, it would be as well for > 
destined deacon to prove his orthodoxy.—It really wouli 
give me pleasure to see you properly appreciated, 
say really, as, being an author, my humanity might be 
suspected. 

* Believe me, dear H. yours always.” 


LETTER LXXVIir. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

“Newstead, August 21,1811. 

" Your letter gives me credit for more acute feelingt 
than I possess; for though 1 feel tolerably miserabh\ yc 
I am at the same time subject to a kind of hysterical 
merriment, or ratlicr laughter without merriment, whici 
I can neitlier account f<ir nor conquer, and yet I do nf 
foe) relieved by it; but an indifferent person would thinlf 
me in excelloiit spirits. ‘Wc must forgot these things 
and have recourse to our old selfish comforts, or ralht 
comfortable aelhshnoss. 1 do not think I shall return to 
London immediately, and shall tlierefore accept freel) 
what Is offered courteously—yonr mediation betwe(*.r. 
me and Murray. I don't think my name will answe 
the. purpose, and you must be aware that my plaguy 
Satire will bring the north and south Grub-streets down 
upon the ‘Pilgrimage;’—but, nevertheless, if Murray 
makes a point of it, and you coincide with him, I will do 
it daringly; so let it ho entitled, ‘By the Author ol 
JCngUsh Bards and Scotch Reviewers.’ My remarks 
on the Romaic, &c. once intended to accompany the 
‘ Hints from Horace,’ shall go along with the other, as" 
being indeed more appropriate; also the smaller poems 
now in my possession, with a few selected from those 
pu)>tished in Bobhouse’s Miscellany. I have found 
among my poor motlier’s papers all my letters from the 
Kasi,and one in particular of some length from Albania, 
h'rom this, if necessary, I can work up a note or two on 
dial subject. As I kept no journal, the letters written 
on the spot are the best. But of this anon, when wo 
have definitively arranged. 

“ Has Murray shown the work to any one ? Ho may 
—but 1 will have no traps for applause. Of course there 
arc little thingi 1 would wish to alter, and perhaps the 
two stanzas of a buffooning cast on London’s Sunday are 
as well left out. I much wish to avoid identifying 
Childe Harold’s character with mine, and that, in sootli, 
IS my second objection to my name appearing in th 
utlcpage. When you have made arrangcnionts as to 
time, size, type, &c. favour mo with a reply. I am 
^living you a universe of trouble, which thanks cannot 
•tone for. X made a kind of pros#aj)ology for my skep- 
ticisjp at the head of tlie MS. which, on recollection, is 
s<4much more like an attack than a defence, tiiat, haply, 
It might letter be omittedperpend, pronounce. After 
jII, I fear Murray will bo in a scrape with the orthodox; 
hut I cannot help it, ftiough I wish him well through it. 
As for me, *I have supped full of criticism,’ and f don’t 
think that the ‘ most dismal treatise’ will stir and rouse i 
my ‘fell of h^ till ‘Birnam-wood do come to Dunsbf 
none.* 

V shak cmidnue to write at intervals, and h<q>e you 
will^pay me in kind. How does Pratt get on, or rather 
get off Jjje Bladcett’s posthumous stock? You killed 
“lat poor maif among you, in spite of your Ionian friend 
ind aiyself; who would have saved liim from Pratt, 


poetry, present poverty, and fKwthumous oblivion. Cruel 
patronage! to ruin a man at his calling; but then be is a 
divine subject for subscription and biography; and Pratt, 
who makes the most of his dedications, has inscribed the 
volume to no leSsS than Bvo families of distinction. 

“lam sorry you don’t like Harry White; with a great 
deal of cant, which in him was a'meore, (indeed, it ^lled 
him as you killed Joe Blackett,) certos, tliere is poesy 
and genius. I don’t say this on account of my sinrile 
and rhymes but surely he was beyond all the Bloom- 
fields and Blacketts, and their collateral cobbler^ whom 
Lofft and Pratt have or may kidnap from their caUing 
into the service of the trade. You must excuse my flip¬ 
pancy, for I am writing I know not what, to escape from 
myself. Hobhouso is gone to Ireland. Mr. Davies has 
been here on his way to Harrowgate. 

“You did not know Mr. Matthews; ho was a man of 
the most astonishing powers, as he sufficiently proved at 
Cambridge, by carrying off more prizes and feUowships, 
against the ablest candidates, than any other graduate on 
record; but a most decided atheist, indeed, noxiously so, 
br he proclaimed his principles in all societies. I luiew 
urn well, and feel a loss not easily to be supplied to my¬ 
self—-to Hobhouse never. Let me hear from you, and 
“BeUeve me, &c.” , 

LETTER LXXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Newstead Abbey, Notts, August 23, 1811. 

“ SIR, 

“ A domestic calamity in the death of a near relation 
lias hitherl.o pr<5ventfd my addressing you on the subjert 
if this Ictti'r.—My friend Mr. Dallas has placed in your 
bands a mnnuscrij>t poem written by mo in Greece, 
which he tolls me you do not object to publishing. But 
•c also informed me in London that you wished to send 
he MS. to Mr. Gifford. Now, though no one would 
cel more gratified by the chance of obtaining his obser- 
'ations on a work than myselfj there is in such a proceod- 
tng a kind of petition for praise, that neither my pride— 
ir whatever you please to call it—will admit. Mr. G. 
s not only the first satirist of the day, but editor of one of 
he principal Reviews. As such, he is the last man 
vhoso censure (however eager to avoid it) I would de- 
recate by cland< 2 stine means. You will therefore re- 
airi the MS. in your own care, or, if it must needs be 
ihown, send it to another. Though not very patient of 
ensure, I would fain obtain fairly any little praise my 
hyines might deserve, at all events not by extortion and 
le humbk; solicitations ofabandied-about MS. 1 am 
lire a little consideration will convince you it would be 
rong 

]f you determine on publication, I have some smaller 
^oeiiis, (never published,) a few notes, and a short disser- 
ation on the literature of tlie modern Greeks, (written at 
Athens,) which will come in at tlie end of the volume.— 
\nd if the present potun should succeed, it is my inten- 
lon, at some subsequent period, to publish some selec- 
lons from my first work,—^my Satire,—another nearly 
le same length, and a few other things, with the MS. 
ow m your hands, in two volumes.—But of these here- 
ftcr. You will apprize me of your determination. I 
m, sir, “Your very obedient, &c.” 

LETTER LXXX. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

“ Newstead Abbey, August 26,1811. 

“ Being fortunately enabled to frank, 1 do not spare 
cribbiing, having sent you packets within the last ten 


' 6cv “ £nj;lifhBftnb.’‘ 
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<l&yt. I wn punng solitary, and do not expect my 
agent to accompany me to Rochdale before the second 
week in September, a delay which perplexes me, as 1 
wish the business over, and should at present welcome 
employment. I sent you exordiums, annotations, &c. fur 
the forthcoming quarto, if quarto it is to bo; and 1 also 
have written to Mr. Murray my objection to sending 
the MS. to Juvenal, but allowing him to show it to any 
others of the calling. Hobhouse is among tlie types al¬ 
ready ; so, between his prose and my verse, the world 
will be decently drawn upon for its paper money and pa¬ 
tience. Besides all this, my ‘ Imitation of Horace’ is 
gasping lor the press at Cawthora’s, but I am hesitating 
as to the how and the when, the single or the double, the 
present or the future. You must excuse all this, for I 
have nothing to say in this lone mansion but of myself, 
and yet I would willingly talk or think of aught else. 

“ What are you about to do ? Do you think of perch¬ 
ing in Cumberland, as you opined when 1 was in the me¬ 
tropolis? If you moan to retire, why not occupy Miss 
♦ ♦ *’8 ‘Cottage of Friendship,’ late the scat of Cob¬ 
bler Joe, for whose death you and others are aiiswei^ 
able ? His ‘ Orphan Daughter’ (pathetic Pratt!) will, 
certes, turn out a shocmaking Sappho. Have you no 
remorse ? I think that elegant address to Miss Dallas 
should be inscribed on the cenutaph which Miss ♦ ♦ * 
means to stitch to his memoiy. 

“The newspapers seem much disappointed at his 
majesty’s not dying, or doing something better. I pre¬ 
sume it is almost over. If parliament meets in October, 
i shall bo in town to attend. I am also invited to Cam¬ 
bridge for the beginning of that month, hut am first to 
Jaunt to Rochdale. How Matthews is gone, and Hob- 
house in Ireland, I have hardly one left there to bid me 
welcome, except my invitor. At tlirec-and-twonty I 
am left alone, and what more con we be at seventy 7 It 
is true, I am young enough to begin again, but witli 
whom can I retrace the laughing pari of life 7 It is odd 
how few of my friends have died a quiet deatli,—I mean, 
in their beds. But a quiet life is of more consequence. 
Yet one loves squabbling and jostling bettor Uian yawn¬ 
ing. Tills last word admonishes me to relieve you from 
“ Yoiffs very truly, &c.’’ 


LETTER LXXXI. 

TO aw. DALLAS. 

“Newstead Abbey, August 27,1811. 

“ I was so sincere in my note on the late Charles 
Matthews, and do feel myself so totally unable to do 
Justice to his talents, that the passage imisl stand for tht 
very reason you bring against it. To him all the men 1 
ever knew were pigmies. Ho was an intellectual giant. 
It is true I loved W. better; he was llic earliest and the 
dearest, and one of the few one could never repent of| 
having loved! but in ability—ah! you did not know 
Matthews! 

“‘Childo Harold’ may wait and welcome—books are 
never the worse for delay in the publication. So you 
have got oiur heir, George Anson Byron, and his sister, 
with you. 

AAStAA e ♦ ♦ 

“You may say what you please, but you are one of' 
the murderers of Blackett, and yet you won’t allow 
Harry White’s genius. Setting aside his bigotry, he 
surely ranks next to Chatterton. It is astonishing how 
little he was known; and at Cambridge no one tliought 
or heard of such a man, till his death rendered all notice 
useless. For my own part, I should have been most 
of such an acquaintance;, his very prejudices 
ipectaide. There is a sucking epic poet at 
Mr. Townsend, jiroUgi of tho late Cumber¬ 


land. Did you ever hear of tiim and his ' Armageddon 7' 

I think his plan (the man I don’t know) borders on the 
sublime; though, perhaps, the anticipation of the ‘ Last»- 
Day,’ (according to you Nazarenos,) is a little too dari^ ^ 
at least, it looks like teOing the Lord what he is tq^'do, 
and might remind an ill-natured person of the line— 

** * Aud fools rush Id whore auselo fear to tread.* 

“ But I don’t mean to cavil, only other Ibllis will, and he 
may bring all the lambs of Jacob Behmcn about his ears. 
However, I hope he will bring it to a conclusion, though 
Milton is in his way. 

“ Write to mo—I dote on gossip—and make a bow to 
Jii—,*“ and shake George by tlte hand for me; but, take 
care, for he has a sad sea-paw. 

“ P. S. 1 would ask George here, but I don’t Imow how¬ 
to amuse him—all my horses were sold when I left Eng¬ 
land, and I have not had time to replace them. Never¬ 
theless, if he will come down and shoot in September, he 
will be very welcome; but he must bring a gun, lor s 
gave away all mine to Ali Pacha, and other Turks. 
Dogs, a keeper, and plenty of game, with a very large 
manor, I have—a lalce, a boat, house-room, and neut 
wines” 


LETTER LXXXII. 

TO n. C. DALLAS, Esq. 

“Newstead Abbey, Sept. 4,1811. 
“mv deab sie, 

“ I am at present anxious, as Cawthom seems to wish 
it, to have a small edition of the “ Hints from Horace” 
published immediately; but the Latin (the most difficult 
poem in the language) renders it necessary to be very 
particular not only in correcting tlic proofs with Horace 
>pen, but in adapting tho parallel passages of tho imita¬ 
tion in such places to the original as may enable the rea¬ 
der not to lose sight of the allusion. 1 don’t know whe¬ 
ther 1 ought to ask you to do this, but I am too far off to 
do it for myself; and if you ran condescend to my school¬ 
boy erudition, you will oblige me by setting this tiling 
going, though you will smile at the importance I attaidi 
to it. “ Believe me, ever yours, 

“Byron.” 

LETTER LXXXIII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Newstead Abbey,Notts. Sept. 6,1811. 

“SIR, 

“ The time seems to be past when (as Dr. .Tohnson 
said) a man was certain to ‘hear the truth from his 
bookseller,’ for you have paid me so many compliments, 
that, if I was not the veriest scribbler on earth, 1 should 
feel affronted. As I accept your comolimcnts, it is but 
fair I should give equal or greater credit to your objec¬ 
tions, tlie more so, as 1 believe them to be well founded. 
With regard to the political and metaphysical parts, I arp 
afraid I can alter notiimg; but I have high authority for 
my errors in that point, for even the JSEneid was a politi¬ 
cal poem, and written for a poStieal purpose; and as ‘o 
my unlucky opinions on subjects of more imjiortance, I 
am too sincere in tltem for recantation. On Spanish 
affairs I have said what I saw, and every day confirms 
me in^iat notion of the result formed on the spot; and 
I rather think honest John Bull is beginning to come 
round again to that sobriety which Massena’s retreat 
had begun to reel from its eeiitrc—the usual consequence 
of unusual success. So you perceive I cannot alter.‘he 
sentiments; but if there are any aiterations in the struc¬ 
ture of the versification you would wish to hi, made, I 

* Julia Hemb, Qaoi^ Byroa’a aiaiar. 
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will tag rhymes and turn stanzas as much as you please 
As fiw tlte ‘ortAorfo®,* let us hope they will buy, on pur 
■Tose to abuse—you will forgive liic one, if they will d 
tk i^otiier. You are aware that any thing from my pe. 
musW expect no quarter, on many accounts; and as th 
present publication is of a nature very different from th 
former, we must not be sanguine. 

“ You have given me no answer to my question—te] 
me fairly, did you show the MS. to some of your corps 
—^1 sent an introductory stanza to Mr. Dallas, to be for¬ 
warded to you; the poem else will open too abruptly.’* 
The stanzas had better be numbered in Roman charac 
tens. There is a disquisition on the literature of tin 
modern Greeks, and some smaller poems, to come in at 
the close. These are now at Newstcad, but will be sen' 
in lime. If Mr. D. has lost the stanza and note annexei 
to it, write, and I will send it myself.—You tell me to ad< 
two Cantos, but I am about to visit my coUieried in Ltm- 
c^hire on the 15th inst. which is so unpoeUcal an em¬ 
ployment that 1 need say no more. I am, sir, 

** Your mMt obedient, See.** 


LETTER LXXXIV. 

TO MR. PALLAS. 

"Newstead Abbey,Sept. 7,1811. 

“ As Gifford has been over my ‘ Magnus Apollo,’ any 
approbation, such as you mention, would, of course, be 
more welcome than ‘ all BoUara’s vaunted gold, tlian a! 
the gems of Samarkand.’ But I am sorry the MS. was 
shown to him in such a manner, and I had written U: 
Murray to say as much, before I was aware that it was 
Uk) late. 

“Your objection to the expression ‘central line,’ I can 
only meet by saying that, before Childe Harold left Eng¬ 
land, it was Ills full intention t(» traverse Persia, and rc* 
turn by India, which he could not have dune withoui 
passing tlie equinoctial. 

“ I’he other errors you rotmtion, I must correct in the 
progress through tlje press. I feel honoured by tlie wish I 
of such men that the {K>em should lx* continued, Imt to do j 
that, T must return to Greece an<l Asia; 1 must have a 
warm sun and a blue sky; I cannot describe scenes so 
ilcar to me by a sea-coal fire. 1 had projected an addi¬ 
tional Canto when I was in the Troad and Constantino- 
pl*‘, and if I saw them again, it would go on; but under 
I'xisting eircuiuBtairv^'^A'pd setisdtiond, 1 have neither 
harp, ‘ heart, nor voice’ to proceed. 1 ftxjl tliat you arc 
all rigid as to the metaphysical part; but I also feel tliat 
I am sincere, and that if I am only to write, ‘ ad c<y}taTf 
dim vulgwty^ i might a.s well edit a magazine at once, or 
spin canzonettas for V auxhall. 

♦ ♦♦lie* 4: * 

‘ My work must make its way as well as it can; I 
know I have evthy thing against me, angry poets and 
prejudices; but if the poem is Oipoem, it will surmount 
these obstacles, and if nrd, it deserves its fate. Your 
’riends Ode 1 have read—it is n^ great compliment to 
fironounce it far superi^ to S * *’s on the same «ib- 
j*v(for to the merits ca*HEue new chancellor. It is evi¬ 
dently the production of a man of taste, and a poet, 
though 1 should not be willing to say it was fiilly j^al to 
what might be expected from the author of* 

I thank you for it, and that is more than I wou^RJo for 
any other Ode of the present day. 

“ I am very sensible of your good wishes, and, indeed, 

I have netnl of them. My whole life has been at vari¬ 
ance with propriety, not to say decency; my circum- 
Btoaces are become involved; ray friends are dead or 
estranged and my existence a dreary void. In Mat¬ 
thews I havo lost my ‘ guide, philosopher, and friend 

* The preieiit cecond lUtHa uri^olljr stood first. 


in Winjjfield a Mend only, but one whom I could have 
wished to have preceded in his long journey. 

“ Matthews was indeed an extraordinary man; it has 
not entered into the heart of a stranger to conceive such 
a man; there was the stamp of immortality in all he said 
or did and now what is he? When we see such men 
pass away and be no more—men, who seem created to 
display what the Creator could make his creatures, ga¬ 
thered into corruption, before the maturity of minds that 
might have been the pride of posterity, what are wo to 
conclude ? For my own part I am bewildered. To mo 
ho was much, toHobhouse every thing.—My poor Hob- 
house doted on Matthews. For me, I did not love quite 
so much as I honoured him; I was indeed so sensible of 
his infinitu superiority, that tiiough I did not envy, I stood 
in awe of it. He, Hobhouse, Davies, and myselfl formed 
a coterie of our own at Cambridge and elsewhere. Da¬ 
vies is a wit and man of the world, and feels as much as 
such a character can do; but not as Hobhouse has been 
affected. Davies, who is not a scribbler, has always 
beaten us all in the war of words, and by his colloquial 
powers at once delighted and kept us in order. H. and 
myself always had the worst of it with tlie other two; and 
oven M. yielded to the dashing vivacity of S. D. But I 
am talking to you of men, or boys, as if you cared aboi'f 
such beings. 

“ I expect mine agent down on the 14lh to proceed to 
Lancashire, where, I hear from all quarters, that I have 
a very valuable property in coals, &c. I then intend to 
accept an invitation to Cambridge in October, and shall, 
lerhaps, run up to town. I have four invitations—to 
Wales, Dorset, Cambridge, and Chester; but I must be 
a man of business. I am quite alone, as these long 
I'tters sadly testify. J perceive, by referring to your 
utter, that tiie Ode is from the autlior; make my thanks 
accc|)talile to him. His muse is worthy a nobler theme. 
You will write, as usual, I hope. 1 wish you a good 
evening, “Andam,&c.” 

LETTER LXXXV. 

TO K. C. DA.I.LXS, £S<t. 

“Newstcad Abbey, Sept. 10,1811. 

“s£xu sin, 

“ I rather think in one of the opening stanzas of Child# 
Larold there is tliis line— 

" ' ’Tis taui at timttn the sullen tear would start.* 

S’ow, a lino or two Jiftor, I have a repetition of the 
ipithct ^sullen reverie;’ so (if it be so) let u.s have, 
Rpeechlcss reverie,’ or ‘ silent reverie.but, at all events, 
lo away the recurrence. 

“ yours CTcr, “ B—. 

“P. S. Perhaps, as ‘reverie’ implies silence of itself 
wayward, downcast, gloomy, wrinkling, joyless, may bo 
otter epithets,” 

LETTER LXXXVI. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“Newstcad Abbey,Notts, Sept. 14,1811. 

*HR, 

“Since your former letter,Mr. Dallas infonnsme tliat 
le MS. has been submitted to the perusal of Mr. Gifford, 
lost contrary to my wishes, as Mr. D. could have ex- 
Wwied, and as my own letter to you did, in fact, explain, 
iUi iny moliv<is for objecting to aucli a proceeding, 
-oine late domestic events, of wliich you arc probably 
i^Rre, prevented letter from being sent before; in- 
iced, I hardly conceived you would so hastily thrust my 
iroductions into the hands of a stranger, who could be as 
ittlo pleased by receiving them, u their author is at 
heir ^ing offered in such a manner, and to such a man. 
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•My addrewi, when I leave Newstead, will he b 
'Rochdale, Lancashire ^ but I have not yet fixed tin 
day of departure, and I will apprize you when ready b 
set off. 

“You have placed me in a very ridiculous situation 
but it is past, and nothing more is to be said on the subject, 
You hiiited to me that you wished some alterations to be 
made; if they have nothing to do with politics or religion 
t will njidce them with great readiness. 

“ I am, sir, &c. tbc.” 


LETTER LXXXVII. 

TO X. C. DALLAS, E84. 

“Newstead Abbey, Sept. 16,1811. 
“mv dear sir, 

“ My agent will not bo hero for at least a week, and 
even afterwards my letters will be forwarded to Roch¬ 
dale. 1 am sorry that Murray should groan on my ac¬ 
count, though that is better than the anticipation of ap¬ 
plause, of which men and books are generally disap¬ 
pointed. 

“ The notes 1 sent are merely meuter to be divided, ar- 
„ ranged, and published for notes hereafter, in proper 
places; at presenti am too much occupied with eartidy 
cares, to waste time or trouble upon rhyme, or its modern 
iDdis|>ensabIeB, annotations. 

“ Pray lot me hoar from you, when at leisure. I have 
written to abuse Murray for showing the MS. to Mr. 
Gifford; who must certainly think it was done by my 
wish, though you know the contrary. 

“ Believe me, yours ever, 

LETTER LXXXVni. 

TO R, C. DALLAS, E64. 

“Newstead Abbey, Sept 16,1811. 

“ DEAR SIR, 

“I send you a motto—* 

* L'unlTen«tt uneeipdce tie 4e.* 

If not too long, I think it will suit the book. The pa-s- 
sage is from a French volume, a great favourite with me, 
which I picked up in the Archipelago. I don’t think it 
is well known in England. Moubron is the author, but 
it is a work sixty years old. Good morning. I won’t 
take up your time. “Yours ever, 

“ Bvroh.* 

LETTER LXXXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Newstead Abbey, Sept. 16,1811. 

•I return the proo^ which I should wish to be shown 
to Mr. Dallas, who understands typographical arrange¬ 
ments much better than I can protend to do. The 
printer may place the notes in his oum way, or any uiujr, 
so tiiat they are out of my way; 1 caro nothing about 
types or margins. 

“ If you have any communication to make, I shall be 
here at least a week or ten days longer. 

“I am, sir, &c. die.” 


LEtfER XC. 

TO MR^DRI-LAS. 

“ Newstead Abbey, Sept. 17,1811. 
excuse yov not writing, as you have, 11 
better to do, and you must pardon my 
• Fw “ ChUde 


frequent invasions on your attentiim, because I have 
this moment nothing to interpose between you and n 
epistles. 

“ I cannot settle to any thing, and my days pass, wj; 
the exception of bodily e.xercise to some extent, witb<u! 
form indolence, and idle insipidity. 1 have been e; 
pecting, and still expect, my agent, when I shall bat 
enough to occupy iny reflections in business of no vei 
pleasant aspect. Before my journey to Rochdale, yc 
shall have due notice where to address me—I believe i 
the postoffice of that township. From Muiray I re 
ceived a second proof of the same pages, which I rc 
quested him to show you, that any thing which may hav 
scaped my observation may be detected before the prii 
ter lays the corner-stone of an errata column. 

“ I am now not quite alone, having an old acquaintanc 
and schoolfellow with me, so old, indeed, that we hav 
nothing neic to say on any subject, and yawn at eac 
other in a sort of tpdet impdelude. I hear nothing frot 
jawthom, or Captain Hobhouse, and their quarto —Lor 
have mercy on mankind 1 We come on like Cerben 
with our triple publications. As for myself, by mysdf, 
must be satisfied with a comparison to Janus. 

“ I am not at all pleased witii Murray for showing tl 
MS.; and I am certain Gifford must sec it in the san 
light that I do. His praise is nothing to the purposi 
fhal could ho say ? Ho could not spit in the face of or 
who hail praised him in every possible way. I mu 
■wii that I wish to have the impression removed from h 
mind, that I had any concern in such a paltry Iransai 
ion. The more I tliink, the more it disquiets me; so 
will say no more almut il. It is bad enough to be 
icribblcr, without having recourse to such shifts to exto 
iraise, or deprecate censure. It is anticipating, it 
legging, kneebng, adulating—the devil! the devil! ti 
devil 1 and all witliout my wish, and contrary to my e 
iress desire. I wish Murray had boon tied to Fayn, 
lock when ho jumped into tlie Paddington Canal, and; 
ell him,— timt is the proper receptacle for publishci 
You have thoughts of settling in the country, why n 
ry Notts ? I think there are places whidi would st 
oil in all points, and then you are nearer the metropol 
But of this anon. 

“ I am yours, flee.” 

LETTER XCI. 

TO R. C. D.ALLAS, ES<1. 

“ Newstead Abbey, Sept. 17,1811. 

“dear srn, 

“ I have just discovered some pages of observations 
he modem Greeks, written at Athens, by me, under t 
itle of ‘Noctes Atticse.’ They will do to cut up h 
lotes, and to be cut up afterwards, which is all that no¬ 
ire generally good for. They wore written at Athe 
as you will see by the date. 

“Yours ever. “B.’ 


^ClI. 

TO MR. DALLAS. ' , 

„ “ Newstead Abbey, SepL 21,18II 

^ve shown my respect for your suggestions 
addjSCng them; but I have made many alterations in 
Srst proo^ over and above; as, for example: 

“ ‘ Oh Thou, to Ilellat deem’d of heavenly birth, 

&c. 

“ ‘ Since, tfiamed/ull o/t by l9t$r lyrtf on etiihi 
Mine, ftc. 

* Yet there / *v« vandtr'd by the Taunted ri^ 

and so on. So 1 have got rid of Dr. Loikh, and ‘ dro 
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to boot, and very glad I am to say so. I have also sul 
fenized the line as heretofore, and in short have been 
’ quite conformable. 

Pray, write; you shall hear when I remove to Lancs 
i'jjave brought you and my friend Juvenal Hodgson ujwn 
my back, on the score of revelation. You are fervent, 
but be is quite glowing ; and if he takes half the pains to 
save his own soul, which he volunteers to redeem mine 
great will he liis reward hereafter. I honoiu* and thank 
you botli, but am convinced by neither. Now for notes. 
Besides those I have sent, I shall send the observations 
on the Edinburgh Reviewer’s remarks on the modern 
Greek, an Albanian song in the Albanian (rwl Gneh) lan¬ 
guage, specimens of modern Greek from their New 
Testament, a comedy of Goldoni’s translated, me uccncy 
a prosjx'ictus of a friend’s book, and perhaps a song or 
two, ^ ill Romaic, l>esides lludr Paler Nostcr; so there 
will be enough, if not too much, with what I have already 
s^nt. Have you received the‘Nodes Attica??’ I sent 
also an annotation on Portugal. Hobhouse is also forth¬ 
coming.” 


LETTER XCIII. 

TO HH. DALLAS. 

“ Newstcad Abbey, Sept. 23,1811. 

“Xi»6oa is the Portuguese word, consetnusntly th' 
very best. Ulissipont is pedantic ; and, as I have Hellas 
and ICros not long before, there would ho sometliing like 
an affeclation of Greek terms, which 1 wish to avoid, 
since 1 shall have a perilous quantity of modern Greek in 
iny notes, as specimens of the tongue; therefore Tnslxia 
may keep its place. You arc right al>(»ut the ‘Hints 
they must not precede the ‘Romaunt;’ but Cawlhorn 
will be savage if they don’t; however, keep them back, 
ttiid him in goodhumour^ if wc can, but do not let him 
publish. 

“ I liave adopted, I believe, most of your suggestions, 
but ‘ Lisboa’ will be an exception, to prove tlie rule. I 
have sent a quantity of notes, ami sliall continue; but 
pray let (hem be copied ; no devil can read niy hand. 
Ry-the-by, I do not mean to excliunge the nuith verec ofj 
tlie. ‘ Go<xl Niglit.’ I have no reason , to suppose my 
dtjg better than his brother brutes, iiiaiikind; and Argus 
w<* know to be a fable.* The ‘ CxismopoUte* was an ac¬ 
quisition abroad. 1 do not believe it is to be found in 
England. It is an amusing little volume, and full of^ 
French Uippaucy. I road, Uiough I do not spook, the 
language. 

I wUl be angry with Murray. It was a bookselling, 
backshop, Paternostcr-row, paltry proceeding, and if the 
cx|>crinient had turned out as it deserved, I would have 
raised all Fleet-street, and borrowed llie giant’s staflTj 
from St. Dunstan’s church, to immolate the betrayer of 
trust. I have written to him a.s he never was written to 
before by an ifuthor, I ’U be sworn, and I hope you will 
amplify my wrath, till it has an effect ujion him. You tell 
me always you have much to write about. Write it, 
but let us drop metaphysics;—on that point we shall 
never agree. 1 am dull and drowsy, as usual. I do no¬ 
thing, and even that notliing fatigues mo. Adieu.” 


1 have altered it as ft^ows• 

‘ TuH from the heart of joy’a (telietoui spring! 

Some bitter o’er the flowers its bubbUog venom fliwga.* 

“ If you will point out the stanzas on Cintra which you 
wish rtjcast, I will send you mine answer. Be good 
enough to address your letters here, and they mill either 
be forwarded or saved till ray return. My agent comes 
to-morrow, and we shall set otit immediately. 

” The press must not proceed of course without my 
seeing the prooE, as 1 have much to do. Pray do you 
tiiink any alterations should be made in the stanzas on 
Vathek? I should be sorry to make any improper 
allusion, as I merely wish to adduce an example of 
wasted wealth, and the refiectiem which arose in survey- 
ng tlie most desolate mansion in tlie most beautiful spot 
’ ever beheld. 

Pray keep Cawthom back; he was not to begin till 
NuvembiT, and even that will be two months too soon. 
J am so sorry my hand is unintelligible; but I can neither 
deny your accusation, nor remove the cause of it.—It it 
a sad scrawl, certo.s.—A perilous quantity of annotation 
lath been sent; I think almiffit enough, with thespeci- 
uens of Romaic I mean to annex. 

“ 1 will have nothing to say to your motaphysics, and 
iJlegories of rocks and beaches; we shall go to fhe 
lottum together, so ‘ let us eat and drink, ibr to>mo!TOW| 
&c.’ 1 am as comfortable in my creed as others, inai^ 
much as it is better to sleep than to be awake. 

“ T have luurd nothing of Murray; I hope he is 
ashamed ofhimsclf. He sent me a vastly complimentary 
epistle, with a reijueslto alter the two,and finish another 
canto. 1 sent liim as civil an answer as if I had been 
mgaged to trtuislalc by the sheet, declined altering any 
hing ill sentiment, but offered to tag rhymes, and mend 
them as long as he liked. 

‘ X will write from Rochdale when I arrive, if my affairs 
allow me; but I shall be so busy and savage ail the time, 
with the whole set, that my letters will bo as pettish as 
myself. If so, lay the blame tuicoal and coal-heavers, 
Very probably I may proceed to town by way of New- 
itciid on my return from Lance. I mean to be at Cam- 
iridgc in November, so that at all events we shall be 
loarer. 1 will not apologize for the trouble I have given, 
and do give you, though I ought to do so; but I have 
worn out my politest periods, and can only say that I am 
very much obliged to you. 

Beliovo me, yours always, 
“BYRQir.” 


LETTER XCV. 

TO R. C. DALLAS, EB^. 

“ NewsteaU Abbey, Oct. 10,1811. 

‘ dear sir., 

“ Stanzas 24, 26, 29, though crossed, must stand with 
heir alterations. The other titrte are cut out to your 
wiyhos.* Wo must, however, have a repetition of the 
.>roof, which is the first. 1 will write soon. 

“Yours ever, “B. 

‘ P. S. Yesterday I returned from Lancs.” 


LETTER XCIV. 

TO R. C. DALLAS, £8^. 


* Thf futlowins are the atx aUnsat at tbejr originally atood. Thnw 
appearinic Ixiow, aa 24, 26, 29, aupearert in the poem, in an altered alaie, 
Qiimhereii ihen^ aa 24,2S, 26, or the Ural canto. The alanua marked 
I below 27, autl Stt, were tboce omitted: 


“ Newstcad Abbey, Sept. 26,1811. 
“mv dear sir, 

^ In a stanza towards the end of canto first there is, in 
the concluding line, 

*■ * Some hitter biililffea up, and «Vii Oil Ta%f% ttinzf ■* 

• Scf I.eller 2 -S. 

6 


Behold the halt where ehlefe were lete convened, 

Oh, dome diaptearins unto Britiah eye I 
WiUidiactemhishtFoviMHp, to I efieod, 

A little fletid that acoffa ineeaaantly, 

There alia in purchmrnt rube arrayed, and by 
tlie aide b huitK a aeal and aabie acrotl, 

Where blardxted xiarea a name apelt Weileeley : 

And Bundry wigiiaturve adorn the roll, 

Whereat the urchin )>oUita and tausha widi aU bla aout. 
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LETTER XCVI. 

TO MR. BA.LLAS. 

•Newstead Abbey, Oct. 11,1811. 

**1 have returned from Lancs, and ascertained that 
my property there may be made very valuable, but vari> 
eU8 (sircumstances very much drcuniscribe my exertions 
at present* 1 shall be in town on business in tiie begin¬ 
ning of Norvember, and perhaps at Cambridge before the 
end o£ this month; but of my movcnienU you shall be 


regularly apprized. Your objections I have in part done 
away by alterations, which I hope will suflice; and 1 
thavc sent two or throe additional stanzas fiv both 
Fjfttcn' I have l)ecn again shw.kcd witli a deaOi, 
have lost one very dear to me in happier times; but 
have almost forgot the taste ofgrie^' and * supped full of 
horrors’ till 1 liave become callous, nor have J a tear h.fi 
for an event which five years ago would have bowed 
dow’ii my head to the earth. It seems as though 1 w erv 
to experience in my youth the greatest, nhscry of age * 
My fiiend.s full around me, and I shall be left a lonely 


XXV. 

Mijcolilen chnracters, riehi wulhleviftncd. 

Firilou the Uet appearelh otic “ Jiinoi 
Then certain otiter clorione tiameh we find; 

(Whicli rhyme com)ielleili me to jflnci' lielow;) 
Dull victorel batHed by a r.uHViiMifd I'oc, 
Wheedled by co»ynt;e touciiea of lam-ea doe, 
SUnd, worthy of ench other, in it row 
Sirt Arthur. Harry, imd the dimril Uew 
Dttlrymple, seely sore Uope oi'toUicr u-w. 


TJie micoiid (urogrupbin ilie preface wua originally thus: 

“ II Ijhh 1«-m> anggrated to im‘ l>y Iririxlii, on wlioar opiniutis 1 n-l ft 
ln;:h v.ibu*, Omt III till' fictitioiifc clmraclcr of ‘t'hiMi' IJarotfl,' \ iu«> ni- 
tlii! eu8|iirioii of tinviog drawn ‘ fnan inyNrll.’ 'I'liiij I tirit h-avo oiice 
lur 111! to ilirii’litim. I wanted it rininn'lrr eivr Hoinr r‘•!l!l‘■«l•i>« lo (ti<' 

itnd tin* (inr> minted m ’•.* wi'! ■«• jitit •■‘.i.i i In 

r-vi-iy Oivinl {inrliculurH, kiuI th*ii.t' itirrt-ly Ixiul, iIotv iiiiglit Ito 
ikIk lor tiiirb on kU*» ; Imt in tiie nnuu iioiimr. 1 sIkoiIiI hii{i*' none 
IrviT. My reuiliT will nliMfi vc lint wJirn llie unilioi-Kpruko ni Ir.s 
pei'etui, he ft>eiimrH .i very ilillVrt'iit lone IVnin that ol 


XXVI. 

ron?eii1ion In the rlwurfy drinon stvlrd 
That Ibiltd tin* knigbt'a in Muri.dv«i 'h doirn*: 

Of braiiM <if brains they hud) hr them begiiile<i, 

And t ■imrd a iinlimi’s sh.dlnw joy lu gmoiii. 

For well I wot, whrci litHt the iirwH did u/rne, 

That Vitniera's Avid by Oaiil wus lost; 

^ For paragraph uc papor sp.iri'r Imd riHoii. 

Such (Mens teomrd for our iriiimjniniu host, 

lu Courier, Chrouicic, aud eke in Moruing 

XXVIl. 

Bui when Conveotloa sent his liHiuly w'urk, 

Pvijs, tongues, fet't, bands, couibnird in wild uproar ; 

Mayor, aldprineii, Uiddown th' uplifted iork ; 

*rim heorh ul Uisliupn hull ioi got to snore . 

9tem (.'obbett, who for one wh»lr wrrk forlmre 
To question Huglit, onre more with tr.ui8port leapt. 

And bit hia dev'lish quill agrn, and swore 
With foe such treaty never eh<*nld be kept. 

Then burst the blatant' boast, aud ronml and raged, ami—slept 111 
XXVlll. 

Thus unto heaven apfienled (hr {leoplu ; heaven, 

Whirh loves the heges ol our grtn iotis king, 

Decraed that r.re uui generals were torgiven, 

Inqniry should be held uIhiiii the ihiiig. 

But mercy cloaked Ihe bnbes Itenriith her wing ; 

And as they s|>an-d ooi foes so spared we them. 

(Where was the jiliy of oiir sirrv lor Byng | 

Yet kitaves, inX idiots, should llie law rxiiidenm. 

Then live ye, gallant knights I uml bless your judges’ phlegm. 

XXIX. 

But everidnre that martial synixl met, 

Britannia siekeiis, tdnira i at thy name ; 

And folks ill office at Uio mention sweut , 

And fniii would blnsh. If hhish (lirv coidd,for shame. 

How will iKisicriiy the ileed preclnim t 
W'iUQOioiir own nmi 'ellow itHiions siiier, 

To view these i'hain|iinii« ebrnted of ibrii- f,ime 
By foes in fight nVrlbrown, yel vn tors here, 

Where scorn her Auger points ilirongli iiiRiiy a coming year i 

^Originally, tlte "little page," and "yroinim," of < hilde JInrold, 
>anto 1, were liitroiliived in the following s[uiir..is, which were ulier- 

earda erased: 

A nd nf liin train ihri e was a henrhinim page 
A peasant Iwvy, win* served bisiniistor well ; 

And often would his pesiiksoute prnte engnge 
Chiltle Biirun's ear wbrn bis pmiKi lieiiri did swell 
Witbsidleii IbouidilM timl hr disdain’d to lell. 

Then would he smile on him, and AlwinT smiled, 

When aught ilmt Iroin his voting Iqis .lechly fell 
The gloomy film from Hamid's eye beguiled. 

Him and one yeoman oiilv did he take 
To travel oastwanl to a lai ronnirie ; 

And though the bov was grieved to leave the lake, 
tin whose fair banks he givw fi-om infancy, 

Fftsoons his little heart lieiii merrily, 

With Itupe offorttiiip) onticsis to beiiokl, 

And many things right inarvelloiis ui see, 
tif which onr vatiiiung travellers oft have told, 

From Miitiduvilie ...... 


‘ Till* clu'i iIcsji Ihiiijr, tlic iiciu withoiK a fiiiud.' 

ni leg'll till ileulh bail deprivid liiiu <>i iiie uean-Hi t-(>tiiieNii'ii<i. 

L- pnrtloit fur tins l■(TolisIll, which proi eidM fioiii iny W’lbli In liis* 
caid any probable iiiiput.tlion of i(. to llic tcxi." 

The note to Citnlo I. stanca 21 , was In tin* manuscript ni, follows : 

" 111 tile yi-iir it iu u wcM-lciiown lacl, that Ihi* n>.Mi..Mit.i{i(<nK in 
tin* stieett ol l.islion uiid its vii iiiiiy. wnv not c*iiiiitied l*v Ih*' ‘ oclu. 
giu-i,e to their coiiiilrytnen : but KiigliHlinien weie dsiily biiii hei e*l. iin.l 
so 1,11 litim the SOI vivuvb oliliiininz rcdrebu, they wei. 11 i[iu-.<.ied ‘ not lu 
inlerlen ' if Ibi-y jx i l eived (hi n coiop.unoi dch-ndno*. hiio^eJt ii,eaioet liis 
I'mblt. nihfs. I was once stopped in the way to the theatre, at nshl in 
the evening, when the siieets were not nioie eiii|)ty Ilian lh.-\ geuri ally 
re, uppimite to mi n/irn M'l/i, uiid ui n c.in iuge with » Irienri, hy tin eg 
ifnur and hndwenut fortunately been iinneil, I have nut the 

least doubt we Rboidii hiive ‘ udonietl h i.de,'insiead of tcllioi.’>t. Wc 
beard wemtiers of the PoitiigiieHe lately, hiuI their gHlhtnlry,— 
pray Heiiven it rinitiniiv. yet 'wixdil it wen* hedtmie ilal, uiid ui* 
Vine well!' They iinist fight a great luuny houis ‘ by .shrewvbory 
lock,’ belore the lunuber ol iheir shun eipieIs that of our couiiiryineii 
butchered by these kind ci'eHtiires, now inetaKiorphoied into ‘t'nrn- 
I what not. 1 riieirly tiiate ,i f.tci not ronliiied to I’oi i<ig*il, 
for in .''’icily and Malta we are knocked on ih** brail 41 ft li.uiddoine 
iiver.tge nightly, aud not a Sinliiui orMnltese is ever punislied ! 'Die 
neglerl of protection is disguiceful to our govenuneiit ftiid govi rnors, tor 
ihe minders nre ns notiuions as (he ntooo Dial sbines upon them, and 
the npiithy Dint overlooks them. The I’ortuj-iieKe, it is to he lio|n-<|, ure 
co]fi]>liitieiili d uitb Die ‘ Korloni Hope.’ 11 the cow aids are bei iiim; 
heave, {hk*' the !•*•«( ofilu-ir kind, in ii eiuiice,) pi ay U t ibeiii flinjil.iy it. 
lJuL there is « siihKcriptmn for ihi se * I'lSov,' iD.ey neeil not he 

nshiiiiied of ihr epithet ourr i«j>j*lied t" the ^■pio•l:^n.,,) and ml the ehiv 
lile putroovmicks, teoin i>«teiuu!ioiis \ lodttbdcul '/.and 1/. I«. Or/. 
11 ' (ill adniiier ot valour,’ me in rtipiisilioii for tlie list.s ul l.luyds, 

I the honour <>1 llritish beneValeiu e. ell, we luive lo>i<;hi and soli* 
lied, iiiid III slowed peerages, eiul buried (he killed bv oui friends 
and toes; and lo! ulltlns m lo be done over iigalii ! I.ike ' Vi»ing 
The.’ (Ill lifildsmith’s t i’laen of the V>'o»|<|,) ui wc ‘growuldei, we 
w neve the bettetIt would be pleasant lo ieiiru w ho will siih- 
d*i‘ for Hs, III or uhmil the year .uid whnl iuili<m will send filty 
tlKuisiiiid iiieii, (tr»l lo be decitnated in tin* capital, and then deciiooietl 
(ill Ihe Irish fashionnt/c*- out of /co) in the bid of hononi. winch, 
as ,Ser|eant Kile so vs, is cinisidirnbly larger hihI more commodioos tlian 
he ' bed ot Wiire.' Tln o lliey miisl liavr u j.nei to wi 'le the * Vision 
if J)on I’eivi IhI,’ nnd generously bestow the piohiH ii| (|,i wi (I and 
Widely piiiiileit (jii.iriii to 11 build Die ' Jhicknivmi jiml Die ' < .niougnlc,’ 
>1 tni-iiish new kills lor the li.ill-iousted llighhiinli m. l.i>rd VN'eiling* 
on however, luu, iniiu'ted iimrvehit and so did hia oriental lirolber, 
vliom 1 R.IW rltmioieeriiig o%cr Die . 'icb f ■... ml* ‘ p: ing i ml 
S))ani«h, ufi-r listening to till: speeih 11 ; a • in i. i i *,,..11 

the event of his own entry into Dint ciiv uiul Die exit ol smne five ihou- 
niid bold llntoiia out of tins ‘ best ul ull pixnble worklH,' ^«<ulywel-g 
ve pnrzicd how lo dispose of ilml same vic tory of Taluvern ; and a 
irtory it Nurcly W’fts somewhere, for eveiy binly claimed it. The Spa- 
dsh ilcspulch and iimb called it fuestos, and mude no great mentiotioi 
(he Viscooiil ; the I’lench cii'ird i! /*,/*'' "iv «;»< ,i‘ di«.- ti.Ai-i*, , f.-r 
a Pmich rcmsiil slopped iny mooih in (iin 1 > w .:ii a p •tneiil ' niis I ia> 
7.1 Dc, just H« i bud Killed SebasLtatia 'mbnckmm,' nod King Jusejih hi 
' KennnI green,*) and we have not yet determined i/Au/to c.i!! i(,or 
urfiote, for c«rtes it was none of onr own. Ilowbeit, Masseim’s retreat 
great comfort, and ns we have nut been 10 Die ladot of pursuing lor 
some years past, du wonder we nr,, a little awkward «l first. No donlit 
We ahull improve, or if not, We have only tu take to our old way ut rc« 
'rogrudiijg, and then we arc ul home.” 


This atanta w-aa also omitted : 

Ya, who woidd more of filjmin and Spaniards know, 

Higlita, sainU, auDouea, arts, niiftcdoles, aud war, 

Go, hie ye hence loFaleriiouier>row,— 

A re Uie;r not written in the lioke of Can* ? 

tireeii Kriii's Knight, and Kumpe's wandering aliir I 

Then listen, readers, to the Man of Ink. 

Hear what lie did. uinl sought, und wrote nfnr. 

All these are coop’d within one Q.uHno*s brink, 

This Uirrow, sleid, (don’t buy,) aud tel] us wJiut you think. 

* “ Blatant beast,” a figure for the mob; I think first uswi by 
Hnvfilett 111 bis Adventures of un Atoip. Ilonice has the " Bellu nmlto* 
tiiij capiinm." In Hngland, fijrtunalely en^Mlg^, the llluslrious mo- 
Mhty have nut even one. 

1 By this query it is m« meant that our foolish gonerala ahoiihl have 
jeen shot, btii that Bytig might have been spared : though the one 
luffcrad and th« othare escaped, probably for CaodSde^a reason, " iwur 
•nroierager qmrrgs.” ' 

oamea ** Robin” and “Rupert” imd been iuc* 
leanvaiy uMsrted here and acraiched out again. 


The fiillowiii? iiotr ti* <'iii.ro II »iAiu» fi, waa in the urigiunl manu* 
.ri ijit, I III imi.tt* <! in (!»' pnMi-'i*D'Mi: 

“ In this iigp of bigotry, when Uir puritan nnd priest hnvr; changed 
il.iccs, and llie wretched rntbolic is viMifd vi ith Die ‘ ains of Ins fiiDiars,* 
■veil unto gi’iioruttouR far beyond (be pale of the cninmandment, Du* cast 
ofopiDiim 111 t^eM-stai>7.ii.vwjild()iibiU'ss>rii-ei with iritinya rmiieinpilions 
anathema, unt let it be reinembei'Kil, Dial Die spun Dii*y breathe la 
desihmding, not uierring. aheptirism ; that he who has 8(‘en Die (treelr 
and Moslrnt supeislilions cniKeiidilig for uiRHlerv over the tnrriiersiiriuea 
if P<>lyDn'ism,.>-wlto has left in Ins own ('ouniry ‘ ihaiiseeK Ditniking 
iod imit they arc not publicans and siimerH,' uitd Spniiiarda in liieira, 
ibhorriiig the heretics, who have hol|H'n Diem m Ibeir need (—will be 
not a little bew'ildered. rikI begin 10 ihink that »s only one of them con 
be right, they may must of Diem be wr<jug. With regard to morals, andi 
'he eflect of religion on iiiMukiud,n appeuis. Irom ull hislorhai tesU- 
tinny. to Itflva had less eflVct in iiiidring them love tlicir neighlwnns, 
iiBii inducing that conhal rhriaiiaii abliorreuce hotueeii gactanea uiKi 
chismaiics. The Turks am) (kunkers are the most tolerant. If an in* 
Adel pays his hemlik to the lormer, he may pray how, when, and whe-_ 
he pleaaea; arid the mild tenata and devoiitduincanoiir ot'the latter, iiuma 
tbelr livM the trueat cuinmeQtary on the ISeiiuoit ou Uie Mount." 
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tree before-1 am withered. Otljer men can always fak 
ri fiue in their familie.s; f have no re.sourco but my o\v 
and they jiresent no prospect here or hen 
■'fh r, c-vc-epl the .seilish .sati.-racli'>n (jf survivinj^ iny be 
i am indeed very wretched, and yoti will cxcus' 
inv .‘<ayiu;; so, as you know I am not aj»t to cant of .sen 

siliilily. 

‘‘Instead of tirine yourself witli iny concerns, I shoul 
be ^lad lo hear your [)lans of retiroment. I supjiosi 
«\'ou would not like to be wholly shut out of society 
N»>w J know a larj^c villagt^ or small town, about twclv' 
mih s (»flj wlicre your family would have tin? advantag 
of very genteel society, without the. hazard of being an 
noyed by rnercanlib^ atllucuce; where you would mee 
with men of information and independence; and where 
have fritmds to wliom 1 should be proud to introduc 
you. 'rhere ar<‘ l>e.sides, a cofRu'-rootu, assemblic.s, &c. 
&c. wliicli bring people together. lUy mother liad j 
li<>u .e there some years, and I am well acqnaintiul will 
tin* (‘'‘ojjomy of Soti’livvell, the name of tins little com- 
mo:iv\eal<}i. l.a‘«lly, you will not he very remote iron: 
in»-; and though 1 atu the very worst companion fc 
ytnuig ])'oph- in the. workl, this ohjeetion vvtiiild lu 
apply toyow., whom I could see friujiauitiy. Vonr e.x 
jn'iisc-: loo would bo sucii as best suit your iiielination: 
lunre or loss, as you thought proper; hut very lltfl 
uoulil he rotjuisiio to eiialde you lo enter into all lie 
^avelie.s of a country life. Von could be as ipnet o 
hii.-'iliiig as yim liked, and ecriainly as well situated as oi 
the lakes of Ciunberlaud, unless you have a parlicula 
»Msh to be piHurcs^im;. 

“Pray, is your Ionian friend in town? You hav( 
promised me an intnaluction.—You mention Iiavingcoi 
sulteil some friends on llic MSS.—Is not tliis contrary 
In our usual wav ? Instruct iVlr. Murray not to allov 
his shopman to call the work ‘(’liild of Harrow’s Pilgri- 
ci iu'c II!!!’ as lie has ilone to some <»f my astonished 
liieiids, w)in wrol<‘ to iui)uirc a(h“r mv muity on the ois 
easmn, well llicy mi«.'ht. J fuive heard nothing o 
'-liirrav, wliom 1 si olded heartily.—Mus‘ 1 wiil(‘mor*' 
—Are there not eiiougli ?—t huviliorn must hi 
kept liack with llie. ‘Hints.’—I lione he is getting oi 
wjiJj .lloI)hoUsc*s ipiarto. Uood evening. 

“ ^'ours ever, &c.” 


LKTTKR XCVII. 

TO Mil. jionr.sox. 

Newslead Althey, Ocl. 13, 1811. | 

“You will begin to deem me a most liberal eorri’^ 
vi»ond<‘nl ; hut as my letters are free, you will overlook 
their freijneni'y. J liavo sent you answers in jirose and 
ver.se to all your late eornmnuieations, and though I am 
mvadiiig your case again, I <lon’t kiu»w why, ifr what to 
put down tluft you are not ae<|Uaujfod with already. I 
am gn)vviug mrvouft (how you will laugh!)—but it is 
tnir,— really, wrelelnslly, ridiculously, line-ladieally ncr- 
lows, our chmale lulls me can neillier nsad, write, 
nor atiiuse myself] or any one else. Aly days arc ILst- 
and my nights re,si{ess; 1 have very stjldom any 
f'oeieiy, and when 1 liave, 1 run out of it. At ‘this pre¬ 
sent wriling,’then* nn* in the next room three ladicg^ 
and I huvit slokm awiiy to write this griimhhng letter.—- 
I tlont kn<iw that 1 sha’n’t end with insanity, l^r J find a 
want of methcal in arranging my thought.s that ymrplexcs 
me slrani'ely; but this looks more like silliness than 
madness, as S^rope Davies would facelionsiy remark in 
^iii*i eousfdiiig mannm*. I must try the hartshorn of your 
i^onipany; and a session of Parliament would suit me 
wfll,—any thing to cure me of coiyugating the accursed 
Verb ^enimyer.^ 

^“When shall you be at Cambridge? You have 
^biuted, I thmli, lliat your friend Bland is returned from 


Holland. I have always had a great respect for hii 
talents, and for all that T have heard of his character; 
but ofme, 1 bidicvc, he knows nothing, except that he 
hftird my sixth-firm repetitions ten months together, at 
the average of two lines a morning, and those never per^ 
feet. I romemlicrod him and his ‘ Slaves’ as I passed 
between Capes Matapan, St. Angelo, and his Isle of 
Ceriga, and I always bewailed the absence df the An¬ 
thology. 1 suppose he will now translate Vondel, the 
Dutch Shakspcarc, and * Gysbert von Amstel’ will easily 
be accommodated to our stage in its present state; and 
I presume he saw the Dutch poem, whore the love of 
PyramiLS and Thisbe is compared to the passion of 
Christ; also the love of Lucifer for Eve, and other va- 
•ielic.s of Low Country literature. No doubt you will 
hink mo crazed to talk of such thin^, but they are all 
n lilack and wliite and good repute on the banks of cvenr 
:anal from Amsterdam to Alkmaar. 

“Yours ever, “B. 

“P. S. Aly Poesy is in llie hands of its various pub- 
ishers; but tlie ‘Hints! from Horace,’ (to which I have 
•uhjoiin'd some savage lines on Alethodism, and fero- 
•ious notes on lh<- vanity of the trijdc Editory of the 
vim. Annual Uegisler,) my ‘ifmte,’I say, stand stjl, 
'lid why?—I liave not a friend in the world (but you 
and l>rury) who can cfiiistrue H»>race’s I.atin, or my 
‘Ongiish, well emmgh t<t adjust them fir the jwess, or to 
‘orn*et the proofs in a grammatical way. So tliat, unless 
you have btiwels when you return to tow'n, (I am too far 
'Ifto do it for myself) this inoHable work will be lost to 
-he. xv(irld for—T don’t know how many toeeJcn. 

“ ‘ Childo Harold’s l^ilgrimage’ must w'uit till Murray's 
is finished. lie is making a tour in Middlesex, and is 
o return soon, when high matli'r may he expected. He 
vvants to have it in quarto, xvliich is a cursed iinsaJeahle 
:i/.e: but it is pestilent long, arul one mn.st obey one’s 

Paddington 

lanal without Iwing seduced hy I ‘ayne ami Alaekinlay’s 
xampk-j—T say Psiyue ami Mackinlay, supposing that 
lu* piuiiier>hip held good. Drury, the viilaiii, has not 
•vritien lo im*; ‘ 1 am never (as Airs. Lumpkin says to 
nx) to ho gratified with the inoiisler’.s dear wild 
lies.’ 

“So \ou arc going (going indeed!) into orders. You 
oust make your p»*aee with llie Eclectic Reviewers— 
hey Hi’ciise you <if irujiiety, I fear, with injustice. De- 
leirin.s, the ‘Sieger of Cities,’ is here, with ‘Gilpin 
lorner.’ 'J'he painte r is not necessary, as the portraits 
ne already i*ainted are (hy anticipation) very like the 
new animals.—AVrih*, and sen<l me yoiu* ‘ Love Song’—■ 
lit f want ‘j)uulo niojora’ from you. Make a dash be- 
•re y<»u arc a di acon, and try a. dry publisher. 

“ 'l ours always, “ B.” 

LETTER XCVHI. 

TO It. 0. HALL AS, ES<1. 

“October 1*41811. 

“ DKAR SIR, 

Stanza 9, for Canto II. somewhat altered, to avoid a 
.?e.uiTence in a former stanza. 

STANZA IX. 

‘ Tlii-rc, U«>'’!—whos« lore uiul life togellier fltd, 
linvt* Ift'l me here lo love aud live in vain 
Twim-d well my Iiearl, and ran 1 d**em ihee dead, 

WIteii t>ii4y memory liaalteii o'er my brnin ? 
yVeli—I will drriim that we may meet flftuln, 

And wooljje vjgion to my vacant breast: 

If nii^lit of yniiiig remcmbraitce then remain, 
lie as it may 

WbateV beside Futurity’s behest; 

ClHowe’er may be 

Fyjr me ’twere Uus enotigli to we tby sj*iril blestl’ 



,&l iClr lA'f 


•I «>■!»* it proper to »t«te to you, that to stanza 
aBudee to an event which has taken place since my 
arrival hero, and not to the death of any mafe fnend 
•Yours, B. 

LETTER XCIX. 

TO a. c. SAuas, es 4 . 

•Newstead Abbey, Oct. 16,1811. 

• I am on the wing for Cambridge. Thence, after a 
short slay, to London. Will you be good, enough to 
keep an account of all the MSS. you receive, for fear of 
omiukm 1 Have yon adopted the three altered stanzas 
of the latest proof? I can do nothmg more with them.— 
1 am glad you like the new ones.—^ the last, and of the 
trie, 1 sent you a new edition—to-day afreah note. The 
lines of the second sheet 1 lear must stand; I will give 
you reasons when we meet. 

“ Believe me, yours ever, 
“Bvbon." 


LETTER C. 


eontelion,* which »ome years ago I consigned to Mist 
* ♦ ♦ indeed faue to her, and now I am going to make 
the roost selfish and rude of requests. The person who ' 
gave it to me, when I was very young, is dead, and 
though a long time has elapsed since we met, as it Was 
he only memorial I possessed of that person, (in whom 
1 was very much interested,) it has acquired a value by 
to event I could have wish^ it never to have home in 
my eyes. I? therefore, Miss • ♦ ♦ ♦ should have pre¬ 
served it, I must, under these circumstances, beg her to 
ixcuse my requesting it to be transmitted to mo at No. 

8, St. James’s-street, London, and I will replace it by 
something she may remember me by equally well. As 
she was always so kind as to feel interested in the fate 
of him that formed the subject of our conversation, you 
may tell her that the giver of that cornelian died in May 
’aat of a consumption, at the ago of twenty-one, making 
.h<! sixth, within four months, of friends and relatives tfipt 
I have lost—^between May and the end of August. 

“ Believe me, dear Madam, 

“ Yours very sincerely, 
“Bvkom. 

“P. S. I go to London to-morrow.* 


TO B. C. DALLAS, ESq. 


• C ambridge, Oct. 26,1811. 

•dbab sib, 

• I send you a conclusion to the whole. In a staiua 
towards the end of Canto I. in the line. 


LETTER cm. 

MR. MOOBE TO LORD BYROK. 

“Dublin, January 1,1810. 


' Oh, known the earliest and beloved the most,* 

I shall alter the epithet to * esteemed the most.’ The 
present stanza are (or the end of Canto 11. In the be¬ 
ginning of the week I shall be at No. 8, my old lodgings, 
in St. JamesVstroct, where I hope to have the plcasun 
of seeing you. 

‘‘Yours ever, “B,” 

LETTER CL 

TO R. C. DALLAS, E8<1. 

“8, St. James’s-street, Oct. 31,1811. 

“dsar sir, 

I have already taken up so much of your time that 
there needs no excuse on your part, hut a great many on 
mine, for the present interruption. 1 have altered the 
passages according to your wish. With this note T 
tend a few stanzas on a subject which has lately of’cupled 
much ci my thoughts. They refer to the death of one 
to whose name you are a stranger, and, consocpiently, | 
cannot be interested. I mean them to complete th 
present volume. They relate to tlie same person whom 


“my lord, 

“Having just seen the name of ‘Lord Byron’ pre¬ 
fixed to a work, entitled ‘ English Bards and Scotch 
Reviewers,’ in which, as it appears to me, tlie lie is given 
to a public statement of mine, respecting an affair with 
Mr. Jeffrey some years since, I beg you will have the 
goodness to inform me whether I may consider yout 
lordsliip as the- autlior of this publication. 

“I sliall not, I fear, be able to return to London for a 

<ek or two; but, in the mean time. T trust your lord- 
ship will not deny me the satisfaction of know ing whcllier 
you avow the insult contained in the passtigcs alluded to. 

“It is needless to suggest to your lordship the pro¬ 
priety of keeping our correspondence secret. 

“I have thclionour to be, 

“ Your lordship’s very humble servant, 
“Thomas Moore. 

“S2, Molesworfh-strect.” 

LETTER CIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Cambridge, Oct. 27,1811. 


I have mentioned in Canto IL and at tho conclu.sion ol 
th© poem.* 

“ I by no means intend to identify myself witli Harold^ 
but to deny all connexion with him. If in parts I may 
be thought to have drawn from myself, believe me it is 
but in parts, and I shall not own even to that. As to 
the ^MmosUc domej &c. 1 tliought tliose circumstances 
would suit him as well as any other, and I could de¬ 
scribe what I had seen better than I could invent. 1 
would not be such a fellow as 1 have mode my h ro foi 
the world. 

“Yours ever, “B.” 


LETTER OIL 

TO MISS PXOOT* 

“Cambrid^, Oct. 28, 1811. 

“DEAR MADAM, 

“ 1 am about to write to you on a silly subject, and yei 
I cannot well do otherwise You may remember a 


“ FIR, 

“ Your letter followed me from Notts, to this place, 
which will account for the dtday of my reply. Your 


* Sr-f Lftltir 17. 

t The above letter waxtranniTiittefl by Mr. Mwre to a friend of bli 
111 London, wilb ti reijiifni liml h« wonUlileliver il in )>KrBou, bill ns il did 
mil reach London oiiiil n lew dayi nftiT Lord Byruti'a departure for (he 
tJuniiiimt, Mr. Monro'e friend |uccd it the huntla of Mr. IlmiKwn, who 
iinderuxA to forwnnl it, but, «» ajipear* iiy the corresiKuideiice to which 
it gave nae, negiected to do so. On Lorn IWron’s return to England, 
Mr. Moore R»un wrote to him referring to his lormer letter, expreMidj^ 
doubleofits iinviiiR learhfdhim, nml resuiing in nearly tlie aame words 
the nnture of the insuit which, A's it apiieured to him, the |nissag« in 
question was CHiruiated to convey. “ It Is now ueoloM,” he eontinued, 
to BjH'ak of the steps with which it wns my intention to follow up that 
letter. The lime which has elapsed since then, tlKMigji it Ims dime away 
neither the ^jiiry nor the feeUng of it, hns, in many res(iecls, mnterially 
altered my litiiuliuii. and the only object which I have now in writing to 
your lonirtiip la, to preserve some consistency with that former letter, 
and to prove to yon that the injured feeling aiill exists, however cireum- 
smnees may comuel me to be denf to its dictates at present. Wlica I 
say 'injured ffitliug,’let me assure your lordship that there Is noi a 
singii* vindictive seiiiimcnt in my mina towards you. 1 mean but to i-x> 

E l tiiiit uneasiness, tiiuier (what I coosiilsr to ire) a charge of fulse*^ 
, which must haunt a man of miy ferling to his grave, unless the 
insult lie retracted or atoned for ; and which, if I did not teel. I stionld, 
indeed, deserve far worse than your lordship’s Sniire could inflict upon 
me.” ill cimelnsiofl he added, '* liiai so for from being in%soced by itny 
angry or resentful freling towards him, it would give him wncere plea* 
sure.'if, Inr any satiafnetory explanation, he would etmblu him to t|^lr 
the honour of being lienceforward ranked among his acquaintance’.** 
To this letter, Lordliyroii returned the aboro answer. 


Mr. EtOeston. See the Letter roliowiogi 



LETTERS, 181L 


ST 


former letter 1 never had the honour to receivebe a»- 

« Bured, in whatever part of the world it had found me, I 

* should have deemed it my duty to return and answer ii 
in person. 

**The advertisement you mention, I know nothing of. 

_At the time of your meeting with Mr. Jeffrey, I had 

recently entered College, and remember to have heard 
and read a number of squibs on the occasion, and from 
the recollection of these I derived all my knowledge on 
the subject, without the slightest idea of * giving the lio’ 
to an address which I never beheld. When I put my 
name to the production which has occasioned this cor¬ 
respondence, I became responsible to all whom it migh' 
com^ern,—to explain where it requires explanation, an( 
where insufficiently or too sufficiently explicit, at al 
events to satisfy. My situation leaves me no choice 
it rests with the injured and the angry to obtain repara- 
tion in their own way. 

• *“ Witli regard to the passage in question, yort were 
certainly nU the person towards wliom f felt p(?rsonally 
hostile. On llie <jonfrary, my whole thouglits were (m- 
grossed by on<? wliotn I had reason to consider as my 
worst literary enemy, nor coul<l I flirosee that Ids former 
antagonist was about to become his champion. Yot 
do not specify w'liat you would wish to have done: 1 car 
neither retract nor apologize for a charge of falsehood 
which I never advanced. 

“ In llie beginning of the week, I shall be at No. B, Rt. 
Jamos’s-street.—Neitlier the letter nor the friend to 
whom you stated your intention ever made tlicir a|i- 
pearance. 

“ Y'our friend, Mr. Rogers, or any otlier gentleman 
delegated by you, will finil me most ready to adopt, any 
conciliatory proposition which shall not compromise my 
own lionour,—or, failing in that, to make the atonement 
you deem it necessary to require. 

“ I have the honour to be, sir, 

“ Vour most obedient, humble servant, 

“Bvkon.” 


LETTER CV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“8, St. Jumcs’s-strect, Oct. 20,1811. 

“stR, 

“ Soon after niy return to England, my friend, Mr. 
Hodgson, apprized me that a letter for me was in his 
possession; but a domestic event hurrying me from 
liondon immediately after, the letter (which may most 
probably be your own) is still urifijmied in hU kerjnnf*. 
11^ on examination of the address, the similarity of iJic 
handwriting should lead to such a conclusion, it shall be 
Opened in your jircsenctj, for the satisfaction of all parties. 
Mr. H. is at pt^senl out of townon Friday 1 shall see 
liim. and request him to forward it to my address. 

“ With regard to the latter part of both your letters, 
until the principal point was dii^f ussed luitween us, I felt 
myself at a loss in what manner to reply. Was I to an- 
^t#ipate friendship from one, w ho conceivt^d me to have 
charged him with fliisehood? Were not wlvancvs 
under sucli circunistanttos, to be misconstrued,—not, 
}»crha]is, by the person to whom they were addressed, 
hut by others? In my case, such a step was ^practi¬ 
cable. If you, who conceived yourself to be the oHeiided 
person, are satisBed that you had no cause for offcnct>, it 
Will not be difficult to convince me of it. My situaliou, 
^ I have before stated, leaves mo no choice. I should 
^ve felt proud of your acquaintance, had it commenced 
Wider other circumstances; but it must rest with you to 
determinedi^ow for it may proceed after so asu^idom a 

be ginning 


LETTER CVI. 

TO MR. MOORS. 

“8,St. Jamos’s-streot, Oct. 30,1811. 

“sir, 

"You must excuse my troubling you onco more upon 
this very unpleasant subject. It would be a satisfaction 
to me, and I should thix^ to yourself that the unopened 
letter in Mr. Hodgson’s possession, (supposing it to prove 
your own,) should be returned Mn statu quo’ to the 
writer, particularly as you expressed yourself * not 
quite easy undor the manner in which 1 dwelt on its 
miscarriage.’ 

“A few words more, and I shall not trouble you 
further. I felt, and still feel, very much flattered by 
those parts of your correspondence, which held out the 
prospect of our becoming acquainted. If I did not 
meet (hem in tlie Brst instance as perhaps I ouglit, let 
the situation in which 1 was placed be my defence. 
You have note declared yourself sati^fiedy and on that 
point we are no longer at Issue. If, therefore, you still 
retain any wish to do me tlie honour you hinted at, 1 
shall be most happy to meet you, when, where, and how 
you please, and I presume you will not attribute my 
saying tluis much to any unworthy motive. 

“ I have the honour to remain, &c.** 

LETTER evil. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“8, St. JamcsVstreel, Nov. 1, ISll. 

“.KIR, 

"As 1 should be very sorry to interrupt your Sunday’.^ 
engagerneuf, if JMoriday, or any other day of the ensuin'; 
wTi‘k, would be equally convenient to yourself and friend, 
I will (hen have the honour of accejiting his inviiation. 
Of (be pr<*fessions of esteem with whicli Mr. Rogers has 
honoured m<‘, I cannot but feel proud, though undeserv¬ 
ing. 1 should be wanting to myself if insensible, to the 
praise of sucli a man: and should my approaching in¬ 
terview’ with him and hi.s friend lead to any degree of 
itiniacy with botli or either, I shall regard our past cor¬ 
respondence as one of the happiest events of my life. 

“ J have the honour to he, 

"Your very .sincere and obedient servant, 

“Bvron.* 


LETTER CVm. 

TO MR. UAR!<rESS. 

“8, St, Jamcs’s-sti'cetj Doc. 6,1811. 

"MV PF\R HARNESS, 

" I will write again, but don’t suppose I mean to lav 
such a tax on your pen and patience as to exp(u;t regular 
replies. ^Vhen you arc iiieliricd, write; wlien silent, I 
shall have the consolation ofknowingthatyou are much 
belter employed. Yesterday, Bland and 1 called on 
Mr. Miller, who. being then out, will call on Bland to¬ 
day or to-iuorrow. 1 shall certainly emlcavour to bring 
hem logetlier.—You are censorious, child; when you 
are a little older, you will learn to dislike every body, but 
abuse nolfudy. 

“ Willi rcgaril to the person of whom you speak, your 
twn good sense must direct you. 1 never pretend to 
advise, being an implicit believer in tbc old proverb. 
This present frost is dcteslalde. It is the first I have 
bit these three years, tliough I longed for one in the 
►riental summer, when no such thing \s to be had, unless 
1 had gone to the top of Ilymettus for it. 

" I tliank you most truly for tlie concluding part of 
'our letter. I have been of late not much accustomed 
o kindncKi^ from any quarter, and 1 am not the less 


I have the honour to &c.’ 



36 


Xi jSt Jk ii .J* 


I had range for botli with a little contrivance. 1 wish H. was 
.(riot quite -to fat, and wo should pack better. Has he 
lofl oil’ vinous liquors ? He is an excellent soul; but f ^ 
rioii’t think water would improve him, at least hitJmaliy 
you will want to know what I am doing—chei^irie 


pleased to meet witll it again from one, where 
known it earliest. I have not changed in all iiiy ram 
Wings,— Harrow and, of course, voimsell never left ini', 
and the 

' Duiccs rcminiscitur .Argos 

attended me to the veiy sjiot to which that sentence al- '.obacco. „ 

ludes in the mind of the Men Argive.—Our intimacy “ you see noUiing of my alhc^ Scrope Davies and 
hc»an before we began to date at all, and it rests with Matthews-Uiey don t suit you; and how does it happen 
you to continue it till the hour which must number it and that 1—who am a pipkm of Uie same pottery—continue 
me witii the things that were. 


“ Do road ipathcnmtirs,—I should think X yhts Y al 
least as amusing as tljo Ciirso of Koharna, and niucli 
more iateUigiblo. Master S.’s (locinH f/rc, in fact, wlial 
parallel linos inighl bo—viz. proloui’od (ul iujimtum 
witliout mooting any Ujirjg half so ab aird a.s themselves. 


Good night,—I will go on in the 


Coleridge is lecturing. ‘Many an old fool,’ sai 
Hannibal to .some such leciurer, ‘ j)iit such as this, never 
‘‘Kv«‘r )'Our.s, &c.” 

, LETTER CIX. 

TO Mil. JIAJINESS. 

“8, St. James’s-street, Den. 8,1811. 

“Beh(>ld amo.st llinniflublo sheet, without gilt orblad 
edging, and coijsequeiilly very vulgar and imlecoroup 
particularly to one of yonr precision; hut tins being Sim 
day, I can proimrc no l>eUer, and will atonic for its lengtl 
by not filling if. Eland I have not soon since my 
letter; but on Tuesday in’ dines with rne and will ni 
M * * e, the epitome of all that is ex(|nisite in poetical or 
personal accomplishments. How Bland has settle 
with Miller, J know not. I have very little interest wit 
either, and they must arrange their com;<‘rns according 
to their own gusto. J liavi? done my endeavours, tU your 
rer/Krat, to bring them logcUicr, and hope they may agree 
to their mutual a<tvnntag(\ 

“Coleridge has been lecturing against Campbel 
Rogers was present, and from him I derive the informa¬ 
tion. Wc are going to make a party to hear this Ma- 
iiichean of poesy.—Pole is to marry Miss Long, and 
will be a very miseraldo dog fir all tliat. The present 
ministers are to continue, and liLs majesty does continue 
in the same state. So Ihere’s folly and madness fur you, 
both in a breath. 

“ I never heard but of one man truly fortunate, and be 
was Boaiimarehai.s the author of Figaro, who buried 
two wives and gained Uirec lawsuits before he was 
lliirty. 

“And now, child, what art Uiou doing? Reading^ I 
trust. I want to sec you take a degree. Remember 
this is the most important period of your life; and don’t 
disappoint your i»a|)a and your aunt, and all your kin— 
besides myself. Don’t you know that all male idnldren 
are begotten for the express purpose of boing graduates? 
and that even 1 am an A. M. though how 1 bei'.atne so 
tlie Public Orator only can resolve. Besides, you arc 
to be a priest; and to confute Sir WilliamDrvimmond's 
late book almul the Bible, (prinlod, but not published,) 
and all <»ther infidels whatever. Now leave roaster ll.’s 
gig, and master S.V tSappliics, and become as immortal 
as Oumbrulge can make you. 

“You SOI?, Mio Oarissinio, what a pestilent corre¬ 
spondent I am Ukoly to beooine; but then you shall bo as 
quid at Ne.wt#(ca<l as you please, and T won’t disturb 
your studies, as I do now. When do you lix the day, 
tlint I may take you up according to contract ? Hodg¬ 
son talks of molang a third in our journey: but we can’t 
inside al least. Positively you shall g<i with 
agrood, and don’t let mo have any of your 
1. occasion. 1 shall maeage to ar- 


in your good graces ? 
inormug. 

“ Dec. 9.—Tn a morning 1 ’m always sullen, and to¬ 
day is as sombre as myself. Rain and mist are worse 
than a sirocco, particularly in a beef-eating and beer- 
drmking country. My bookseller, Oawlhorne, has just 
h*ft me*, and tejl.s nio, witll a most important face, that be 
is in treaty f »r u novel of Madame Jj’Arblay’s, for which 
10()0 gttine'ds are asked 1 llo wants nn; to read the MS. 
(if lie obtains if,) which 1 shall do with pleasure; bnl I • 
.should he very cautious in veiiUiring an opinion on her 
whose Ceeilia J)r. Johnson .superintended. If ho lend.s 
t to me, I shall put it into the* liand.s of Jiogers and 
Moore, who are truly men of ta.sto. I have filled the 
dieet, and beg your pardon; 1 will not tlo it again. I 
■iliall, p(5rhaps, write again, but if not, believe, silent or 
scribbling, that 1 am, 

“My dearest 'W'illiani, ever, &c.” 


LETTER CX. 

TO MU. MODOSON. 

“London, Doc, 8,1811. 

“ I sent you a sad Talc of TJireo Friar.s the* other day, 
ud now lake a do.se in anollier .style. 1 wrote it a day 
»r tw<i ag<», on hearing a song of former days. 

‘ /iTk'ny, away, ye iiotos of wo,* ic. &c.’ 

“I havegoUtui n book hy Sir W.Drummond, (printed, 
•lit not published,) entitlefi CEdipus Juduieijs, in which 
.0 alicinpis to prove the* greater part of tins Old Testa¬ 
ment an allegory, particularly Gene.sis and Joshua. Ho 
-rol'esses hiniselfa theisl in the preface, and handles the 
toral interjirctafion very roughly. 1 wisli you could 
'e it. Mr. W * * has lent it me, and 1 confess, to me, 
is worth fifty Watsons. 

“ Yon and Harness iimst fix on the time for your visiit 
» Newsfead; I <ain command mine at your wish, unless 
ly thing particular occurs in the interim. * * * 

dand dines willi mo on Tuesday to meet Moore, 
uleridge has attecUed the ‘Pleasures of Hope,’ and 
1 other pleasures whal.'^ocver. Mr. Rogers was pre- 
mt, and heard himself indireclJy rowal by tlio lecturer. 
Ve arc going hi a party to liear the new Art of Poetry 
y this reformed scliismaiic; and were I one of tlicse 
oetical luminaries, or of sufficient consequence to bo 
Aticed by the man of lectures, T should not hear him 
ilhout an answer. For, you know, ‘ an’ a man will bo 
'.alt'll with brains, he shall never keep a dean doublet.’ 
ampbell will be desperately annoyed. 1 mwer saw a * 
lan (and of him I have setm very little) so sensitive 
hat a hapjiy temperament! 1 am sorry for it; wl *vt 
•an he fear from criticism ? I don’t know if Bland has 
‘cu Miller, who wa.s to call on him yesterday. 

“Tfj-day is the Sabbatli,—a day I never pass plea- 
intly, but at (.•ambridge; and, even there, tlio organ is 
Bad remembrancer. Things are stagnant enough in 
-wn,—as long as tht»y don’t retrograde, ’t is all very well, 
/jhliousc writes and writes and writes, and-is an aiithot‘. 
do nothing but eschew tobacco. I wish parliament 
ere aKseinhled, tiiat 1 may licar, and perhai.>s some 
e hoardbut on this point 1 am not very sanguine, i ■ 
ave many plans;—sometimes 1 think of thQ^Ea8t again, 

■ See Popins p, 186. 
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and dearly beloved Greece. I am well, but weakly, 
yesterday Kinnaird told me I looked very ill, and sent 
'me homo happy. 

^ you will never give up wine;—^ee what it is to bo 
thirty; if you were six years younger, you might leave 
off any thing. You drink and repent, you repent and 
drink. Is Scrope still interesting and invalid? And 
!io\v does Hinde with his cursed chymistry ? To Har¬ 
ness I have written, and he has written, and we have all 
written, and have notliing now to do but write again, till 
death splits up Uio pen and tlie scribbler. 

“The Alfred has 854 candidates for six vacamdes. 
The cook has run away and h fl us liable, which makes 
our eoDirnittoc very plaiiilive. Master Brook, our head 
.serving man, has the gout, and our now cook is none of 
the best. J speak from rtipnrt,—for wjiat is cookery to 
a Icguiiunous-catiiig ascetic? So now you know as 
much of tht^ inatlcr as 1 do. Books and quiet are still 
’ riicfe, and (hoy may dress (heir dishes in tln'irowii uay 
tiirine. Let me know your determinafion as (o 
sleail, and believe mo, \ours <‘ver, 

LETTKll CXI. 

TO WK. HOPGSOW. 

“8, St. Jann^sV.strec(,r)ec. 12,1811. 

‘‘ Wby, Hodgson! 1 fear yon liave h'.ft oil* wine and in< 
at the siune tune,—I have written and writ,leu and 
wntteri, and no answer! My dear Sir Edgar, water 
disagrees wiili you,—ilrink sad. and wri!i‘. Iikuid di' 
not eomo to liis appointment, being unwell, hut Moor- 
sUfiplu-il all otlicr vacancies most jlrleclahly. J iiav< 
hopes of his joining us at Newslead. 1 am sure you 
wjudd like him more aiid morcj a.s ho devclojie.s,—at 
Kiusl I do. 

“Htjw Miller and Bland go on, I don’t know. Caw- 
ihorne talk's of lM.*iiig in treaty tor a novel of D'Ar- 
l)lay'’s, and if he obtains it (at KXK) gs.!!) wishes ine* to 
see Jho MS. This 1 should read with ph-asnre,—not 
that i should ev(‘r dare to venture a critie-isiu on her 
v\liose writings Dr. Johnson oneo rovisrd, but for the 
pl<‘asnr(' of the thing. Jfmy worthy puhlisin.'r \vant<*d a 
sound opinion, I sliouUI send the MS. to Ti'.og<‘rs and 
Moore, as men most alive to true taste. I have had 
fre<]uent letters from Win. Iluriicss, and i/ou are silent : 
crricN, you arc not a Sehoolboy. However, I ha\e tin- 
coiiMdalhui of knowing that you are better employed, vi/.. 
ri'viewing. Yon don’t do.scrve that I should adil another 
Syllable, and 1 won’t. “Your.s, &,c. 

“P. S. 1 only waiifir your answer to fixounneeling.” 


LETTER CXIL 


thus much of the cause. You know I am not one of 
your dolorous gentlemen: so now let us laugh again. 

“Yesterday I went with Moore to Sydenham to visit 
Campbell. He was not visible, so we jogged homeward, 
merrily enough. To-morrow I dine with Rogers, and 
am to hear Coleridge, who is a kind of rage at present. 
Last iiiglit I saw Ke-mble in Coriolnnus;—he was ghn- 
ouSj and exerted himself wonderfully. By good luck, I 
got an excellent place in the best part of the house, which 
was more than overflowing. Clare and Delaware, who 
wore there on tlie same speculation, were less fortunate. 
V saw them by uce.ich'nt,—wo wen* not together. I 
wishi’d for you, to gralily your love of Sliakspeurc and of 
fine acting to its fullest extent. l.a.st week I saw an ex¬ 
hibition of a dilienuit kind in a Mr. Coates, at the llay- 
rnarlu't, who p<*rforine(i Lothario lu a damned and damn¬ 
able manner. 

“1 told you of (he file <d’ B. and H. in my la.sl. So 
niueh for tiie.S(* sentimenfaltsf.s, wlio conside tJnmi.selv'es 
in their .slows for llu^ loss—the never to lie recovered 
loss—the despair of the refined atlachment of a coujiio 
of drabs ! You censnri' mif life, Harness; when 1 com¬ 
pare! niysr-lf with these men, iny elders and my betters, I 
really begin to eoneeive myself a monument of prudence 
—a walking statue—witluml fe«‘liiig or failing; ami yet 
the world in general hath given me a j»roiid pre-eminence 
over (hem in prolligaey. Vet I like the men, and, God 
knows, onglit not lo condemn their aberrations. But I 
own I fi‘el provoked when they dignify all this by the 
nanieof/eiv—romantic attachments for things marUct- 
abh.* for a d<»llar! 

“l)e(^ It).—I have just received your letter. I fed 
your kituliK'ss very deejily. I’lie foregoing jiart of my 
loiter, written yesterday, will X liopc, account fJirthe tone 
of (}ie former, though it cannot e.xcuse it. I do like to 
hear from you—more than Idte. Next to seeing you, I 
iav(! no greater satisfacliou. But you have other duties 
md greater pleasure.**, and I .should regret to faki; a iiio- 
uent.from eillier. II * w'as to call to-day, hul T have 
lot seen him. The eircumslances you iin'iilion at the 
•lu-'o of your letter is aiioilcT proofin favour of my opi¬ 
nion of mankind. Such yon will always find tJieni— 
si lfish and distru.stful. J except none. The cause of 
this is the stale of society. In the worki, every one is to 
slir for iiimsflf—it is nseles.s, jmrhaps selfish, to expect 
any thing frum his iieii’ljlKiur. But I do not think wo 
are born of thus di.sposilioTi; for yen fiml,/nt'«</.*}/np as a 
sehoolhov, and h>v» enough before twenty. 

“ J w (;ut to .see ^ ^ ; li<* keeps me in town, where I 
don’t wish to b«‘ at )>resent. lie is a good man, but 
folaliy wuhoul eoiuluet. And now, my dearest William, 

1 must wish you goo»l morrow, and remain ever most sin¬ 
cerely and atreetionately yours, &:c.” 


, TO MR. HARNESS. 

“8, >St. James's-.slre(*t, D<?c. 15, IRII, 

“1 wrote you an answer to your last, wliich, on reflec- 
)tleases mo as little as it prol^blv lias pleasi.-d your- 
T will not wait for your rejoinder; but proceed to 
b‘ll^ou,that F had just tlien been greeted with an epi-sile 
jfrievaiieos, and this at the nK>- 
nieiit wliofi (from circumstances it is not necessary lo 
enter uj»on) I was bearing up againsl recollectf ms l<i 
Hhieh his imaginary sufferings are as a .sorat^i (• 
caiK or, Those things combined, put me out of humour 
''ith him and all mankind. The latter part of my lit'' 
has been a poiqtctual struggle against afleclions which 
ifdiittiired the earliest portion; and tltougii 1 flutt 
1 ha- ! . _ groat measure conquered them, yet 
wiere are momentfi (and this was one) wh(*n I am a; 
iotilish tb*nerly. I never said so much before, nor 
I ^ ]»*’**‘d Ibis now, if! did not suspect myself of having 
been rather savage in my letter, and wish to inf^m you 


LETTER CXm. 


TO MR. MOORE. 


“December 11,1811. 

“my HEAR MOORE, 

“ If you plcaM*, wc will drop our formal monosyllabh^s, 
and aiiliere to tlie appellalioiis sanctioned )jy our gotlfn- 
(liors an<l godnsithiTS. If you make it a point, I will 
witlulraw yt*ur name ; at Uu; same time there is no oc¬ 
as j luivi; this day postponed your election ‘sine 
<li<-,’ till it shidl suit your wishes to bo among us. I do 
iml SUV thU from any awkwardness the era.sure of your 
proposal v\ould oci'asbn to ?/ir, but simply such is llio 
.'■tale of (he ruse; and, indeed, the longer your name Is 
up, th<5 stronger wilUbecome the probabililv of success, 
and your voters more numerous. Of course you will de¬ 
cide—your >'ish shall be my law. If my zeal has 
already outrun discretii^n, pardon me, and attribute my 
officiousness ^o an excisable motive. 
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“I wish you would go down with me to Newstead. 
Hodgson will be there, and a young friend, named Har¬ 
ness, the earliest and dearest I ever had from tlic third 
form at Harrow to this hour. I can promise you good 
wine, and, if you like shooting, a manor of 40(X) acres, 
fires, books, your own free will, and my own very indif¬ 
ferent company. ‘ Halnoa, vina + 

“Hodgson will plague you,I fear, with verso;—for my 
own part, 1 will conclude, wiili Martial, ‘ nil rocitabo 
tibi f and surely the last inducement is not the least 
Ponder on my proposition, and believe me, my dear 
Moore, “Yours ever, “Bykon.” 

LETTER CXIV. 

TO MR. MOORV.. 

“January 29,1812. 

“my dear MOORE, 

“I wish very much I could have seen you; I am in a 
state of ludicrous tribulation. 

“ Why do you say dial I dislilio your poesy ? I have 
expressed no such opinion, either in pritU or elsewhere. 
In scribbling myselj^ it was necessary for me to find fault, 
.and I fixed upon the trite charge of immorality, because 
I could discover no other, and was so perfectly qualified, 
in the innocence of my heart, to ‘ pluck that mote from 
my neighbtmr’s eye.* 

“ I feel very, very much obliged by your approbation; 
but, at this moment, prai8<^, cvim your praise, passes by 
me like * the idle wind.’ 1 mrunt and mean to send you 
a copy the moment of publication ; but now, I can tliink 
of nothing but damned, deceitful,—delightful w oman, as 
Mr. Liston says in the Knight of Snowdon. 

“ Believe me, iny dear Moore, 

“everyours, most affectionately, 
“Bvron ” 

LETTER CXV. 

TO ROBERT RU8HT0N. 

“ 8, St. James’s-street, Jan. 21,1812. 

“ Though I have no objection to your refusal to carry 
letters to Mcaley’s, you will take care that tlie letters arc 
taken by Spero at the proper time. £ have also to ob¬ 
serve, that Susan [a servant in the family] is to be 
treated with I'.iviUty, and not insulted by any person over 
whom I have the smallest control, or, indeed, by any one 
whatever, while I have the power to protect her. I am 
truly sorry to have any subject of com|)Iaint against you; 
I have too goo<i an opinion of you to think 1 shall have 
occasion to repeat it, after the care I have taken of you, 
and my favourable intentions in your behalf. I see no 
occasion for any communication wdiatever bctw'oen you 
and the ufomen^ and wish you to occupy yourself in pre¬ 
paring for the situation in which you wilt be placed. If 
a common sense of decency cannot prevent you from 
conducting yourself towards them with rudeness, I should 
at least hope that your oien interestt and regard for a 
master who has never treated you with unkindness, will 
have some weight. “Yours, See, 

“Byron. 

“P. S.—Iwish you to attend to your arithmetic, to 
occupy yourself in surveying, measuring, and making 
yourself acquainted witli every particular relative to the 
hnd of Newstead, and you will write to me one letter 
every weekf tliat 1 may know how you go on.” 


the language you used to tlie girl was (as she stated it) ' 
highly improper. 

« You say that you also have something to complailT 
of; then stale it to me immediately; it would be very 
unfair, and very contrary to my disposition, not to hear 
oih sities of the question. 

“If any thing has passed between you btfore or since 
my last visit to Newstead, do not be afraid to mention it. 

I am sure you W’ould not deceive me, though she would. 
Whatever it is, you shall be forgiven. I have not b^en 
. without some suspicions on the subject, and am certain 
that) at your time of life, tho blame could not attach to 
you. You will not consult any one as to your answer, 
but write to me immeiliately. 1 shall be more ready to 
hear wliat you have to advance, as I do not remember 
ever to have heard a word from you before againtd any 
human being, wliich convinces me you would not ma-' 
Uciously assi'rl an untruth. There is not any one who 
can do the least injury to you while you conduct yoursejf' 
properly. I sliail expect your answer immediately. 

“Yours, &.C. “Byron” 

LETTER CXVII. 

TO MR. IlODCSON. 

“8, St. Jamcs’s-strect, Feb. 16,1812. 
“dear HODGSON, 

“ I send you a proof. I^ast week I was very ill and 
confined to bed with stone in the kidney, but I am now 
^uitc recovered. If the stone had got into my heart in¬ 
stead of my hkliKjys, it would have been all the better. 
The wimion arc gone to their relatives, afler many at¬ 
tempts to (.‘xplain what was already too clear. Ilow'ever, 

I have quite recovered tlmt also, and only wonder at my 
tolly in excepting my own strumpets from the gtmeral 
corruj)tion,—albeit, a two months’ weakness is better 
than ten years. I have oiuj rfH]ucst to make, which is, 
never mention a woman again in any letter to me, or 
even allude to tlio existence of the sex. I won’t even 
read a word of the feminine gender; it must all be 
‘ propria qu® iiiaribiis.’ 

“ In tlie spring of 1813 I shall leave England for ever. 
Every thing in my afiairs tends to tliis, and my inclina¬ 
tions and health do not discourage it. Neither iny 
habits nor coitstitution are improved by your customs or 
your climate. I shall find employment in making myself 
a good oriental scholar. I shall retain a mansion in one 
of the fairest islands, and retrace, at uitervals, the m<»t 
interesting {lorlions of the East. In the mean time, I 
am adjusting my concerns, which will (when arranged) 
leave mo witii weal ih—sufficient even for home, but Plough 
for a principality in Turkey. At present they are in¬ 
volved, but 1 hope, by taking some necessary but un¬ 
pleasant Bt<‘ps, to clear every tiling. Ilobhouse is ex¬ 
pected daily in London; we shall be very glad to see 
iiim; and, perhaps, you will come up.and ‘dnnk deep 
ere he depart,’ if not, ‘ Mahomet must go to the moun¬ 
tain ;’ but Cambridge will bring sad recollections to him 
and worse to mo, though fur very different reasons. i 
believe the only human being that ever loved me in trutl 
and endrely was olj or bcloiigiug to, Cambridge, amS, ii 
that, no change can now take place. There is tme cott 
solation in dcatli—wbcrc he sets his sca^ the irapressioi 
colt neither be melted or broken, but endureth for ever. 

^ “ Vours always, “ B,” 


LETTER CXVin. 


LETTER CXVI. to master john coweld. 

TO ROBERT RUSHTON. Bg, St. Jamos’s^treot, Feb. 12,1812. 

“8,St. James’s-street, Jan. 25,1812. “my dear john, * 

“Tour refusal to carry the letter was not a subject of] “ You iiave probably long ago forgotten the writer < 
remonstnuice; it was not a part of your business; but these lines, who woulc^ perhaps, bo unable to recbgni-. 
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ynunelfi fh>zn the difference which must naturally havi 
taken plage in your stature and appearance since he 
' saw you last. 1 have been rambling tlirough Portugal, 
Spain, Greece, &c. &c. for some years, and have found 
so tpany changes on my return, that it would bo very 
unfair not to cjcpect that you should have had your share 
of alteration and improvement with the rest. I write to 
request a favour of you: a little hoy of eleven years, the 
son of Mr. * *, iny particular friend, is about to become 
an Etonian, and 1 should esteem any act of protection or 
kindness to him as an obligation to myself; let me beg 
of you then to take some liUle notice of him at first, till 
he is able to shiil for himself. 

was happy to hear a very favourable account of] 
you from a schoolfellow a few weeks ago, and should be 
glad to learn tlmt your family are as well as 1 wish then] 
to be. 1 presume you are in the upper school; as an 
jElordan^ you will look down upon a If arrow man; but I 
nether, even in my boyish days, disputed your sujieriority, 
which I once experienced in a cricket mutch, where I 
had the honour of making one of eleven, who were 
beaten to tlieir hearts’ content by your college in one 
innings. 

“ Believe me to be, witli great truth, &c. Stc.” 
LETTER CXIX. 

TO MH. nOGERS. 

“ February 4,1812. 

-^MV PEAR SIR, 

“With my best acknowledgments to Lord Holland, I 
have to offer my perfect concurrence in the propriety of 
the question previously to be put to ministers. If their 
answer is in the negative, I shall, with his lordship’s ap¬ 
probation, give notice of a motion for a Committee of In¬ 
quiry. I would also gladly avail myself of his most able 
advice, and any information or documents with which he 
might bo pleased to intrust me, to bear me out in the 
statement of facts it may be necessary to submit to tlio 
House. 

“ From all that fell under my own observation during 
my Chri.s(ma.s visit to Newstcad, I feel convinced diat, 
if a)ncUiatoty measures are not very soon adopted, the 
most unhappy consoqueiMte.s may bo a[)prehended. 
Nightly outrage and daily depredation are already at 
their height, and not only the masters of frame.s, who 
arc obnoxious on Recount oftheir occupation, but persons 
in no degree conm?ct<;d with the malcontents or tlieir 
opjircssors, are liable to in.suU and pillage. 

“ I am very much obliged to you for tlie trouble you 
have taken on my account, and beg you to believe mo 
ever your obliged and sinc<;rc, &c.” 

LETTER CXX. 

•TO LORD HOLLAND. 

*‘8, St. James’s-street, Feb. 25,1812. 

^ “ MY LOUD, 

* With my bt'st thanks, I hav% the honour to return 
the Notts, letter to your lordship. I have read it with 
^t^tion, but do not tliink I shall venttirc to avail myself 
of its contents, as my view of the question diH'ers in some 
ineasure from Mr. Coldiiam’s. 1 hope I do not wrong 
him, but his objections to the bill appear to mo to be 
founded on certain ajiprehensions that he and his coad¬ 
jutors might be mistaken for the * original attinsers' (to 
quote him) of the measure. Fc»r my owm part, 1 con¬ 
sider the manufacturers as a much injured b«iy of men, 
s^rificed to the views of certain individuals who have 
efniched themselves by those practices which have de¬ 
prived the framo-woHtors of employment. For instance; 
•"■by the adofition of a certain kind of frame, one man, 
perfigins the work of seven—six arc thus thrown out of| 
; husiaesB. But it is to be observed that the work thus 
6 


done is far inferior in quality, hardly maiketable at home^ 
and hurried over with a view to oxfiortation. Surelyi 
my lord, however wo may rejoice in any improvement in 
the arts which may be beneficial to mankind, we rau«t 
not allow mankind to bo sacrificed to improvements in 
mechanism. The maintenance and well-doing of the 
industrious poor is an object of greater consequence to 
the community than the enrichment of a few monopolists 
by any improvement in the implements of trade, which 
deprives the workman of his bread, and renders the la¬ 
bourer ‘unworthy of his hire.* IVIy own motive for op¬ 
posing the bill is founded on its palpable injustice, and 
its certain incfiicacy. 1 have seen the stale of these 
miserable men, and it is a disgrace to a civilized country* 
Their excesse.s may be condemned, but cannot be 
subject of wonder. The cffijct of the ]>resent bill would 
be to drive them into actual rei>ellion. The few wonls 
1 shall venture to offer on Thursday will be fotinded 
upon these opinions formed from my own observations 
on the spot.* By previous inquiry, 1 am convincetl 
tlic.<e men would have been restored to employment and 
the county to tranquillity. It Is, perhaps, not yet too 
late, and is surely wortli the trial. It can never be too 
late to employ force in such circumstances. I believe 
your lordship docs not coincide witli me entirely on 
subject, and most cheerfully and sincerely shall I submit 
to your superior judgment and experience, and take 
some other line of argument against the bill, or be silent 
altogether, should you deem it more advisable. Con¬ 
demning, as every one must condemn, the conduct of 
these wretches, T believe in the existence of grievances 
which call rather for pity than punishment. 1 have tho 
honour to be, with great respect, my lord, 

“ Yourlonlsliip’s 

“most obedient and obliged servant, 
“Bvron. 

“P. S.—I am a little apprehensive that your lord.sbip 
will think me too lenient towards tliese men, and half a 
frame^eaker mgsdfJ' 

LETTER eXXL 

TO MR. HODGSON. 

“8, St. James’s-streef, March 5,1812. 
“my dear HODGSON, 

“ If'c are not answi rable for reports of speeches in 
the papers, Uiey are always given incorrectly, ami on 
this occasion more so than u.'iiial, from tho debate in the 
Commons on the same night. The Morning Post should 
have said eighteen yrnrs. However, you will find the 
speech, as spoken, in the Parliamentary liegistcr, when 
it comes out. Lords Holland ainl (;i reiiville, particularly 
tlio latter, paid me sonic high compliments in the course 
)f their speeches, as you may have seen in tho papers, 
and Lords Eldon and Harrowby answered me. I have 
ha<l many marvellous eulogies repeated to me since, in 
person and by proxy, from divers pereons ministerial--^ 
yea ministerial .’—as well as oppositionists; of them I 
shall only mention Sir F. Burdett. He says, it is tho 
best speech by a lord since tlie ^Lord knows when,* 
probably from a fellow-feeling in the sentiments. I.ord 
H. tells nio I shall beat them all if I persevere, and 
Lord G. remarked that the construction of some of my 
periods are very like Surhe'sii And so much for 
vanity. I spoke very violent sentences with a sort of 
modest impudence, abused every thing and every body, 
and put the Lord Chancellor very much out of humour; 
and if I may believe what I hoar, have not lost any 
(character by tlie experiment. As to my delivery, loud 
and fluent enough, jfferhaps a little theatrical. I could 
not recognise myself or any one else in the newspapers. 


' Ree hik 0ratS|*eecli, 
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*My poesy comes out on Saliirday. Hobhouse is 
here; I shall tell him to write. My stone is gone for 
the present, but I fear is part of my habit. We ofl talk 
of a visit to Cambridge. 

“Yours over. “B.” 


ho most readily consented to remove tliis obstacle. At 
hi-s request 1 drew a pen across the parts I considered 
objoctionable, and he undertook to send me the letter 
re-written, next morning. In the mean time, I received 
from Lord Byron the following paper for my guidance.’ 


LETTER CXXII. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“St. James’s-strcet, March Stli, 1812. 

*MV LORD, 

“May I request your Lordship to accept a copy* ** of 
the thing which accompanies this note? Yon have 
already so fully proved tlio truth of the first lino of 
Pope’s couplet, 

Porgivenes# to Uw injuretl doth helttn;’. 

tiiat I long for an opportunity t(» give iIm* lio to tho v(‘rst 
that follows. If I wore not purfoctly (•onviuci’d lliat, any 
tiling I may have formerly ullerctl ni tho hoyisli ra»hnos.s 
of my misplaced reaentniont had made as liiflo impres¬ 
sion as it deserved to make, F should hardly have the ron- 
5denco—'perhaps your lordsliip may give it a stronger 
aCd more appropriate apfadlation—to send you a quart< 
of the same scribbler. But your lordship, T am sorry to 
observe to-day, is troubled willi the gout: if my hook can 
produce a lau^h against itself or the author, it will lie of 
some service. If it can sol you to llie henctU will 
be yet greater; and as some facet iims personage observed 
half a century ago, that ‘ poetry is a mere drug,’ I offer 
you mine as tin humble assistant to the * eau niedcciiiale.’ 
1 trust you will forgive this and all my other buffooneries, 
and believe me to be, with great respect, 

“ Your lordship’s obliged and sincere servant, 

“ Byrok.’* 


In relation to the following note of Lord Byron, Mr. 
Moore says:— 

^Not long nfler the publication of Chihlo Harold, the 
noble author paid me a visit, ime morning, nn<l, pulling a 
letter into my hands, which he htul just received, reipiosl- 
ed that I would undertake to manage for him whatever 
proceedings it might render necessary. This letter, I 
found, had been delivered to hiiahylVTr. Ijecki<!, (a gen¬ 
tleman well known by a worlt on Sicilian affairs,) and 
came from a once active and popular member of the 
fashionable world, ('olonclfJreville,—its purport being to 
require of his lordship, author of MMighsh Bards, &c.’ 
such rojiaration as it in his power to make fir the 
injury which, as Colonel Grevillo oonctuved, certain pas¬ 
sages in that Satire, reflecting upon his conduct, as 
manager of Uio Argyle Institution, were calculated to 
inflict upon his character. In the appeal of the gallant 
colonel, tliere were some expressions of rather an angry 
cast, which Lord Byron, though fully conscious of the 
lengtli to which he himself had gone, was but little hi- 
clined to broolc, and, on my returning the letter into his 
hands, he said, ^ To such a letter as that there can be 
but one sort of answer.’ He agreed, however, to trust 
the matter entirely to my discretion, ami I had, shortly 
affer, an interview with the friend of Colonel (jroville. 
By this gentleman, who was then an utter stranger to 
me, I was received with much courtesy, and with every 
disposition to bring the affair intrusted to us to an ami¬ 
cable issue. On my prumising that the tone of his f riend’s 
IqUer stood in tlie way of negotiation, and Uiut some ub- 
IPIIIOUB expressions which it contained must bt^ removed 
before I could proceed a single step towards explanation, 


“ Witli regard to the passage on Mr. Way’s loss, no 
unfair fday was hinted at, as may be seen by refoiring tc 
the book; and it is expressly added that the managen 
were igrutrant of that transaction. As to the prevalencfe 
of play at the Argyle, it cannot be denied that there were 
billiards and dice ;—Lord B. has boon a witness to the 
use of both at the Argj’le Rooms. 7’hcse, it is 
sumed, conio under the denomination of play. If play 
bo allowed, the President of the Institution can hardly 
comjilam of lieing termed the ‘Arbiter of Play,’—<w 
I what becomes of his authority ? 

' ^ Lord B. has no personal animosity to Colonel 

Grcville. A public institution, to which he, himsol!^ was*^ 
a subscriber, he considered himself to have a right to 
notice publicly. Of that institution, Colonel Greville 
was the avow<'d directorit is too late to enter into the 
discussion of its r«<*rits or demerits. 

“ Lord B. must, leave the discussion of the reparation, 
f>r the real or supposed injury, to Colonel G.’s friend 
and Mr. Moore, the friend of Lord B.—begging them to 
rc< o!Iecl tl'.af, while they consider (IJolonel <i.’s honour, 
Lord B. must also maintain his own. ff the business 
can be settled amicably, Lord B. will do as much as can 
and ought to bo done by a man of honour towards con¬ 
ciliation ;—if not, ho must satisfy (Jolonel (i. in tlie man¬ 
ner most con<lucivo to his further wishes.” 

“ In the morning I received the letter, in its new form, 
from Mr. Leckie, with the annexed note. 

“‘my dear sir, 

“ ‘I found iny friend very ill in bed; he has, however, 
managed to copy the enclosed, with the alterations pro- 
]K)sed. Perhaps you may wish to see me m the morn¬ 
ing; I shall therefore be glad to see you any time till 
twelve o’clock. If you rather wi>h me to call on you, 
tell me, and I shall obey your suinnams. 

“‘Yours, very truly, 

‘“G. T.Leckie. 

“Withsuch facilities towards pa<nf)cation, it is almost 
needless to add, that there was but little delay in settling 
the matter amicably,” 

LETTER exxm. 

TO MR. WILLIAM BANKES. 

“AprU 20tJi, 1812. 

‘MY DEAR BANKE8, 

“ I feel rather hurt (not savagely) at the speech you 
made to me last night, and my hope is, that it was only 
one of your profane jests. I siiould bi^very sorry that 
any part of my bt'haviour should give you cause to sup¬ 
pose that I think higher of myself, or otherwise of you, 
than I have always done. I can assure you tliat 1 am 
as much the humblest df your servants as at Trin. Coll.; 
and if I have, not been at home when you favoured mo 
with a call, the loss was more mine than yours. In the^ 
bustle of buzzing parties, there is, there can bo, no 
rational conversation; but when I can enjoy it, there is 
nobody’s I can ]>refer to your own. 

“Believe me ever faithfully 

“ and most aflfectionatcly yours, 

“Byrok” 

LETTER CXXrV. 


* OltMc Biirolit. TobUaitiUr, Mn>. T<eich, oim* of tbe fintpreaen- 
tftUon copies W8« abw Mnl, with the following inscription in it 

** To AugwU. my dsartMi tiater, niid my be»t fruod, who tms eYrr 
loved me much better than I deserved, this Tolnme is planted hv her 
/hlAer’eMii, .&d nioit .OiKtioost. broUi.r, “D,’* 


TO MR. WILLIAM BANKE«. 

“ MV DEAR BANKES, ' 

“My eagerness to come to an explanation h^s, I 
trtist. convinced you that whatever my unlucky maoW 
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might inadvertently be, the change was as unintentional 
as (if intended) it would have been ungrateful. I real! 
^was not aware that, while we were togethor, I lia 
evinced such caprices; that we were not so niucli i 
oaclj other’s company as 1 could have wished, I we. 
know, but I think so ocit^c an ofmrver as yourself rnusi 
have perceived enough to ejejiUdn Ihifty without supposing 
any slight to one in whose society 1 have pride and 
pleasure, iiecollect that I do not allude Iiore 
landed’ or * extending’ acquaintances, but to circunf 
stances you will understand, I tliink, on a little reflection 

"And now, my dear Bankos, do not distress me by 
supposing that 1 can tliink of you, or you of me, otherwise 
than 1 trust we have long thought. You told me not 
long ago tliat my temper was improved, and 1 should bo 
sorry that opinion should be revoked. Believe me, your 
friendship is of more account to me tlian all thosi; absurd 
vanities in which, 1 fear, you conceive me to take t(K 
much interest. 1 have never disputed your superiority, 
or doubled (seriously) your good will, and no one shall 
ever ‘ make mischief between us’ witliout the sincere 
regret on the part of your ever afll^clionate, &c. 

“P.S. I shall see you, 1 hope, at Lady Jersey’s. 
Hobhouse goes also.” 


NOTES TO M». MOORE. 


LKTTKR exXV. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

"June 25th, 1812. 

“mV dear LORD, 

“I must appear very ungrateful, and have, indeed, 
been very neyligeni, but till last nioht 1 was not apprized 
of I.ady Ilollaiitl’s re.-^turatioij, and T shall call lo-morrow 
to have the satisfaetitui, 1 ini^t, of hearing Uiat she is 
well.—I hope tliat, neither politics nor gout iiavc a.'^sailed 
your lordship since 1 last saw you, and tliat you also are 
‘ as well as could be expected.’ 

" The other night, at a ball, I was presented by order 
our gracious liegont, who honoured me with some 
conversation, and professed a predilection for poetry.— 
1 confess it was a most unexpected honour, and I thought 
of poor Brummoirs adventure, with some apprehensions 
of a similar blunder. 1 have now great hope, in the 
event of Mr. Pye’s decease, of ‘ warbling truth at court,’ 
like Mr. Mallcii, of indifTerent memory.—Oonshier 100 
marks a year! beshics the wiiic and the disgrace; but 
then remorse would make me drown myself in my own 
;nitt ben)re the year’s end, or the finislnng of my finst 
dithyrambic. So that, aficr all, I shall not meditate our 
laureate’s death by pen or poison. 

“Will you present my best respects to I<ady Holland!, 
and believe me hors and yours very sincerely.” 


“March 25th, 1812. 

“Know all men by tliese presents, that you, Tliomas 
Moore, stand indicted—no—invited, by special and par¬ 
ticular solicitation, to Lady Caroline Lamb’s, to-!norr(»w 
even, at half-past nine o’clock, where you will nicet with 
a civil reception and decent entertainment. Pray, come 
—1 was so examined after you this morning, that 1 en¬ 
treat you to answer in person. Believe me, &c.” 

“ Friday noon. 

“1 should have answer'd your note yesterday, but I 
hoped to liave seen you this morning, I must consult 
with you about tlie day wc dine with Sir Franeis. 1 
8Uppo.se we slutU moot at Lady Spencers to-ni:!lil. I 
did not know tliat you were at Miss Berry’s tl»e other 
night, or 1 should have certainly gone iIutc. 

“As usual, I am in all sorts of scrafjes, lliough none, 
at present, of a martial description. JBeliove me, &.c.” 

“May 8th, 1812. 

“f am too proud of being your friend to care with 
whom 1 urn linked in your estimation, and, God knows, 
I wF.nt friends more at this time llian at any oihor. 1 
am ‘ Uiking care of my.self’ to no great purpose. If yon 
knew iny situation in every point of view, you would 
excuse apparent and unintentional neglect. * 

I sh il! leave town, I think; but do not you leave it with¬ 
out seeing me. I wisli you, from my soul, evc'ry happi¬ 
ness you can wish yourself; and I think you have takon 
the road to ReedVe it. Peace, be with you 1 I ft:ar slic 
has abandoned me. Ever, &c.” 

'‘May20t.h, 1812. 

“ On Monday, after sitting up Ull night, I saw Beding- 
ha§» lannehcd into eternity, and at throe the Runie day 
4 aaw * * * launched into the country. + + + 

“1 believe, in tlic beginning of June, I Bhall be down 
for a fow days in Notts. If so, 1 shall beat you up 
' on passant’ with PTobhouse, who is endeavouring, 
like you and ©very l>ody else, to keep me out offerapes. 

" I meant to have written you a long letter, but 1 find 1 
cannot. If any thing remarkable occurs, you will hear 
it from me—if good; if 6ad, there are plenty to toll it. 
V^the mean time do you be happy. 

“Ever yours, &c. 

“P.S. ]V|y best wishes and respects to Mrs. Moore, 
“-she is beautiful. I may say so even to you, for I 
was more struck with a countenance.” 


LETTER CXXVL 

TO SIH W’ALTER SCOTT, BART. 

“ St. James’s-street, July 6th, 1812. 

‘ SIR, 

“ 1 havii just been honoured witli your letter.—I feel 
orry that you sliould have thought it worth while to 
lotice the ‘evil works of my non-age,’ as the thing is 
oppressed volimlanli/, and your ex|*lanalion is too kind 
ot to give rno jiaiii. 'I'lie Satire was written when I 
Miw very y<»ung and very angry, and fully bent on dis- 
>l:iyiiig niy wrath anti my wit, and now I am haunted 
ly the ghosts of rny wholesale assertions. I cannot 
uflieieiitly thank you for your praise; and now, waiving 
iiy.stdfj h-i ijie talk to you of the Prince Regent. He 
rdcred me to !m.‘ presented tt» him at a hall; and after 
:onu‘ sayings peculiarly pleasing from royal lips, as to 
iiy own attempts, he talked to mo of yon and your im- 
nortalities: he preferred you to every bard past and 
resent, and asked wliieli of your w’orks pleased me 
losi. It was a didiriilt question. I miswiTcd, I 
iiought tlic ‘T..ay.’ lie said his own opinion xvas nearly 
imiiar. In sptjaking of the ollicrs, I told him that I 
Iiought you more particularly the poet of JViwces, as 
never appeared ni(>re ftiscinating than in ‘Marmion, 
nil the ‘Lady of tlie Lake.’ lie was pleased to coin- 
i<lo, and to dwell on the de.scription ofyour Jameses as 
>0 less royal than poefu al. He spoke alternately of 
loincr ami yourself^ and seemed well acquainted with 
oth; so that (with llie e.veeption of the Turks and your 
uinble servant) you were in very good company. I 
efv Murray to have e.xaggerated his royal highness's 
•pinion of your powers, nor can I pretend to enumerate 
lie said on the subject; but it may give you pleasure 
o hear that it was conveyed in language which would 
itily sutler by my attempting to transcribe it, and witli a 
one and taste which gave mo a very high idea of his 
bilitie.s and accom}»lishmcntfs which I had hitlicrto con- 
iiJerod as confined to manners, certainly superior to 
.hose of any living ffcntleman. 

“ This interview was accidental. I never wont to the 
ovec; for having seen the courts of Mussulman and 
’alholic sovereigns,*my curiosity was sufFicionUy allayed, 
and my politics being as perverse as my rhymes, I hod, 
in fact, * no business there.’ To be thus praised by your 
Sovereign most be gratifying to you: ami if that gratift- 
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cation ia not alloyed by the communication being made 
through mo, the bearer of it will consider himaclf very 
fortunately and lunccrcly 

** Your obliged and obedient servant, 

* Bvhok. 

“ P. S. Excuse this scrawl, scratched in a great hurry 
and just after a journey.” 


LETTER CXXVII. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“Cheltenham, September 10,1812. | 

“my dkar lord, 

“ Th<? linos* which 1 sketched off on yonr hint are still, 
or rather uvre, in an unfinished state, f<ir 1 have just corn- 
milled them to a flame more decisive than that of J )rury. 
VndiTiill tins circumstances, I sliould hanllywisli aeon- 
test with PhiUvdraina—Plnlo-Drury—Asbestos, II ♦ *, 
and all the a)joiiym(?s and synonymes of the Comiuittce 
candidat<*s. Seriously, I tliink you have a chance of some¬ 
thing much better; for prologuizing is not my forte, anf!, 
at all events, cither tny pride or my nuHlcsty won’t lot me 
incur the hazard of having my rliymos buried in next 
month’s Magazine, under ‘ lilssays on the Murder ofMr. 
Perceval,’ ami ‘ Cures for the J^tle of a Mad l^og,’ as 
poor Goldsmith complauied of tiiefaleof far superior 
performances. 

“ I am still snfliciciitly interested to wisli to know the 
successful candulatt*; and, among so many, I have no 
doubt some will be excolleut, particularly in an age when 
writing verse is the easiest ()f all attainments. 

“1 cannot answer your intelligence willi the ‘like* 
comfort,’ unless, as yon arc deeply theatrical, you may 
wish to hear of Mr. * *, whose acting is, 1 fear, utterly 
inade(|uate to the London ongagcmeiit into which the 
managers of Covcul Garden have lately entered. His 
figure is fat, his features flat, his voice unmanageable, !ns 
action ungract'ful, and, as Diggory says, ‘ I defy him to 
extort that d-~d muffin face of Ins into madness.’ I was 
very sorry to see him in the character of tlie ‘ Elephant 
on the slack rope for, when 1 last saw him, I was in 
raptures with Ids performance. But then I was sixteen, 
—an age to which all London tlien coiidcscendtifl to 
subside. After all, much better judges have admired, 
and may again; but 1 venture to ' prognosucate a pro- 
pliecy’ (see tlie Courier) that he will not succeed. 

poor dear Rogers has stuck fast on 'the brow of| 
the mighty Helvcllyn’—I hope not for ever. My best 
respects to IiOdy H.—her departure, with tliat of iny 
other friends, was a sad event for me, now reduced to a 
stiUe of the most cynical solitude. 'By the waters of| 
Cheltenham I sat down and drank; when 1 remembered 
thee, oh, Georgiana Cottage! As for our JtarpSy we 
hanged them upon the willows tliat grew thereby. Then 
they said, Sing us a song ofDrury-lane,’ &c.—^l»ut 1 am 
dumb and dreary as the Israelites. The waters have 
disordered me to my heart’s content,—you were rights as 
you always are. 

“Believe me ever your obliged 

' and afiectionate servant, 
“Bvrok.” 


LETTER CXXVIII, 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“September 22,1812. 

''MV DEAR LORD, 

“ In a day or two I wilt send you lomething which you 
will still have the hbetiy to reject if you dislike it. 1 
sliould like to have had more time, but will do my best, 

> Addreis a( the o^n)ago( Drurjr Une Theatre. 


—but too happy if I can oblige you, though I may ofTond 
100 scribblers and the discerning public. 

“Ever yours. 

“ Keep name a secret; or I shall be beset by all 
the rejected, and perhaps damned by a party.” • 

LETTER CXXIX. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“Cheltenham, September 23,1812. 

“Ecco!—I have marked some passages mth double 
readings—choose between them—r^’cef—or 
destroy —do with them as you will—leave it to you and 
the Committee—you cannot say so called a ‘non com- 
iniiiendo.^ What will they do (and 1 do) with the hun¬ 
dred aiul one rejected Troubadours? ‘With trumpets, 
y<‘a, and with sliawnis,’ will you bes assailed in the most 
diabolical doggerel. I wish my name not to transpire?till 
the day is decided. I shall not be in town, so it won’t 
much matter ; but let us have a good delioerer, I think 
Elliston should be Iho man, or Pope; not Ra 3 nnond, 1 
m[dorc you by the? love of Rhythmus! 

“ "i'he passages marked thus = ===:, above and below, 
are for you to choose between epithets, and such like 
jinotical furniture. I’ray write mo a line, and believe 
me ever, &c. 

“ My best remembrances to Lady H. Will you be 
good enough to decide between the various readings 
marked, and erase the other; or our deliverer may be. as 
puzzled as a commentator, and belike repeat both. li 
these versides won’t do 1 will hammer out some more 
endcrnsyllahles. 

“ P. S. Tell Lady H. I have had sad work to keep out 
the Phcpnix—I mean the Fire-Office of that name. It 
has ensured the tlieatrc, and why not the Address ?” 


LETTER exXX. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“ September 24. 

“ I send a recast of the first four lines of the concluding 
paragraph. 

“ TIjIi greeting o’er, tlw ancient rule ol)ef’d» 

The dramu'a liomage liy her lletald paid, 

Receive our welcome /oo, wboee every tone 
SpriDgt from our hearU and faiit would win your own. 

The eurlabt rlwa, Ac. Ac. 

And do forgive all this trouble. See what it is to have 
to do even with the gcnteelcft of us. Ever, See.® 

LETTER CXXXI. 

TO LORI) HOLLAND. 

“ Cheltenbam, Sept. 26,1812. 
“Still ‘more matter for a May morning.’ Having 
patched the middle and end of the Address, I send one 
more couplet for a part of tlie beginning, which, if not too"’ 
turgid, you will have the goodness to add. After that 
flagrant imago of the Thamei, (T hope no unlucky nag 
will say 1 have set it on fire, though Dryden, in hiA 
‘ Annus Mirabilis,’and Churchill, in his ‘Times,’ did it 
befuro me,) I mean to insert this: 

** Mi flashing far Iba new Votcano shone 
me/eera 

And ewept the skies with not their own, 

WhUe Uiouaands throng’d around the bumii^ dome, Me. Me. 

I think ‘ thousands’ less flat than ‘ crowds collected’—but 
don’t let me plunge into the bathos, or rise into NA. 
Lee’s Sedlam metaphors. By-tho-hy, the best view of 
the said fire (which I myself saw from a^ousetop in 
Covent-garden) was at Westminster Bridge, fron^ the 
reflection on tlie Thames. ’ ,, 



“ Perhaps the present couplet had better come in after 
‘ trembled for tlieir homes,’ tlie two lines after;—as other 
' wise die image certainly sinks, and it will run Just as 
well. 

SiThe lines themselves, perhaps, may be better tims— 
(‘choose,’ or ‘refuse’—but please ymndf, and doii’i 
mind ‘Sir Fretful’)— 

tadltf 

** As flash’d the volunted blase, and gliastljr shone 
* The skies widi lightnings awful as their own. 

The last runs smoothest, and, I think, best; but you know 
biitcr than best. ‘ Lurid’ is also a less indistinct o|)ithet 
than ‘ livid wave,’ and, if you think so, a dash of the (kti 
will do. 

“ ] expected one line this moriiin"; in the mean time 
I shall remodel and condense, and if 1 do not heat from 
yon, shall send another copy. 

“ I am ever, Stc.” 
LETTER CXXXll. 

TO LORD HOLLAKD. 

“September 26,1812. 

You will think there is no end to my villanous 
emendations. The fifth and sixth lines I think to alter 
tlius: I 

“Ye who bchfltl—oh sight admired and mourn’d, 

Whose radiance mock’d the ruin it adorn’d j 

hcrausftis repeated ihft next line but one; and, 
as it now stands, the conclusion of tiic paragraph, ‘wor¬ 
thy him (.ShalvSpeure) and opjiears to apply the 
‘ to those only who were out of lied and in Oovent- 
jjarden market on tlie nirjlif of conflairralion, instead of| 
the audieiK^e or the discerninj; publie at large, all of whom 
are inltmded to he comprised in tliat couipreheusivo and, 

I hfjpe, cornpr<j)jcnsihle ])ronoun. 

“ By-tlic-hy, one of rny corrections in the fair copy 
sent yesterday has dived into the bathos some sixty 
fatlioiu— 

When Garrick died, and Drinalcy ceased tu write. 

Ceasing to live is a much more serious concern, and 
ought not to be lirst; therefore I will let the old couplet 
stand, with its half rhymes * sought’ and ‘ wrote.** Second 
thoughts in every thing are best, but, in rhyme, tliird ai>d 
fourth don’t come amiss. 1 am very anxious on this 
business, and 1 do hope that the very trouble I occasion 
you will plead its own excuse, and that it will tend lo 
show my endeavour to inalce the mast of the time allot- 
led. I wish I Imd known it monliis ago, for in tluit ejnse 
I li.'ul not left one line standing (m another. I always 
scrawl in this way, and smooth as much or I can, but 
never sufticienlly; and, latterly, I can weave a nine-line 
stanza faster than a couplet, for which measure I have 
not the cunruri^. When 1 began ‘Chikle Harold,’ 1 had 
never tried S^^Gnser’s measure, and now 1 cannot scribble 
^ in any other. 

“After all, my dear lord, if you can get a decent Ad¬ 
dress elsewhere, don’t heiiiiatc lo put this aside. WJiy 
, dW you not trust your own Muse ? I am very sure she 
would have been triumphant, and saved the Committee 
their trouble—^’t is a joyful one’ lo me, but I fear I shall 
not satisfy even myself. After the account you sent me, 
t is no compliment to say, you would have beaten your 
candidates; but I mean Aat, in that case, tliere would 
have been no occasion for their being beaten at all. 

“ These are but two decent prologues in our tongue— 
^Pope’s to Cato—‘Johnson’s lo Drury-Iane. These, with 

* " Such are the nam(‘8 that here your plaiiditv eought, 

^heii Garrick uctet), and when Urinaley wrote.’ ’ 

At preaeol the couplet aianili lima: . 

'* Dear are the daya that made our annala bright, 

Ere Garrick fled, or Brlneley ceaeed to write.’* 1 


• i— - 

tho epilogue to the ‘ Distressed Mother,’ and, I think, one 
of Goldsmith’s, and a prologue of old Colman’s to Beau- 
m<mt and Flutcher’s Philaster, are the best things of the 
kind we have. 

“ P. S. I am diluted to the throat with medicine for the 
stone; and Boisragon w ants me to try a warm climate 
for tile winter—but 1 won’t.” 


LETTER CXXXIII. 

TO nOAD HOLLAND. 

“September 27,1812. 

“I have just received your very kind letter, and hope 
you have m(*t with a second copy corrected and ad- 
Iressed to Holland House, with some oinissions and this 
new cotipiet, 

‘ A» Klarwl t-ucli rising flash,* and ghatlly shone 
The skies with li);htiiings awful as their own. 

As to remarks, I can only say I will alter and anpiiesco in 
any thing. With regard to the part which Whitbread 
wislies to omit, I. believe the Address will go olf 
without it, though like the agility of the Holicntof, at the 
expeiist* of its vigour. 1 leave to your choice entirely the 
iilTerciit specimens of sfuero-\v»»rk; and a brick ofyrttr 
>wn will also much improve rny Babylonish turret I should 
like Klh.sion to have it, witli your leave. ‘Adorn’and 
mourn’ are lanliil rhymes in Pojje’s death of the unfor- 
unalc Lady—Gray has ‘ forlorn’ aixl ‘ mourn’—and ‘ torn* 
and ‘ mourn’ arc in Smollct ’s famous Tears of Scotland. 

“As there will probably be an outcry among the r©» 
jected, I hope the (JommiUeo will testify (if it bo need* 
fill) (hat I sent in nothing lo the congress whatever, with 
>r williout a name, as your lordship well knows. All I 
lavo to do with it is with and through you; and though 
, of cours(“, wish to satLfy the uudicnee, I do assure 
[Tou rny first obji ct is to comply with your request, and 
in so doing to show the sense 1 have of tlie many obli* 
gations you have conferred upon mo. 

“Yours ever, “B.” 

LETTER CXXXIV. 

TO LOAD HOLLAND. 

“ September 27,1812. 

“ I believe this is the tliird scrawl since yesterday— all 
ibout epitliets. 1 think the cpitlict ‘intellectual’won’t 
lonvey the meaning 1 intend; and tliough I hate com- 
lounds, for tho present I will try (col’ pormesso) tho 
vord ^ gevius-gifted patriarehs of our line’f instead, 
ohnsoii has ‘ nianyH^oloured lift*,’ a compound—but they 
re always lu^st uvoiiled. However, it is the only one in 
iinely lines, but will be hajipy to give way to a better. 

am ashamed to intrude any more remembrances on 
judy H. or letters upon you; but you are, fortunately 
3 r me, gifted with jialience already too often tried by 
“Your,&c. &c.” 

LETTER CXXXV. 

TO LOAD HOLLAND. 

“ September 28,1812. 

“ Will tliis do better ? tlie metaphor is more complete. 
lava of lh» 

" I'ill slowly ebb’d the *jienl volcanic wave, 

And blackening aalica mark’d Uie Mute’a grava. 

f not, we will say ‘ bummg’ wave, and instead of ‘ bura- 
iig cliinn,’ in the line some couplets back, have ‘glowing.’ 

“Is Whitbread vletermined to castrate all my cm>aby 

* At preNDt," Aa glared the volumiid 
t Tlita, M finally altered, U 

. ImniortalQamee, ooMmanCiAdiirM." 
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LI-TTERS, 1812. 


I taken it for granted that these things are re- 


linM 7* I don’t see why t’ other house should be spared ; 1I wish that part of the Address to 
besides, it is the public, who ori«lil lo hiiow heMor, a . ■ ? ,„i..vorable, e’en let it go. 1 have 

you reeollect Johnsons^ was against s,r..,lar buaoemn,^.^ I, ^ 


of Rich’s —^bol, corfea I am not Johnson. i. v . . - 

“Instead of ‘ eBcnts,’say ‘ labours’—• deceneralc’ will rombuslion,* and .sent them off this morning. Will you 
da^ will it ? Mr. Betty is no longer a babe, therefore I have the goodness to add, or insert, the approved altera., 
the line cannot be personal. I tions as they arrive ? I’hey ’ eorno lijto shadows, so 

“WiUthiado? . 

/Ae Aumin/^ 

** Till ebb’d the kva of that molten wave,! 

with ‘ glowing dome,’ in case you prefer ‘ burning’ addei 
to thi* ‘wave’ metaphorical. Tlie word ‘fiery pillai 
was suggested by the ‘ pillar of fire’ in the boolt of Ji.v- 
odus, which wont before the Israelites through the Red 


tjons 

departoccupy me, and, 1 fear, disturb you. 

I “ Do not lot Mr. W. put his Address into Elliston’s 
hands till you have settled on these alterations, E. will 
think it too long:—much depends on the speaking. J 
fear it will not bear much curtailing, without chasms in 
the sense. 

“ It is certainly loo long in the reading; but if Elliston 
'.verts liimsel^ such a favourite with the public will not 
Sea. I once thought of saying like Israel s pillar, and t|,(,uj,|,l tedious. I should tliink it so, if he were not 
making it a simile, but I did not know,—the great temp g speak it. 


tation was leaving the epithet ‘ fiery’ for the supplement¬ 
ary wave. 1 want to work up that passage, as it is the 
only new ground us prologiii-rers can go u|ion— 


‘ Tlii» is the place where, if a poet 
Shined io description, he might show It. 


“Yours ever, &c. 

“P. S. On looking again, I doubt my idea of having 
obviated W.’s objeelion. To the other House, allusion 
is a ‘ non Hcquitur’—but I wish to plead for this part, 
leeause the thing really is not to bo passed over. 
Xfl part with the possibility of a future conllagration. Many aflcr-pioces at the I.yccum by the same woipany 
wo lessen the compliment to Shakspeare. However, ^’ave already attacked this‘Augean «oWe-and John- 

wwwill e’en mend it Urns: "'>> u .''“’■Hj’O’-’na- 

nager, Rtcli,)—‘ llunt,—^‘Mahomet, &c. is surely a fair 

Ym, It •hall be—thp magic of lltnt name, irocedcilt.” 

ThHl tcomR the sc^lhc of Time, Urn torch of Flame, 

Ou the lame ipot, &c. ac. 


There-—tlic deuce is in it, if that is not an improvement 
to WhitbreadVcontent. He.eoUect, it is the ‘name,* and 
not the ‘ ina"if,’ that has a noble contempt for those same * 
weapons. If it were the ‘nmwic’ my metaphor would 
lie somewhat of the inadtlesl—so the ‘ name’ is the ante¬ 
cedent. But, iny dear lord, your patienee is not <juUe 
«o immortal—therefore, with many and sinci^re thanks, 
i am 

“ Yours ever most uflbet innately. 

*‘P. S. I foresee there will he ehartres of partiality in 
the papers; but you know I sent in ru» i!^d«hess; and 
glad both you and 1 must be that f did not, fur, in that 
case, their ple.aliatl been plausible, J d.Hibl the Pit \mH 
be testy ; but coitscious iiiiiooence. (a novel and pleasing' 
tforisation) makes mo bold.” 


LETTER exXX VX. 


IsETTER CXXXVII. 

TO LOliD HOLLAND. 

“Sept. 29,1812. 

“ Shakspeare rcrininlv ceased to reign in one of his 
dmirdoins, as (iJoorjje Jll. did in America, and Georg© 
V. may in Irelund.’f Now, wo liave nothing to do out 
»f our own realms, and when the monarchy was gon<^ 
is map-sty had but a barren sceptre. 1 liavo ml cuvay^ 
^•ou will see, and allercil, but make if what you please ; 
mly I do implore, f>r mv oion gratification, one lash on 
hose aecursed ijuadrujieds—‘ a long shot, Sir J.iiciiis, if 
]o\e me.’ J Jiave altered ‘ wave,’ &c. and the ‘ fire,* 
and .so forth, for the timid. 

“ ] jct me hear from you when convenient, and believe 
le, &e. 

“P. S. Oo lei//la^ stand, and rut out elsewhere. I 
dial! clioke, if we must overlook their d—d menagerie.’* 


TO LOUD JIOLLANl). 

“Sept. 28. 

“1 have altered the tn'uldlc cou]>let, so a.s I hope partly 
to do away with W.’s tibjeclion. I do tliink, in tin- present 
state of the stage, it has been unpardonable to pass over 
the horses and Miss Mtuhe, &c. As lb-tty is no longer| 
a boy,how t^an this ho applied to him? IJo is now to b( 
judged a.s a man. If he acts still like a b(»y, the public 
will but be more ashaiued of their blunder. J have, you 


• The he twi-« allmli-ii to, ijuaHy wi‘rt> oiniuciniy iIh‘C« 
fee i they were tliroe : 

• A'fry, lowfif mill, the Prama yet r/cplmea 
Thut iaip nhf ilfifiit'tl to nntrl up ih 
When Ituluirtl »o«*r* in Uneutui ih fin a htnee, 

/' y 

// you tierree, ihe 
*Vo looch the iivkly 

Blnmt not our jmlfnienl ehowtl u<e ar^Mieori, 

And fran/u ym uun’e At/ atinirtii/: Irnit. 

Oh, siuci- y>Mir fui hiurikf>« the lowii, 

Forbeir lo murk wiih mih|ilnci-ii (i)}pt<i'inr; 

JVmt pultlif prnise he ue'er ngain diditr/iceJ, 
briitcM U> mint i-i-rnl) 

yrutH biitnie t.nd briiUft rviitem a nutum'd Uitte. 

Thru pi-Kk' nhttll ilmihly neore U>e urtMru’ jK^weni, 

WIhhi Kiaouii’t vwcH is ertux'tl bKik by ount." 

The U«t couyUt bm one wna agnin alu-reti >11 u eijjiBcquenl copy thue :• 
**77t« piutt reproach Itl preetnl erenea refute, 

JKor ehi/t from man ta babe, from bahe to brute.'* 
t The font) of thli tmis0oArmpi^xed , U u folluwa 
*' Till biMiMriME «ilUM ead the lonely waU 


LETTER CXXXVm. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“Sept. 30, 1812. 

“ r senfl you tlio most I can make of it; for I am not 
> well as 1 was, and find ! ‘pall in re.^oiution.’ 

“I wish »nuch tc) see you, and will be aj, Tetbury by 
vtdve on Satnnlay; ant! from ihenre I go on to Lord 
ersey’s. ft is iiii{K)ssihle not to allnd<; to the degraded 
itaieofthe Stagt-, Imt I have li-iliteneil it, and endea¬ 
voured toohviaieyourof/ArobJecUons. There Is anew 
ouplei for Sh»!ridan, allusive to his Monoily. All thg 
Iterations I liavo marked tints —a.s you will see by 
loniparison with the other copy. 1 have cttdgellod my 
trains with the greatest willingness, and only wish I had 
iiore time to have done better. 

“You \Vill find a sort of clop-trap laudatory couplet 
inserted for the quiet of the Committee, and I have 
added, towards the end, the couplet you were pleased 
lo Ithc. The whole Address is sevimty-lhree lines, still 

* illmd been, miginully, * 

Though other pilee may eink in fulurejlame, 

On thr Hiiiiie &c. &c. e 

t Some nhpetion, it apneftr* fi-om thii, bad been made to the paaaa'^e, 
and Sliakappare ctnaed to reign.** 



perhaps too '.ong, and, if shortened, you will save time, 
,^ut, I fear, a little of what I meant for sense also. 

“ With myriads of thanks, 1 am ever, &c. I 
“ My .sixteenth edition of respects to Lady II. How 
she must laugh at all this! 

“1 wish Murray, iny publisher, to print off soine^ 
copies as soon as your lordship reiurns to town—it wi 
ensure correctness in the papers afterward.” 


LETTER CXXXIX. 

TO i.oan Hoi-LAHir. 

'* Fhi' 1)0 froli) him thut hour which nsks in rmu 

TvRni Buch us flow for Cturrick in his slruiti; 
or, 

Far be that hour that valitly asks iu turu 
ermen'd his 

Such vtTBB for hiiri uei WfjM o’er Guirick'fl urn. 

“ Will you choose bofwreii Ihcso atMetl to Ihe line? 
on Shoriduu?* 1 think th(?y will wind up the puuc^fyric 
and a^ree with the train of tlioii^dil prcceditit? thorn. 

“Now, olio Word as to iJic (Joiriinilteo—how could 
they resolve on a rou^h copy of un Address never sent 
in, unless you had bt <‘ti frood enou^di to retain m meinorv, 
or on paper, the thin^r lh<*y have been jfood enouj^h to 
ailopt ? ny-liic-l)y, the circuiiistaiiccs of tlic rase should 
make the Coininillec less ‘ avidus nioria*,’fur all ]>raisc 
of lliem would look plaoiiy suspicious. If iicccs.sarv to 
l»e staled at'all, the simple facts bear lliem out. 'J'hey 
surely luid a rij'hl to act as they pleased. My sole oIh 
jecl is one whii-'lj, I trust, my whole coniluci has shov^n; 
VI/.. that I did nothin" insidious-—.stmt in no Address 
whaU'ver —but, when applicil to, did my best for them and 
myself; but above all, that thcTo was no undue partial¬ 
ity, which will be what the rejecli^d will endeavour to 
make out. Forlnnalcly—mostlbrluiiately—•! seul in no 
lilies on the occasion. For I am sure llial had they, iu 
that case, been preferred, it would have been asserted 
tliat / was known, and owed ilie preference to private- 
friendship. Thu is wliat we shall prol»aI)ly have t eu- 
'•(iimler, but, if once spoken and approvi-d, we slia’n’t he 
riiueii en)!)anas.y<'d by tlicir brilliunl eoujeelures, aiul, as 
lo criijeisnj, an oUl author, like an old bull, grows cooler 
(or ouglit) at evt'ry bailing. 

“I’he only tiling would be. to avoid a party on tlie 
ni^lit of delivery—afterward, the more tlie belter, and 
the wliole transaction inevitably lends to a gooii deal <>f 
disetissioii. Murray tells me there are myriads of iron¬ 
ical Addresses ready—wmc, in imitation of wliat is called 
mt/ stylp.. If tb(‘y are as good as the Probationary Odes, 
or Hawkins's I’ipo of Tobacco, it will not be had fun for 
the imitated. 

“ Ever, &c.” 


Unes—two loss than allotted, I will alter all Committee 
ohjcction.s, but I hope Vfui won’t permit KlliMon to have 
any voice whatever.—e.\e«‘pi in speaking it.” 

LETTER CXLI. 

TO M«. MURRAY. 

“ High-si roet, Cheltenliam, Sept. 6, 1812. 

“Pray have the goodness to send those de8patch(»ii 
and a No. of the K<linbtirgh .Review with the rest. I 
hope you h.'ivu written to Mr. 'J'hompson, thanked him 
ill my name tor his preiient, and told him that J shall be 
truly happy to comply with his request. How do you 
o on ? and wIhti is the graven image, ‘ with hayt and 
ivickcd rhyme vjtnn to grace, or disgrace, some of our 
tardy editions ? 

iSemI mo ‘ RoJrchy.* Who the devil is he ?—no mat* 
ter, he has good connexions, and will be well introduced. 

1 thank you fin* your inquiries; I am so so, but iny 
thermometer is sadly below the poetical point. What 
I you give 7/if <»r mine for a poem of six Cantos, {when 
■umplclc—no rhyme, no reeompcn.si^,) as like the lost two 
s / can make (hem? J have some ideas that one day 
lay be imbodied, and till winter X shall have much 
eisurc. • 

]‘. 8. My last question is in the true style of Grub- 
street; but, like, .leremy I hddler, 1 only ‘ask for inform¬ 
ation.’ Send me Adair on 1 net and Regimen, just re- 
published by Ridgvvay.” 

LETTER CXT.II. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“(Jhellenham, Sept. 14,1812, 
“The parcels contained some letters and verses, oil 
(but one) anoiiymous ami eomplimentary, and very 
anxious llir my conversion from certain infidelilic.s into 
wliK'li iny good-natnrod eorrospondents conceive me to 
li}iv(‘ fiillcn. The books were presents of a e.om'criible 
kind. Also, ‘ (’lirisiian know ledge.’and the ‘Hioscope,’ 
a religious l.lial of l.ib’ evplained ; and lo the author of 
the former, ((-adell publidier,) I beg you will forward my 
best thanks for his letter, his present, and, above all, ilia, 
good intentions. 1’he ‘Hioscope' eontuined a MS., 
copy of vi ry c\«'<:llont verses, from whom 1 know not, 
but evidently tlie r^ouiposilion of some one in the habit of 
wriiing, and of writing well. I do not know ifhe be iho 
autli«tr of the ‘PioscojK*’ wliich accompanied them; but 
whoever lie is, if you can liiscover him, lliank him from 
me most heartily. The other Icllors were from ladies, 
who arc wi lcoino lo convert me when lli<‘y please; and 
if 1 rail discover them, and they be young, as they say 
they ur(i, I could l oiivincc them perhaps of my devotion. 

I had also a letter from Mr. Walpole on matters of this 


world, whicli 1 have answered. 


' LETTER CXL. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“Octobers, 1812. 

“A copy of this etill altered is ^Tit by Ihe [lost, but this 
arrive first. It must be ‘humbler’— '■ ycl aspiring' 
tloes aw-ay the modesty, and, after all, truth is truth. 
Hi sides, there is a puff direct altered, lo please your 
plo.^vy renters, 

“I shall be at Tctbiiry by twelve orono—l^ut send 
this for you to ponder over. There are several little 
tilings marked thus / altered for your perusal. I have 
dismounted the cavalry, and, I hope, arranged to your 
general satisfactioi 

“Ever, &c. 

At Tetbury by noon. I hope, after it is sent, there 
"'ll! be no giore elisions. It is not now so long—73 

t .4 -..*^ ^*^ •«lde<t liiiBB, tut nwy bo Men by rofereoc* to ibo nriiileti Ad- 
'•ere aoi rettuned. 


“ So you arc JiUcien’s publisher? I am prcmiised ui 
interview with him, and think 1 shall ask you for a letter 
of introduction, as ‘the gods have made him poetical.* 
Prom whom could it <‘ome with abetter grace than from 
Ids publisher and mine? Is it not somewhat treasonable 
in you to have to do with a relative of the ‘dircftil foe,* 
s the Alorning Post calls his brother ? 

“ But my book on ‘ Diet and Regimen,’ whore is it ? I 
thirst for Scot I’s Rokeby; lot me have your first-begollcn 
copy. Tiie Arilijacobiii Review is all very well, and 
not a bit worse than the Quarterly, and at least less 
harmless. By the by, have you secured my books? I 
want all the Reviews, at least the critiques, quarterly, 
monthly, &c. Portuguese and Knglisli, extracted, and 
bound U[) in one volume for niy old age; and pray, sort 
rny Romaic books, and get the volumes lent to Mr. 
Hobhouse—he has had them now a long time. If any 
thing occurs, you will favour me with a line, and in win- 
tor we sliall bo nearer neighbours. 



4S 


letters, 


“P. S. I wM applied to, to write the Address foi 
Drury-lane, but the moment I heard of tlm contest, 
gave up the idea of contending against all Grulhstrcel 
and threw a few thoughts on the subject into the fire 
I did this out of respect to you, being sure you woulc 
have turned ofl'any of your authors who had entorcc 
the lists with such scurvy competitors. To triumpr 
would have been no glory; and to have been deleatet 
•—’sdeat}}!—I would have choked myself like Otway 
with a quarter!} loaf; so, remember I had, and have, 
nothing to do with i^ upon my hmour!" 

LETTER CXLIII. 

TO MH. WIt.LIAM BANKES 

“Cheltenham, Sept. 28, 1812. 

“Mr BEAR BARKES, 

“ When you point out to one how people can be inti¬ 
mate at the distance of some seventy leagues, I will 
plead guilty to yoitr charge, aiid accept your farewell, 
but not viUtingly, till you give me some better risason than 
my silence, which merely proceeded from a notion 
founded on your own doclaration- of M, that you hated 
writing and receiving letters. Besides, how was I to 
find out a man of many residences? If I had addressed 
you, note, it had been to your borough, where I must 
have conjectured you were among your constituents. 
So now, in despite of Mr. N. and Lady W. you shall 
bo as ‘ much better’ as tlio Hexham post-office will allow 


terial watchword, and all twH go wdB vrith you. 1 
you will speak more frequently, 1 am sore atleaiBl jrou 
mght, and it will be expticted. 1 see Portman meanS* 
to stand again. Good night. 

“ Ever yours most affectionately, 

“ JSieoipur.”* 

LETTER CXLIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Cheltonham, Sept. 27,1812. 

“I sent in no Address whatever to tlie Committee; 
but out of nearly one hundred, (this is confidential,) 
none have been deemed worth acceptance; and in con- t 
sequence of their auMequent application to me, 1 have 
written a prologue, which hm been received, and will 
be spoken. The MS. is now in tho hands ofLord Hol-‘ 
land. ■ . 

“ I write tliis merely to say, tliat (however it is* ret ‘ 
ccivod by the audience) you will publish it in tho next 
edition of Childo Harold; and I only beg you at present 
'0 keep my name secret till you hear farther from me, 
and as soon as possible I wish you to have a correct 
opy, to do with as you tliink proper. 

“ P. S. I should wish a few copies printed off before, 
that the newspaper copies may be correct after the 
delivery.'* 

LETTER CXLV. 


me to make you. 1 do assure you 1 am much indebted jo mr. Murray. 

to you for tliinking of me at all, and can’t spare you ii/ie i e 

oven from among tho superabundance of friends with Cheltenham, Oct. 12, 1812. 

whom you supfKwe me surrounded. “I a very strong ohjecUon lo llio engraving of 

"You heard tliat Newslead* is sold—the sum tlie portrait, and request that it may, on no account, bo 
jEl40,000i sixty to remain in mortgage on the estate for Prefixed; but let <dl the proofs be burned, and the [.late 
Uireo years, paying interes^ of course. Hochdale Is be at the cx].en.sc which has been in- 

olso likely to do woM—so my worldly matters are mend* urred; it is but fair that I should, since I cannot por¬ 
ing. 1 have been here some timc'viiiking the waters, [Miblication. I beg, as a particular favour, that 

•imply because there arc waters to drink, and they are X'”* will lose no time in having this done, for which I 
very medicinal, and sufficiently disgusting. In a few reasons lliat I will state when I see you. For- 
days I set out for Lord Jersey’s, but rettirn here, whore ^•'^^blc I have occasioned you. 

1 am quite alone, go out very little, and enjoy in its full- ” ^ received no ac(! 0 unt of the reception of the 

est extent the ‘dolce far nientc.’ What you are about, Address, but see it Ls vituperated in the papers, which 
I cannot guess, oven from your date; not dancing to much ombarrass an old autlwr . I leave it to 

the sound of the gitourn^y in tho Halls of the Lowlhers? judgment to add it, or not, to your next edi- 

one of whom is here, ill, poor thing, with a phthisic. I when rwpured. Pray comply stnedt/ with my 
hoard that you passed through here (at the sordid inn i'^bes as to the engraving, and believe nic, &c. 
where I first alighted) the very day before 1 arrived in I'avour me with an answer, as I shall not be 

those parts. We had a very pleasant set here; at first 'asy till J hearthat the proofs, &c. are dosiroyed. I hear 
Uie Jerseys, Mclbournes, Cowpers, and Hollands, but bas reviewed Childe Harold, in what 

all gone; and the only persons 1 know arc tlie Raw- '*f^tiner I need not ask; but I wish to know if the old 
dons and Oxfords, with some later acquaintances of less I revived . I have a belter reason for 

brilliant descent. asking this tlian any that merely concerns myself; but 

“But I do not trouble them much; and as for your « Publications of llmt kin.I others, particularly female 
rooms and your assemblies, ‘they are not dreamed of in sometimes introduced. 


our philosophy \ I’ Did you read of a sad accident in 


rile Wye t’ other day? a dozen drowned, and Mr, Hos- 
soe, a corpulent gentleman, [.reserved by a boat-hook 
or an eel-spear, begged, when he heard his wife was 
gavod—-no——^to be thrown in again!!—as if he 
could n<rf have thrown himself in, had he wished it; but 
this passes for a trait of sensibility. What strange 
beings men are, in and out of the Wye! 

“ 1 have to asdc you a thousand pardons for not fulfill¬ 
ing some orders before I left town; but if you knew all 
riie cursed entanglements i fuul to wade tlirough, it 
would be unnecessary to beg your forgiveness. When 
wUl Parliaroeni (the new one) meet ?— in sixty days, 
on account of Ireland, I presume; the Irish election 
will demand a lon^ period for completion than the 
CMiKtituiional allotment. Yours, of course is safe, and 
all your side dT the question. Salamanca is tlie minis- 


LETTEU CXLVI. 

TO LORD nOLLAND. ^ 

ir 

“Cheltenham, Oct, 14,1812. 
“my dear lord, * . 

“I perceive that the papers, yea, even Perry’s, are 
.omowhat ruflled at the injudicious preference of the 
'ommittee. JVly friend Perry has, indeed, ‘et tu Brulo’-d 
w ratfier scurvily, f(.r which I will send him, for the 
M.C.f the next epigram I scribble, as a token of my 
ull forgiveness, 

* Do the Committee moan to enter into no explanation 
•f their proceedings ? You must see there is a Icanij’g 
owards a charge of partiality. Yon will, at least, acquit 
me of any great, anxiety to push myself before so manv 


* Tb« wUr VM sfurwards canccUe.!. i 


* A inotlf ut'ffigitftliin] he frequeDlly adopted. 
t The Muiuing Chrotiiclei of wiiich Mr. i\rry va* Uie proitrletor. 



elder and batter anoBjnnoua, to whom toe twenty gnineea 
(whito I take to be about two thousand pounds Sank 
currency) and toe honour would have been equally wel¬ 
come. 'Honour,' I see, 'hath no ridU in paragr^h- 

writiDg.’* j j. 

“I wish to know how it went off at the second rendmg, 
and whether any one has had the grace to give it a 
glance of approbation. I have seen no paper hut Per¬ 
ry’s, and two Sunday ones. Perry is severe, and the 
others silent. I? however, you and your Commillee are 
not now dissatisfied with your own judgments, I shall 
not much embarrass myself about the brilliant remarks 
of the journals. My own opinion upon it is what it 
toways was, perhaps pretty near that of the public. 

“ Believe me, my dear lord, &c. &c. 

“P. S. My best respects to Lady H. whoso smiles 
will be very consolatory, even at this distance.” 

LETTER CXLVII. 

TO MB. Ml/HBAY. 

“Cheltenham, Oct. 18,1812. 

“ Will irou have the goodness to get this Parody of a 
peculiar kind* (for all the first lines are Busty’s entire) 
inserted in several of the papers, {eanedty, and copied 
correctly; my hand is difficult,)—particularly thcMofn- 
ing Chronicle 1 Tell Mr. Perry 1 forgive him all he has 
said, and may say against my address, but ho will allow 
me to deal with tlie doctor—(oudi alteram partem) and 
not betray me. I cannot think what has befallen Mr. 
Perry, for of yore we were very good friends;—but no 
matter, only get this inserted. 

“I have a poem on Waltzing for you, of wliich I 
make you a present; but it must be anonymous. It is 
in the old style of English Bards and Scotch Reviewers. 

“P. S. With the next edition ofChilde Harold you 
may print the first fifty or a hundred opening lines of the 
‘Curse of Minerva,’ down to the couplet beginning 

Mortnl (H was thus she ipake, Ac. 

Of course, the moment the Satire begins, there you will 
slop, and the opening is the best part.” 


“P.S. The edhor of toe Salirisl ought« bo.tinidMi' 
tor his revocatioD; it is done hands^ly, i&or itgo 
yean’ warfare.” 


LETTER CXLIX. 

TO MB. MtTBBAT. 

“Oct. 2 ^Ul 2 . 

“Thanlrs, as usual. You go on boldly; biif have a 
care of glutting the public, who have by this time had 
enough td' Childe Harold. ' Waitzing’ shall be prepared.' 
It is rather above two hundred lines, with an introduc¬ 
tory Letter to the Publisher. I think of publishing, with 
Childe Harold, the opening lines of the ‘ Curse of Mi¬ 
nerva,’* as far as the ,first speech of Pallas,—bircause 
some of the readers lilse that part better than any I have 
ever written, and as it contains nothing to affect the 
subject of the subsequent portion, it will find a place as 
a Descriptim Fragment. 

“The plate is broken? between ourselves, it was un- 
I like the picture; and besides, upon the whole, the fron¬ 
tispiece of an author’s visage is but a paltry exhibition. 
At all events, this would have been no recommendation 
to the book. I am sure Sanders would not have surviued 
the engraving. By-tlie-by, the picture may remain with 
you or lam (whicli you please) till my return. The ant 
of two remainuig copies is it your service till I can give 
you a better; the other must bo burned pcremptaHly. 
Again, do not forget that I have an account with you, 
and that this is included. I give you too much trouble to 
allow you to incur cicpenee also. 

“ You best know liow far this ‘ Address riot’ will affect 
the future sale of Childe Harold. I like the volume of 
‘Rejected Addresses’ better and better. The other 
parody which Perry has received is mine also, (I be¬ 
lieve.) It is Dr. Busby’s speech versified. You are 
removing to AlbomarltAstrect, I find, and I rejoice that 
wo shall be nearer neighbours. I am going to Lord 
Oxford’s, but letters here will be forwarded. When at 
leisure, all communications from you will be willingly , 
received by the humblest of your scribes. Did Mr.^ 
Ward write the review of Horne Tooke's Life in tbs | 
(Quarterly ? it is excellent.” 


LETTER CXLVIII. 


TO MB. MUBBAV. 

“Oct. 19, 1812. 

“ Many thanks, but I must pay the damage, and will 
thank you to toll me the amount for the engraving. I 
think the ‘ Rejected Addresses’ by far the best thing of 
the kind since the Kolliad, and wish you had published 
them. Tell the author ‘ I forgive him, were he twenty 
times over a satirist;’ and think his imitatioas not at all 
inferior to the famous ones of Hawkins Browne. He 
must be a man very lively wit, and less scurrilous 
than wits often are: altogether, I very much admire the 
performance, and wish it all success. The Satirist has 
token a new tone, as you will see: we have now, I 
think, finished with Childe Haroldk critics. I have in 
hand a Satire on 1VaUdng,1; which you must publish 
agoffymously ; it is not long, not quite two hundred 
lines, but will make a very small boarded pamphlet. In 
a few days you shall have it. 


LETTER CL. 

TO MB. MOKRAV. 

“ Cheltenham, Nov. 22, 1812. , 
“On my return here from I.ord Oxford’s, I found your 
obliging note, and will thank you to retain the letters, 
and any other subsequent ones to the same address, fill 
I arrive in town to claim them, which will probably be 
in a few days. I have in charge a curious and very 
long MS. poem, written by Lord Brooke, (the friend of 
Sir Philip Sidney,) which I wish to submit to the in¬ 
spection of Mr. Gifford, with the following queries 
first, whether it has ever been published, and, secondly,, 
(if not,) whether it is worth publication? It is from 
Lord Oxford’s library, and must have escaped or been 
overlooked among the MSS. of the Harleiuii M isccllany. 
The writing is Lord Brooke’s, except a different hand 
towards the close. It is very long, and in the six-fine, 


. * UiB ASdreiwt seal io to the Drnry-lane Conunitteo wto one ; 

if *7 ■ ““•“r. entitlad a Monokuiia, of which tha Parody waa ancloaed in ■ 

WttoTa The Unit four Harb of tii« DckRtoi’’B am ab folloAiB -a— 


iL‘ I uuviaiuu A AvxiiiiuKwilp, ui wnicn vue x^mruuj wu cncwBCC 

w Mttor. The flrst four ILam of the Doctor’i Addrei• 4r« m feliowe 
‘ When eneKkiing ob}eclt men puriue, 

What are the prodiglee the f eannoi do 7 
A magic Edifice von here eurvey, 

Shot from the rumi of the other day 1* 
venea are thus ridiculed in the Parody 
*''J^nfDer|d<ingob)«cte men purioe,' 

know* what le writ oy Lnm kanwt who. 

A AdMt MoDolofue you hare aumy,* 

. alMd from ibalhMtra the *etbar day.** 


stanza. It is not for me to hazard an opinion upon ita. 
merits; but I would taJte the liberty, if not too trouble- 
some, to submit it to Mr. Gifford’s judgment, which, 
from his excellent edition of Massinger, I should con- 
ceire to be as decisive on the writings of that age as on 
those of our own. ^ 

**Now for a less agreeable and important 
How came Mr. without consulting you 


7 


* Sae Feamap. 441. 



LETTEBS, ISIS. 


WMe, to pr^ AeAddrewtto hiiTtiume* of'JOe^ectec would likeH, he c»n luiTe the eiihifaiiee S>rhiieee«Bd 
Addreeeee?* lenot this somewhat larcenous? I think thi edition; if not, I shall add it to our next, diough 1 think 
ceremony of leave might have been asked, though 1 have we already have enough of Lord Elgin. ' 

BO objection to the tiling itself; and leave the‘hundrfid and “What I have read of this work seems admirably 
eleven’ to tire themselves with ‘ base comparisons.’ I done. My praise, however, is not much worth the au- 
should think the ingenuous public tolerably sick of the thor’s having; but you may thank him in my name lor 
subject, and, except the Parodies, I have not interfered, Us. The idea is new—we have excellent imitations of 
nor shall; indeed I did not know that Dr. Busby had the Satires, &c. by Pope; but I remember but one imi. 
published his Apologetical Letter and Postscript, or ' tative Ode in his works, and tone any where else. I 
should have recalled them. But I confess I lookt can hardly suppose that they have lost any fame by the 
upon his conduct in a different light before its appear- fate of the fame; but even should this be the case, the 
ance. I see some mountebank has talien Alderman present pubbeation will again place them on their pin- 


Birch’s name to vituperate Dr. Busby; he had much 
better have pilfered his pastry, which I should imagine 
the more valuable ingredient—at least for a puff.—Pray 
secure me a copy of Woodfall’s new Junius, and believe 
me, Ac.” 


LETTER CLL 

TO MB. WILMAM BAWKES. 

“December 26. 

“ The multitude of your recommendations has already 
superseded my humble endeavours to be of use to you, 
and, indeed, moat of my principal friends arc returned. 
Leake from Joaiinina, Canning and yldair from tho city 
of the faithful, and at Smyrna no letter is necessary, as 
the consuls arc always willing to do every thing for per¬ 
sonages of respectability. I have sent yon three, one to 
Gibraltar, which, thoiigli of no great necessity, will, per- 
ha[>.s, put you on a more intimate footing with a very 
plea., lilt family there. You will very soon find out that 
a man of any consequence has very little occasion for 
any letters but to ministers and bankers, and of them 
you have already plenty, I will be sworn. 

“It is by no moans iinprobablii, tliat I shall go in the 
spring, and if you will fix any place of rendezvous about 
August, I will loritc or join you.—When in Albania, 1 
wish you would inquire after Derviso Tahiri and Vas- 
cillio, (or Basil,) and make my respects to the viziers, 
both there and in tlie Morea. If you mention my naim 
to Suleyman of Thols's, I think it will not hurl you; if. 
had my dragoman, or wrote Turkish, I could have given 
you letters of retd eenhcc ; but to the English they are 
hardly requisite, and the Greeks themselves can be 
little advantage. Liston you know already, and 1 do 
not, as be was not then mimslor. Mind you visit Ephe¬ 
sus and the Troad, and let me hear from you wlien you 
please. 1 believo G. Forrest! is now at Yanina, but if 
not, whoever is lliore will be loo hap|)y to assist you. 
’Be particular aboutjIrTnauns ; never allow yourself to be 
bullied, for you are better protected in Turkey than any 
where; trust nut the Greeks; and take some knickn(xck- 
eries for presents— watches, pistols, &c. &c. to the Beys 
and Pachas. If you find one Demetrius, at Atiiens or 
elsewhere, I can recommend him as a good dragoman. 
I hope to join you, however; but you will find swarms of 
Englisli now in the Levant. 

“ Believe me, Ac." 


LETTER cm. 

70 MB. MttBBAY. 

“February 20, ISIS. 

* In * Horace in London,’ I perceive some stanzas on 
Lord Elgin, in which (waiving the kind compbment to 
myself,) I heartily concur. 1 wish I had the pleasure 
of Mr. Smithk acquiuotance, a^ I could cmnmunicate 
the curious anecdot*i]tau read in Mr. T.’s letter. If he 

* "Thef«rtalM Rajaeud Addraana, preaantadtoib«CemmlUaeof 
MAaA(«ni«ot for Dronr-ltM Thntrf; uraieededbythat writtan by Tsord 
Hyrati and adoptad by tha ComraitUa i **-»pubiiahad bjr B. M'MUUa. 


nacle. “YowMj&c.* 


LETTER CLHI. 

' TO MR. B00ER8. 

"March 25,1813.' 

" I enclose you a draft for the usurious interest duo to 

i Lord * protdgd ;—l also could wish you would state 
thus much for me to his lordship. Though the transac¬ 
tion speaks plainly in itself for the borrower’s folly and 
the lender’s usury, it Rever was my intention to quash 
the demand, as I UgaUy might, nor to withhold payment 
of principal, or, perhaps, even unlaxjoful interest. You 
know what my situation has been, and what it is. I have 
parted with an estate, (which has been in my family for 
nearly three hundred years, and was never disgraced by 
being in posso-ssion of a lawi/er, a churckmany or a wornan^ 
during that period,) to liquidate this and similar de¬ 
mands ; and the payment of the purchase is still witlt- 
hcld, and may be, perhaps, for years. If, therefore, I am 
under the necessity of making those persons "wait for 
th(iir money, (which, considering tho terms, tliey can 
afford to suffer,) it Ls my misfortune. 

"When I arrived at majority in 1809,1 offered my 
own security on legal interest, and it w^ refused. 
Now^ I will not accede to this. This man I may have 
icon, but T have no recollection of the names of any par¬ 
ties but the agents and the securities. The moment 1 
can, it is assuredly my intention to pay my debts. This 
person’s ca.se may be a hard one; but, under all circum¬ 
stances, what is mine ? I could not foresee that the 
purchaser of my estate was to demur in paying for it. 

" 1 am glad it happens to be in my power so far to 
accommodate my Israelite, and only wish 1 could do as 
much for the rest of tho Twelve Tribes. 

“ Ever yours, dear R. 

“Bir.” 


LETTER CLIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Westall has, I believe, agreed to illustrate your book,* 
and 1 fancy one of the engravings will bo from the pretty 
little girl you saw the other day,t though without hel 
name, and merely a%a model for some sketch connected 
with tiie subject. I would also have the portrait (which 
^ou saw to-day) of the friend who is mentioned in 
text at tho close of Canto hrst, and in the notes^—^which 
(ue subjects sufficient to authorixe that addition.^ 

Early in the spring he brought out, anonymously, his 
•oem on Waltzing, which, thou^ full of very lively 
satire, fell so far short of what was now expected from 
lim by tlie public, tliat the disavowal of it, which, as we 
lee by the following letter, ho thought right to put|bl.^h- 
bund ready credence. 

* A new edition of Cltllde H&nild. 

t Lady Charlotte Harley, to whom, tinder the name vS luite* 
latroductary Unee to Chikte Harold were afterward addnesidi « 



LETTER CLVn. 


LETTER CLV. 

TO MR. MURRAF, 

“April 21,1813. 

“I shall be in town by Sunday ngxi, and will call an 
have sdhie conversation on the subject of Westall’s de 
signs. I am to sit to him for a picture at the request O' 
a friend of mine, and as Sanders’s is not a good one, yoi 
will probably prefer the other. I wish you to havi 
Sanders’s t^en down and sent to my lodgings imm 
diately—before my arrival. I hear that a certain mi 
liciouB publication on Waltzing is attributed to me 
This report, I suppose, you will take care to contradict, 
as the autlior, 1 am sure, will not like that I should weai 
%s cap and bells. Mr. Hobhouse’s quarto will be oui 
immediately; pray send to the author for an early copy 
which 1 wish to take abroad with me. 

“ P. S. I see the Examiner threatens some observa' 
yfonsaipon you next week. What can you have don( 
to share the wrath which has heretofore been prineipallj 
expended upon the Prince? I presume all youi 
Scribleri will be drawn up in battle array in defence o 
the modern Tonson—Mr. Bucke, for instance. 

“ Send in my account to Bennet-streot, as I wish to 
settle it before sailing.” 


LETTER CLVI. 

TO MR. MURRAV. 

“Maidenhead, June 13,1813. 

« * ♦ * I have read the ‘ Strictures,’■*“ which arc 
just enough, and not grossly abusive, in very fair cou¬ 
plets. There is a note against Massinger near the end, 
and one cannot quarrel with one’s company, at any rate. 
The author detects some incongruous figures in a pas¬ 
sage of English Bards, page 23, but which edition I di 
not know. In the sole copy in your possession—I mean 
the./f/lA edition—you may make tliesc alterations, that 1 
may profit (though a little too late) by his remarks:— 
For‘AeflisA instinct,’substitute‘brutal instinct;’ 'hurjties' 
alter to 'felons ^ and for ‘blood-hounds’ write ‘1 
hounds.’f These be ‘very bitter words, by iny trotli,’ 
and the alterations not much sweeter; but as I shall not 
publish the thing, they can do no harm, but arc a satis- 
ticuon to me in ttie way of amendment. The passage 
is only twelve lines. 

“ You do not answer me about H.’s book; I want to 
write to him, and not to say any thing unpleasing. Ifj 
you direct to Post-office, Portsmouth, till called for, I 
will send and receive your letter. Y’ou never told me 
of tile forthcoming critique on Columbus, which is not 
too fair; and I do not think justice quite done to the 
‘ Pleasures,’! wliich surely entitle the author to a higher 
rank than that assigned him in tlie Quarterly. But 1 
must not cavil at the decisions of tlie invisible infaUibles; 
and the article it very well written. The general lior-1 
ror aVfragmentif makes me tremulous for tlie ‘Giaour;’ 
jiutyou would publish it—I presume, by this time, to your 
repentance. But as I consented whatever bo its fate, 

I won’t now quarrel with you, even though I detect it in 
uv^astry; but I shall not open a pie without apprehen¬ 
sion for some weeks. 

“The books which may be marked G. 0.1 will carry 
out. 00 you know Clarke’s Naufragia? I am told 
that he asserts theySrst volume of Robinson Cru™ was 
written by the first Lord Oxford, when in the Tower, 
and given by bun to Defoe; if true, it is a curious anec- 
■lote. Have you got back Lord BrotJie’s MS.? and 
what does Hcber say of it? Write to me at PortHnouth. 

“Ever yours, Se. 

“N.” 


UMSsUiSibjrMr.Cmrt. t >M EnsUsli Birdi. 

t h«nu, hj Mr. Reffm. 


I TO MB. MCRRAF. 

“June 18, ISIS. 

“DEAR SIR, 

“Will you forward the enclosed answer to the kindest 
letter I ever received in my life, my sense of wliich I can 
neither e.vpress to Mr. Gifford himself nor to any one 
else. 

“Ever yours,, “N.” 

LETTER CLVIII. 

TO W. GIFFORD, ESq. 

' June 18, ISIS. 

“mt dear sir, 

“I foel greatly at a loss how to write to you at all— 
still more to thank you as I ought. If you’ knew the 
veneration with which I have ever regarded you, long 
before I had the most distant prospect of becoming your 
acquaintance, literary or personal, my embarrassment 
would not surprise you. 

“Any suggestion of yours, even were it conveyed in 
-he les.s tender shape of tlic text of the Baviad, or a 
Monk Mason note m Massinger, would have been 
obeyed; 1 should have endeavoured to improve myself 
by your censure: judge then if 1 should be less willing 
.0 profit by your kindness. It is not for me to bandy 
compliments with my elders and my betters: I receive 
'your approbation with gratitude, and will not return my 
rass for your gold, by expressing more fully those sen- 
iments of admiration, which, however sincere, would, I 
know, be unwelcome. 

“ To your advice on religious topics, I shall equally 
attend. Perhaps the best way will be by avoiding them 
altogether. The already published objectionable pas- 
lagcs have been much commented upon, but certainly 
lave been rather strongly interpreted. I am no bigot to 
infidelity, and ilid not expect that, because I doubted the 
mniortality of man, I should be charged with denying 
he existence of a God. It was the comparative insig- 
riificaiico of ourselves and our world, when placed in 
■oniparison with the mighty whole, of which it is an 
atom, tliat first led mo to imagine tliat our pretensions 
o eternity might be overrated. 

“ This, and being early disgusted with a Calvinistic 
Scotch school, when I was cudgelled to church, for the 
irst ten years of iny life, afflicted roc with this malady; 
ir, after all, it is, 1 believe, a disease of the mind os 
iiuch as otlier kinds of hypochondria.” 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 


LETTER CLIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“June 22,1813. 

“Yesterday I dined in company with‘* *, the Epi- 
ine,’ whose politics are sadly changed. She is for the 
jord of Israel and the Lord of Liverpool—a vile anti- 
lesis of a Methodist and a Tory—talks of nothing but 
levotion and the ministry, and, I presume, expects that 
Sod and the government will help her to a pension. 

A V V ' 

“Murray, the avo| of publishers, the Anac of station- 
irs, has a design upon you in the paper line. He wants 
;ou to become the staple and stipendiary editor of a 
periodical work. What say you? Will you be bound, 
like'Kit Smart, to write for ninety-nine years in the 
Jniversal Visiter?’ Seriously, he talks of hundreds a 
,'ear, and—though I hate prating of the beggarly ele¬ 
ments—his proposal may be to your honour iad profit, 
and, I am very sure, will be to our pleasure. 

“I don’t know what to say about‘fiiemWiip.’ Inevor 



LETTS as, 181S. 


sa 


wu in frienctoMp but once, in my nineteenth year, and 
thea it gave me aa much trouble as love. I am afraid, 
u Whitbread’s sire said to the king, when he wanted to 
knight him, that I am ' too old:’ but, nevertheless, no 
one wishes you more friends, fame, and felicity, than 

“Yours, itc.” 

LETTER CLX. 

TO ME. MOORE. 

“ 4, Benedictino-street, St. James’s, July 8,1813. 

** 1 presume by your silence that 1 have blundered 
into something noxious in ray reply to your letter; for 
the which I Iwg leave to send, beforehand, a sweeping 
apology, which you may apply to any, or all, parts of 
that unfortiuinte epistle. If X err in my conjecture, I 
expect the like from yon, in putting our correspondenct 
so long in quarantine. God ho knows what I have said 
but he also knows, (if he is not as indifferent to mortals 
as the mmclialimi deities of Lucretius,) that you are tin 
last person 1 want to offend. So, if I have,—^why tb 
devil don’t you say it at once, and expectorate you 
spleen? 

“ Rogers is out of town with Madame de Stael, who 
hatli published an Essay against Suicide, which, I pre- 
• Bumc, will make somebody shoot himself j as a sermon 
by Blinkcn.snp, in proof of Christianity, sent a hitherti 
roost orthodox acquaintance of mine out of a chapel of 
ease a perfect atheist. Have you found or founded a 
residence yet ? aud have you begun or finished a Poem? 
If you won’t tell mo what 1 have done, pray say what 
you have done, or left undone, yourself. I am still in 
equipment for voyaging, and anxious to hear from, or of, 
you before I go, which anxiety you should remove more 
readily, ns you think I shan’t cogitate about you after¬ 
ward. 1 shall give the lie to that calumny by fifty 
foreign letters, particularly from any place where the 
plague is rife,—without a drop of vmegar or a whiff of 
sulphur to save you from infection. Pray write; I am 
sorry to say that ♦ ♦ * ' 

“ The Oxfords have saileil almost a fortnight, and my 
sister is in town, which is a great comfort—for, never 
having been much together, wo arc naturally morn at¬ 
tached to each other. I presume the illuminations have 
conflagrated to Derby (or wherever you are) by tliis 
time. We are just recovering from tumult, and train 
oil, and transparent fripperies, and all the noise and 
nonsense of victory. Drury-lone had a large M. iV. 
which some thought was Marshal W ell'mgton; others tliat 
it might bo translated into Manager Whitbread; while 
the ladies of the vicinity and the saloon conceived the 
last letter to be eemphraentary to themselves. 1 leav.’ 
this to the commentators to illuminate. If you do n’t 
answer this, 1 shan’t say what you deserve, but I think 
/ deserve a reply. Do you conceive there is no Post- 
Bag but the Twopenny? Sunburn me, if you arc not 
too bad.’’ 


LETTER CLXI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“July 13,1813. 

♦ 

* Your letter set me at ease; for I really thought (as 
I hear of your susceptibility) that I had said—I know 
not what--4nit sometlung I should have been very sorry 
for, bad it, or I, offended you; though I do n’t see how 
a man with a beautiful wife, hit own children, quiet, 
fame, competency, and friends, (I will vouch for a tiiou- 
sand, which is more than I will for a unit in my own 
behalf) can be offended with any ming. 

“ Do you know, Moore, I am amazingly inclined— 
remember 1 say but {noUned—U> be seriously enamoured 
wiffi Lady A. F.—but this * 'k has ruined^all my pros¬ 


pects. However, you know her; is she eisoer, or sen¬ 
sible, or good-tempered ? either tuouid do—1 scratch out, 
the will. I don’t ask as to her beauty, that I see; but 
my circumstances are mending, and were not my other 
prospects blackening, I would take a wife, atyl that 
should be the woman, had I a chance. 1 do not yet 
know her much, but better than I did. 

“ 1 want to get away, but find difficulty in compassing 
a passage in a ship of war. They had bettor let me go; 
if I cannot, patriotism is the word—’ nay, an’ they 11 
mouth, III rant as well as they.’ Now, what are you 
doing? writing, we all hoi>e, for our own sakes. Re¬ 
member you must editc my posthumous works, with a 
Life of the Author, for which I will send you Confes-» 
sions, dated ‘I.a7.aretlo,’ Smyrna, Malta, or Palermo- 
one can die any where. 

“ There is to be a tiling on Tuesday ycleped a na¬ 
tional filte. The Regent and * * * are to bo thcra^ 
and every body else, who has shillings enough for Vhat’ 
was once a guinea. Vauxhall is the scone—there are 
six tickets issued for the modest women, and it is sup¬ 
posed there will be three to spare. The passports for 
the lax are beyond my arithmetic. 

“ P. S. The Stael last night attacked me most 
furiously—said that I had ‘no right to make love—that 
I had used * * barbarously—that I had no feeling, and 
was totally insensible to la belle pasHon, and had been 
all my life.’ I am very glad to hear it, but did not 
know it before. Let me hear from you anon.” 


LETTER CLXII. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“July 25, 1813. 

“lam not well versed enough in the ways of single 
women to make much matrimonial progress. * ♦ 

“I hove been dining like the dragon of Wantley for 
this lost week. My head aches with the vintage of 
various cellars, and my brains are muddled ns their 
iregs. I met your friends, the D * *s: she sung one 
of your best songs so well, that, but for the appearance 
of affectation, 1 could have cried; ho reminds mo of 
!lunl, but handsomer, and more musical in soul, per¬ 
haps. I wish to God he may conquer his horrible 
anomalous complaint. The upper part of her face is 
beautiful, and she seems much attached to her husband. 
He is right, nevertheless, in leaving this nauseous town. 
The first winter would infallibly destroy her complexion, 
and the second, very jwobably, every thing else. 

“ I must toll you a .story. M * * (of indifferent me¬ 
mory) was dining out the other day, and complaining of 
the Prince’s coldness to his old wassailers. D’ ♦ (a 
learned Jew) bored him with questions—why this ? and 
why that? ‘Why did the Prince act thus?’ ‘Why, 
sir, on account of I.ord * *, who ought to bo ashamed 
of himself?’ ‘ And why ought Lord *’t to be ashamed 
of himself?’ ‘Because the Prince, sir, * * ♦ ♦ 
‘And why, sir, did the Prince cut you?’ 
Because, G—d d—nune, sir, I stuck to my principles.’ 
‘And why did you slick to your principles?’ 

“ Is not this last question the best that ever was jkit^ 
when you consider to whom ? It nearly killed M * ♦. 
Perhaps you may think it stupid, but, as Goldsmith said 
about the peas, it was a very good joke when I heard it 
—as I ;)id from an ear-witness—and is only spoiled in 
my narration. 

“ The season has closed with a Dandy Bell;—but I 
have dinners with the Harrowbys, Rogers, and Froze 
and Mackintosh, where I shall drink your health in 
a silent bumper, and regret your absence till 
much canaries’ wash away my memory, or render it ' 
superfluous by a vision of you at the opposite side 
of the table. Canning has disbanded bis party, by 
a speech from his * * ’•' *—the true thicM 



of« Tory. Conceive his turning them off in a forms 
harangue, and bidding them think for themselves. ‘ 
have led my ragamuffins where they are weU pepper© 
There are but three of the 160 left alive, and tliey an 
for the '/btcnVend (gueiy, might not Falslaff mean th 
Bow-street officer ? I dare say Malone’s posthumor 
edition will have it so) for life. 

“Since I wrote last, I have been into the country, 
journeyed by night—no incident or accident, but ai 
alarm on the part of my valet on the outside, who^ ii 
crossing Epping Forest, actually, I believe, flung dowi 
his purse before a mile-stone, with a glowworm in th^ 
second figure of number XIX.—mistaking it for a foot 
pad and dark lantern. 1 can only attribute his fears ti 
a piiir of new pistols, wherewitlt 1 had armed him | anr 
he thought it necessary to display his vigilance by call 
itig out to me whenever we passed any thing—^no matte 
Hjhether moving or stationary. Conceive ten miles 
Vith 1 tremor every furlong. I have scribbled you 
fearfully long letter. This sheet must be blank, and i 
merely a wrapper, to preclude the tabellarians of tin 
post from peeping. You once complained of my no 
writing;—I will heap ‘ coals of fire upon your head’ bj 
not complaining of your not reading. Ever, uiy deal 
Moore, your’n, (isn ’l that the Staffordshire termination ? 

“ Byroh.” 


LETTER CLXm. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“July 27,1813. 

“ When you next imitate the stylo of ‘ Tacitus,’ prat 
add, ‘ de moribus Germanorum;’—this last was a piece 
of barbarous silence, and could only be taken from the 
WFoorfs, and, as such, I attribute it entirely to your sylvan 
sequestration at Mayfield Cottage. You will find, on 
casting up accounts, that you arc my debtor by several 
sheets and one epistle. I shall bring my action;—if you 
do n’t discharge, expect to hear from my attorney. I 
have forwarded your letter to Ruggiero; but do n’t 
make a postman of me again, for fear I should be tempted 
to violate your sanctity of wax or wafer. 

“Believe me ever yours, indigrumtl)/, 
“Bn.” 


LETTER CLXIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“July 28,1813. 

“Can’t you be satisfied with the pangs of my Jealousy 
of Rogers, without aotually making mo the pander of 
your epistolary inUiguc ? This is tlic second letter you 
have enclosed to my address, notwithstanding a miracu¬ 
lous long answoir, and a subsequent short one or two of 
your own. If you do so again, t can’t tell to what pitch 
my fury may soar. I shall send you verse or arsenic, 
as likely as any thing,—^four thousand couplets on sheets 
beyond the privilege of franking, that privilege, sir, of 
rthich you take an undue advantage over a too suscepti¬ 
ble senator, by forwarding your lucubrations to every 
one but himself. I wont frank from you, or for you, or 
to you, may I be cursed if I do, unlass you mend your 
manners. I disown you—I disclaim you—and by all 
the powers of Eulogy, I will write a panegyric upon you 
—or dedicate a quarto—if you don’t make me ample 
amends. 

“P. S. I am in training to dine with Sheridan and 
Rogers this evening. I have a little spite against R. 
and will shed his ‘ Clary wines pottle-deep.’ This is 
nearly mjwultimate or penultimate letter; for I am quite 
eguipped, and only wait a passage. Perhaps I may 
trait a few weeki for Sligo; but not if I can help it” 


LET’l‘.d..cC CxiX V. 

TO MR. CHOKER. 

“Bt Str. August 2,1813. 

“ DEAR SIR, 

“I was honoured with your unexpected and very 
obliging letter when on the point of leaving London, 
which prevented me from acknowledging my obligation 
as quickly as I folt it sincerely. I am endeavouring all 
in my power to be ready before Saturday—and even if 
I should not succeed, I can only blame my own tardi¬ 
ness, which will not the less enhance the benefit I have 
lost. I have only to add my hope of forgiveness for alt 
my trespasses on your time and patience, and with my 
best wishes for your public and private welfare, I have 
the honour to be, most truly, 

“ Your obliged and most obedient servanq 
“Bvron.” 


Tho following notes to Mr. Murray, have reference 
to a fifth edition of the “Giaour” then m press. The 
poem first appeared in the May preceding, and contained 
originally but about four hundred lines, and was gradu¬ 
ally increased through successive editions to its present 
number, nearly fourteen hundred. In a note which ac¬ 
companied the manuscript of the paragraph commencing 

“ Fair clime, where cTery scaaoH amUei,” 

!hc says, ‘I have not yet fixed the place of insertiem for 
llie following lines, but will when I see you.” 

Tho whole portion from the line 

‘Tor there the rose o'er crag aod eale," 

lown to 

’Mild turn to groana bia roundelay,** 

iVBS inserted during tho rcvi.sion of the proof 0 « 

The passage sto^ originally thus 

** Fair clime I where fan$elett aummar amilaa 
DeiiiKnuut u’l-v ihoae btened islea, 

Whicli, teen from far Coloima'a height, 

Make gltnl thr heart Uiut bailt tlie aight, 

Anil g'nyr to iuncliiicta delight. 

There ahtw the bright abodes ye sstJtt 
Lika dimples upon Ocean's ehsek,-^ 

So amiltng round the wafera /are 
Three Kdeiit of tlie ratiprii wave. 

(Ir if, lit timet, the trunsiriit breeze 
Break the smooth ciysial ol the aeaa, 

Or htush one hloztom (ivim the treea, 

How ginteful Lt thr genlk* ntr 

fl'hai wakes and waft* the fragranea there.** 

The several passages beginning— 

' lie who hulh brnt him o’er the dead :'* 

‘ The cygnet proudly walks the water 
and 

‘ My memory now la but the tomb :’* 

ere added to the fourth edition, between which and 
le first, only six weeks intervened. 

The verses commencing— 

*' The browaing cameU* belli are tinitUng t* 

.nd the passage 

"Yea, love Indeed ia light from heaven,'* 

ere inserted in the fifth edition, and subsequently th . 
Jlowing— 

*' She waa a form of life and light, 

That, seen, became a part of tight, 

And rote, where'er I turn'd mine eye, 

The Mormng'ttar of memory I” 

“ If you send mo/c proofs, I shall never finish this in- 
emal story—‘Ecco signum’—^thirty-three lines mors 
inclosed! to the utter discomfiture of the printer, and, 
fear, not to your advantage. * B." 



M LETTEESt ms. 


" Half-past two in tho morning, Aug. 10,1813. 
"dear sir, 

“ Pray suspend the proofiy for I am bitten again, am 
have fttontities for other parts of the bravura. 

“Yours ever, “R 

”P. S. You shall have them in the course of the 
day." 


LETTER CLXVI. 

TO MR. MURRAV. 

«Aug. 26, 1813. 

■ I have looked over and corrected one proof, but no 
so carefully (God knows if you con read it tljrougli, bu 
1 can’t) as to preclude your eye from discovering som« 
omission of mine or commission of your printer. If yoi 
have patience, look it over. Do you know any bod^ 
who can stofj—I mean poinl-—cunimas, and so ibrlh' 
for 1 am, I hear, a sad hand at your ])unctuation. 1 
have, but with some difficulty, net added any more tc 
this snaite of a Poem, which has boon Jengthening its 
rattles every month. It is now fearfully long, being 
more than a canto and a half of Childe Harold, whicl 
contains but 882 lines per book, with all late additiunt 
inclusive. 

“ The last lines Hodgson likes. It is not often hr 
does, and when he don’t, he tells me witli great energy, 
and 1 fret and alter. 1 have thrown them in to soften 
tho ferocity of our Infidel, and. for a dying man, have 
given him a good deal to say for himself. + + >(!* 

“ I was quite sorry to hear you say you stayed ir 
town on my account, and I hope sincoroly you do not 
mean so superfluous a piece of politeness. 

“ Our six critiques!—they would have made half a 
Quarterly by themselves ^ but this is the ago of criticism.’ | 

The following refer apparently to a still later edition. 

LETTER CLXVII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Stilton, Oct. 3,1813. 

•I have just recollected an alteration you may make 
in the proof to be sent to Aston.—Among the linos on 
Hasson’s Serai, not far from tho beginning, is this- 

“ Uomtet for SoIituUe to share. 

Now to share implies more than one, and Solitude is a 
■ingle gonlloman \ it must be thas— 

“ For many a piided chamher ’• Ihoro, 

Which HoliUidtt might wi‘H forbear; 

and so on.—My address is Aslon-Tiall, Rotherliam. 

“Will you adopt this correction? and pray accept a 
Stilton cheese from me for your trouble. 

“£vcr yours, “B.” 

“If* the old line stands, let the other run thus— 

" Nor there will weary traveller halt, 

To blesi ibo lacred tiread and salt. 

•JVble,—To partake of food—to break bread and 
taste salt host, ensures the safety of the 

guest; even an enemy, his person from that 

moment b(M||||M||^cred. 

“ There is another additional note sent yesterday- 
on the Priest in the Confessional. 

“P. S. I leave this to your discretion; if any body 
thinks the old line a good (me, or the cheese a bad one, 
^ n’t accept either. But, in that case, the word shore 
ie f op aatad eoon after ia.|i^ lino— 

bnad and Mjt; 

* TMi|M|S|||iiaaa‘<W^r*t»ailporpaper oaeloMd. 


and must be altered to— 

** To break the nutetcr’a bread and Mtt. 

Tins is not so well, though—confound it!" 


I LETTER CLXVm. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Oct. 12, ISIS. 

“You must look the Giaour again over carefdlly; 
there are a few lapses, particularly in the last page.— 
‘ 1 know ’t was false; she could not dieit was, and 
ought to be—‘1 knew.^ Pray observe this and similar 
mistakes. 

“I have received and read tho British Rc^ew. I 
really think the writer in most points very right. Thq 
only mortifying tiling is the accusation of imitation. 
CroMe’s passage I never saw, and Scott I no fijrthe» 
meant to fdlow than in his lyric measure, which 
Gray’s, Milton’s, and any one’s who likes it. The 
Giaour is certainly a bad character, but not dangerous; 

I and I think his fate and his feelings will meet with few 
proselytes. I shall be very glad to hear from or of you, 
when you please; but do n’t put yourself out of your 
way on my accounr.” 


LETTER CLXtX. 

TO Mn. MOORE. 

“Rcnncl-strect, Aug. 22, 1813. 

" As our late—I might say, deceased—correspondence 
had too much of the town-4ifc leaven in it, we will now 
' paulo majora,’ prattle a little of literature in all its 
branches; and first of the first—criticism. The Prince 
is at Brighton, and .lackson, the boxer, gone to Margate, 
having, 1 behove, decoyed Yarmoutli to sea a milling in 
that fKilite neighbourhood. Mad**, de Stadl Holstein 
has lost one of her young barons, who has been car- 
linnadoed by a vile Teutonic adjutanl,—kilt and killed 
in a cofToe-honso at Sr.rawscnhawscn. C/orinne is, of 
course, what all mothers must be,—but will, I venture to 
prophesy, do what few mothers could—write an Essay 
upon it. She cannot exist without a grievance—and 
somebody to .see, or read, how much grief becomes her, 
I have not setui her since the event; hut merolv judue 
(not very rharilubiy) from prior observation. 

“In a ‘mail-coach copy’of the Edinburgh, I fierceive 
the Giaour is 2d article. The numbers are still in tho 
i.eith smack— pray^ which way is the uindl The said 
article is so very mild ami sentimental, that it must be 
written by Jeffrey in Zone;—you knov/ he is gone to 
America to marry some fair one, of whom he has been 
for several quarters^ iperdument amowreux. Seriously— 
03 Winifred Jenkins says of l,ismahag 9 —Mr. Jeffrey 
(or his deputy) ‘has done tho handsome thing by me,* 
and I say But this I will say,—if you and I 

had ImocUcd one anotlier on tlic head in this quarrel, 
how he would have lacghcd, and what a mighty bad 
figure we should Imve cut in our postliumous workf^ 
By-the-bv, I was called in tlic other day to meditate 
between two gentlemen bent upon carnage, and,—after 
a long struggle between the natural desire of destroying 
one’s follow-creatures, and the dislike of seeing men 
play the fool for nothing,^! got ono to mi^e on apology, 
and the other to take it, and left them to live happy 
ever after. One was a peer, the other a friend luUitled, 
and both fond of high playand one, 1 can swear for, 
though very mild, ‘ not feaiful,’ and so dead a ^ot, thaL • 
though the other is the thinnest of men, he would have 
iqiUt him like a cane. They both ccmducted ^nafelves 


' Se« Don Juan. R. cimu IS 



very well, end I put them oat of pain as soon as 1 
oeuld- ^ * 

^ >te ♦ ♦ * 

“ There » an American Life pf G. F. Cooke, Sewra 
deceased, lately pubUshed. Such a book!—I believe, 
since Drunken Burnaby’s Journal, nothing like it has 
drenched tlic press. All green-room and ta[)-room— 
drams and the drama—brandy, whisky-punch, and, lal- 
Urly, toddy, overflow every page. Two fliings arc 
raliier marvellous—first, that a man should live so long 
drunk, and, next, that he should have found a soher bio¬ 
grapher. There arc some very laughable things in it, 
aevcrthcleiisbut the pints ho swallowed, and the parts 
!io performed, are too regularly registered. 

®A11 this time you wonder I am not gone: so do I; 
but the accounts of the plague aro very perplexing—not 
so much for the thing itself as the ijuarantine established 
in ail ports, and from all places, even from England. It 
18 true the forty or sixty days would, in all probability, 
3 e as fooUshly s|)ont on shore as in the ship; but one 
ikes to have one’s choice, nevertheless. Town is 
iwfully empty; but not the worse for that. I am really 
auzzled with my perfect ignorance of what I mean to 
lonot stay, if I can help it, but where to go ? Sligo 
s for the North,—a pleasant place, Petersburgh, in Se))- 
lembor, witli one’s ears and nose in a mutlj or else 
lumbling into one’s neckcloth or pocket handkerchief! 
If the winter treated Buonaparte with so little ceremony, 
what would it inflict upon your solitary traveller ? give 
ne a sa/i, I care not how hot, and sherbet, I care not 
30W cool, and my Heaven is as easily made as your Per¬ 
sian’s.* The Giaour is now 1000 and odd lines. ‘Lord 
Panny spins a tfiousand such a dayi’ eh, Moore ?—lliou 
wilt needs be a wag, but I forgive it. 

“Yours ever, “B». 

“P. S. I perceive I have written a flippant and rather 
:old-heartcd letter; let it go, however. I have said 
lothing, either, of the brdliant sex; hut the fact is, I am. 
It this moment, in a far more serious, and entirely new, 
scrape than any of the last twelvemonth,—and that is 
saying a good deal. * * * It is unlucky we can 
icither live witli or withoid. these women. 

“ 1 am now thinking and regretting that just as 1 liavc 
eft Newsicad, you reside near it. Did you ever sec it ? 
io—but do n’t tell me that yon like it. If I had known 
if such inlelkictual neighbourhood, I do n’t think I should 
lave quitted it. You could have conic over so often, as 
1 bachelor,—for it was a thorough bachelor’s miuision— 
alenty of wine and such sordid sensualities—with books 
jnough, room enough, and an air of antiquity about all 
[e.vcept the lasses) that would have suited you, when 
icnsive, and served you to laugh at when in glee. I 
lad built myself a bath and a vault —and now I shan’t 
9Ven be buried in it. It is odd that we can’t even be 
lertain of a grave, at least a particular one. I rciiiem- 
ler, wlieii abc*t fifteen, reading your imems there,— 
which 1 call repeat almost now,—and asking all kinds 
jf iiuesiions about the author, when I heard that he was 
lot dead according to the preface; wondering if I should 
sver see him—and though, at*that time, without the 
smallest poetical propensity myself) very much taken, as 
|rou may imagine, with that volume. Adieu—I commit 
|fou lo the care of the gods—^Hindoo, Scandinavian, and 
Hollenic! 

“ P. S. 2d. There is an excellent review of Grimm’s 
Correspondence and Mad", de Stael in this of the 
Edinburgh Review. + ♦ + * 

leffrey, himself; was my critic last year; but this is, I 
believe, by another hand. I hope you are going on with 
l^aur grmd coup—pray do—or that damned Lucien 
Buonaparte will beat us all. I have seen much of his 

“ A Fmioii’k is •uUy muta— 

'T b but bkek and IcmMada.’^-^jUbort. 


poem in MS. and he really surpasses every thing be¬ 
neath Tasso. Hodgson is translating him agmul ano¬ 
ther bard. You and (1 believe, Rogers) Scott, Gifford, 
and rayeeli; are to be referred to as judges between the 
twain,—that is, if you accept the office. Conceive our 
different opinions! I think we, most of us (I am talking 
very impudently, you will think— 1 «, indeed!) have a 
way of our own,—at least, you and Scott certainly 
have.” 

LETTER CLXX. 

TO MB. MOOBE. 

“Aug. 28,1813. 

“Ay, my dear Moore, ‘there teas a time’—I have 
heard of your tricks when ‘ you was campaigning at the 
king of Bohemy.’ 1 am much mistaken if, some fine 
London spring, aliout the year 1815, that lime does not 
come again. After all we must end in marriage; and 
1 can conceive nothing mure delightful than such a slate 
in the country, reading the county newspaper, &c. and 
kissing one’s wife’s maid. Seriously, I would incorpo¬ 
rate will) any woman of decent demeanour to-morrow— 
that is, I would a month ago, but, at prcsenl, * * 

♦ ♦ + 

“Why (Jo n’t you * parody that Ode?’*—Do you 
think 1 should be ktchy ? or have you done it, and won’t 
tell me?—You are quite ri»»ht about Giamschid, and I 
have r«‘duced it to a dissyllable within this lialP’hour.f 
I am f»lad to hear you talk of Rirhardson, because it 
tells me what you won’t—that you are going to beat 
Lucien. At least, tell me how far you have proceeded. 
Do you think me less interested about your works, or 
less sincere than our friend Ruggiero? f am not—and 
never w«ts. In that thing of mine, the ‘ English Bards, 
at the lime when 1 was angry with all the world, I never 
‘disparaged your parts,’although 1 did not know you 
personallyand havo always regretted that you do n’t 
give us an entire w(jrk, and not sprinkle yourself in de¬ 
tached pieces—beautiful, I allow, and quite alme in our 
language, but still giving ns a right lo expect a Sha!t 
Namek (is that the name?) as well a.i Gazels. Slick 
to the East; the oracle, Stael, told me it was the only 
poetical policy. The North, Soutli, and W'est, have all 
been exhausted; but from the East, we have nothing 
but Southey’s unsalcablcs,—and these ho has contrived 
to spoil, hy adopting only their most outragttous fictions. 
His personages do n’t interest us, and yours will. You 
will have no competitor; and if you had, you ought to be 
glad of it. 7’he little I have done in that way is merely 
a ‘ voice in the wilderness’ for you; and, if it has had 
any success, that also will prove that the public are 
orientalizing, and pav«^ the path for you. 

“1 havo l>eon thinking of a story, grafted on the 
amours of a Peri and a mortal—somcihing like, only 
more p/«/on//iro/jiW, limn Oazolte’s Diable Amoureux.J 
It would require a good deal of poc-sy; and tenderness 
is not my forte. For that, and other reasons, I havo 
given up the idea, and merely suggest it to you, becausoi 
in intervals of your greater work, I think it a subject 
you might make much of. If you want any more books, 


Nutit iu uiium Isiiiis,*’ &c. 

lome panaagcR of wliicb Mr. Moore told him might be perodied, in ell^ 
bIou to some of hie Inle ad 

‘ dufluta lahomi In Charybd!! 

DlgtiC puer melhrre flamm& 1** 

t fit his first edIU<>n of the Tiiaourho ha.l used this word at & IrievHe* 
bi«,—Bright as Uie gem ofOiamscind,"—btiton Mr. Moore's remark* 
b» to him, u|>on (he anthoiiiv of Riclmrdson’a I^reten Dictionarjft thitt 
th» was incuriyet. he alAreu it to “ Bnght as (he ruby ot OittnisebiU.(* 
On ■eeiiig this, however, Mr. M. wrote tn him that, u the eompsrieen 
of bis hsroine's eye tn a ' ruby* might unlueltily eaii up the idea of Ito 
b^ng bieedshot, he had better ehaoge (he Hoe lo ‘ Bright os (be joorel of 
Ghunsehid’'"i—whidt he aeeOrdiufty did in the foltoo^edltiae. 

X 6m HMveji ond Earth, page 358. 
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them » ‘OastcUan’i Moeun dn Ottomuu,’ the beet 
oninpeadiam of the kind I ever met with, in eiz small 
tomes. I am really taking a liberty by talking in this 
■lyle to my ' elders and my bettors—pardon it, and 
do nt RoehffmcauU my motives.” 


LETTER CLXXI. 

TO MH. MOORE. 

“ August—September, I mean— 1, 1813. 

• I Bend you, bogging your acceptance, Castellan, and 
three vols. on TuAish Literature, not yet looked into. 
Tbe but 1 will thank you to read, extract what you 
want, and return in a week, as they are lent to me by 
that brightest of northern constellations, Mackintosh,— 
among many oUier kind things into which India has 
warmed him, for 1 am sure your home Scotsman b of a 
less genial description. 

“ Your Pori, my dear M., is sacred and inviolable; I 
have no idea of touching the hem of her petticoat. 
Your affectation of a dislike to encounter me is so flat¬ 
tering that 1 begin to think myself a very fine fellow. 
But you are laughing at me—‘stap my vitals, Tam i 
thou art a very impudent personand, if you are not 
laughing at mo, you deserve te be laughed at. Serious¬ 
ly, what on earth can you, or have you, to dread from 
any poetical flesh breathing? It really puts me out of| 
humour to hear you talk thus. 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ * * + 

“ The ‘ Giaour* I have added to a good deal; but still 
in foolish fragments. It contains about 1200 lines, or 
rather more—now printing. You will allow me to send 
you a copy. You delight mo much by telling mo that I 
am in your good graces, and more particularly as to 
temper; for, unluckily, I have tlie reputation of a very 
bad one. But they say the devil is amusing when pleased, 
and I must have been more venomous than the old ser¬ 
pent, to have hissed or stung in your company. It may j 
be, and would appear to a third person, an incredible j 
thing, but I know you will believe me when I say that 1 
am as anxious for your success as one human being can I 
be for another’s,—as much as if 1 had never scribbled a > 
line. Surely the field of fame is wide enough fOr all; | 
and if it were not, I would not willingly rob my neighbour i 
of a rood of it. Now you have a pretty property of' 
come thousand acres there, and when you have passed 
your present Enclosure Bill, your income will be doubled 
(there’s a metaphor, worthy of a Templar, namely, pert 
and low,) while my wild common is too remote to in¬ 
commode you, and quite incapable of such fertility. I 
send you (which rotiim per |wst, as Uio printer would 
say) a curious letter from a friend of mine,* which will 
let you into the origin of ‘ the Giaour.’ Write soon. 

* Ever, dear Moore, yours most entirely, &c. 

' The foilowbig lottor of Lord Sligo. 

'* Albftiiy, Moridfty, Aug. 81, 1813. 

• My dear Byron, 

Yun hnvB remiMtad me io tel) you alt that T heard ai Athena about 
the affklr of (hat girl who woa eo near being put au end to while you were 
there; ytM have ueked me to mention everyeircumitHnce, in the remotest 
degree relating to It, which I heard. In complinnce with your wiehee. 1 
wruc te you all I lieard, and 1 cannot imagine it to be very far from the 
fact. M the clrcumetauce happened only a day or two before I arrived at 
AihMf, and coiuiequnntly was a matter of comraim CMivereation at the' 
time. 

'* The tMW governor, unaccustomed to have the same intereonm with 
the CbrisUaM at his predecewor, had of course the baiiiaroue Turkteh 
ideas with regard to women, hi consequence, and in comphajKe with 
the strict letter of the Mahommedan law, he ordereii tins girl to be sewed 
^inaaaek.and thrown Into the lea.'Wu is, Indeed,quite customary at 
ConsuiiUoople. As you were rvtiirhing from bathiiiji in tlie Pirieus, you 
met the prnoes^n {oing down to eaeeitte the sentence of (he Waywode 
oqUhs unlertunate i^rl. Report cootinues to sayt that mi fliidng out 
wtMt the ob}ee( of their )oumey was, and who was the miserable sufferer, 
you lasmediatelf Interfei^; and on some delay in obeyinj; your orders, 
yea were ebliged to Infwm the leader of the eecort, that force diould make 
mmsompiy ix-Utat, on farther heeltation, you drew a tAsi<d, and told 
fctMi (hat tf te dM not Immediately obey your ordere, and come bade erith 
yM to tiw Aft'iteueo, you wouu ohooi him dead. On ihU, the man 
iimiod about aaA wont with ymi to the govemor's house; hart you sue- 
cQoded, ptfilgr hytenoMdtnroatt,aiid partly t^teiberyi and entreaty, 


"P. S. This letter was written to me on account of a 
difermt story circulated by some gentiewomen of oisr 
acquaintance, a little too close to the text. The part 
erased contained merely some Turkish names, and dr- 
cumstantid evidence of the girl’s detection, not very im¬ 
portant or decorous.’’ 


LETTER CLXXU. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

«Sept.5,181S. 

“ you need not tie yourself down to a day with Tode- 
rini, but send him at your leisure, having anatomized him 
into such annotations as you want; I do not believe that 
he has ever undergone that process before, which is the 
best reason for not sparing him now. 

“Rogers has returned to town, but not yet rccoveret^ 
of the Quarterly. What fellows these reviewers ared * 
* these bugs do fear us all.’ They made you fight, and 
me (die milkiest of men) a satirist and wiU end by mak¬ 
ing Rogers madder than Ajax. 1 have been reading 
Memory again, the oilier day, and Hope together, and 
retain all my preference of the former. His elegance is 
really wonderful*—there is no sucli thing as a vulgar line 
in his book. 4: ♦ * ♦ 

“What say you to Buonaparte? Remember, I back 
him against the held, barring Catalepsy and the Ele¬ 
ments. Nay, I ctlmo.st wish him success against all 
countries but this,-—were it only to choke the Morning 
Post, and his undutiful fathcr*in-law, with that rebellious 
bastard of Scandinavian adoption, Bernadolte. Rogers 
w ants me to go with him on a cru.sade to the Lakes, and 
to besiege you on our way. This last is a great temp¬ 
tation, but I fear it will not be in my power, unless you 
would go on with one of us somewhere—no matter 
where. It is too late for Matlock, hut wo might hit upon 
some scheme, high life or low,—the last would be much 
the best for amusement. I am so sick of the other, that 
1 quite sigh for a cider-cellar, or a cruise in a smuggler’s 
sloop. 

“You cannot wish more than I do that the Fates 
were a little more accommodating to our parallel lines, 
which prolong ad infinitum without coming a jot the 
nearer. I almost wish J were married too—which is 
saying much. All my friends, seniors and juniors, are 
in for it, and ask me to be godfather,—the only species 
of parentago which, 1 believe, will ever come to my share 
in a lawful way; and, in an unlawful one, by the blessing 
of Ijucina, wo can never be certain,—though the parish 
may. I suppose I shall hear from you to-morrow. If 
not, this goes as it is; but I leave room for a P. S., in 
case any thing requires an answer. Ever, &c. 

No letter—Rogers thinlcs the Quarteriy 
wilt be at me this time: if so, it shall be a war of exter¬ 
mination—no qtiarter. From the youngest devil down 
to the oldest woman of that Review, all shall perish by 
one fatal lampoon. The ties of nature shall be tom 
asunder, for I will not even spare my bookseller; nay, if <? 
one were to include readers also ah the better.” 


LETTER CLXXm. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

^ “Sept. 8, ISIS. 

“ I am sorry to see Tod, again so soon, for fear your 

to procurv her pardon on condition of her leavinR Athene. I wni told 
that you than eoiiveyed her in aafety tn the convent, and deepatebed her 
off at night to Thetiea, where the found a eafe aaylum. Sudt it tlie atory 
I beaitl, aa nearly aa 1 can recollect it at preeent. Should you with 
aak me any further queatiema about it, 1 atetl be very ready and vilUaf 
toanawerUtem. 

" I remain, my dear Byron, ^ 

** youra, vary ahacerely, 

** alLIQQ. 

1 am afraid you will hardly be able te read UiU aeraw!; but I am an 
hurried with the prvparatione for my }«rumey, that you muet axeuaa H.* 



scrupulous c(M)science should have prevented you from fufly —4)y-the-by, remember, was not nia!nina)^aiid 
availing yourself erf" his spoils. By tlds coach I send you a they thrust me iulo an tdd room, willj a nauseous fdeture 
»copy of that awful pamphlet, * the Giaour,’ wliich has never over tlie cliiinnoy, wliich 1 should suppose my papa regarded 
procuredmohalfsohighacomplimentasyourmodestalarm wiUi due respect, and which, inheriiing Uie faiziily taste,I 
You will (if inclined in an evening) perceive that I hav c l.K)ked upon with great satisfacti^m. I stayed a week with 
addsd much in quantity,—a circumstance wliich may truly the faJiiily, and behaved \’ery well—Uiotigh the lady of the 
diminish your modesty upon the subject. iiouse is young, and religious, and prelt}’, and the master is 

You stand certainly in great need of a ‘liff with Mock- my particular friend. 1 felt no wish fur any tiling but a 
intosh. My dear Moore, you strangely underrate yourself, poodle dog, which they kindly gave me. Now, for a man 
1 should conceive it an aHiictatiun in any oUicr; hut X tliiiik of my courses, nut even tn^hnvn coveted is a sign of greaX 
f*know you well enough to believe tliat you don’t know ycnir amendment Pray pardon all tins nonsense, and d<m’t 
own value. However, ’t is a fault tliat generally mends; snub me when 1 ’m in spirits,’ 


and, iu your case, it really uuglit I have heard liim spe^ 
of you.as highly as your wife could wish; and enough to 
give all your friends tlie jaundice. 

“Yesterday I had a letter from Ad Pacha I brought by 
Docten* Holiaiid, wlio is just returned from Albania. It is 
in Latin, and begins ^Excellcntissinio, ncc non Carissime’ 
an^ ends alxsit a gun he wants made for himit is signed 
'AU Vizir.* What do you tliiiik he lias been about? H. 
tells mo that, last spruifl^ he todc a liosttle town, whore, 
forty-two years ago, his moUier and sisters were treated as 
Miss Cuniguiidc was by tlie Bulgarian cavalry. He takes 
the town, sc‘lects all the survivors of tliis exploit—chiltlren, 
grandehiidren, he. to the tune of six hundred, and has them 
shot before liis face. Recollect, he spared the rest of tlie 
city, and cuiifuicd himself to tlie ’rur<}uiii pedigree,—^wliich 
is more than 1 would. So much for ^ dearest triend.’ ” 

LETTER CLXXIV. 

TO Ua. MUOKE. 

«Scpt.9,18l3. 

“I write to you from Alurray’s, and 1 may say, from 
Murray, who, if you are not predisposed m favour of arw 
otlier publisher, would he ha{)py t.) Irt^at witli y(Hi, at a fit¬ 
ting time, for your woik. I can safely reccmiincnd him, as 
fair, liberal, and attentive, and certainly, in jxjuit of reputa¬ 
tion, he stands among tln^ tirst of *the trade.’ 1 am sure lie 
would do you justice. 1 have written to you so much lately 
that you will be glad to see so little now. Ever, he. &c.” 

LETTER CLXXV. 

TO MU. MOORE. 

“Sept. 27,1813. 

‘‘THOMAS MOORE, 

“ (Thou wilt never be culled ‘/rue Thoma.s,’ bkc lie of 
ErciJdoune,) why dim’l you write to me ?—as you won't, I 
must. I was near you at Aston the otlicr clay, and hojHj 1 
8<H>n sliull ba again. If so, you must and shall mcM'.t me, 
and go to Matlock and cLst^where, and take what, in Josh 
dhilect, is poetically tei-med ‘ a lark,’ witli Rogers and me for 
accomplices. Yeslerda)', at llctlland-housc, I was intro¬ 
duced to Southey—the best-lof>king bard I have setiri for 
some time. T^ have that poet’s head and j^ioulders, 1 
would almost have written his Sapphics. Ho is certainly a 
pre[>ossessing person to look (m, and a man <4*talent, and all 
» lliat, and—<Aere is his eulogy. 

“ * ♦ read me part of a letter from you. By tlic foot of 
Pharaoli, T believe tlierc was abuse, fir he stopped short, so 
did, after a fine saying about our corrospndence, and 
l/x^ed —I wish I could revenge myself by attackmg you, r>r 
by trlling you tliat I have hed to defend you—an agreeable 
way winch mie’s friends have of nKiommeiidiiig theiaselvos, 
by saying—“ Ay, ay, / gave it Mr. Stich-a-oiie for wliat be 
said about your being a plagbu'y, and a rake, and so on.* 
But do you know that you are one tlie very few whmn 1 
ticver have tlie satisfaction of hearing abused, but the 
Reverseand do you suf^ose T will forgive that ? 

•I have been in the country, and ran away from tlie 
Doncaster races. It is odd^—I was a visiter in Uie same 
house wliicl^came to my sire as a residence with Lady 
Cojmartlien (with whom he adidteratod before his majority 

. 8 


“ Ever yours, 

“Bw. 

“Here’s an impromptu for you by a * person of qji^ty,’ 
written last week, on being reproached fcHr low spirits. 

** WImo from the heart wltere sorrow sits,* fte. 

LETTER CLXXVI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Oct. 2,1818. 

“You have not answered some six letters d*mine. Thi% 
Uiercfore, is my |)enulumalc, I will write to you onco more; 
but after Uiat—1 swear by all tlie saints—1 am silent an^ 
supercilious. 1 have met Curran at Holland-liousej—he 
beats every Ixidy;—liis imagination is beytmd human, and 
his humour (it is difik^ult to define what is wit) perfect, 
riicn he- has i’lfiy faces, and twice as many voices, when he 
mimics;—I never met Ills equal. Now, were I a woman, 
and eke a virgin, that Is the man I should make my Sca- 
|niander. He Is quite fascinating. Remember, I have met 
him but once; and you, who have known him long,may 
fjrobubly iK diict from my panegj'i ic. I almost fear to meet 
liiiri again, l<*sl tlio imprc'ssion should be lowcrcnl. He talked 
a great deal alKiul you—a theme never tircs(»ne to me, nor 
any IhkJv else that I know. What a variety cf expression 
he conjures into tliat naturally not very fine countenance erf* 
his! lie ahsoliiiely changes it entirely. I have done— 
for 1 ciui’t describe him, and you know him. On Sunday I 
return to * *, whore 1 sliall not be far from you. I’crhafM 
1 shall hear from yv)u in t)ie mean time. Good night. 

“Saturday morn.—Your letter has cancelled all my 
aiL\ictie.s. I did 7i(ji suspect you in earnest. Modest again '. 
Because I don’t do a very shabby thing, it seems, I ‘dcmH 
Tijar your competition.’ If it were reduced to an alternative 
of preference, 1 should dread you, tea much as Satan does 
Micliael. But is there not room enough in our respective 
regions? Go on—it will stKiii he iny turn to forgive. To¬ 
day I dine with Mackintosh and Mrs. iSio/e—as John Bull 
nay be pleased to denominate C/orinn'*—whom I saw last 
liglit, at C’ovcnl-gardcn, yawning over tlie humouruf FaJstaif 

“ The rejmtalion of ‘glt»oni,’ if one’s friends are not in¬ 
cluded in the re}>utants^ U of great service; as it saves csio 
roin a legion of inipertinents, in the sl^pe of commonplaco 
acquaintance. But thou knowest I can be a riglit merry 
and conceited fellow, and rarely ‘ larmoyont,’ Murray shall 
reinstate your line forti)w ilh.| I believe the blunder in the 
motto w as mine; and yet I have, in general, a memory for 
you, otkI am sure it was rightly printed at first. 

^ I do ‘ blush’ very often, if I may believe Ladies H. and 
M.—but luckily, at present, no one sees me. Adieu.” 

LETTER CLXXVn. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Nov. 30,1813. 

“ Since I last wrote to you, much lias occurred, good, bad, 

• See Pociiu, p. 189. * 

1 Memorttiduina. p. S66. 

t Tlie motlu to the Olnour, wliich u taken from one of tb« frith Mclo* 
diet, had bi;eu (piote/l hr him Incorrertly in the Aral edUtotit Poem. 
Il«i made nftrrwnrd n tlmilar mlalatra in iht iinet from Burnt pn^ud to 
lha Bride of Al^xlot. 
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tad indiffercntf—not to make me forget you, but to prevent 
in« fran reminding you of one who, nevcrtlielos^ has often 
thought of you, and to vrliom your thoughts, in many a 
measure, have frequently been a consadation. We were 
once voiy near neighbtiurs tins autumn; ^d a g^l and 
bad neighbourhood it has proved to me. SutFice it to say, 
tluit your French quotation was conforaidodly to tlie pur- 
poBCf—though very unexpecfally pertinent, as you may ima¬ 
gine by what I »oid befuro, and my silence since. ♦ * * 

How6ver,‘Bichard’shimself again,’ and, except all night and 
BHiio part of the morning, I don’t tliink very much about 
the matter. 

“All convulsions end with me in rhyme; and to solace 
my midnights, 1 have scribbled another Turkish .sto^’*'— 
not a Fragment—which you will receive soon after this. It 
docs not trench upon your kingdom in tlic least, and, if it did, 
you would soon reduce me to my projier botindanes. ^ on 
will think, and justly, tliat I run some risk of losing the little 
I have gained ui fuiiic, by Uiis further e.\porimenl on pubUc 
patience; but I have really coa.sed to care on that htad. I 
have written tliia, and published it, (It the sake of llie em- 
jihymerUf—tu wring my thoughts from reaUly, and take 
refuge in * imaginings,’ however ‘ horrible;’ and, as to success! 
tliose who succeed will console me for a failure—excepting 
yourself and one or two more, whom luckily I love too well 
t& wish one leaf of tlieir laurels a tint yellower. Tliis is iJie 
work of a week, and will be tlie reading of an hour to you, 
or even lessr—and so let it go * + * 

“P. S. Ward and 1 tidk of going to Holland. 1 want 
to see how a Dutch canal looks, after the Bosphorus. Pray 
respond." 

* The Bride of AbydiM. To UtU iiovm he mnde aitdiUone, in the riinrse 
«f priiitluii;;, ammuitiii,g alioKi-Uin- lonear two Imodml litieit; arul (he 
ot>eitl>ic liuM, ** Know ye llie land," &c.—lo iiave l>eeii 8 Uj!;gc 8 t> 
ed to him by « (on^ i»f (joClite'i*,—were amoiiR (bo utimbor of thewi tjcw 
iiiwirltoni, &• wero aluo (Iiom; venu-N, “ Who Imib nut provi'd how feebly 
word* OMay,*' &c. Having, at tirsi, wrilicu the hue in Htauza 6 , 

" Mind 0(1 her Up and music in her fate,’ * 
b« afterward altered it u>» 

** The mind of music breathing in her fucc.” 


LETTER CLXXVHL 

TO LGiaH HURT. 

“4, Bonnet-streot, Doc. 2,181S. 

“my riBAB sm, 

•Few tilings could bo more welcome toan your ribte; 
and on Saturday morning 1 will avail myself of your per¬ 
mission to thank you for it in person. My time has not 
been [Missed, since we met, citlier prrditably or agreeably. 
A very short [Miriod after my last visit, an incident occum4 
with which, I fear, you are not unacquainted, as report, in 
many mouths and more than one paper, was bu^ witli Uio 
toiiic. That, naturally, gave me much uneasiness. Then 
I nearly incurred a lawsuit on tlie sale of an estate; hut 
that is now arranged: next—^hut wliy slionld I go on with a 
series of selfish and silly details ? I merely wish to assure 
yon tiiat it was not tlie frivolous furgelfiiiness of a mind oc¬ 
cupied by what is culled pleatmre, (not in tlie true sense of 
FpicnriK,) that ki |)t me away; btit a perception of my,, 
limn, mifitne.ss to share the society of those whom I value 
luid wish not to displease. I hate being larmaytmt, and 
naking a seriiMts face among tliose who are cheerful. 

“It is iny wish that our acquaintance, or, if you pleas# to 
accept it, friendsliip, may be permanent. I have been lucky 
enough to [ireservc some friends from a very early jicriod, 
and I ho|)e, as I do not (at lca.st now) select them lightly, I 
shall not lose them etipriciously. I have a thorough esteem 
for that indopcndcrici; of spirit which you have maintained 
with sterling talent, and at the exjicnse of some suffering. 
Yon have not, I trust, abandoned die poem you were r,oin- 
posing, when Moore and I iiartesik of your hos[iitatily in tho 
summer. 1 ho|ic a tune will eortle when he and I may be 
able to repay yon in kind fiir tlie latlir —^for the rhyme, at 
least in qiiuntity^ you are in arroar to both. 

“ Believe mo very truly and aficctionatcly yours, 

“Byiios ’ 


LETTER CLXXIX. 


Btit, Ihia not utiafyiug bint, tbe next Diep of correction brought the line 
to what it if «(itrcfient— 

" The mind, the music brcutliiug from licr face.*' 

Tlie whole {lunogc which followe— 

** I'iiou, my Zuk-ilrn, ebarr and itlchii my barb,” 

WBt aent iu eucceceire sernpa to the printer, rorrcctioo following corrcc- 
ion. 

The liue, "And tiuta to-morrow with prophetic ray,*’ was originally 
an airt/ 

** And tints to-morrow with n fancitkl rny," 
the following note being Rnnoxed:—“ Air. Mmrny,—Cboont* which of 
the two epithets,‘fanrIfS,’or‘airy,’mfiy lie (he brill; or, ii ncitfii'r will 
do, tell me, and ! willdrtAmnnodH’r.” In the-long [Kiaititgf Jut,i irremd 
to, th» six Jini'S beginning Blent an Ihi* Miii’z/iii'a ntrain,” \ r, hoviug 
been despatched t«> tiu; pi inter luo late for iiiaertiun, wen-, bv lu‘4 deiirr, 
added in an eirnla iwge; the lint couplet, in iia origtiml lurin, lieing an 
follows:— 


TO MK. AlOOllE. 

“ fX^C. R, 1813. 

' “ Your lolttir, like all iho l>rs<, and oven kindest, things in 
tltis world, is botli pairitnl and pleasing. Bnl, first, to tvliat 
site nearcsl.. Do yon ktiow I was a< tuaIJv about to dedicate 
to you,—not in a ftninal inscrijilion, as lo one's e^/cr.v,—Imt 
llironoh a sfioil prdlitory leilcr, in which J Iwiasted myself 
your iritiintUe, :uid Jicld forth tlie praspi‘ct Poem; 

when, k», the recollection ofyonr siriet injtmrtions of st^crecy 
as to t.h<! said Pot'm, more than onct: repeated by word and 
Ifdtcr, flashed tipon me, and marred iiiy inlenis. I could 
Ijave IK) motive for repres.sin^ my own desire trf* alluding to 
you, (and not a day parses tliat I do not tliink and talk of 


Soft as the Mecra-Mumiu's slr-iins invite 
Him who had) Juurney‘d far to join the rito.” 
tM » ftw houra after, another scrap was scut olT, containing the lines 
Uiu»— 

Blest as the Mneztin’s strain from Mecou’s dome, 

Wlilch welcomes Faith to view her l*n>ph(!t’8toi ' '* 

with Ute following note to Mr. Murray:— 

Decrnilier 3d, 1818. 

'* Taook out in Um Encyclopedia, article Mecca, whether it is there or 
at Medina the Prophet ie euiombed. if at Mediiut, the first lutes of toy 
alteration mnet rur 

** Bleat as the call which from Medina'e dome 
Invites Devotion to her IVoiihet’s tomb, ftc.'* 

If at Mec«a, the Uom may ataud as before. IVge 45, canto 9d, Brii'e of 
Abydoe# "Vours, 

‘*B. 


Too will find this out either by article Afseca, Medina, or Moham- 
I. I have no hook of reference by me.** 


Immediately after succeeded another note:— 

** Did Tou look out f Is it Medina or Mecca that contains tho Holy 
Sepulchral Don’t make me blespliemo by your nogligenco. Ibavriui 


bocA of reference, or 1 would save you tbe trutihle.' 1 hlueh 
Moesulmuo, to have confueod die point. • “Tours, 


I B.)od 


Notwitlutanding nil three various changes, the couplet in question 
Mtads, at pnwoQi, thusi— 

«* Blest as the Muwsln’e strab from Mecca’s wall 
TepUgrimepureandproftratoatfalscalJ.’' ^ 


you.) but ati idea that you miold, yotirsfl^ dislike it. You 
:‘amiot doubt my sincere aximiration, waivinjj personal friend- 
dup fortiio jtrc.scnt, which, by-tlic-by, is not; less sincere aiid 
leo|»*ro()ted. I have you by rote aiul by keart; of which 
ccce sipium!’ When I was at * *, my first visit,! 
»avo a habit, in j)a88inf; rtiy time a good deal alone, of—I 
)von’t call it sin^dng, fi.>r tliat J nev4T allompt except to my- 
seM^hut of Jittering, tf» what I tliiidc tunes, your ‘Oh breatho 
not,’ ‘“Whentho last glim[)sc,’ and ‘When he who adortH 
:hce,’ with others of Uie same ininstreltliey arc niy nia- ' 
ins and vespers. I assurt^dly did not intend them to Ix) 
werheard, but, one mcMiiing, in comes, not La Donna, but II 
Warito, with a very grave face, saying, ‘Cyron^I must re¬ 
quest you won’t sing any more, at least of Vtose songs.* 1 
stared, and said, ‘Certabily, but why?’—To tell you the 
aiitli,’ (iuoth he, ‘ tiiey make my wife cn/, and so melancholy, 
hat T wish her to hear no more of them.* 

“ Now, my dear Mo(Mt, the efiti't must have been from^^-i. 
our words, and certainly not my musit!. I merely mention 
this foolish story, to show you how much I npi indebted 
■» ^u for even your pastiiues. A man may praise and 
iraisc, but no one rocoUccls but that wliicli pleascs-^t , 



K-ast, in coiiipoBition. Though I think no one equal to )'ou MS.? Had I been less awake to, and interested ai, 
in tliat department, or in satire,—and surely no one was ever theme, I had been less obtrusive; but you know / tdwajm 
* 'so j>oj»ular in both,—I certainly am of opinion that you have take this in good puil, and 1 liope he will. It is difficult to 
not yet done all you can <]«>, thouj*h more than enough for say what succeed, and still more to pronounce what 
any one <*lse. I want, and the world expc<its, a longer work not. / am at lids moment in tlua uTicertaini^ (on our mtm 
from you; and 1 see in you what I never saw in poet before, score,) and it is no small proof of tlio author’s powers to be 
a strange diffidence of your own fKiwers, wldch I cannot able to cfiarm and /ia: a miiutii attention on similar subjecte 
account f >r, and which must be unaccountable, when a Cos- and climates in sudi a predicament. That ho may have 
sac like me can ap[)ai a ewtrossifir. Your story I did not, the same oflect upon all his readers is very sincerely the 
could not, know,—1 thought only of a Peri. I wish you had wisli, aid hardly the douii, of ymirs truly, “B.” 

confided in me, not [or your sake, but mine, and to prevent 


the worid from losing a much better poem tlian my own, but 
which, I yet hope, this doJihing will not even now deprive 
them of. Mine is the work of a week, wrritten, 1 liave 
partly told you, and partly I cannot teB you by letter—some 
day 1 will 

*Go on—I sliall really be very unhappy if I at all inter- 
* forp witli you. The bikm css of mine is yet problemadca); 
'Uioiigli the public will probably purchase a ceKain quantity, 
on the presumption of Uicir own propensity for ‘ the Giaour’ 
and su'-fi * horrid mysteries.’ The only advantage I have Is 
being on tlio spot; and tliat merely amounts to savhig me 
the trouble o[ turning over botics, wliich 1 had better rcail 
again. If.ytwtr chandHT was furnislicd in llie same way, you 
have no need to go tlure lo describe—I mean only os to oo- 
curary —because 1 drew it from recollection. 

♦ ♦ + ♦ * 

“ This last tiling of uiine may ha ve tlie same fate, and I 
assure you 1 have great <loubts about it. But, even if not, 
its little day will bo over bctJirc you are rojuly and willing. 
CoTiKj out—screw your courage to tlie sticking-placc.’ Ex- 
cej»t the Post Bag (and surely you cannot complain of a 
warn of siKJc.ess there,) you liave not been regularly out for 
Rom(} years. No man stands liighcr,—whatever you may 
think on a rainy (lay, in your provincial retreat. ‘Aiiciiu 
honiinc, dans aucunc laiigue, n’a ete, pout-Ctre, plus com- 
plctcnicni, 1(* du cceur et lo pot^c des femme.s, liCs 
critiijucs liii reprocheiit de n’avolr represenfe le monde ni tel 
quM cst, ni tcl qn’ii doit Atro; meus lea femmes rdpondent qu'il 
I'u rejircmiU: id qu'clks k I should liave tJiought 

Sisia(»mli hail written tliis for you instead of Metaslasio. 

“ Write to nii,and tcil modyourstif. Do you remember 
what Koiisseuu said to sonic one—Have we quarrelled? 
you Imvc talkixi to me often, and never once mentioned your¬ 
self.’ 

“P. S. The last sentence is an indirect apology for my 
own cgutisui,—but I believe in letters it is allowed. I wish 
it was mutual. I have mol. with an odd retlectifai in Grimm; 
it shall not—at least, the bod [larl,—he applied to you or me, 
tJiough one of us has certainly an indifieront name—but this 
it is: ‘ Many people have Uie reputation of being wicked, with 
wliom we should b® too ha|)py to paw? our lives.* I neeri not 
add it is a womiufs saying—a Madcmoisello de Som- 
inery’s ” 

^ * * 


LETTER CI.XXX. 

TO MR. MtraiKAV. 

“Dec. 4,1813. 

“ I havi' reddc tlirough your Persian Tales,* and have 
laki'ii tht; lilx'riy of making some remarks on Uio Wan/c pages. 
1 hi re arc inniiy beautiful (lussagcs, and tui intcri?sting story; 
aiul 1 caiiimi, give you a stronger proof that such is my opi¬ 
nion than hy iho date of the Iwur—tm o’efock, till which it 
Ims kept me awake wiihxmt a yawn. The ciMiclusion is not 
(tuiio correct in emtume: there is no Mussulman suicide on 
record,—al, least for /«»«. But lhi.s matters not. Tlie talc 
niusi have be.t'it written by senne one who has been on the 
s(k)t, and I wish liiin, and ho deserves, success. Will you 
apologize to the author for tlie liberties I have taken wiUi his 


LETTER CLXXXI. 

TO MR. GIFFORD. 

“Nov. 12. 1813. 

“my dear sir, 

“ I hope you will consider when I venture on any re¬ 
quest, that it is the reverse of a certain Dedication, and 
is addressed not to ‘ The Editor of the Q,uarterly Re¬ 
view,’ but to Mr. Gifford, You will understand this, 
and on tliat point I need trouble you no farther. 

“You have been good enough to look at a thing of 
mine in MS.*—a Turkish story, and 1 should feel grati¬ 
fied if you w ould do it the same favour in its probationary 
:tate of printing. It was written, I cannot say f^ 
amusement, nor ‘obliged by hunger and request of 
friends,’ but in a state of mind, from circumstances w'hich 
occasionally occur to ‘ us youth,’ that rendered it neces¬ 
sary for me to apply my mind to something, any thing 
hut reality; and under this not very brilliant inspiration 
it was composed. Being done, and having at least 
liverted mo from mysclli I thought you would not 
perhaps be ofliiidcd if Mr. Murray forwarded it to you. 
He has done so, and to apologize for his doing so a 
■jccond time is the object of my present letter. 

“ 1 beg you will not send me any answer. I assure 
you very sincerely I know’ your timo to be occupied, and 
it is enough, more Ilian enough, if you read; you are 
not to be liorcd with the fatigue of answers, 

“ A. word to Mr. Murray will be sufficient, and send it 
either lo Uie flames, or 

‘ A liuiiilred hawkorB’ load, 

Oil -wiikgg of winds lo fly or full abroad.' 

It deserves no belter than the first, as the work of a week, 
and serilibled ‘ stans pede in imo’ (by-thc-by, the only 
Mt I have to stand on;) and I promise never to trouble 
you again under forty Cantos, and a voyage betweeh 
3 ach. “ Believe me ever 

“Your obliged and affectionate servant, 
“Btros.” 


LETTER CLXXXIL 

TO MB. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 12,1813. 

“Two friends of mine (Mr. Rogers and Mr. Sharpe) 
ave advised me not to risk at present any single pub- 
icaffon separately, for various reasons. As they have 
not seen the one in question, they can have no bias for 
>r against tlie merits (if it has any) or the faults of the 
, iresent subject of our conversation. Y'ou say all the 
last of the ‘Giaour’ are gone—at least out of your hands. 
Now, if yon think of publishing any new edition with 
die last additions which have not yet been before the 
lador (I mean distinct from the two-volume publica- 
ion,) we can add the ‘ Bride of Abydos,’ which will thus 
itcal quietly into the world: iflikei wo can then throw 
off some copies for the purchasers of former ‘ Giaours 
and, if not, I can omit it in any future publication. 
What think you ?• 1 really am no judge of those things, 
and with all my natural partiality for one’s own praduc- 


* lid«ruD, &c.by Mr. KnigliC 


• The Bride of Abytlw. 
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tions, I would rather follow any one’s judgraonl than my 

“ P. S. Pray let me have the proofs I sent aU to-night. 
/ havo some alterations tliat I wish to maiie speedily. I 
hope the proof will be on separate pages, and not all 
huddled together on a mile-long ballad-singing sheet, as 
those of the Giaour sometimes arc; for tlicn I can’t read 
tliom distinctly.” 

tVOTE TO MR. MCRHAr. 

“Nov. 13,1813. 

"Will you forward die letter to Mr. Gifford with the 
proof? There is an alteration I may make in Zuleika’s 
speech, in second Canto (the only one of hers in that 
Canto.) It is now (bus:— 

curse, if I could curse, tlw duy, 

It must be— 

Ami mourn—I dare not curse—the day 
Tluii saw my solitary birtii, &c. &c. 

“ Ever yours, “ B. 

“In tho last MS. I'mes sent, instead of ‘living heart,’ 
convert to ‘quivering heart.’ It is in the line 9th of tlic 
MS. passage. 

^ “Ever yours again, “B." 


LETTER CLXXXlir. 

TO MR. MVRBAT. 

“Nov. 16, 1813. 

“Mr. Hotlgson has looked over and stopped, or rather 
pointed, this revise, which must tie tlie one to print from. 
He has also made some suggestions, witli most of which 
I have complied, as he has always, for these ten years, 
been a very sincere, and by no means (at tunes) flatter¬ 
ing, intimate of mine. He likes it (you will tbinkyiaaer. 
inglp, in this instance) bettor than the Giaour, but 
doubts (and so do I) its being so popular, but, contraiy 
to some others, advises a separate publication. On this 
we can easily decide, I confess I like the double form 
better. Hodgson says, it is better versified than any of 
the others; which is odd, if true, as it has cost me less 
time (though more hours at a time) than any attempt I, 
ever maile. 

“ P. S. Do attend to the punctuation: I can’t, for ^ 
don’t know a comma—at least, where to place one. 

“ That lory of a printer has omitted two lines of tho 
opening, and perhaps more, which were in the MS. 
Will you, pray, give him a hint ofacxiuracy ? I have re 
inserted tho two, but they wore in tho manuscript, 1 can 


BOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Alteration of a lino in Canto second. 

Instead of— 

*' And tlntu to>morrow with ft ray, 

** And lluU tu-mormw wiUj prophe/ie my. 

** The rveidni; Ixium Ihni amiltii the rloudu aw&y, 

And liiili tu-iiiori'uvir wUli prophetic ruy ; 

* And linu the ho|»e of monilni; with Ua ray; 

** And gtidH iu-moiTuw’B hope with heavenly ray. 

“ I wish you would ask Mr. Gifford which of them is 
host, or rathor not toor^i. “ Kver, 

“You can send tho rccjiicst contained in this at the 
same time with Uic rcew, after I have seen the said re- 
vise." 

IfOTE TO MK. MUnnAY. 

“Nov. 13, 1813. 

“Certainly. Do you supjKiso tliat no one but tlie 
Galileans arc acquainted with Adam, and JCve, and 
Coin,* am! Noidi? Surely,! inij»lit have had Stdoinon, 
and Abratiam, and David, and ev<m Moses. When yon 
know tliat Zuleika is the Persian poetical name for 
PoHphar^s wife, on whom and .loseph there is a loiq 
poem, in the Persian, this will not Rur|>ri.se >’im. If yon 
want uulliority, look at Jones, D’Uerhelotj Vathek, or 
the notes to the Arabian Ni;:hls; ajid, if you think it 
iiceessury, mode! this into a note.f 

“Alter, in the inscription, Uho most iiffcotionato re- 
BpecVto^wiiii every sentiment of rejjard and respect.” 

ROTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 14,1813. 

“I pend you a note for the ignor<mt,l but I really 
wonder at finding you amonf; (hem. 1 don’t care one 
lump of supar for my poetry; Imt for my rosturne and my 
correctness on those poinls (of wliicJi 1 think tho funeral 
was a proul^) I will combat lustily. 

“Yours, &C.’* 
“Nov. 14, 1813. 

“Lot the revise which I sent just now (ami not tlu 

proof in Mr. Gitfimfs possession) be returrie<l to the 

printer, as there are several additional corrections, and 

two MW lines in it, “ Vours. &c.’’ 

> 

- hftd bwi fxptTwci) by Mr. Ntuimv u* to tlir 
nanM> nf ('rIh into (tie month nf a Muisulinnu. 

t AMHIM* SU. to the IlHdc wf AhyikM. 

I AM’IWMi tt, to Bride of Ahydoa. 


I LETTER CLXXXIV. 

1 TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 17,1813. 

“ That you and I may distinctly understand each other 
on a subject, which, like * the dreadful reckoning when 
men smile no morn,’ makes conversation not very plea¬ 
sant, 1 think it as well to virile a few lin(?s on tlie topic. 
Before I left town for Yorksliire, you said that you were 
(^ady and willing to givo five hundred guineas for the 
co))yright of ‘The Giaour:’ and my answer was, from 
which 1 do not mean to recede, that we would discuss 
the point at Christnuis. Tho new story may or may 
not succeed; tho probability, under present circum- 
slaiices, seems to he, that it may at least pay its ex¬ 
penses ; but even that remains to be [irovod, and till it is 
proved one way or another, we will say nothing about it. 
'I'hus then be it: 1 will postpone all arrangement about 
it, and the Giaour also, till Easier, 1814; and you shall 
then, according to your own notions of fairness, make 
your own offer for the tw’o. At the same lime, I do not 
rate tho last in my own estimation at half the Giaour; 
and according to your own notions of its worth and its 
success within the time mentioned, be the addition or 
deduction to or from whatever sum may be your pro¬ 
posal for the first, which has already had it.s success. 

“ The pictures of Phillips I consider as rntnr, all three; 
and tho one (not the Amaout) of tho two best Is much 
at your Ha'incc, if you will accept it as a jiresent. 

“ P. 8. 1'bc expense of engraving froRi the miniature 
send me in iny account, a-« it was destroyed by my de- 
[sire; and have the goodness to bum &at detestable 
print from it immediately. 

“To make you some'amends for eternally pestering 
you with alterations, I send you Cobbett, to confi’Tii 
your orthodoxy. ' 

“ One more alteration of a into the in the MS.; it 
must be—‘ The heart wfme softness* &c. 

“ Remomber—and in the inscription *to the Right 
Tlonourablc Lord Holland/ without the previous names, 
Henry, fee.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 20, 1813,' 

“More work for the Raia. 1 am doing my best to 
beat the ‘Giaour’—no diffuuUt task tor any one but the 
author.” *. 




KOTE TO ME. MUHEAT. 

_ , «Nov. 22, 1813. 

‘ 1 have no time to mwK-mvesligatc, but I believe and hop 
all is rivht. 1 care less than you will believe about its sm 
cess,hptlcan’t survive a single mvgarini : it chokes me to se 
word-s misused by the printers. Pray look over, in case c 
some eyesore esr.aping me. 

“P. S. Send the earliest copies to Mr. Frerej Mr. Can¬ 
ning, Mr. Heber, Mr. Giflbrd, Lord Holland, Lord Me 
bomno (Whitehall,) Lady Caroline Lamb (Brocket,) Mi 
Hodg.son (Cambridge,) Mr. Merivale, Mr. Ward, from tli 
author." 

WOTE TO MR. MORRAV. 

“Nov. 23,1813. 

, “You wanted some reflections, and I send you jkt Seliih 
(sec bis speech in Canto 2d, page 46,) eighteen lines in de- 
,eenl couplets, of a pensive, if not an etiucal tendency. On- 
more revise—pasilively the last, if decently done—at any rat- 
the penultimate. Mr. (.'aiming's approbation (ifhe did ap 
prove) I upiid not say makes me proud. As to printing, 
print as you will and how you will—hy itself if you like; but 
let me have a few copies in sheets. 

“Nov. 24,1813. 

‘ Y'oti must pardon me once more, as it is all for your 
good: it must be tints— 

" He raukefl a solitudp, util rails it pcaeo. 

'Maikei is closer to the passage of Tacitus, from which tlie 
line is taken, and is, beside.s, a stronger word than Heaves' 

“ Mark wtiere his carDOKe and lii« couquenu ceiue, 

Hv makes u nuUludi!, and calla il—;>eace.’* 


higher than your present proposal, which is very handsome, 
and more than fair.* 

"I have had““-but this must be entre nousy —a very kind 
note, cm the subj(?cl of ‘ die Bride,’ from Sir James Mack¬ 
intosh, anti an invitation to go there this evening, wliich it is 
now too iatc to accept,” 

NOTE TO MR. MITRRAV. 

«Nov.29,1813. 

• Sunday—^Monday morning—3 o’clock—in 
my doublet and hose, swearing. 
send you in time on errata page, containing an oniis> 
sion of mine which must be thus added, as it is too late for 
insertion in die text. The passage is an imitation altc^etber 
from Medea in Ovid, and is incum|)lelo without these two 
lines. Pray let this be clone, and direedy; it is necessary, 
vill add one page to your boeij {making^) and can do no 
larm, and is yet in time for the puftlic. Answer me, thou 
■racle, in the adinnativc. Vou can send the loose pages to 
llK^e wlio have copies already, if they like; hut certainly to 
.11 the critical copyJiolders. 

“P. S. I have got out of my bed (in which, however, I 
;ould not sleep, whether I had amendtd this or not,) and so 
;ood morning. I am trying wliether De L’AUemagno will 
iCt as an opiate, but 1 doubt it.” 

note to MR. MURRAV. 

“Nov. 29,1813. 

luim looked al UP to much purpose, to allow so 
Upid a blunder to stand; it is twt ^courage^ but ‘ carnage f 
nd if you don’t want me to cut my own diroat, sec it altered. 

“ I am very sorry to hear of the fall of Dresden.” 


LETTER CLXXXV. 


LETTER CLXXXVn. 


TO MR. IHTTERAV. 


TO MR. MURRAV. 


“Nov. 27,1813. 

“If you lo'^ over this carefully by the last jiroqf wilh my 
corrcctioas it is probably riglit; tbisyow ran do as well or 
iKittcr;—I Ijave not now time. The. copies 1 mentioned to 
bii sml to (lilfereiit friends last night, I sliould wish to be 
made up will the new Giaours, if it also Is ready. If not, 
tlie Giaour afierwarrl. 

“ Tlic Mtirnmg J Nwt says / am the autlior of Noutjaliail!! 
This conics of lending the drawings for their dresses; but it 
IS not wordi a formal cmlnuUctum. Besides, tlic criticisms 
ou tlie aupfumtion will, some of theni, he quite amu.sbig anil 
lurioi 'j'he which I hear is very splendid— 

of the melodraine (whisever il is, and I am sure J don t 
know) is as giiod as an advertisement for your Eastern 
Sl' -ies by filling their heads with glitter. 

“ P. S. You will of course any the triitli, that I am not the 
molodrarnalbrf—if any one. charges me in your presence with 
the performance.” 


LETTER CLXXXVI. 

TO MR. MUKHAY. 

• “Nov. 28, 1813. 

* ^'nd anotlier copy (if not too much of a request) to Lady 
1 ^‘l'unil of the ./bwrnoJ!,* in my name, when you receive 
dlls; it is fir jEot-/ (ifrey—and I will relinquish my mm. 

to Mr, Sharpe, and Lady Holland, anti Lady Caroline 
Laiiih, ropios of ‘ The iiride,’ as soon as convenient. 

“P- S. Mr. Ward and myself stiU continue our purpose; 
I siiall not trouble you on any arrangement on tlie score 
j 'ke Guioiir ai*d Uie Bride till our return—or, at any rate, 
A/tjy, 1814—^Uiat is, rix mimths frc«n hence: and bo- 
.that time you will be able to ascertain Itow far your 
, er may bt; a losing one; if soj you can deduct propor- 
; and if not, I shall not at any rate allow you to go 


“Nov. 29,1813, Monday. 

“You will act as you please upon that point; but whether 
go or stay, I shall not say another word on Uie subject till 
lay—nor Uien, unless {|uitc convenient to yourself. I liave 
laiiy things 1 wish to leave to yom* care, principally pajiers, 
be voMH ne('d not be now sent, as Mr. W'^ard is gone to 
colland. Y^ou are right about the errata page; place it at 
c beginning. Mr. Perry is a little premature in his com- 
itnents; these may do harm by excitmg expectation, aiKl I 
ink wc ought to be above il—tliough 1 see th<5 next para- 
•aph is on the Jimmaly] which makes mo suspect you as 
c author of Irotli. 

“ W'ould it itot have licen as wcU to have said *m Two 
iantos’ in the advertisement? tliey will else tltink of frag^ 
lents, a species of rom|K)sition very well for once, like one 
mm auicre; butone. would not build a town of them. The 
iride, such as il is, is my first enftVc com|)ositioD ol any 
snglli (except the Satire, nnd be d—d to it,) for the Giaour 
l)ut a string of passages, and Childe Harold is, and I 
ther think alw ays will bo, iinconoluded. I return Mr. Hay’s 
Mo, wth tlianks to him and you. 

“There have been some epigrams on Mr. Ward: one I 
se to-day. The first 1 did not see, but hoard yesterday, 
he second seems very bad. I only hope tlmt Mr. Ward 
ics not believe that I had any connexion with either. I 
e and value him t(K> wt'll to allow my politics to contract 
ito spleen, or to admire any tiling intended to anrK>y him or 
s, Y'ou need not take the trouble to answer this, as I shall 
lo you ill Uie course of die afternoon. 

“ P. S. I liave said this much about the cipigrams, bocaioe 
lived so much in die opposite campy and, from my post ai 
engineer, niiglit l>e suspected as the fiinger cS these hand- 
cnadiK'S; but with a worthy foe, 1 am all fiir (^>en war, and 
It diis busli-fighting, and have not had, nor will have, any 
ling to do witli it. I do not know die luithor.” 


ftnrose '* Jonmai, a book puhbibed by Mr. Murray at tbit time. 


Mr. Murray had offered him a thouiand guioeaa for tbe two I’ount. 
t Feuroae’e Joiruai. 
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nOTE TO Mil. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 30,1813. 

“Print this at tlie exiAoCaU thatinof thf,'Sruleof Aliydos^ 
as an errata page. * Bs. 

“Omitted, canto 2d, page 47, after line 449, 

So itiMt those arms cling cl'Mcr rotmU wy neck, 

Read,*— 

** Then if inj Up once inurmnr, it must be 
No sigh for safety, hut u pt-ayei' fur ttiee I’* 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. | 

** Tuesday evening, Nov. 30,1813. 

** For the, sake of correctness, particularly in an errata 
page, the alteration of the couplet I have just sent (half an 
itour ago) must ttUte place, in sp!t<» of delay or canc<‘l; let 
me see theprixif early to-morrow. I ftaind out rnurtnnr to 
bo a neuter oer/>, and have been obliged to alter the line so 
os to moke it a substantive, thus-~- 

The (Ivppest murmur of tliU lift Hhnil he 
No sigh for sufvty, but ii pruyer for ther I 

Don’t send tlie copies to tlic country till litis is all right.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Dec. 2,1813. 

“ When you can, let tlie couplet enclose.^ be inserted oitlior 
in the pagtJ, or in tiie errata i»ugo. I trust it is in liino f(w 
some of Uic copies. This alteration is in Uio same part— 
tlie page but one before the last corroction sent. 

“1*. S. I am afraid, from all J lioar, Ihiit pco()l«:are ralher 
inonUnate in tlieir e.xpectalions, vvlueh is very unlucky, but 
cannot now 1 m? helped. Thus ciunes erf*Mr. Terry and one’s 
Vvisr friends; but «lo not you wind your hoprs of sne<‘ess li 
tlie smne pitcli, for fear <if arcidtaiLs, an<l I can assure you 
timt my philostiphy will stand ih<? test very fairly; and I have 
done everv unng to ensure you, at all events, from jiositive 
loss, whicn will bo some satisfaction to boUi.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Dec. 3,1813. 

“ I send yon a wratch or fav;, the wliich heal. The Chris¬ 
tian Observer Is very savage, but eerlainly well written—ainl 
quit*! uncomfortable at the nauglttiness of lMK'>k and author. 
I rather susjH*ct you won’t much like thc^rr;«rnf to in* more 
moral, if it is to share also tlic usual fate of your virtuous 
vtdnmes. 

“Let me see a proof of Iho six before incorporation ” 

NOTE TO MR. WURHAY. 

“Monday evening, Dec. 6,1813. 

• It is nil very well, except that Uic 1 »m!s arc not numbered 
properly, and a dialM>lic:ii inisiaki’, page 87, which mu»t be 
corrected with tin? j>cm, if no otlier way remains; it is the 
(musuiofi i/ ‘ not before ‘ rccet/j/t,’ in lh<? on tlie anif>€r 

Fosory. I’his is really horrilih*, and nearly os bad as the 
Htiunble of luino at the tlirosliold—1 mean the misnomer of 
Bride. Pray do not lot a cojiy go witlioul tlio *nof,*’ it i.s 
nonsense and wor.se than noiLsense as it now stands. I wish 
tlio printer was sadilled with a vampire, 

“P, S. It is still luiUi insteiul of have in page 20; never 
was any one so wiwasttf as 1 am by your devils <»f printers. 

“P. S. I hop<5 an<l trn.sl the was inserted in the first 
edition. AVo must have someliiing—lUiy tiling—to set it 
right. It is enough to uiiawer fin* one’s own bulls, witlioul 
oilier people’s.” 

LETTER CLXXXVIII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

* “Dec. 27,1813. 

•Lord Holland is laid up with the gout, and would tee’ 
very much oWiged if you could olitaiu, and send as soon a^ 
|>offlablo, Madame DArbJay’s (or oven Misa^Kdgcworlh’s) 


new work. I know they are not out; but it is perhaps pos¬ 
sible for your Majesty to cuninaiiid what wo cannot with 
nueh suing purchase, as yet. 1 neeti not say that when yoii 
are abk? or willing to coiifer llie same tavour on me, I tdmll 
obliged. I would almost full .sick myself to get at Ma- 
JaiiKJ D'Arblay's wrilings. * 

“P. S. You were talking to-day of the Amt?rican edition 
>f a certain uii(|UeiK;hablc iiuaiutrial of niy younger day.s. 
As it can’t be helped now, I own 1 have some curiosity to 
eo a copy <£ Transatlantic typt^aphy. 7’his you w'iU per- 
ha)is obtaii^ and one for yourself; but I must beg that yem 
will not impart morcy because, amowtly^ I do vM to have 
tliat tiling forgotten as mucli as it has been forgiven. 

“ If you send to tlie Globe editor, say that 1 want neither 
excuse nor contradiction, but merely a discontinuance of a 
most ill-grounded charge. I never wa-s consistent in any 
tiling but my politics; ami us my redcinj ition depends on that 
solitary virtue, it is murder to carry away my last anclior.” 

LETTER CLXXXIX. 

TO MR. ASHE.* 

“4, Bcniiet-strcct, St, James’s, Dec. 14,1813. 

“sir, 

“Heave tosMifor a few days to-morrow; on my return, 
I will ansvNcr your letter more at length. Whatever may 
he your situation, I cannot but commend your resolution to 
abjure and abatulori the publication and composition of works 
such as tliosc to which you have alludod. Depend upon it, 
they amiise /<•»•, disgrace hoflj reftder and iLTj<(r,arid bcn<?fil 
none. It will Im* iny wish to assist yon, as far as my limited 
means will admit, to break sw.h a bondage. In your an- 
swi'r, inform mi- wlial sum you think would ena!)le you to 
extricale yourselffrom the hands of your employers, and to 
regain at least temporary independence, and J shall he glad 
U» coutribulc my mitts towards it. At prestsnl 1 must i;on- 
eiude. Your name is not unknown to mo, aixl 1 regret, fi»r 
your own salve, that you have cvisr lent it to the works you 
menlioii. In saying this, I merely repeat your own v'ords 
in your letter to me, and have no wisli w'hatovor to say a 
single syllable that may app<‘:»r lo iiisull your misfortunes. 
Ifl have, excuse me ; it Is uiiiiitiaitional. 

“Voursj&c. “Byron.” 

[In an.s\vcr to this letter, Aaho mentioned as the sum ne¬ 
cessary to extricate him from hisdilficullics, J50/.—and, some, 
sliort delay having occurrt^d in the reply to (his demand, he, 
in renewing his suit, compIaiue<l, it appears, of neglect.] 


LETTER CXC. 

TO MR. ASHE. 

“Jan. 6,1814. 

“Sin, 

“AVheii you acmse a stranger of neglect, you forget that 
it is p<).shiblc business or absence from London may liavo^ 
intcilered to delay bis ^jnswer, a.s has actually oerurrt.*d in 
the prcsjjnt instance. But. to the point. I am willing to do 
what 1 ctui to extricate you from your situation. Y’o»ii»first 
sc'hemc 1 was considering; but your own impatierwie af/- 
ptiars to have rendered it abortive, if not irretrievable. I 
will defiosite in Mr. Murray’s hands (witli his ctmscnt) tlic 
sum you menUoned, lo Iw advanced for tlie Ume i i ten 
pounds per month. 

“P. S. I write in the greatest hurry, which may mako 
my lertor a little abrupt; but, as I said Ixjfore, I have no wish 
to distress your feelings.” 

• Author of a pnMtcntiun r»>latluR to Iho Queoii, caiJed " The Book;*^ 
aldour** Trnvt'tit Uimiigh Ametica," hu 1 oihrr iioiurKynH iiuela. ITe had 
written to Lonl Byrun, alli-ciiig iiuv.t* v **x» uhm i«.r ibe vHo uw*; w 
which he hod proslititioii ius ]>cii, aua rolkhiug the meaai of ot^taUiu^ 
some honcatoiiiploynicul. • ^ 



letter cxcl 

TO MR. GALT. 

"Dec. 11,1813. 

“MV dear GALT, 

Tlig-e wiiJi r»> utfence—there could be none.* I thouglj 
it by no means jtu|>tteiail>le lliat wo might have bit on somo- 
Uung similar, |iarticularly as you are a dramatist, ajid was 
ajui'Xis to assure you tlw Irutli, viz. that 1 had not wit- 
iimdy seizcjd upon plot, sentiment,or incident; and I am very 
glwl lliat I have not in any respect trenc;hed ufKai your 
subjects. Something still more singular is, that tlie^rsi jjart, 
wlierc you have found a coincidence in some events within 
your observations on lif(y was drawD from obsirvaiimi of 
•lino also; and J meant to have gone on witli the story, but 
on second thoughts, I tlioughl myself two centuries at least 
^l(K>late for the subjoel; which, tlioiigh admitting of very 
|K>worful b cling and di scription, yet Ls not adapted for tliis 
age, al least tius country, lliough liie fiucsl worles of tli(5 
one of {;>clul!er’s and Alfieri’s, in naxlern times, 
besides several of our old (and bust) dramatists, have been 
grouiidi'd on incidciiis(»f a similar cast. I tlioreforc alien'd 
it as you perceive, and, in so doing, have weakened tJie 
w)n>le by inlernipling tlie train of thouglil; and, in com|M)si- 
tion, I do not think thoughts arc tliebest, tiioughstwnd 
expressions may improve Uic first idejis. 

“ i lio not know hoiv other men feel towards tlios(5 tlmy liave 
met a))nKi<l, hut mo there s«':eins a kind of tic c.stahlislied 
iM lween all who Jiave met together in a foreign country, as 
if w’e had met in a stalt^ of pre-existeiK'e, and were talking 
over a life tliat. has ceased; hut I jdways kK>k firward to 
rencwhig niy travels, aii<l lhonghj/«M, I lliuik, are now sta¬ 
tionary, if J cjui al all forward your pursuits iJurc as well as | 
here, 1 sliall be truly glad in the opjiortunity. 

“ Ever yours very sincerely^, “ I?. 

^ P. S. 1 Indieve T leave town for a day or two, on Mon¬ 
day, hut after that J am always at home, and happy to see 
Volt till liaJf past two.” 


LETTER CXCH. 

TO MK. LEIGH HUNT. 

“1X0.22,1813. 

“mv dear mu, 

“I am, iihleed, ‘in your debt—mid what is still w’urse,am 
ohIi;:<‘d Ui follow rojyoi example, [he lias just ap()ri/.('d bis 
crrdiiors lliat tlaw must wait till the meeting,] and entreat 
vour nidulgence Ibr, T hope, a very short time. The nearest 
o lation, and allno^it the only friend 1 jiussess, has lieen in 
I*on<l(»n fir a week, aiul leaves it. to-morrow, witli iii«‘, fijr 
lierown residence. 1 returnimmediatelv; hut we meet so 
^''idomjandaresow/Vmhy/whenwemeot al all,that 1 giveiip 
all eui/ageiiu;uts, til! woic, without rehietanee. On my return, 

I must see you to console, myself for my past disappoint -1 
‘'•nis. 1 sfiould feel liighly honoured in Mr. ’s; 

permission to makt^lils accjiiainlarjce, and tlure you are in 
7/u/ dehtjf.r it is a promise of last summer winch 1 still hope 
to see pedormed. Yesterday I had a letter from Moore; 

liave probably heard from him lately; hut if not, you 
V ill In- glad lo learn that he is die same in heart, head, and 
’(♦•(dth,'* 


LETTER CXCHL 

TO MR. MERIVALE. 

«Jan. 1814. 

^ MY DEAR MERIVALE, 

I liave reildc Roiiecsvaux with very great p}ea.sure, awl 
wrre so disposed) soo very little room for criticism, 
is a choice of two linos in one of the last Cantos^—I 


think *Idve and protect’ better,because *0h who?* implws 
a doubt of Roliind’s {M>wer or iiudination. I would allow 
the—but dial jHiint you yourself must detennine on—I mean 
die doubt as to whore to place a piut t>f the Poem, whether 
between die actions or no. Only if you wish to liave all the 
success you deserve, never listen to friaids^ and—as 1 am 
not the h'a.st troublesome of the niimher—least all to me. 

“I hope you will be out soon. Mureft, sir, JWarc/i, is tho 
monUi fur tho tradfj and they must be conskiered. You 
have written a very noble Poem, and nothing but the detest¬ 
able taste of the day can do you liarni,—but 1 think you will 
heat it. Your measure is uncommonly well chosen and 
fielded.” 

* * 


LETTER CXCIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Biuiday, Jan. 2,1814. 

“ Excuse diis dirty jiafier—it is the y^multimate half-sheet 
of a quire. I'hanks for yoia boeX ami the Ln. Chron. which 
return. I'he ('orsair is copied, and now at Lord Hol¬ 
lands; but I wish Mr. Gifford to have it to-night. 

“Mr. 1 )allas laVK'ry perverse; so 1 hof lliav(i offended both 
■um and you, wh<‘n [ really meoni to do good, al least to one, 
and certainly not to annoy eitJier.* Ihil 1 shall manage 
in, I ho])e. I am pretty confident of the T<dc itself; hut 
.)iM‘ cannot be sure. If I get it from Lord IIollarKl, it shall 
sent. Yours, & c.” 


LETTER CXCV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Jan. 6,1814. 

•I have got a devil of a long story in the press, entitled 
‘ The Corsair,’ in the regular heroic measure. It is a pirate’s 
sic, pi'oph'd with my own creatures, and you may (*a.sily 
lUppose they do a world < »f mischief llirough Uie tliree cantos. 
Now Cir your Dedication-if you will accept it. Tiiis is 
Kjsitive.ly ni}' last exjieriineiit on public lilrrwy opinion, till 
turn iny tliirtictli year,—if so be 1 fiourish until that down- 
ill poriml. I have a confidence fi»r you—a perple.\ing one- 
k> me, and, just at present, in a slate of uheyamjc in itself. 

Towever, wc shall see. In the metui time, you may amuse 
'ourself with my suspense, and put all the justi<‘<*s of Uie 
teace in reijui.sition, in emse 1 come into your county with 
hack hut bent.’ 

JScriously, wluitlier T am to hear from lier or him, it is a 
joitst; whieh I shall fill up witli as few llioughts of my own 
iis 1 ean borrow from other jieoph*. Any thing is better llian 
stagnation; and now, in the interregnum of my autumn and 
a strange sumnuT tulvciiilure, vvlmh 1 don't like to think 
(T don’t mean * *’s, however, which is langhahie only,) 

* anlilheti(ral state, of my Incubratioihs makes roe alive,. 
aiidMaL-betheun ‘sleej) no more:’—he was hickyin getting 
■id (4* tlic drowsy s<?nsation of waking again. 

“Pray write to mi^. I must s<‘nd yon a copy of the letter 
jfDt'dication. When do you come out? 1 am sure we 
lon’t clasli this time, for 1 am all al sea, and in action,—and 
wife, and a mistress, &c. &c. 

“ Thomas, thou art a hapjiy fellow; but if you wish iw to 
be so, you mast come up to town, as you did last year; and 
wc sliall have, a world to say, and to see, and to hear. IaiI 
me hear from you. 

“ P. S. Of course you will keep niy secret, anrl don’t <?voiv 
talk in your sleejiofit. Haj>penwhat may, your Dedication 
i i.s en»ur«fl, lH‘ing alreu<!y written; and J sliall copy it out 
j fair to-night, in case bui^iiess or amusiimt nl— A/nmii aUema 
\ CanKEna}!* 


wriUon tome nomctWng^which me 


^tTciuled al my aisl Ui^ I Lad, iu cunau- “lie Inul nuuti* n jircst'iil of iIm! rcijiv-righi of Om- C«>rsalr to Mr.Dallnt!, 

tw^O^n-ecaitd hu wrath.'’—which occatluiwd boiiio tiuihanuMUieut livtwcvu him aud Mr. Murray. 
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LETTERS, 


IfOTK TO MU. MUKHAY. 

«Jan. 7,1814. 

“You don't like the Dedication—very well; tliere is an¬ 
other: but you will aend the other to Mr. Moore, that he 
may know I had written it. I aenil also mottos fi)r the 
cant(». 1 think you will allow that an elephant may be more 
Basacious, but cannot bo more docile. 

Yours, “Bn. 

“ The name is again altered to JVXetfora.”* 

LETTER CXCVI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Jan. 8,1814. 

•As it would not be fair to press you into a Dtxlicatioii, 
without previous notice, 1 send you <u», and 1 will tell you 
V)f^ tivo. The first, Mr. Murray, who soniotiines takes 
upmi him the critic (and I bear it from aslmiishmetU) 
says, may do you /lar/n—G« kI forbid! tliis alone makes me 
listen to him. Tlie fact Is, lie is a daimieil 'I’ory, and has, 
I dare swear, stwnolhing ol* sclf^ whicli 1 (’uruiol divine*, at 
the bottom of his objection, us it is the allusion to Ireland to 
which he objects. But he he d—<1, ihougli a giKxl fellow 
enough, (your sdmjer would not be worth a d—n.) 

“ Take your choice; no one, save he and Mr. DuUa.s, ha.s 
seen eillier, and D. Is rjuitc on my side, and for th<; first 
If I can but testify to you and the world how truly I admire 
and esteem you, 1 shall be quite salislietl. As to j^rosc, I 
t know Addison’s from Johnson’s; but I will try to mend 
my cacology. Pray perptmd, pronounce, and don't be of- 
ferided with either. 

• My last epi.stle would probably put you in a tklget. But 
Uio Devil, who ought to Ik; civil on such occasions, jiroved 
fio^ and lock my K^tter to the right pkn^o. 

4 ^ * * * * 

® Is it. not odd ? Uie very fate 1 said slie had escapctlfrom 
* *, slie has now undergone* from the worthy * *. Like 
Mr. Kity.gerald, shall I not lay claim ni the charact(.T of 
‘ Vates?’ as he did in the Morning Herald for proplursying 
tlic fall of Buonaparlo, wim, hy-the-hy, 1 don’t liiitik is yi^t 
fallen. 1 wisli ho would rally and rout your legitimate 
sovereigns, having a mortal hate to all royal entafls. But 
t am scrawbng a treatise. Good night. Ever, Ike.” 

KOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Jan. n, 1814. 

“Correct tliis proof by Mr. Gitlbrd’s (and from tin? 
MSS.) jiarticiilarly as to the jtointmg. 1 have added a 
flection for Oid/iorc, to fill up tlic parting, and dismiss her 
more ccrerooiiioualy. If Mr. Ctifford or you dislike, ’tls 
but a sponge^ and another midnight biat^'-r employed tJian 
in yawning over Miss * * ; w1k>, hy-tlic-by, may soon 
return the complunent. 

“Wednesday or Thursday. 

“P. S. I have reddo * *. It is full of praises of Lord 
EUonborough!!! (from which 1 infer m^ar and dear reki- 
tions at tlie bar,) and + * * * 

“ I do not love Madame do Stacl, but depend upon it, slie 
beats ah your natives hollow as an authoress, in my opinion; 
and I would not say tills if 1 could help it. 


* It bail l>R«n At fir»t (lenovrn. 

t The Aral wan the one prclVrrc<l. The oltier vraa us follow b:— 

“Jan. 7,1814. 

“ My dear Moore, 

I bait wi'iUru to you n Ion;; letter of dedication, which I BupinrHii, he 
cause, thoufili it cuutnhied soiiieUiiitg rclutin^t lu yon which every out* imii 
been to Iwar, yet there whs too much alioot politico, and ikwsv, ami 
ftU Uilogs whatsoever,emUns topic un which most nu-ii aretliiciit, 

and noue very amueiiMj—«ne’s Il mijchl huv** l»eeH re wriiion—but 

(n what purpose f My pritise rouid add noihiiiK to your wi'll.imrnrd and 
firmly-esiahlisiied fume ; and with luy inoti hearty HdiiernUoit of >v>u> 
tateiits, andthdight in your ronversution. yopan^alirady acquainted. In 
availing fhyoelf of yunV friendly ijermt8<iiun to iuscrii'e ttiis roem lu you, 
I can oiily with Ilia offering were us worUiy yuur ucceptancu us your rC' 
Ctrdiadwto 

'* Yours, moot afiacUonatuly ami faithfuliy, 

BYttON.'’ 


“P. S. Pray report my best acknowledgments to Mr. 

Gifford in any words tliat may best express how truly his 
kindness obliges me. I won’t bore him with Up thanko (k 
notes^ 

VOTE TO MR. MOORE. 

“Jan. 13,1814. 

**! have but a moment to write, but all is as it should be. 
1 have said really far short of my o|nmon, but if you dunk 
enough, 1 am content. Will you return tlie proof by tlie 
post, as 1 leavi! town on Sunday, and have no other cor¬ 
rected (^oj>y. 1 put ‘servant,’ as being less familiar before 
the public; because I tion’t like presuming upon our friend- 
ship to infringe upon forms. As to the otlier inorrf, you may 
bo sure it is one I cannot hear or repeal too often. •' 

“I write in an agony of haste and corfasion^Perdonate.® 


LETTER exevn. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Jan. 15,1814. 

“ Before any proof goes to M r. Giffonl, it may be as well 
to r*-*vise this, wlieru ihcrc are words mnxtlod^ faults com¬ 
mitted, and tlu'. devil knows what. As to die Dedication, I 
cut out the partuilliesis of Mr.* but not aiiotlier word shall 
move unle.s.s for a belter. Mr. Mixire has .seen, and de¬ 
cidedly preferred, die part your Tory bile sickens at. If 
every syllabic wtirc a ralllesnalte, or every letter a pesii- 
leijce, tiiey should not be expungtA. Let tliose who cannot 
.swallow, chew the e.\prcs.sioiis on Ireland; or should even 
Mr. Criker array liimseff in all his terrors against Uiem, 1 
care for none tff you, (jxctjpt Gitlbrd; and he won’t abuse me 
'•xccpi I deM.Tve it—which will at least rcronciltJ me to his 
justice. Astolhe poems in Hobh<niHi*’svolume.f thelrans- 
lation from the Romaic is well cnougli; but the best of llie 
•»l}ier volume (of niine^ 1 nietm) liave been already printed. 
Bur do as you please—only, as J shall be absent when you 
jome oul, do, prat/y 1<1 Mr. Dallas and ymi have a care <f 
\l\c press, “Y’oumj&c.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

[“1814, Jan. 16.] 

“I do believe tliat the Devil never created or perverted 
Ktich a fK.iid us the f(x>l of a printer. I am obliged to enclose 
you, luckily for me, Uiis second proo^ corrected, because there 
is an ingenuity in his blunders peculiar to liimsetf. Let the 
press be guided by tlie present sheet. “ Yours, &c. 

“ Sum the Uhcr. 

“Correct this tdm by the other in some tilings wliich X may 
have forgotten. There is one mistake lie made, which, ifit 
had stood, I would most certainly have broken his neck.” 


LETTER exevni. 

TO MR. MURRAY.♦ 

“Npw.sicad Abbey, Jan. 22,1814. 

“You will be glad to hear of my safe arrival hero. Tlij0 
lime of my return will^lepciA uiion the weather, which is so 
imprnctic.able that this letter has to advance through more 
snows titan ever op(Kwed the emperor's retreat. The4foads 
art^ impassable, and return impossible for the present; whlcli 
I do not regret, as I am much at my ease, and.vir-onrf-ftiwmt^ 
cornfikMe. lliis day—a very pretty age, if it ivould always last. 
Our coals arc excellent, our fire-placcs large, my cellar full, 
and my heail empty; and I have not yet recovered my joy 
at. leaving London. If any unexpected turn occurred with 
my purchasers, I believe I should Imrdly <juit the place at all; 
but shut my door, and let my heard grow. 

I “1 forgot to mention (and I hcqic it is iuinec«»sary) 


* Ha had. at firat, after di« woi'rii " Scott atoite,** thirled, in a pan 
thesia.— ** tie wiit excuse liit A/i we do not oay hir C'vsar.' ** 
t Am Pooumi p. 165 r. 



die lines be^nning—fiwnemicr /urn,* &c. must na appear 
with die C^sair. You may slip them in with die smaller 
' piec^ newly annexed to Ch^e Harokl; but <m no account 
permit them to be a[»penclcd to die Corsair. Ilavo the 
goodness to recollect tliis particularly. 

‘*“rhe books I have brought with me arc a great consola- 
doii for die conimmient, and X bought more as wo came 
along. In short, I never consult die ihcmiometer, and shal' 
not put up prayers fur a tiiaWy unless 1 thought it would 
sweep away die rawally invaders of France. "Was ever 
such a thing as Ulucher’s proclaniaticai'? 

* Just before 1 left town, Kemble paid me tho compliment 
of desiring me to write a tra^cdjf; I wish I could, hut I find 
my scribbling mood subsiding—not before it was time; but 
it is lucky to check it at all. If I Icngdien iny letter you will 
think it is connng on again; so, good bye. 

“ y ours alvvay, ” B. 

“P. S. If you hear any nows of batUe or retreat on the 
- part (rf' the Allies, (as tli<*y call them,) [iray send it. lie 
has my best wishes to manure die fields of France witli an 
inmihig army. I hate invaders of all counlrics, an<l Jiave 
no pafieiK^c with die cowardly cry of exultation over liim, 
at whose name you all turned whiU'r than the snow to 
which you arc indelHcd for your (riuinplis. 

“I open rny letter to dionk you for yours just received. 
The ‘Lines to a Lady Weeping’ must go wiUi llicCorsmr. 

1 care notliiug for coiisequciicc on this point. My politics 
are to mt5 like a young mistress to an old man—llic worse 
they grow, the fondcT T liecomo of them. As Mr. Gitiord 
likes tlic ^Portuguese Translation,’! ])ray insert it as an ad¬ 
dition to the Corsair. 


by a wisli to put them to their combined uses, except in let¬ 
ters d'busmess. My rhyming t^oponsity is quite g(me,and 
1 feel much as 1 did at Patras on recovering from my fever 
—weak, but in health, and only afraid of a relapse. I do 
most fervently hope I never sluUl. 

“I sec by the Morning Chronicle dicre hadi been dis¬ 
cussion in die Courirr; and I read in the Morning Post a 
wrailiful letter about Mr. Moore, in whicli some I’roiesiant 
licader has made a sad confusion about /ndia and Ireland. 

"You arc to do as you please about the smaller po^uns: 
hut 1 diink removuig them now from the C’orsair looks like 
fercr; and if so, you must allow mo not to be pleased. I 
should also suppose that, ^er of diose new.s[>aper 

esquires, they would materially assist the circulation of die 
Corsair; an object 1 should imagine at jfresent of more im¬ 
portance to yoursef/' dian Childe Ilarokl’s srvonih apjicar- 
anc(5. JJo as you like; but don’t allow the wididrawing that 
2>oe7)i to draw any imputation of c/wmay upon me.* 

“Pray make rny re.sj>ects to Mr. Ward, whose praise 1 
value most higlily, as you well know; it is in the approbation 
>f such men tliat fame heroines wortli having. To Mr. 
.tifiord I uin always grateful, and surely not less so now 
lhan iwrr. And so gCMxl night to my authorship. 

“1 liave been .sauntering and dozing liere very quietly, 
and not unhappily. You will be happy to hear that I have 
com]iletely cstablislied my title deeds as inarketabb*, 
hat the. purHuiscr Iuls sucrumbed to the terms, and fulfils 
them, (‘r Is to fulfil tlu m fortliwiUi. He is now here, and we 
40 on very aniiealily togcdicr—-on<j in each wing of the 
Abbey. \\ e. sot ott* on Sunday—I for town, ho for (.Che¬ 
shire. 


“ fn all {M>iuts of <litference Iwtween Mr. Giflord and Mr. 
Dallas, let the first keep his place; and in ail points of diP 
ftTenct; between Air. (iitflirdaml AJr. Anvl>ody-el.se, I shall 
abide by the foniuT*, if I am wrong, I can’t help it. Put 1 
would rather not lie right, with any otJicr person. Sf» llicn* 
Is an end of (hat matter. After all tho froulile lie has taken 
about me and mine, 1 should bt' very ungrtiteful to fed or 
act otherwise. Besides, in point of judgiiierit, he is not to 
be lowered by n c<«nparison. In he may be right 

too; but dial witli me Is a frvling^ and I can’t t07if'y my na¬ 
ture.” 


LETTER eXOIX. 

TO MU. MUUUAY. 


“Mrs. Leigh is witlune—mneli pleased with the place, 
nd les.s so with me for parting witli if, to which not even llio 
, 'ik'e can r<‘coiicile Ikt. V our parcel has not yet arrive<{— 
t least the ]\Jugs. &c.; but I have received (M)ilde Harold 
and tlie (’onsair. I br lievc both art; very correctly printed, 
ivliich is a great satisfaction. 

“1 tliank you for wishing me. in town; but I think one’s 
success Is most ft‘lt at a distance, and I enjoy my solitary 
s«.‘lf-iinportance in an agreeably sulky way of iny ovni,ujx>n 
the .strength ofyourloltcr—fir wliiclil oncernorc thank you, 
ami am, very truly, &c. 

“P. Don’t you think Buonaparte’s next^uh/irafton will 
he ratlicr c-vpen.sive to the Allavs? IVrry’s Pari.s letter of 
'sterday looks very reviving. What a Hydra and Briarcua 
it is! I wish di(5y would pacify.' Uicrt: Is no end to thii 


“Newstead Abbey, Fob. 4,1814. 

"I need not say that your obliging letter was very wol- 
e(»ni^ and not tho less so for bebtg unexpected. 

“It doubtless gratifies mt5 much tliat oar^/ude has pleased, 
and that tlio curtain drops gracefully.J You deserve it 
sliould, for your promptitude aruJ good nature in arranging 
immediately with Mr. Dallas; and I can assure you that 1 
esteem your entering .so warmly into the suhj<;ct, and writing 
to me so s(x»n upon if, as a personal obligation. We shall 
now part, 1 lu^ie, satisfied with eacJi oilier. I tms anil am 
quite in earnest in my prefatory pnnuise not to intrude any 
more; and diis not from any affi^ctation, but a thorough con¬ 
viction that it is the best j)dicy,^d is at least respectful to 
my readers, as it sliows tliai 1 would not willingly run the 
%lsk of firfeiling their favour in future. Besiilefs, I have 
otlier views and objects, and Uiink tl lat I shall ke(‘p tliis reso¬ 
lution; for, since I left London, though sliut up, sneio-bound, 
t/wrixt-bound, anrl tempKvl with all kinds of fiaiier, llic dirtiest 
of ink, and Uic bluntest of jiens, 1 have not even been haunted 

* Sop Poome, p. 191. 

t Uw irntiglation of ihp pretty Porfupucae ton?. ** Tu mi chsma 
He Wat tenipie<1 to try another »«r«on of thie msenioua tliouf'hi, wl 
*•, perhapa, au)t more iiappy, nml Ima mver, I briu-vr, appeaml iii pr 
• “You call me alill your /i/r—alit elianue the word— 

Ltfp iit as traunlent as tli’ iiiconelRitf aigh ; 

Sav, rather, 1 ’m your »oul, more just that uame, 

■ir'or, like theaoui, my love cait never -Moore. 

-} It will he recollected that he had announced the Toraair as “ the laet 
.fwoctucuon wiUi which lie should trespass on putiUe {latience for some 


I campoigiimg 


LETTER 00. 

TO MH. MVUllAW 

“Kewslead Abbey, Feb. ^ 1814. 

“ I quite fiirgot, in my answer of yesterday, Ui mention that 
I have no means of ascerfaimng whether tlie Newark Pirerfe 
has been doing what you say.f Jf so, he is a rascal, and a 
x/ireW)y rascal too; and if li'is offt’mte is jjunishable by law or 
pugilism, he shall be fined or buficted. Do you try and dis¬ 
cover, and I will make some inijuiry here. Perha|>8 some 
(aher in town may have gone on [irinting, and used tlic same 
deception. 

“ The faomnik is omitted in Childe Harold, which is 
very awkward, as there is a note expressly on tlie subject. 
Pray nfilace it n.s umal. 

* On second and third thoughts, the withdrawing the small 
fioems from the Corswr (evtm to add to C’hikJc Harold) 
looks like shrinking and shuffling, afler the fuss made upon 
one of Uu*in by tlie Tories. Pray replace them in the 
Corsair’s appendix. I am sorry that Childe Harold rwfuiros 
fM>mc and such abetments to make him move but, 
if you rememhen I told you hia popularity would not be 
permanent. It is very lucky for the author that he had 

* He alliKlei to llnce beginnini; “We«p, daughter of a royal lino.** 
Poenw, p. I9i. 

t Rei»rmeiig Uic “ Hour# of Idhsnsn.’' 
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made up Hs mind to a temporary reputation in time. The 
truth is, 1 do nut dunk that any of the present day (and 
least of all, oite who has not consulted the flattehii|T side of 
human nature) have much to hope from posterity; and you 
may thii^ it affectation very (vobably, but to me, my present 
and past success has appeared very sin^pilar, sirm; it was 
in the teeth of so many prejudiwjs. I alnwwt think people 
like to be contradicted. If Cliilde Harold it will liardly 
be worth while to go on with the engravings: but do asyoii 
please; I have done willi U»o wb<jle concern; and tlic en¬ 
closed lines written years ago, and coftied from my .skollca[), 
are among the last with whicdi you will be troubled. If you 
Hko, add them to Ohilde Harold, if rmly for tlie sake of 
anotiier outcry. You received so long an answer yesterday, 
that 1not intrude on you further tlmn to r«?y>eut my.solfj 

“ Yotirs, &.C. 

*P. S. Of course, in reprinting (if ym have o(H;asion) 
you will take great care to Im 5 cr>rrect. i'ho jiroscnt e<lilions 
seem very nnich so, except in die last note of Childc Harold, 
where llio word r^ponmUc fxrcurs twice, nearly together; 
ctHTect the socemd into an»weraf)le.^ 

HOTB TO MR. MirRHAr. 

“ N ewiirU, Feb. 6,1814. 

®I am thus far on my way b) town. Muster RMge* 1 
Itavc seeti, and he owns to having reprinted sonx’ Sf/wiis, to 
make up a few complete renm’ming copies I I liave now 
^ven him fair warning, and if he plays such trades again, I 
must either got on itijuiK'tion, or call for an account ol* i»rohis, 
(as I ne.vw liave jiarted with the c<«pyright,) or, in short, 
any thing vexarimis to rej>ay him in his own way. If the 
weather docs not, ndapse, 1 hi>po to bo in town in a day w 
two. “ Yours, &c.” 

NOTE TO MH. MUKRAV. 

“Feb. \nU. 

Si aft ♦ * ♦ * 

• 1 sec all the papers in a sad commotion with those eight 
lines ;f and tho Morning Post, in/lartk'ular, has foniul out 
tiiat I am a sort of Richard T11 .-Reformed in mind and 
bofli/. The hint pitx'e «)f uiformation is not very nt'w to » 
man who /wtsseri five years at a puh/i»; schinA. 

“I am very sorry you cut out those lines fur Ohilde 
Harold. Pray reinsert Uicm in their old place in ‘The 
Corsair.’” 


LETTER CGI. 

TO MR. IIOOOSON. 

“Feb. 28,1814. 

• There is a yoiingstor—-and a clever one, named Rey¬ 
nolds, who has just piiblislieil a poem calUul' Sulie.,’ puhlishtHl 
by Cawlburne. He is in the in<>st natural and fearful a^)- 
prehension the Reviewers—and os you ami I boUi know 
by experience the eilect of such things upon u mind, 
I wisJi .you would take his pnxluclion into dissection and do 
it gtrUtp. I cannot, Wcause it is inscrihed to me; but J 
assure you tins is not my motive for wisliiug him to be ten¬ 
derly entreated, but because 1 know the misery, at his time 
of life, of untoward remarks upon Hrst ap[)earanc<*. 

“Now for «•(/*. Pray thank your cousin—it is just a.s it 
should be, to my liking, and probably marc tlian will suit luiv 
one elae’s. I hope and trust tliat you are well and well 
doing. Peace be witli you. Kvur yours, my dear friend.” 


I pleasantly. Y ou can have no conception of the uproar fhe 
' eight lines on tho little Royalty’s weening in 1812 (now re^ 
fmblishod) have occasioned. Thi? Regent,who had always 
thought tiicin youni, chose-^God knows v\ hy—on discover- 
ing them to be mine, to be qffccteil ‘in sorrow ratlier tlian 
anger.’ The Moniing Post, Sim, IJorakl, t/ourier, liave all 
liecn in livRlerics ever since. Murray is in u frigfit, and 
wanted to stmfHe—and the abuse against nic! in all direr'tions 
is veliemcnt, unceasing, loud—some of it good, urul all i>f it 

arty. 1 feel a little compunctious as U> the Regent's rc- 
4 *rri,*—‘would he liad been only angry! but I fear lain not.’ 

“Some ofdiese same assailnientsyou have prohahlv seen. 
My person (whicfi is excelbrnt hw* ‘the nonce’) has h<vn dew 
noimced in verses, the. more like the subject, inasmuch as 
tiiey bait exceedingly. "J’hen, in an<»lher, I am an 
a reW—atul, at last, the di'mL, {hoitinav^ 1 presume.) My 
deinonism seems to be a female’s eonjeciun*: if so, periiajjH 
I could convince her tliat 1 am hut a men* nKulal,—if u 
queen of the Arnarons may h»* believfxl, who says wpiorov 
ot^et. J quote from meinorv, so riiy Cir<x'k Is pro¬ 
bably deticierit; but tlie pa.s.sage is ineaut to mean * * 

♦ ♦ * 

“.Strioiwly, 1 arn in, what the learned call, a dilemma, and 
Urn vulgar, a scrapie; and my friends ilesire me nt»f, to b<i in 
a passion, arnl liki? Sir h^retful, I assure that I am 
hjtiiti* calm,'—but 1 am nevertheless in a fury. 

“S'mee I wrotetiuis far, a friimd fias eoine in, and wc have 
been talking and bnfliKui'uig, till 3 buve quiie lost the tViread 
d’my tiioughts^ ami, a.s T w<»n’t wml them unstrung to yon, 
goofl inorniiig, and “ l^elieve me ever, &e. 

“ P. S. Murray, dunng my absence, ornikled tlic I'ears in 
several of the copies. I have made him replace tJicni, and 
am very wroth with bis quahiis;—‘as the wine is {Minred 
out, let It he drunk to the dregs.’ ” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Feb. 10,1814. 

“ I am much l>ct1er, and iinlecd quite well thi luoni- 
iiig. I Itave received ttm, hut 1 presume tliere arj* more 
of tlie AnOy anl»seqinmfly, and also sonu‘thing [)r» v ious, 
to which the. Morning Glironiele replied. S'ou 

! fn >d\ on iJiti Skull. ! Mi.sh lo mn* j/o*n 

all, Ix'causc tin're may bo tilings tliat require notice 
either by pen or person. 

“ Yours, &.(♦. 

“You iioed not trouble yourself to answer this; but 
send me tho things wJion you get them.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Feb, 12,1814. 

“Ifyou have copies ofthe* Intercepted Letters,’* J.udy 
Ilolland woubl be glad <*f a volume, aiul when you have; 
served others, have the goodness to tliink of your hum¬ 
ble servant. 

‘You have played the devil by that iniudioious swp- 
pnmoiiy which you did totally without my consent. 
Some of the papers havo exactly said what might be 
expected. Now I do not, and wiU not be snjiposed to 
shrink, although myself asd every thing belonging to me 
were to perish with my memory. 

“ Vouns, &c, “ BiV. 

“P. S. Pray attend to what I staled ye.sterday on 
iedmical topioi.” 


I*ETTER CCTI. 


LETTER CCIIL 

TO MR HUNT. 


TO MH. MOORE. 

'■"Fob. I(\ 1814. 

*^1 arrived in town late yesterday evening, having been 
ahsent throe weeks, wluch I passed in Notts, quietly ami 


“Feb. 9,1814. 


‘ MT BEAR SIR, 

“I have been snow-bound and thaw-sw.amped ^two 
compound epithets for you) in the ‘ valley of iffe shadow 




Jh« |triMt«r ftt Newark. 


1 " T.*.i 1.1.'i\ Wirpi, 


' >lr. Mooi e. 


of Ncwstiad Abbey for nearly a niontlj, and liave not 
four hours returned to Ltwdon. Nearly the first use 
1 make nf iny beniunlied lingers, is to tliank you for your 
v*TV iuuidsoine note iu the volume^ you have just jmt 
forth, only, 1 trust, to be followed 'hy others on subjects 
mor*e worthy your notice than tlie works of contenipi 
rancs. C)f ntysel^ you speak only too highly, and you 
must think me strangely spoiled, or peryerecly peevislt, 
even to suspect that any remarks of yours, in the spirit of 
uuiulid criticism, could possibly prove unpalatable. Hud 
1 1 1<7 l)ecn harsli, instead of being written as tliey are in tlie 
iiKiciiblc ink and friendly admonition, had they been the 
h.'irsliesl—as 1 knew and Jinow that you are above any 
{KTsuiml bias, at least, agahutl your fellow-bards, believe 
me tlioy would not liave caused a rcrnonslraiioe, nor a mo- 
nicnl. of rankling on my part. Your poem I read long 
ajo in the ‘ Ueflcctor,’ and it is not much to say it is the 
l«>t ‘ J?os>ion' we have, and with a more difficult subject, 
. 11 ir ueare neither so good nor so bad (taking tiic best and 
worst) as tlie wits of tlie olden tune. 

“ 'j\> your smaller pieces I havij not yi't had linu) to do 
jMsiire l)y perusal, and 1 liave a quantity of unanswered, 
ami I h<»|»e unanswerable letters to wad«5 iJirough bef)re I 
sirej), hut to-morrow will see mo llironghy'our volume. I 
am glad to sci- you have tracked Cray among th(^ Italians. 
A on Will prrliaps liiul a frii-ml or two of jmirs there also, 
ihouj/li not lo t)n> same extent; but I have always tliought 
till Italiuiis ilu’nukst poelical moderns*, our iVlilton and 
S|ieris<'r, anti ^^h^lksp<'ar•', (ihe last throngli traiislations <»!' 
thejr are very 'I'useun, and surely it is fur superior 

lo thf? French sclniol. You are hardly fair enough to 
Ko;<rrs. \V)iy ltd ? you might simdy have given him sup- 
p'‘r, if only a sandwich. Murray has, I liope, sent yon 
no i.'t'l /junfJiiig, ‘I'iic Corsair.* I have been regaled at 
•‘viTv lun on tin- n>ad liy !aiii]u>onM and other merry con¬ 
ceits on niysidt' in tlx; miiiistt'ria! gazelles, oo<‘asioned by, 
the repiibln-ahon of two stanzas, inserted in 1812, m 
I'erry's paper. 'I'he hysterics ol'tho Morniiigl^osl are (piite 
mlere.sluig; uml I hear (Iwit liave not seen) of Muiietlung 
lerritic 111 a last week's (Courier: all which 1 take w nli the 
‘c.ilin im(illlT< iiee' ofSir Fretl'ul Plagiary, 'i’lie Morning 
l’o«t has oiH-copv of devices upon my ilefornuly, v\lu<'li 
w ill .-nli/jii </i' no •lu.-.lorn* donbls’hki' ‘l)i<’kon 

rny masierV,’ uiiolher Ujion my ullieism, v\hiclt is nut (pule 
so clear, and uno'dier very downrighllv says, ‘1 am tin* 
ihnl^ {iMit/mr, iiivy miglil have added,) and a rebel, and 
what noi; possihly, my aeeoser ofdiaholMn may he JPnsa 
iVljiliMa; and if so. il would not he dilUeult to eoiivinei- 
In r that I am a mere man. I shall lireak in upon you in 
a day or two, distance has hitherto deluined me; and I 
hope lofind you well, and myself wi'leoine. 

“ Fve.r yoiu* obliged and sincere 

“ Bykon. 

*"1’. S. .Siijco tliis IctU^r was wriUi'ii, 1 liave been at 
yonr U'vt, uliicli has much humour in every sensi: ol’ 
t)o‘ wonl. Your notes arc of a very high oi-der indeed, 
pailieulariy d!i Wordsw'orliL'’ 


own obstinacy upon the subject. Take any course you 
please to vindicate yourael/^ but leave me to 6ght my 
own way, and, as 1 before said, do not compromise me by 
any tiling which may look like sJtririkmg on my part; as 
for your own, make llie best of it. 

“Yours, “Bn.” 


LETTER CCV. 

TO M&. ROGERS. 

“Feb. 16, 1814. 

“MV hear ROGERS, 

“ I wrote lo Lord Holland briefly, but I hope distinctly, 
on the suliject whicli has lately occupied much of my 
conversation witli him and you.* As thmgs now stand, 
upon that topic my determination must be unalterable. 

“ I dociare lo you most sincerely that tlwre is no hu¬ 
man being on whoso regard and esteem I sot a higher 
value than on Lord Holiund^s; and, as far as cencerna 
him.selfj 1 would concede even to hiuniltatum without 
any view to the. future, and solely from my sense of his 
conduct us to the jiast. For the rest, 1 conceive that I 
have already done all m iny power by the suppression.f 
If that is not enough, they mast, act as they please ; hut 
I will not ‘tcR<*h my tongue a nio,‘(t inherent baseness, 
como what may. Vou will probably be at the Maniuts 
Laiisdowncs to-night. I am asked, but 1 am not sure 
that 1 shall be, able to go. Ilohhouse will be there. I 
tlaiik, if you knew him well, you would like him. 

“ Believe me always yours very affeclionalelv, 

LEl’TKR CCVI¬ 
TO MK. ROGERS. 

“Feb. 16,1814. 

Mfl.ord Holland is satisfied, as far as regards him¬ 
self and Lady lid. and os this letter expresses him to 
be, it is enough. 

‘'/As for any impression the public may receive from 
the revival of tin* hues on Lord Carlisle, let tlicin keep 
II,— the 111.ire favourable for biiii, and the worse for ino 
—bcticr tor all. 

“ All the sayings ;md doings in the world shall not 
make me utl**r anollier word of conciliation to any thing 
lull breathes. 1 sliall hear what I can, and what I 
aiinof, I shall re.sist. 'J'he worst they could dti would 
tn' to exclude me from society, i have never courted 
It, nor, I may add, in tlio gericia! scuho of Iho word, en- 
joyeil It—and ‘ Uiere is a world elsewhere T 

‘^Any thing remarluihly injurious, I have Iho tame 
means of n‘paying as othor men, witli such interest as 
circumslances may annex to lU 

‘‘Nothing but the necessity of adhering to regimen 
prevents me from dining with you to-morrow. 

“ J am yours most truly, 


LETTKIJ CCIY. 

^ TO MR. Ml’RR.-ty. 

“Monday, Feb. 14,1814. 

“I^efore. I lefi town yesterday, I wrote you a note, which 
I presume you received. T have heard so many dilfi’rcm 
aecuutUs of yoxr proeeediogSjor rather ofllio.se of t*llicrs 
towards yow, m ('onyeipu'iice of the publication of these 
••verla-lintf lines, iJiat I am ar.xious lo hear from yonr- 
5^'If il«e real state of tlie ease. AVhatcver responsiliilifv. 
o!>|.«|uyj or elfl'et is to arise from tlio puhlieation, sliouhi 
^ suridy nof fall upon y.m in any d(*grce; and 1 can liav«? 
» no olijectiou to your stating, us distinctly and jmhiicly as 
you plei^c, your unwilliiigues.s to publish thorn, and my 

• ... ... . . 

• TIi« Kta:,! ''f Toe:*. 


LETTER Cevn. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Feb. 16,1814. 

“ You may be assured lliat tlic only prickles that sting 
from the Royal liedgelmg are those which possess a 
torpedo properly, and may benumb some of rny friends, 
/am (juit<*. silent, and ‘husli’d in grim repose.’ The 
frequenev of tlie a.v.sau]fs has weakened their effects,—if 

I T liny liinl anyami, if they had liarl much I should 
hardly liave held my longue, or withhehi rny fingers. It 
is soini*(hiug qiRLe new (o attack a man for abandoning 

• Udaiivc to a pr'^'HoJ reccnnlisiion lijft'weeii I.oKi Carkaleandtim- 
^If. 

I Ol tlir Salir;. 



LETTERS, lEH. 
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nis resentments. I have heard that previous praise and 

subsequent vituperation v*ero rallier ungrateful, but I did 
not know that it was wrong to endeavour to do jusucc to 
those who did not wmt till I had made some amends 
for former and boyish prejudices, but received mo into 
their friendship, when I might sUll have been Uioir 

enemy. . . „ e 

* You perceive justly tliat 1 must trUentionally nave 
maile my fortune, like Sir Francis Wronghead. It 
were better if there were more m(Tit in my independence, 
but it really is something nowadays to be independent at 
ail, and the lens temptation to be otherwise, the more un- 
conninon the case, in these times of paradoxical servility. 
I believe that most of our hates and likings have been 
hifherlo nearly the same; but from henceforth, they 
must, of necessity, be one and indivisible,—and now for 
it! I am for any weajion,—the [>cn, till one can find 
BonieUiing sharpf.'r, will do for a beginning. 

You can have no conception oi the ludicrous solem¬ 
nity with which titose two stanzas have been treated. 
The Morning Fost gave notice of an intended motion in 
the Uouse of my brethren on the subject, and God knows 
what proceedings besides and all this, as Bedrbldcu in 
the ‘ N ights’ says, ‘ for making a cream tart without pep¬ 
per.’ This last piece of intelligence is, 1 presume, too 
Icughable to be true; and the destruction of the Custom¬ 
house appears to have, in some ilegree, interfered with 
mine;—added to which, the last battle of Buonaparte 
has usurped tlio column hitherto devoted to my bulletin. 

“ 1 send you from this day’s Morning Post tlie best 
which have hitlierto appeared on this * impudent dog¬ 
gerel,’ us tlie Courier calls it. There was another about 
my dietf when a boy—not at all bad—some time ago; 
but the rest are but indifierent. 

“ I shall tliink about your oratorical hint but I 
have never set much upon ‘ that cast,’ and am grown as 
tired a« Solomon of every thing, and of mysdf more limn 
any thing, 'rhis is being what llic learned call philo- 
sophical, and the vulgar, lack-a-daisical. I am, however, 
always glad of a blessing ;t pray rejieal yours soon,—ai 
least, your letter, and I shall think tlie beucdicUoii in¬ 
cluded. 

«Ever,&c.’’ 


LETTER CCVIII. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

“Fob. 17,1814. 

** The Courier of this evening accuses me of having 
‘received and pocketed’ large sums for my works. 1 
have never yet received, nor wish to receive, a farthing 
for any. Mr. Murray offered a thousand for the (}ia«mr 
and Bride of Abydos, which 1 said wsm loo much, and 
that if he could afford it at the cud of six months, 1 would 
then direct how it might be disposed of; but neither 
then, nor at any other period, have 1 ever availed luvscH 
of the. profits on ray own account. For the republication 
of the Satire, I refused four hundnul guineas ; and for the 
previous editions X never imked nor received a sous, not 
for any writing whatever. 1 do not wish you to do any 
tiling disagreeable to yourself; there never was nor si 
be any conditions nor stipulations with regard to any ac- 
coniiiiodation that 1 could afford you; and, on you.* [lart, 
I can see nothing derogatory in receiving the copyright 
U was only assistance afforded to a worthy man, by one 
not <pntc so worthy. 

“Mr. Murray is going to contradict this;}, but your 
naate will not be mentioned: for your own part, you are 
a free agent, and are to do as you {deaso. 1 only Itope 

• Mr. Moore had endcavoonnl to itereimde tiim to take a part ia par 
ilamewury afTiitre, autl to everciae hii Latent for oratory more fraqaently 
i ill ruueluduif liu letter, Mr. Moore tiavins aaid “(Jud blcM you I’ 
adiled —“ tlmt is, if you iiAve no oliWctiou." 

4 Ttw Matomctil uftbe t.'uurier, Ac , 


that now, as always, you will think that I wish to take no 
unfair advantage of Uie accidental opportunity which cir^ 
cumstances permitted me of being of use to you. 

“Ever, Stc.” 


In consequence of tliis letter, Mr. Dallas addressed an 
explanation to one of the newspapers, of which the fol 
lowing is a part;— 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE MORNIKO POST. 

“ SIR, 

“ I have sewn the paragraph in an evening paper, in 
which liOrd Byron is ticaisc’d of ‘ receiving and jiocketiug’ 
large sums f<»r his works. I believe no one wlio knows 
him ha.s the slightest suspicion of this kind; but tins as¬ 
sertion being public, I think it a justice 1 owe to Iiord 
Byron to contradict it publicly. ♦ * ♦ 

“ I take upon me to affirm that liOrd Byron never je- 
eived a shilling for any of liis woiks. 'i\) my certain 
.nowledge, the profits of the Satire were left entirely to 
the pulillshcr of it. The gift of the copyright of Childe 
Harold’s Pilgrimage, I liavo already publicly atdkiiow- 
ledged in the dedication of the new (edition of my novels: 
and 1 now add iny acknowledgment fi>r that of the Cor¬ 
sair, not only for the profilabbj jiart of it, but fir the deli¬ 
cate and delightful maniuir of bestowing it while yet un¬ 
published. ‘With rt‘spcet to his two other poem.s, the 
Giaour and tlie Bride of Abydos, Mr. Murray, the pub- 
lislicr of them, can truly attest tJiat no part of the sale of 
tliem has ever touched lus hands, or been dispt^ed of for 
his use.” 

LETTER CCIX. 
xo * + * +. 

«siR, « Feb, 20,1814. 

“My absence from Tjondon till within tlioso last few 
days, and business since, have hitherto prevented my ac¬ 
knowledgment of the volume I have lately rL*ceive<l, ami 
the iii-scription which it contain.'^, for hotli of whicli I ln'g 
leave to return you my thanks, and host wishes fiir the 
success of the book and its author. Tlie poem itseifj as 
the work t»f a young man, is creditable to y<iur tiderits, and 
promises better for future eUbrlsthan any which 1 can now 
recollect. W^htither you intend to pursue your poetical 
career, I do not know, and can have no riglit to impiirc— 
but, in whatever channel your abilities are directed, I think 
it will be your own fault iftliey do not eve.ntnally h^ad to 
di.stinction. Happiness must of course depend upon con¬ 
duct—and even lame itself would hv hut a poor compen¬ 
sation for self-reproaeh. will c.v(‘use irn; for talking 

to a man perhajis not many years my junior, with ihcso 
grave airs of .seniority ; hut tlunigh I cannot claim much 
advantage in that res)«‘ct, it was my lot t(» lie tJirow-n very 
early upon tin* world—to mix a "lmmI deal in it in more cli¬ 
mates than one—and toptirchasc cxfK^rnmcc whicIi would 
probably have been of greater service to any one Uian 
myself. But my business with you is in your capacity 
of author, and to that I will oonfirio mvself. 

“ The first thing a yoimg writer must expect, and yet 
can least of all suffer, is criticihm. I did not bear it— 
few years, ami nuiny changes have since passed over my 
head, and my relleclions on dial subject are atlciuled with 
regret. I find, on dispassionate comparison, my own re¬ 
venge more Ilian tlic provocation warranted. It is true, I 
was very young—lliai iniglit be on excuse to those I at¬ 
tacked—but to me it is none: the best reply to all oljec- 
tions is to write better—and if your cin'niic.; will not then 
lie you justice, tlic world will. On llic other hand, you 
sliuuid not be discouraged—to be oppo.scd, is not to be 
vanquisherl, tliough a timid mind is apt to mistake every* 
scratch for a mortal wound. There is a saying of Dr. 
Joliiison’s, which it is as well to remember, tliat*^‘no man 
was ever written down e.xcept by liiinself.’ 1 sincere)) 
hope that you will meet with as few obstacles as yoursell 



can a«sire—but if you should, you will 6nd that they are is the only answer to the things you mention; nor should 
to bo stepped over; to Idtk thorn down is the first resolve I regard that man as my friend who said a word more on 
of a young and fiery spirit—a pleasant thing enotigh ai the subject. I care little for attacks, but I will not submit 
iho time—but not so aficrwartls: on this point, I speak of to defences; and I do hope and U-ust iliat you have never 
a man’s oum reflections—what others think or say, is a entertained a serious thought of engaging in so foolish a 
second/^ considcratitm—at least, it has been so with me, controversy. Dallas’s letter ww», to his credit, merely as 
but will not answer as a genera! maxim: he who would to the facts which he had a right to state; / neither have 
make his way in the world, must let the world believe that nor shall take the least public notice, nor permit any one 
It was made for him, and accommcxlate himself to the else to do so. If I discover the writer, then 1 may act in 
minutest obs<*rvance of its regulations. 1 beg once mor' a different manner; but it will not be in writing. 


to thaiik you for your pleasing present, 

“ And have the honour to bo 
“Your obliged and very obedient servant, 

. “ Byhok.” 

LETTER CCX. 

TO MJl. MOOUE. 

«Fcb. 26,1814. 

“ IDallas had, perhaf)®, have better kept silencebut 
that was his omeern, and, as his facts are correct, and his 
motive nut dishon<)ural)le to hiinselfj I wished him well 
through ii. As for his interpretations of the lines, he and 
any one else may interpref ilicin as they pleajjc. 1 have 
.'uid shall adhere to iny taciturnity, unless something very 
particular ocf'-urs to render this impossible. Do not you 


** An expression in your letter has induced me to write 
lliis to you, to entreat you not to interfere in any way in 
such a business,—it is now nearly over, and depend upon 
it they are much more chagrined by my silence than they 
could be by tlie best defence in the world, I do not know 
any thing that would vex me more titan any further reply 
to these things. 

‘‘Ever yours, in haste, “B.” 


LETTER CCXII. 


TO MR. MOORE. 


“Marchs, 1814. 


“MV PEAR FRIEWD, 


I have a great mind to tell you tliat 1 am ‘ uncomfort* 
say a word. It any ()ue is lo speak, it is tlic person prin- if only to make you come to toivn; wliere no one * 


eipally eon(;<'rm‘d. Tin; most arnu.sing tiling is, that every 
on** (fo lui ) attrihuti s <!»*! abuse U> the man tluy person- 
(dlif most dislike !—some say Criiker, some G * 
ollu•r^ Kii/.g<*rald, &c. &c. &.c. 1 do not know, and have 
i»o clue but conj«-cfure. If iliscovered, and he turns out a 
liirelin:!, lie uiust lx* U-fl lo liis wages; if a cavaJicr, h* 
must ‘ vs ml;, and hold out his iron.’ 

“ I iiml some tliouglus of putting the question to Croker, 
Iml llobliou.se, whi>, 1 uin sur<i, would not dissuade me, if 
ii w<T<‘ riglu, advised me by all HK'auswoZ,’—‘that I had 
n<* n*;hl to fake it upon suspieioii,’&c. &c. 'Whether 
1 bbliuusc is <*orrect, I am not awan*, but lie believes Iiim- 
^*■ll so, aiiil say.s there cun be but one opinion on that sub- 
j' el. ’|'lii> 1 am, at least, sure of] that he would never 
pi' vcnt 111 *‘ from <loiug what he deemed Uie duty of a 
pr.n.r clu'valirr. in sucli cases—at b'asf, in tills country 


over more delighted in seeing you, nor is tliere any one 
whom I w'ould sooner turn for consolation in my most 
vapourish moments. 'J'he trutli is, I have‘no lack of 
.rgurnent’ to ponder upon of the most gloomy de.scription, 
•tit tills arises from other causes. Some day or other, 
wlieii we arc vctcransy 1 may tell you a tale of present and 
past times; and it is not from want of confidence that 1 do 
;iot know,—but—but—always a btd to the end of the 
chajiter. 

Tlicre is nothing, however, upon the spot either to 
love or liatc ;—but I certainly have subjects for both at 
JO very great distance, and am besides embarrassed bo- 
wccii three whom I know, and om? (whose name at least) 
I donut know. All this would bo very well, if I had no 
leurl; but, unluckily, 1 have found that there is such a 
Jiiag still about me, though in no very guod repair, and, 

whether 
will 


—w... niiisi ml m-.imraiiij; to usuRes. In coiisulciinR this also, that it has a habit of attaching itst-lf to one, whcthci 
iMMum c, 1 thsiiuss my own porsonal fi-cliiigs. Any roan y wiU or no. ‘ Uivido et inipcra,’ 1 begin lo think, wil 
Will and must figlii, when necessary,—twen without a mo- politics. 

7/rrr, 1 slionld talse it uji really without much re-[ «Jf I discover the‘toad,’as you call him,! shall‘tread,*— 
niiiH 111 , ibr unless a woman one likes is in the way, it put spikes in my slioes to do it more eflhctually. The 
some jj.ars since I felt a long anger. But, urnloubt- of all these fim*. tilings, I do not in<iuire much nor 

ediv, could 1, or may T, trace it (o a man of station, I 
sliouKl and shall do what is projier. 

“ * * was ain'crly, hut trie<l to conceal it. V’ou are not 
callfil upon to avow iJie ‘Twopenny,’ and would only 
t'ratil) tlnuu by sf> <ioitig. Do you not see. the groat ob- 
all these fooleries is (o set liiin, and ymi, niid me, 
and all ptirsons whatsoever, by the ears ?—more especially 
wlio are 4m good terms—and nearly succeeded. 

Lord II. wisliod mo to concede to Lord f’arlisle—concede 
to the devil!—to a man who used me ill ? I told Iiiin, in 
iui>-\v« r, .'hat I vvtmld iieitlicr cqj^cedc, nor recede on the 
bul be silent ullogcther; unless any thing more 
^ •tld b** sail! about Lmly H. and himself who had been 
Miire Djy v^ry good friends;—and there it ended. This 
'vii'- lit. Unie tor concessions to Lord C. 

“ I have been interrupted, but shall write again soon. 

Ih-Iicvc me ever, my dear Moore, &c.” 


LETTER CCXI 

To W * W * *, ESQ,.* 

“Feb. 28,1814. 

“MV BEAR W 

‘1 have a few moments to write to you. SUcncc 
'*''***’ to defend liiin In teUllou to the * 


lercAJive. I believe ♦ ’*• lelt them more than either of us. 
’eople are <dvil enough, and I have had nodcartliof invita- 
ions,—none of which, however, 1 have accepted. 1 went 
Jilt Very little last year, aiul mean to go alioul still less. I 
have no passion for circli'x, and have l<»iig regrolled that I 
ver gave way to wdiat is calk’d a town lifewhich, of all 
die lives I ever saw (and tlicy are nearly as many as Plu¬ 
tarch’s) seems lo me to leavt; tlie least for the past and 
future. 

“ How proc;eeds the Poem? Do not negU'Ct it, and I have 
-lo fears. I need not say to you that your fame is dear to 
ne,—1 really might say dearer Uian iny own; f>r I have 
lately begun to tliiiik my things have lM‘cn strangely over- 
ated; and, at any rate, wlicther or not, I have done with 
-liem f n* ever. I may .say to you, what I would not say to 
very body, that th(i last two were written, the Bride in four, 
•iid tiu* Corsair in ten days,—which 1 take to be a most 
humiliating eonf ssion, as it proves my own want of judg- 
m nt in publishing, and the public’s in reatfmg things, which 
aunot have stamina for permanent attention. ‘So much 
'JT Buckingham.’ 

“ I have nr* dread^of your litdng too hasty, an<l I have atiH 
ess of ytmr failing. Bul 1 think a year a very fair ailotmcnt 
jf time to a cAimposition which is not to be Epic; and even 
Horace’s ‘ Nonum preinatur’ must have been intended for 
**'*''' the JMilleni’iuni, or some longer-lived generation flian ours. 



LETTERS, 18U. 


1 wonder how much we should have had of hm^ had he 
jibserved his own docU'ines to the letter. Peace bti with 
youHemenibor tliat I ani always and most truly yours, &.<•. 

®P. S. 1 never heard tlie ‘report’ you mention, nor, I 
dare say, many others. But, in course, you, as well as 
oihe’rs, liave ‘damned good-natured friends,’ who do their 
duty in the usual way. One tiling will make you laugh 


LETTER CCXni. 

TO MK. MOORK. 

“March 12,1814. 

“Guess darkly, and you will seldom err. At prostmf, I 
shall say no more, and, [Kjrhaps—^liut no matter. I hope we 
shall some day meet, and whatever years may precede or 
succeed it, I shall mark it wiili tlic * white stone’ in my 
calendar. 1 am n<H sure that 1 shall not tstyon be in your 
neighbourh^md again. If so, and I am alone, (as will pri^- 
babiy be the case,) I shall invade and carry you of)^ and 
endeavour to atone for sorry fare hy a sinecure welconnj. I 
don’t know tlie person absent (barring ‘the .sect') I should 
be so glad to see again. 

“ I have iiutluiig of the sort you nienttou hut</ie lines, (the 
Ww^pers,) if you like to have tliem in llic Bag. I wisli to 
give Uiein all possible circulation. I'lie V^adt reflection is 
downriglu actionable, and to print it would be peril to the 
publisher; but 1 lljink tlie 'X'eara liuve a natural riglit to be 
bagged, and liie editor (whoever he may be) might supply 
a facetious note or not, as he pleast'd. 

*1 cannot conceive how tlie Vault* has got about,—but 
BO it is. It IS too farmir/ie; but, truth to say, my satires 
arc not very playfid. 1 have the plan of an epistle in my 
head, at him and to Kim; and, if they are not a little (juitMer, 
X sliall imlKaly it. I .should say little or noiliiug of wt/svlj. 
As to mirth and ridicidf, tliat is out of my way; but 1 iiuve 
a ti derable fund of steniness and camtempi,and, willi Juvenal 
before me, 1 sliall perhaps read him a leelurt^ he has not 
lately heard in the (’ourl. From jiartieular circum.stunc('s, 
W’lueh came to my knowledge almost by accident, 1 could 
‘tell liim what he is—J know him well.’ 

“ I meant, my dear M. to write to you a long letter, but ] 
am burtieil, an 1 lime clips uiy ineliiialion down loyouis, &e. 

“ I*. S. 'J*hiuk again before you s/a//'your Po<*m. 'j’ljere 
IN a youngster, (older than me, by-llu-by, 1ml a younger 
piH't,) Mr. (j. luiightjW’ith a vol. of Eastern 'i'ales, WTifteii 
since his return, for lie has Inum in tin* countries. lie sent 
to me last .suniiijor, and 1 advised liim to write one in awft 
m< ttsur<^ without any mteiilion, at that time, of do’mg tlie 
Baine thing. Since that, from a habit of writing in a fever, 
I have anticipated luin in the variety of nieusiiros, Imt quite 
un'uiteiitionaUy. Of die stories, 1 know nolliing, not Iiaving 
seen them; hut he has sonic lady in a sack, too, like Uie 
Giaour:—he told me at the time. 

“ The best way to make the public ‘forget’ me is to remind 
tliem yourself. You cannot sup|H)se that / would ask 
youoradviseyoutopublislijifl though! you wimldyiw/. I 
really have no literary envyx and 1 do n<»t believe a friends 
success ever sat nearer another tiuui yours do to my best 
W'ishos. It is for elderly gentlemen to ‘bear no brother near,’ 
luid cannot become our disease for more years than we may 
perhaps number. I wish you to be out before Eastern sub¬ 
jects are again before the public.” 

T.ETTER Cf^XIV, 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“March 12, 1814 

“1 have not time to read the whole MS.f but wlmt 1 
liave seen seems very w ell wtiujui, (both }/rose an<l iv;ri!c,) 

• The lined on the ofieulng of tlw vmiU dial cMtHined tlic I'emaiiu of 
lli'iirv Vill.tutd i’hniWd 1. 

* The inuiiuacitpl « long pi'ave >«llie. eiKttVd “ Antt-Byron,” which 
Iw^rllwn dent to Mr. Mui-rny, mikI hy IninlVn-waMlud to l.imir.yrnn, witii 

I rM)ueBi—iici n>e'int,! n-ii-n - >i a' {. uy»lil g'vehuo^naion j 

lo Um :y o( |M. ln.ir j • c 1 


and, though I am and can bo no judge, (at least a fair 
one on tins subject,) containing nothing which you ought 
to hesitate piiblisliiiig upon my aceount. If the author 
I is not Dr. Buslii/ himself, 1 think it a pity, on his oun 
' account, Uiat he should dedicate it to his subscribers • 
nor can 1 perceive what Dr. Busby has to do wUh the 
matter, except as a translator of Lucretius, for whose 
doctrines he is surely not rcs|) 0 nsible. 1 tell you openly, 
and really most sincerely, tlmt, if published at al4 there 
is no earthly reason why you should not; on the contrary 
I should receive it as the greatest compliment j/ou could 
pay to your good 0 [>inion of my candour, to print and 
circulate that, or any other work, attacking me in a manly 
manner, and viithoul any malicious intention, from wliicli, 
s far as I liave seen, I must exonerate this writer. 

“lie is wrong in one tiling,—/ am no atheist; but if ho 
thinks I liave published princijiles tending to such opi- 
nions, he has a perfect right to controvert them. Pray 
publish it; 1 shall never forgive myself if 1 think that 1 
liave prevented you. 

“ Make iny compliments to the author, and tell him 1 
wish liim success; his verse is very de.serving of it; and 
I shall be tlic last person to suspect bis motives. Youni, 
&c. 

“P. S. If you do not pubiisli it, some one else will. 
You cannot sujipose me so narrow-minded as to slirink 
from discussion. 1 repeat once for all, tliat I think it a 
good Poem, (as far as 1 have redde;) and that is the only 
point you should consider. How «ld dial eight lines 
diould have given hirtli, I really tliink, to eight thousand, 
including all that has heen said, and will be, on the 
suhjeel I” 


I,KTTEll eeXV. 

TO MU. MlfllltAV. 

“Aprils, 1814. 

“All these news are very fine; hut nevertheless I want 
my hooks, if you can find, or cause llicra to he fiiund fur 
me,—if only to lend tliem to Napoleon in ‘die island of 
I'.llia,’ during his retirciiienl. I also (if convenient, and 
you have no party with you) should he glad to speak with 
you C>ra few iniiiutes this cveuing, as 1 have had a letter 
from Mr. Moore, and wish to ask you, as the best judge, 
of the best time for iiiiii to [itihlisli (he work iie has coui- 
]iosed. 1 need not say, dial I have, his success mucli at 
heart; not only because lie is my friend, hut .something 
niucli iietter—a man of great talent, of wliieh lie is less 
sensible tiian I believe any even of his enemies. If you 
can so far oliligc me as to step down, do so; and if vou 
are oUierwise occupied, say nothing about it, 1 sliall find 
you at liome in the course ofiie.vl week. 

“P. S. I see Sodiehy’s Tragedies adverdsed. Tlie 
Death of Dariiley is a fiiiiimis subject—one of die. best, I 
sliould llmik, fiir die drama. Pray let me liave a cojiy, 
when ready. t 

“Mrs. I.eigh wa.s very mucli pleased witli her'oookk 
and desired me to tiiank you; she means, I hel'evc. to 
write to you lier aelinowledgmcnts.” 


LETTKIt GCXVI. 

TO MB. MOORE. 

“2, Albany, April 9, 1814. 

“ Viscount Althorp is about to bo nmiTied, and 1 liave 
gotten ills s|iaeious bachelor apartments in Albany, to 
which you will, I hope, address a s|ieedy answer to tins 
mine cpistie. 

“ I am but just returned to town, from wliich yon mav 
infer that I have boon out of it; and I have been' bo.xiiie 
for exercise, widi Jackson for this bust moniji daily. I 
have also been driiilriiig,—and, on one occasion, witli three 
odiur fiionds at (lie (iocoa Tree, from six till four, ydn, 




unto five in tlie matin. Wc €:laretcd and champaiffnec 
till;wo—then supped, and finished with a kind of redone 
punch cr>ini>oscd of iiiadeira, brandy, and green tea, no ra 
water being admitted diereiri. There was a night fc 

!_w ithout onco quitting the table, except to ambulai. 

home, >^hich I did alone, ar^ in utter contempt of a liack 
iit^y-coach and my own vis, both of wliich were deemet 
necessary for our conveyance. And so,—I am very well 
and dicy say it will hurt my constitution. 

“ 1 have alsr), more or less, been breaking a few of th 
favourite commandments; but 1 mean to pull up anr 

marry,_if any one will have mo. In the mean time, th' 

other day I nearly killed myself w ith a collar of brawn. 
tfi\}iirh 1 swallowed for supper, and mdigcsled for 1 don’t 
know how long;—but that is by-thc-by. All tliis gor¬ 
mandize was in honour of ijcnl; for I am forbidden mcai 
all the rest of the year,—but it is strictly enjoined ni 
during your solemn fast. I liave b(;on, and am, in very 
•lofcrdble love;—but of dial hereiiflcr, as it may be. 

“My dear Moore, say wliat you will in your preface 
and quiz any thing, or any body,—me, if yon like it. t)ons 
dost thou tliiuk me of the o/d, or ratlier elderly^ school 'I J 
one can’t jest widi one’s friends, with whom can wc be 
faeelioiis? You liavc nothing to fear from *, whom 
have not seen, heing out of tovMi when he ealletl. He wii 
be very eorreet, smoolli, and all that, hut I doubt vvhedie.. 
there will be any ‘grarc beyond the n'aeh of artand ' 
whetiii'r tiiere is or not, how’ long will you be so d- 
nnxiest? As for .ledVey, it is a very handsome thing of 
him to speak well of an old antagonist,—and what a mean 
mind daretl not d»i. Any ojk; will revoke praise; but— 
wer(5 it not partly iny own ejise—I should say that very 
few have strength of mind to unsay their censure, or follow 
it up with praise of other things. 

“ What think you of the review of Ixiis? It heats the 
Kag and my hand-greiiudo hollow, as an inv^'ciive, an< 
hath throw'n the Court intt> hysterics, as 1 liear from very 
g<MKl audiority. Have you heard from ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Ho more rhyme flir—or radier,^/rom—me. 1 hav< 
taken my leave of that stage, and henceforth will inounto- 
bauk It no longer. 1 have had my day, and tht;re’s an end 
The utmost I i‘,\pect, or evtui vsish, is to have it saul ii 
die Hiographia Hrilaimica, that 1 might perliups liave been 
a poet, had I goin* on and amended. My great comfort 
IS that the temporary celebrity I have wTiiiig from tlie 
world lias l)e<'ii in die very teeth of all opinions and preju¬ 
dices. 1 have dattered no ruling powers; I have never 
eonecaled a single thought dial tempted me. U’liey ran’t 
nay T have Iruekleil to (he times, nor to popular topics, (as 
Johnson, or soiueluxly, said of Cleveland,) and whatever I 
luive gaiiK'd lias Imn’ii at the expenditure of as much per- 
!»»ud tavoiir ns possibU*; tor 1 do believe never was a hard 
more unpopular, ipjoud Juwin, dian myself. And now I 
have done;—‘Indite nunc alios.’—Kvery body may be 
^tts lhi‘y seem fond of it, and resolved to sticklo lustily 
^>r endless brim.'^onp. 


“ Ah! my poor little pagod, Na^xdeon, has wallied off his 
pedestal. He has abdicated, they say. This would draw 
molten brass from the eyes of Zatanoi. What! *kias the 
ground before young Malcolm’s feet, and tlien be baited by 
the rabble’s curse!’ I caimot bear such a croucliing cata¬ 
strophe. 1 must stick to Sylla, for my modern favourites 
don’t do,—their resignations are of adiilercnt kmd. All 
health and prasperity, my dear Moore. Excuse Uns 
lengthy letter. Ever, &c. 

“ P. S. The Ciuarterly quotes you frequently in an ar¬ 
ticle on America; and every body I know asks perpetually 
after you and yours. AVhon will you answer them in 
person ?” 

I NOIX TO MR. MURRAY. 

♦“April 10,1814. 

“I have written an Ode on the fall of Napoleon, whicli, 
if you like, I will copy out, and make you a presemt of. 
Mr. Merivalc has soon part of it, and liltes it. You may 
show it to Mr. Uiflts-d, and print it, or not, as you pleast'— 
it is of no constMpicncc. It contains notliing in his favour, 
ind no allusion whatever to our own government or tlio 
Ihiurbons. Y'ours, Sec. 

“ 1*. S. It is in the measure of my .stanzas at the end of 
/hilde Harold, which were much liked, beginning, ‘And 
thou art dead,’ &c. There are ten stanzas of it—ninety 
lines in all." 

NOTE TO MR. MURHAV. 

“ April n, 1814. 

“I <*!ir!»>se you a lellerct from Mrs. Heigh. 

“ It will be best rud to put my name to our Ode; but you 
may my as ojicnly as you like that it is mine, and 1 cun 
nseribo it to Mr. llobhousc from tJic author, which will 
lark it sufficiently. After tlie resolution of not publishing, 
Lliough it is a thing of little Icngtli and less consc<iuencc, it 
.vill be better altogetlier that if is anonymous; but we will 
incorporate it in tlie first Uone of onrs that you find tune or 
tiic wish to publisii. “ Yours alway, “ B. 

“P. S. Ihope you got a note of alterations, sent tliis 
iiafiii ? 

“P. S. Oh my books! my books! w'ili you never find 
ny books ? 

“Alter spell* to ‘qutefajmng spellthe first (as 

’olonius says) ‘is a vile phra.se,’ and means nolliing, be- 
ides being commonplace and Rosc^MatUdaish.^ 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY, 

«Aprin2,1814. 

“ I send you a few notes and trifling alterations, and an 
ddilional motto from Gibbon, which you will find tnngu- 
arly ajiprojfriiUe. A ‘Ciood-iiatured Priend' tells me tliero 
s a most scurrilous attack on vs in the Aiitijacobin Rc- 
iew, w'liich you have ruU sent. Send it, tis I am in that 
itatc of languor which will derive henefu from getting into 
passion. Ever, &c.’' 


“Oh—by-the-|»y, 1 had nearly fiirgot. Tliere is a Ion 
Poem, an ‘ Auti-Kyron,’ coming out, to prove that X hav 
fi)rined a conspiracy to overthrow, by rhyme, all rcligio 
and government, and have already mode great pn:»gress 
1*^ 11(4 very scurrilous, hut serious and ethereal. 1 nevt 
e h myself iin|K>rlaut, till I saw and heard of my being sue 
a hiile. V oltaire as to induce siicli a production. Murra 
wnul,l not publish it, fir which he was a fw)!, and so 1 tol 
lunj; but sr>me one else will, doubtless. ‘Somelliing to 
much of this.’ 


LETTER CCXVll. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Albany, April 20,1814. 

I am very glad to hear that you arc to l»e iraasiuiit from 
Mayfield so very soon, and was taken in by the first part 
.f your letter.f Indeed, for aught 1 know, you may be 


“ 1 our J’rcnch scheme is good, but let it be Italian; all 
me Angles will |>e at Paris. Let it be Rome, Milan, 
^ Naples, Klorencc, Turin, Venice, or Switzerlanit, and 
• (®~'' Bayes saith,) I will connuhiatc and join you; 
afff! we will write a new ‘ Inferno’ in our Paradise. Pray, 
t *Mik of tlus.*-and 1 will really buy a wife and a ring, and 
*a^thc ceremony, and sotUc near yon in a summer-house 
flKm the Amo, or Ute Po^ or the Adriatic. 


* Sfi* Poftiin, p. 178. ,, ^ 

f I had h*-guii my lelwr in ibe foltowiux mimiwr:-—“ H*vf you Jg® 

Ihio loNapoteon lIuoiiajMrte 1 tuapect ltlo.be either r «*x«'i'«Kl * 
Ifotui Motitdo’e. Thoee rapid end mosierly ol all the lyraoU 

lat prece.lfd Naiwh-on have a vigour in them which would hichiie me to 
.¥ that Rosa M.ii»!iIh i» Uu* peiiou—Imt thrri, on ihe other laiid, Uml 
iwerfnt ot hiilory,’* ftc.ac. Alu-r « litllc more of Uiw 

iriillel.the Infer w. ni Si thus:—“ I stiouM like Ui know whAiy »uthmjt 
the iirnm-r ? Some frietids of mine here vill iiisim lti*f »t '• U*® 

■ (he aulhor of Uiiide HaroW,—but then they are not w well 
uwerald amt Kosii Matilda as I am; and, tiesldet, they Mem tului^ 
at yon pruniierd, alwut a. looDtb or two agO| not to wnt# sav mora wc 
Senoi^tv,” 4c. ac. 



LETTERS, im. 


n 

treating me, ae Sfipelop says, with Mroning^ even now. I 
riiall say nothing of the which had nothing of Immetir 
in it; as 1 am apt to take even a critic, and still more a 
friend, at his word, and never to doubt tiiat I have been 
writing cursed nonsense if they say so. There was a men¬ 
tal reservation in my pact vrith the public, in belialf of 
anonyme^i and, even had there not, the provocation was 
such as to make it physically impossible to pass over tiiis 
damnable e|)och of triuinjihant tameness. *Tis a cursed 
business; and, after all, I shall tiiink higher of rhyme and 
reason, and very humbly of your heroic |>eoplo, till—Elba 
becomes a volcano, and sends him out again. 1 can't Uiink 
it all over yet. 

“ My departure for tlic Continent depends, in some mea¬ 
sure, on tlje i?»continent. I have two country invitations 
at home, arwi don't krM)w what to say or do. In the mean 
time, I have bought a macaw and a pivrrot, and have got 
up my books; and I box and fence daily, and go out very 
tittle. 

“ At tins present writinj^ I^ouis the Gouty is wheeling in 
triumph into Piccadilly, in all Uie pomp and rabblenumt of 
royalty. 1 had an offer of scats to see tliem pass; but, as 
I have seen a sultan going to mowjutt, and betm at hut 
reception of an ambassarlor, the most (Christian ICing *haih 
no attractions for metltough in some coming year of 
the Hegira, 1 should not dislike to see die place where lui 
hail rcigrn^, shortly alter tlie second revolution, and a 
happy sovereignty of two months, the last six weeks being 
civil war. 

* Pray write, and deem me ever, &c.’' 


LETTER eexvm. 

TO MU. MTrRRAY. 

‘April 21,1814. 

*'Many tliartks with tlie letters which I return. You 
know 1 am a jacobin, and could not wear wliite, nor sec tlio 
installatitm of Lo^iis the Gouty. 

“ This is sad news, and very haul iij>on the suflcTcrs at 
any, but inort^ at xiuJi a time—I iinmn the Bayonne sortie. 

“ You sltould urge Moore to c<aiie out. 

‘P. »S, 1 want Mortri to purchase for gor)d and all. 1 
have a Baylo, but want Moreri too. 

® P. S. Perry hatli a picc<i of compliment to^lay; but I 
think Uie name nught have been oh well omiiteii. No 
matter; tlicy can but tbn)w the okl story of inconfn.stency 
in my toetli-^ct them,—I mean as t(» not publlsbitig. How¬ 
ever, now I will kt?ep iny word. Notliiug but llu? occasion, 
vt^ich was physicaily irresistible, made me swerve; nn<l 1 
ti)oughl an ammyme within my pact with tlie public. It U 
the only tlung I have or shall set about.’' 


LETTER CCXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“April 25,1814. 

•Let Mr. Gillbrd liave the letter and return it at lus Ici- 
Ruro. T would have offered it, had I thought timt he liked 
things of the kiml. 

“ !>»> you wan! the last page iminaliaUiy? I have doubt 
die tines being worth printing; at any rate, I must see dietn 
again and alter some passages, betiire they go forth in any 
shape into the ocean of circulationa very conceited 
phrase, by-the-by: well then of ]>uhlication will do. 

“*I am not i’ the vein,' knoldt off a stanza or 

three for the Odo, diat answer die purpose better. 

At idl events, 1 must see die Ibies again as there ho 
two I have altered in my mind’s manuscript already. Has 
any one seen and judgtid of diem ? diat is the criterion by 
vvliich I vrill abide—only give me a fair report, and ‘ nothing 
extentoite,' a.s 1 will m dial case do soniediing else. 

• Ever, &c. 

'• I wont Morfri and an " 


LETTER eeXX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“April 26,1814. 

I have been thinking that it might be as well to publish 
no more of die Ode separately, but incorporate it with any 
of die other things, and include the smaller Poem too (in 
that case)—^which I must previously correct, neverUicless. 
I can’t, for the head of me, add a line worth scribbling; my 
‘vein’ is quite gone, and my present oircupations are of the 
gymnastic order—boxiiig and fencing—and my priiicipid 
conversation k widi my macaw and Bayle. 1 want my 
Moreri, and I want Adiena^us. 

“ P. S. I hojie you sent back that jioetical packet to die 
aildress whicdi 1 forwardeil to you on Sunday: if not, pra}! 
do; or 1 sliall have the audior screaming atier liis Epic." 


LETTER CCXXI. 

TO MB. MURRAY. 

“April 26,1814. 

“ I have no guess at your audior,—^bul il is a iiobb* Poem,* 
and worth a thousaiMl Odes of any b(xly’s. 1 supfiose I may 
keep this copy;—after reading it, 1 really regret having 
wrilten iny own. I say diis very BUiccrtdy, albeit unused to 
think humbly trf* ni) self. 

• 1 don’t like die additional sftuizas at all^ and tlujy had 
belter be left out. The fai't is, T cuii'l do any thing I am 
aske-d to do, however gladly I vmild ; and at the end of a 
week my interest in a coin|K)sition goes off. /Phis will 
acemint to ym lc»r rny <lt»ing no betl<*r for your SSuunp 
Duty’ Postscript. 

“'J'he 8. R. is very civil—^Imt what do diey mean by 
Childc Harold resembluig Marmion? aiul tlie next two, 
Giaour and Bride, tmt resembling Si'otl ? I rertainly never 
intended to <u»py him; but, if there bo any oopyisrn, it must 
be in the two Poems, wbc-.re tin* same versilicatioii is 
adopU'd. However, they exempt the ('orsair from all 
resemblance to any diing,—lliougb I radier woialcr at liis 
escape, 

“ If ever T di<l any thing original, it was m Cliilde Harold, 
wbieb / prefer to the other things always, afuT the. first 
week. Yesterday i re-read English Bards;—^bating the 
malice^ it is the beet. “ Ever, icc.” 


LETTICR COXXH. 

TO MU. RfURRAY. 

“2, Albany, April 29,1814, 

“j>EAR SIB, 

“I enclase a draft for the money; when pakl, send the 
copyright. 1 reU'-ase you from die thousand pounds agre<‘d 
on for die Giaour and Bridii, and Uien* 's an end. 

• If any accident occurs to me, you in iydodienas you 
please; but, with the execplioii of two copies of each f<*r 
i/ourself only, I expect and request that tlu* ailverlisetnents 
l>e withdrawn, and die rcmahiuig copies of «//destroyed 
ami any expense so indurred, 1 will be glad to defray-t 

“For all thi!^ it rniglit be as w'eU to assign some rt‘i^«on. 
I have none to give, except my own cuprice, and I do n*»4 
cemsider the circumstance of consequence enough to ri'quire 
explanation. 

• In course, I need hardly assure yon dial they never 
shall be pubbshed with iny consent, dintetly or uidirecdy, by 
any other jierson whatsoi'ver,—that I am perfectly satisfie<i. 
and luive every rea.S'in so to be, witli your conduct in all 
tran.«iacti(.)ns lietween us us publislu^r and andinr. 

“ It will give me groat pleasure to preserve your acquaint- 

• •* Bwonajjarlp.” tjy Mr. SlraU'unt (.'niinlng. 

• Hp hnd, ft( thini time. foniMHl h renotutionorptirrhn^.fii; Iwckthe whfk 
•if |>»h( roeyri^Uu, intil »ii|>|>rt«siiix every luige uml line )i« huct 



annc, oikI to consider you as my frit^ncL Believe me ven j lf» you to n’eomjmiid to them to fjo for half an hour, if <»ily 
tftiiv, and fi>r niuch aUentiou, lo see the lljird jwm— tliey ^ill nut easily have sujother q)- 

“ Yojir obliged and very obedieiU servant, porlunity. W’c—ul leasl, 1—eaiuiut be llicre, so tlicre will 

“ jjyKON. I>c no ouc *m the way. Will you give or send it to tliem? 

«P. S. 1 do not think that I have overdrawn at llatn- it will come with a better grace from you than me. 
mersH'v’s; butif^/ui^ be ihftcase,! candrawfurthesuperduj “1 tiru in no good plight, but will dine at**’8 with you, 
on Hoares’. The draft is* 51. short, but tijat I will make up if I can. There is music and Covcnl-g.—Will you go, at 
On paymeut—noi before—^l oturn Ujo copyright papers.” all <5vent%to niy box there afterward, to seo a dMt 

young 16,* in the ‘Child (rflSalure?’” 


LETTER eexxm. 

TO Alii. MUJlH/iV. 

“May 1,1814. 

“ I)£All SIR, 

“ If your present note is serious, and it really would be 
*ii»C(Wiveiueut, tluire is an end of tli<! niuller: tear my draft, 
and go on as usual: in that case, vve will rc<*nr to our former 
basis. That I was p<*rfectly wriow.s, iu wisiiing lo suppress 
all future publication, is true; but certainly n»>l tomterfere 
with the coiivenioncir of others, :in<l njoi*e particularly your 
own. yoinc day, I will tell yim lljc reason of tins appan-ntly 
strange n'solution. At prc:s<‘nt, it may be. emnigli to say 
that 1 recall it at y«iur suggestion; and as it appears to have 
annoyed you, I lose no time in saying so. 

“lours, Iru'y, “B.” 

NOTE TO Mil. 3J00RE. 


I NOTE TO MR. MOORE. 

“Sunday matin. 

“ Was not lago pcrf<*ction ? porticulariy Uie last Io(4c. 1 
was rJntif to liini (in tlic orchestra,) and never saw an Eng- 
lisli countenance lialf so cxpres.*!ivc. 1 am acquainted with 
iiu i//nnatcrial sensuality .so delightful as good acting; and, 
as it is fitting there sltuuld he gtHwl plays, now and tlien, 
tesides Sliitksjieare’s, I wisli you or Campbell would write 
me; the rest of ‘ us youlb’ have not heart eiKMigb. 

“You ^\cre. cut ii{> ill the Champion—is it not so? this 
lay, so am J—even to shocking tlie editor. The critic 
.vriles ami as, at prcMnil, poe.sy Is not my passion 
H'edoniinant, lutd my snake of Aaron has swallowed up all 
he Ollier .serpi'ut.s, J don’t f -el fractious. 1 send you the 
mper, whicii I mean to lake ui fjr Uio future. Wc goto 
M.’.s tugetlier. Perliaps I shall see you before, but don’tliA 
me horc you, now, nor cv<-r. 

“ Ever, as now, truly and aflectionately, fStc.” 


“May 4,1814. 

“Last night we supp'd at R-fe’s board, icc. 

+ * + * 4= + 

“I wisli people would not shirk ihclrdi/oirr.-?—*oiigbt ii not 
to liave bi'.en a dmra^r!—luul ihald—d aiiclmvy saudwicli! 

“Tliat plaguy voice of yoiir.s made me scntmicutal, and 
abnost fall in love willi a girl who was r<“coiiuu(ii'hici hcr- 
hclkdnimg your son-r, by///rihi/f music. J>iit the .song is 
and my pa.ssion can wail, til) llii* purdlc is more har¬ 
monious. 

“Do yon go to l.ady .fcrscv’< l<►-m;^ht ^ I( is a largo 
parly, aiul you won't be bored into ‘ sofo niiig rocD,’ and all 
thal. Oibcllo IS l(r'inorrt>\v ai«l Saliirduy Tot*. Wlin hdav 
sliail we go'/ When siialJ J ser von / it’yon eyll, let il b*’ 
after tlirec and as near four as yon pb-ase. Ever, 4k<:. 

NOTE TO MR. MOOUE- 

«l\Xay4,18I4. 

“dear TOM, 

“Thou liasl asked me f)r a sung, and 1 enelo.se you an 
expenmrnf, whieli has <’osl me something more than trouble, 
and is, ifieref *rt', le.ss liki/ly to be wurih >‘'ur taldng any in i 
your proposed setting.* Xow, if it be so, tlirow it into the 1 
lire uilboui^Arawe. 

“Ever yours, “Bvron.” 

$ 1- 

“ I fliwttk not, I trace not, I breatlie not Ib^ nariu', &c.’' 


NOTE TO Mil. MOORE. 

“Mays, 1814. 

' “ J')o you po to Laily Caliir’s ibis even ? If you do—^nd 

I vheiicvcr v\e are IkahkI to the .saint! f>Hics—let us ciiiliark 
' i\ the same ‘ Siiippe i.>f h'oolcs.' t have lieon up till five, and 
up at nine; and f^el heavy with only winking for the Iasi 
1 threi' or four mglils. 

“ 1 lost my party and place nl supper, trying to keep out 
ol'tlii! way ol’’ *■ + ♦. I would liave gone away altogether, 
l■l•l tliiii Would have appeareti a \vi»rsc uflerlalion than 
f oile r. Von are r*f coiir.se engager! to dinner, or wr* inuy 
:; >quli'lly togcilier to my bf)\ at (hivent-gardiui, and aflcr- 
wjiid to diis us^^ inblage. Wliy did you go away so S4>on? 

“ Ever, &c. 

“ P. S. (Jui^ht not K. + fe's sii[»(H‘r to liave been a 
dinner ? Jaidt.soii is here, and 1 must fatigue myself into 
.sjiinls.” 

NOTE TO MU. MOORE. 

“May 18,1814. 

“Tlianks—and pimctualiiy. DViu/has passed at* ** * 
llonsi ? 1 snfipo.se that J am to know, and ‘ fiars fui’of Uie 
erjiifen'iiei-. 1 rr-grci tliat ytiur + + ^ will detain you so 
late, but 1 supposr! you will b*! at l.ady Jersey’s. 1 am 
gouig eaiber witli ] hitiiiouse. You rwjoUect tliat to-morrow 
w*e su[) and set; Kean. 

“ P. fcj. Two Ui-niorrow Is the hour of pugilism." 


NOTE TO MR. MOORE. 

‘ Will you and Rr^ers come ,to%iy bo.K jil Covent, tJn‘n ? 
1 ||tidl be there, and none else—or I won’t bo ihr^re, if you 
urn would like to go witlioiu mo. You will not get so 
pood a pia<'o hn.stling anir>ng tlic publican Aarrr«, wiUj 
danuiabie appientice.s (six fs!! high) on a liUr-U row. ‘Will 
you Irolh oblige iu<-. and wiiu!—-or one—or neilbt'r—or, what 
you will? 

S. An' you will, T will call for you at half past six, or 
time of your own dial.” 

, NOTE TO MR. MOORK. 

■*1 have gotten a box fvr (Hhcllo t«>-night, and scndtlie 
deket for yow friends file H-^e’s. 1 seriously recommend 


LETTER CCXXIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“May 23,1 SU. 

‘T must send you tlic Java government gazette i/July ^ 
1811^ ju.sl sent to me by Murray. Only think t/ tmr (for it 
is you and 1) Belting pa)>er warriors in array in the IiMliun 
seas. Do(‘s not tiiis sound like fame—someUiing almost 
like posUritp ? It i.s somoUiuig to have scribblers srjuabbling 
about us oOOO miles <iff^ Idle we arc agreeing so well at 
Bring it with you in your pocket; it will make you 
laugh, as it liatli me. 

* • Ever youra, “ B. 

“P. S. Ob, the anecdote! * * * *.* 


• Sflc (I. 4SU- 

10 
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LETTER CCXXV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“May SI, 1814. 

* As I shall probably not sec yon here to-clay, I write to 
request that if not incoDver^nt to yourself you will stay 
in town till Sunday; if not to grati^' me, yet to please a 
great nwiy others, who will be very sorry to lose you. As 
for myself, I can only repeat that 1 wish you would eitlier 
remain a long time with us, or not come at all; for tlieso 
KuUcheM of society make the subsequent acparaticais bitterer 
than ever. 

“I believe you think that I liavo not been quite fair with 
that Alpha and Omega beauty, &c. with whom you would 
wiUmgly have united me. But if you consider what lier 
sister said on the subject, you will less wcwjder tliat my pritle 
siiould have taken the darm; particularly as nothing but 
the ewiy-day ffirtatiun of every-day people ever occurred 
between your heroine tuid mysetC Had I.ady * * appeared 
to w^ it, or even not to oppose if, I wotild have gone on, 
and very posdbiy married (tlmt is, if tlie otlw r had bcini 
equally accordant) whh the same indifference whicli has 
frozen over the ^Block Sea* of almost all my piussicais. It is 
that veiy indifference which makes me so uncertain and 
apparently capricious. It is not eagerness of new pursxiits, 
but that nothing impresses me sufficiently to^,* neither do 
fed disgusted, but simply indifferent almost all encilc- 
ments. The proof d* this is, tliat obstacles, the slightest 
even, stop me. Tliis can hardly be timidity^ for I have done 
some impudent things tor^ in iny time; and in almost all 
cases, op)>ositi(m is a stimdus. lnminc,it is not; if a straw 
were in my way, 1 could not, stoop to pick it up. 

“ I have sent this long tirade, because I would not Iiave 
jijo siqiposo dial I Itave been trifling designcilly with you 
or ntiiers. If you think so, ‘m liic name of St. Hubert (tlw 
patron of antlers and hunters) let me be married out of hand 
—I don’t care to whom, so tliat it amust^s any body eLsi 
and don’t interfere with mo much in the daytime. 

‘Evcr,&.c.*’ 


LETTER CCXXVI. 

TO MR. MOOKE. 

“Juno 14,1814. 

• I cfndd bo very senlimentnl now, but I won’t. I'he trull 
is, dial I have been uU iny life tiying to iiardcn my heart 
and iiavc not yet quite succeeded—though there are grea 
hoptts->and you do not know how it simk witli your depur 
ture. What adds to roy regret is having seen so little of 
you during your slay in this crowded desert w'hero one 
might to bo able to bear thirst like a camel,—llic sjirings are 
80 few, and most of tlieiii so muddy. 

“The newspapers will tell you all that is to be told of 
empcTtmi, &c. They have dined, and supped, and shoiv 
tlieir flat faces in all thoroughfares, and several saloonf 
Their unUbmn are very becoming, but ratlier short in th 
skirts; and their conversation is a catechism, for which anc 
the answers I refer you to those who have heard it. 

“I think of leaving town for Newsteoil soon. If so,T slml 
not be remote from your recess, and (unless Mrs. M. detaini 
you at home over the caudU>>cup and a new cradle,) we wi! 
meet. You shall come to me, or I to you, as you like it 
but meet we will. An invitali<*n from Aston has reached 
roc, but I do not tliink I shall go. I have also heard of 
* ♦ ♦—I should like to sec her again, for I have not mei 
her fm yeara; and though <tlio light that ne’er can shim 
again^ is set, I do not know that * one dear smile like those 
of old’ might not make me for a moment forget the ‘dulness 
of ‘ hfo’s stream.* 

l am g(wg to R * *'s tonight—to (pie of those suppers 
vrmch to be dinners.* I have hardly seen her, and 
never Mm, since you sot out. I told you, you were the last 
knkef thatdiain. Aa for ♦ ♦jW© have not syllabled on- 


CRS, tSl'L 

^anothfr’s names since. The post will not permit mo to 
tontinue my scrawl. More anon. 

“ Ever, dear Moore, &c. 

“P. S. Keep Uic Journal, I core not wJial beccanes of 
r, and ifitluui amused you, I am glad tliall ke|>t it. ‘Lara* 
s ffnislied, and I am copying him fur my Uiird voL’Dow 
:(^lecting; but no reparcUe pulsation.** 


NOTB TO MR. MURRAY, 

“June 14,1814. 

* I return your packet of tliis morning. Have you heard 
:iat Bertrand has returned to Paris with the account of 
^^a^^oleon’s having lost his senses? It is a report; but, if 
’ue, I must, like Mr. Fitzgerald and Jeremiah, (of lament- 
.ble memory,) lay claim to prophecy; that is to say, di saying 
hat he ought to go out of his senses, in tlic penultimate 
itoiiza of a certain Ode,—the which, having been pronoun 9 cd 
onsr/ise by several profound critics, has a still furdier pro^ 
3ii^on, by its unintclligibility, to inspiration. 

“Ever, fee.” 


LETTER CCXXVIL 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

“Juno 19, 1814- 

“I am always ohUgod to trouble you with my awkward- 
lesses, and now 1 have a fresh one. Mr. W.* called on mo 
iveral times, and I have missed the honour of making his 
c(|u;iintancc, wliich I regret, but which t/ow, who know my 
esultory and uncertain liahhs, will not wonder at, and will, 
am sure, attribute to any thing but a wish to offend a 
lerson who has shown mo much kindness, and possesses 
character and talents entitled to general respect. My 
mornings arc late, and passed in fencing and boxing, and a 
■ariety of most unpoetical exercises, very wholesome, &c.; 
>ut would l>c very disagreeable to my friends, whom I am 
ohligcd to exclude during tlieir operation. 1 never go out 
till Uic evening, and I have not been fortunate enough to 
meet Mr. W. at Lord Lansdownc’s in’Lord Jersey’s, where 
1 had hoped to pay liiin my respects. 

“ 1 would have written to him, but a few words from you 
rill go flirlhcr than all tiie apolc^ctical sesquipedalities I 
ould muster on tlie occasion. It is only to say tfiat, without 
itending it, I contrive to behave very ill to every body, and 
am very sorry for it. 

“Ever, dear R. &c.” 

The following undated notes to Mr. Rogers were written 
about this time. 

“ Sunday. 

“ Your non-attendance at Coriimc’s is very ajmipos^ as I 
was on the eve of sending you an excuse. I do not feel 
well enough to go tliere tliis evening, and have been obliged 
todespatdiana}iology. 1 believe I need not add oneCirnot 
accepting Mr. Slieridan’s invitation on Wiilnesday,wliirli 
1 fancy lioth you and I understood in Uic same sense:— 
witli him llie saying of Mirabeau, that ^ words are tilings,' is 
not to be taken literally. “Ever &.c. 

“I will call for you at a'quarter before senen^ if tliat will 
suit you. I return you Sir I’roteus,f and shall merely ad*’ 
in return, as Johnson said olj and to, somebody or other 
Are w© alive after all this censure?’ 

“ Believe me, &c.*’ 

“ Tuesday. 

“ Sheridan was yesterday, at first, too sober to remembe* 
your invitation, but in the dregs of the tliird bottle he fished 
up his memory. The Stael out-talked Wliitbrcad, waa 
irotwd by Sheridan, confounded Sir Humphrey, and utterl,v 
perplexed your slave. The rest (great names in the rco 

• Mr. Wranjcti&m. 

t A ■.Urre.I ii.miMet ,mwUcbiUIU«.tit«r.ofU»dayv».rtiAt«clit«. 
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iiookf nevertheless) were mere segments oC tho circle. 
Ma’msclle dariced a Russ sarabaiid with great vigour 
grace, aiid exjiressioii. “ K ver, &c.” 

ROTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

• “Juno 21,1814. 

“ I suppose ‘ I^ara’ is gone to the devil,—which is no great 
niiittcr, only let me know, that I may bi> saved the trouble 
of copying the rest, and put tl)c first part into (he fire. I 
rcjilly have no anxiety about it, and shall not he sorry lo 
Ihj saved the copying, which gocts «mi very slowly, and may 
prove to y«i tliat you may speak owf—or I should be less 
sluggish. “ Yours, &a” 


LETTER CCXXVnL 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

. . “Juno 27,1614. 

•You could not have made me a more acceptable pre¬ 
sent than Jac(|ueline,—she is all graet*, and st»fliie.3s, and 
p(M-lry; lliere is so much rjf tho last, that we do not feel the 
want of story, whicli is simple, yet enough. 1 wonder tl)at 
you do not ofioncr unbend lo more of the same kind. I j 
have some sympathy with the sojler alTecrions, though very 
littlt' in mu way, ami no one can depict them so truly and 
sue.ocssfiilly as yourself. 1 have half a mind to pay you in 
kiml, or raUior unkind, for I hav(? just ‘ sujip<vd full tif horror 
ill two Cantos ofdtirkncss aial dismay. 

“Do you go lo Lord Essex's to-iiighl ? if so, will you let 
me call fi»r you at your <*vvn hour ? 1 dined with Holland- 
housKi yesterday at I^ord ('owper’s; my lady very gracious, 
winch she <*an be more than any orn^ when she likes. 1 
was n(»( sorry to sec them again, for I can’t forget lliat Uicy j 
h:iv«! bccji v<Ty kind to me. 

“ Ever yours most truly, “ Bw. 

*P. S. Is there any chance or possil>ilily of making it 
up with J^ord Carlisle, ns I feci disposed to do any thing 
reasonable or unreasunable to effbet it ? I would bc'-fon*, 
but tor the. ‘ Courier,’ and tlie fK«sible misconstructions at 
such a lime. Porpend, pronounce.” 


or kept you in humeur, Never mind^it is hardly worth 
while. 

“ 7’his day have I received information from my man of 
law of the non—and never likely to be—performance of 
iMjrchase+ by Mr.Claughton, of iwpccuniur}' memory. Ho 
loii’t know what to do, or when to pay; and so all my hopes 
ind worldly projects and prospects arc gone to the devil. 

I Ic (the purchaser, and the devil loo, for aught I care) and 
’, and iny legal advisers, are to meet to-morrow,—^he said 
urchaser having first taken specif care to inquire ‘ who- 
hcrlwould meet him witli temper?*—Certainly. Tho 
juestion is tliis—I shall cither have the estate baadc, which 
s as good as ruin, or 1 shall g:o on with him dawdling, 
which is rather worse. 1 have brought my pigs to a Mus- 
mlman market. If 1 had but a wife now, and children, 
>f whose paternity I entertained doubts, 1 should be hap- 
>y, or rather fortunate, as Oandido or Scarmentado. In 
he mean time, if you don’t come and see me, I shall think 
ihat Sam’s bank is breko loo; and that you, having assets 
here, are despairing of more tlion a piastre in the pound 
Ibr your dividend. ‘*Evor,&c.** 


ROTE TO MR. MURRAT. 

•July 11,1814. 

“ You sliaJl have one of tlic pictures. I wish ymi lo sen^ 
ho jirocrf* of ‘Lara’ to Mr. Moore, 3S, Buiy-street, fo-ntgh^ 
is he leaves town to-morrow, and wislies to sec it before he 
goes; and 1 am also willing to have tiio benefit cJ his ro- 
lYiarks. “ Yours, &c.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“July IB, 1814. 

“I tliink 1 /ftu will be fiatisfied even to region with our 
northern fnends,f and 1 won’t tleprivc you longer of what I 
think will give you pleasure: for my own part, my modesty 
r>r my vanity must be silent. 

“P. S. If you could spare it. for an hour in the evening, I 
wish you to send if up to Mrs. Leigh, your neighbour, at tho 
Ltmdon Hotel, Albemarle-strect.” 


LETTER C()XXIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“July fi, 1814. 

“Irotunicd to town last night, and had some hof>cs of 
seeing yt>u to-day, and would have called,—but J have been 
(lljoiigh in excowling distempered good health) a little head- 
why with free, living, a.s it is calked, and am now at the 
h«‘t /.ing point of r(‘turiiing sohemoss. C)f course, ] should 
be sorry that our parallel lines did not deviate info intcr- 
scciitjii before yoii return lo the. country,—after lltat same 
nonsuit whereof the papers have t(jld us,—hut, as you must 
be much oecn|ii|«d, i wrwi’t bo affronted, should your time 
and huryness imlitate against our meeting. 

“ Rog»*rs and f have almost coalesced into a ji»int invasion 
of th«' [lublie. Whether it will take place, or not, I do not 
yrl know, and 1 am afraid Jacqu^hne (which is very beau¬ 
tiful) will be in bad comjjany.* But, in tins case, tlic lady 
^ #111 not be the sufferer. 

“■lam gouig to the sea, and then to Scotland; and I have 
w;en doing notliing,—that Is, no good,—and am very truly, 


LETTER CCXXX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

■ “I 8U])ix>se, by your non-appearance,that the philosophy 
™ niy note, and the previous ^cncc of Uie writer, have put 

•■Ixi'vol th« Uucr by Mr. Rnger«, both appeared in tbe 


LETTER CCXXXL 

TO MR- MURRAY. 

•July 23,1814. 

“I am sorry to say that (lie print} is by no means ap¬ 
proved of by those who Inive B<‘en it, who are pretty con¬ 
versant with tJie original, as well as tlic picture from whence 
it is taken. I rather saspcct that it is from the. copy and not 
the c.vhifnlcd |V)r(rait,und inthis dilemma would recommtmd 
a suspension, if not an abatidoninent of the. prtjixion to ilia 
volumes vihieli you purpose innk'ting upon tins public. 

With regard to fjirn dt>u’l he, in any hurry. I havr-! not 
yet inadf! up my miiul on the subject, nor know what to tliink 
or rlo till i licar fr(.»ni you; and Mr. Mooro appeared lo aio 
til a similar stale of indetenniuaiion. I do not know that it 
may not l>e belter lo reaerve it for the aUire publicatian you 
]n-o; oscd, and not adventure in hardy singleness, or even 
i)aek<'d by the- fairy Jacqueline. 1 have been seized with 
all kinds (^lioubls, kc. &.c. since I left London. 

Pray let me hear from you, and believe me, &c.” 


LETTER CCXXXIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

•July 24,1814. 

“ The minority must, in this case, carry it, so pray lot it be 
so, ftrr I don’t rare sixjience for any of the opinions you 
mention, on such a subject \ and Phillips must be a dtuice to 

» ■ ■ -.- - . . ' ... . 

• Puirlmw of New*tc«l Abbey. See better 141. 

1 He here refers to on arlicb) m ll»e number of the Enlnbotm RbtmV 
biet then publwbed, (No. 45.) on the Uorsalr and Bride of Abydos. 

J An rngraving by Aear from PhUJipi’e portrait of bim. 



76 


LKTTERS, JSU. 


agree with them. For tny own part, I have no at 

all; but Mrs. Leigh and iny cousin umst he hHlcr judgc'^ 
of Uio likeness than otiicrs; and they hate it; and so 1 Vvon't 
have it at all. 

“Mr. HoWiousc Is right as for Jus conclusion; but I deny 
the premises. The name only is Spanish;* tlie country is 
oot Spain, but the Morua. 

•Waverley is the best andm(»t interesting novel I have 
redde 8ince~-I dwiH know when. I like it as much as 1 
hate * *, and ♦ *, and * *, and all the feminiuo trash of the 
last four memths. Besides, it is all easy to me, I liave heer> 
in Scotland so tmich, (though then young enough too,) and 
feel at home with tlie people, liOwland and Gael. 

“A note will correct what Mr. Ht»bhouse thirilcs tin error, 
(about die feudal system in Sfiaiii;) it is Spaiti. if Jie 
puts a few words of prose any where, it will s<'l all right. 

“I have boon ordcrcjtl to town to vole. I sliall disobey. 
Tliore is no goo(i in ho much firating, since ‘certain l-ssm s 
Btft^es should arbitrate.’ If you have any thing to say, let 
me hear from you. “ Yours, &,c.” 


LETTER COXXXJII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

^ “Aug.3,]Bl4. 

“Itw certainly a little extraordinary that you have not 
sent the Edinburgh Reviciw, as I requesu*<l, and hoped it 
Would not rcMjuire a note a day to remind you. 1 sc'c* ufJvrr- 
twenwwfc* of Lara and Jaccjuelinc; pray, w'/n// wIumi I re¬ 
quested ycMi to postpone* publication till my return to town, 

“f have a most ainusmg epistle from the Ettrick hard— 
Ih>gg; in whw'.h, speaking ofhis bookseller, whom he deti-j- 
minates the ‘shal)bie-.st’ of the trculc f(>r not ‘lihiiig hLs hill>, 
he odds, in so many wf)rdSj ‘ —d d—n him autl lliem 
This is a pretty prelude to asking you Uj adopt liiui (tlie sard 
Hogg;) hut this he wishes; and iry<Hi please., 3*011 aii<l 1 will 
talk it over. He has a |)ocm n*ady Hjr ( 1»5 press, (and y«Htr 
biUa too, if ‘/f/iable,’) ainl bestows some hoiuHUeu«ms cm 
Mr. Moore for his abduction of Lara from the forihcoiniug 
Miscellany. 

“P. S. Sincerely, T think Mr. Hogg woukl suit \'ou very 
well; and surely he is u man of great p<*W(;rs, and de-;<'rviiig 
of cneouragcnient. 1 must knoek out a 1 ;«lc for liiin, and 
you sliould at all events co’iader l>eri>re yo:i ri-jer i )ii< .-.nil. 
Scott is gone to the Orkneys in a gale of wind, and 1 logjf 
says tJiat, during the said gale, ‘he is sure, tliat Seott ir. not 
quite at hLs ease, to say Ihc l»est of it.’ Afil 1 wi'h these 
home-keeping bards could Uisfo a Mcditernmean whiti* 
squall, or tlie Gut in a gale of wind, or even tlie Hay of 
Biscay with no wind at all.” 

LETTER CCXXXIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Hastings, Aug. % IBM. 

“By the time this reaches your dwelling, I shall ((h>d 
wot) be in town again probably. 1 have lu'ro been re¬ 
newing my acquaintance with my old frie.uil Ocean ; aiic! I 
find hw bosom as plensaiil a jnllow for au lioiir in the morn¬ 
ing as his daugliters of Paphos could he in lire twilight. 
I have been swimming and r^ating turbot, ami smogghno 
neat brandies and silk haudkcrelfiefs,—ami listi ning to 
my friend Hodgson’s raptures about a ))retty wjfe-<'l» cl 
of his,-—and walking on clitlk, atid tumhiiog down lulls, 
and making the most of iho ‘ dolee farnienit!' for the last 
fortnight. 1 met a son of Lord l‘>skin«*’s, uho savs In 
has boon married a year, and ts tin* ‘happkest ofiin'iiand 
I have met the aforesaid 11. wlio is also ific ‘hapjviest t»f 
men;’ so, it w worth while being hert*, if only t witness 
the superiative felicity of these foxes, \vho hav<‘ ctit off 
Aeir tails, and would ]iersiiado the Vest to purl witli 
their bruslies to koeji thorn in countenance. 


“It rcjoiccth me that y'ou like‘Lara,’ JofTreyis out 
with ids f)rty-lif:li numbe.r, whicfi 1. supptise you have 
got. He is mily to<. kiml to me, in niy share of it, and I 
begin to fancy inyscit a golden jilieasunl, u}nm Uie strength 
of the plumage wherewith he hatli bedecked mo. But 
then, ‘.surgitamari,’ &c.—the gentlemen of the Chorfipiorj, 
and Perry, have got hold (1 know not how) of the condo¬ 
latory address to Lady J. on the picturc-abducUoii by oui 
Regent, and have published them—^witli iny name, too, 
lack—without even asking leave, or in(]uiring wliether 
— no! D—n their impudence, and d—n every thing. It 
has put me out of patience, and so I sliall say no more 
about it.* 

^'ou .shall have Lara and .Tacquo (belli witli some 
adtliiions) when out; but I am still demurring and de¬ 
laying, and in a fuss, and so is Rogers in his way. 

“JSewstead is to be mine again. Claiigliton fiirfcits 
twonty-livc thousand poinids; but that don’t prevent me 
from b(*ing wry prettily ruined. I nicEm to bury uiy.*}elf 
tliere—and let my beard grow—and hale you all. 

“ Oh! I have had the most amusing letter from Hogg, 
the Ettrick minstrel and shepherd. He wants me to 
j recommemd him lo Murray, and, speaking of hia present 
I hooltseller, wliose ‘bills’ arc never ‘lifted,’ he wJn\s,tf/tkk/n 
. vtrhift^ ‘G—d d—n liiin and them Wh.’ I laughed, and so 
would you l<io, at the way in which this extrication was 
mlnxluced. 'riie said llogg is a strange being, but of 
gn at, lliough imeouth, powers. I lliink veryiiigldy ofliiin 
as a poet; but he, and lialf of these Scotch and liuko 
troubiiclours, arc spoiled by living in little circles and petty 
societies. London and the world Is the only'place to take 
the C4>nc(:it out of a imui—in the milling phrase. Scott, 
lie said, is gorui to tlic (Orkneys in a gale of wind ;—during 
whieii wind, lie aJrinii.s, tlie said Scott, ‘lie is sure is not at 
hi;? ease,—1(» say llie hi*.-il of if.’ L<*rd, Lord, if lhes<* home- 
keepiiig miu.-?liels lu«icr<»ssed your Allanlic or my Medi¬ 
terranean, and lasted a iiille opmi boating in a white 
s(jnall—or a gale iu‘Llio Gut’—or the ‘Jiuy of Idiscay, 
wiili no gale at alb—how it w'ould enliven and introduce 
them lo a few of the sensations!—to say nothing of an 
illieii amour (tr lwi> iqion shore, in the way of essay ujion 
th(' Passions, heghiniiig witii simple adultery, and com¬ 
pounding it as they went along. 

“ ) liave f)rward»^l your letter to Murray,*—by tlie way, 
yi»u had aildte-sed it to JMilftr. Pray write to m<‘, ami say 
what art lliuu doing? ‘Xot ftnished !—Oons! how is lliis ? 
—these ‘daws and starts’ must be ‘aulliorizeil by your 
grandum,’ and are heeoming of any other author. I was 
sorry to hear of your diseroiiaiicy* with * *k, or ratlu*r, 
your ahjunaioii of agreement. I dtm’t want to he iiujier- 
uiK'iil, or bull(K)n on a serious subji'ct, and am therefore at 
u loss what to say. 

“ I hope nothing will induce you to abate from llie proper 
pr’n'e of your jx^ein, as long as tlien* is u prospect of getting 
il. J^’or mv own jiarl, 1 liavc ffcriouftlt/ and 7tot 
(tor that Li not my way—at I<*ast, it us(*d not lobe,) iieithcT 
liopiis. nor pro;•peels, and scarcely oven wislies. 1 am, in 
some respe<*ts luippy, hut inH in a manner lliat can or ought 
to last,—hut enougfi of that. 7'he. worst of it is, 1 led qnilc 
cnervaUnl and inditlcri nt^ t really do not know, if Jupiter 
were to (jffer me iny choin* of the I'oiitentsof Ins bimevolent 
eji'-k, what I wMuk! ph’.k out of it. If I was bom as thfc 
rnirscs say with a ‘silver spoon in my mouth,’ it has stuck 
in niy throat, and spoiled my palate so tliat nothing put into 
It la swailowe.l with much relisli,—iinle.s.s it be r:iy«’iini 
.vevor, 1 )j:ivo grievances enough lo occupy me that wav 
too; bill Ibr f'ar of adding to yours bv this pr;.siilenf long 
(hulrlbe, I postpone the reading tlicm, .vinr (hr. Ever,dear 
M. yoiip?, Ike. 

*• P. S. I >on’l Ibrget my jiodson. 7b»u could not have 
fixed on a fitter piirter tor his sins than me, btdng used fc» 
carry doublo w ithout iuconveniencc.” * * * 


' Alluding to Lni'u. 


‘ Sic IVi.’in:', j>, 'tsi. 
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LETTER CCXXXV. 

. TO am. Ml/HHAV. 

‘ i\ug.4,1814. 

“Xol havin:; roocivi'd tlu- ;jiis\\rr to inv lasf 

{hrt*( Jelter-S book (t(io i;ust inuulior of ific Edin¬ 

burgh Rcvicvk) wliich ihoy rcijiu-alal, 1 fnfsunm that you 
wen; the uufortuuarc peraon* v\lu/ jM‘ri.4io<l in lli<- pagoila 
on Moudav last, and addrt*ss tins rathor to your twonUors 
lh;in voursol^’ regreUiug tiuit you Sumld have ha-lUir iil- 
liu-k lo he die sole vicliiii on tliat joyous oceasiuri. 

‘^1 iuig leave tluni to iuforni lluw gendemen (wIkk-vch- 
tlipv n»av Im ) that 1 uin a lilllo siir|irisiMi at the previous 
lU’i'iei'l u! the iteeeasfil, and ul.'’oa« ohs*-i\ui“ an .hixmlm — 
minit of an approarhing |Hiblipatioii on Satunlav noAl, 
agiiiiisl the which I protcslcd, and do protest, lor Uu-1 
. iresciit. I 

“Yours, (ortjjcirs,) &.c. “13.’’ 

LETTER CCXXXYI. 

TO WK. MUUJIAV. 

«Aug. fi. 1814. 

“ 'rhe Eduihiirgli Review is arriv<^{l—lliauk.s. I emdose 
Mr. Jlohhous»-’s letter, from whitdi you will perceive tin- 
work you have* made. ITfuvever, I have done : yoti must 
send my rliyines to the devil your own wav. li seems 
ako tluil the‘fuiihlid ;ind spirited lilo-n»'-;s’ is ;inoilM'r«)r 
yuor alions. 1 widi you jov ol‘ it ; Intt »t is no lik*'- 
ness—dial is tin' point, S«-nonsly, if I liav«‘ delave.d \onr 
i<turiiey to Sent land; I am sorry tlitil yrni etirried \oiir eotn- 
)tlal->:inee mi tar: jiartienltulv us upon lri(j«-s yon have a 
... . ttiumary meiho 1;—wilnes.N tin' grammar of 11 oh 
lieusc'.s “ hit of pr»>se,' whi<-h )»as put him timhneinloa tevet. 

‘•Hogg nuist translate his own wur<|s: js j| 

tjiiotiilion iroin his letter, foge.tlier with ‘G—d d—ii,’&.e, 
n-liieli I .suppose reipiire.s mi translation. 

“ I was utiawan! oflhe contents of Mr. Moore's letter ; 


ht'iile, wliioli 1 Hung out of the window one night with a 
veogi anee;—aiul what tlien? wh}-, next morning I was 
h'- litiod hy seemg dait jt had struck, and split upon, tJie 
p<'iiieo{U <i{ I'.nterpe’s graven iinagH in Ihe gtirden, juul 
et i.iied her as if it wer.^ on }«ir]»ose.+ Only think of my 
di ues.';, and—-llie epigranis that might be eugendored on 
ili'- Alus«* and her mi.sttdv<*iiture. 

” J. hail an ailveiitui'e, uhnost as ridiculous, at some private 
th. atricals lu'ar t^ombridge—tliougli of a ditlercm descrip- 
li^ n—since I saw you last. 1 ijutirrelled with a man in the 
d:; -k fl»r siskirig me who 1 was, (insolenliy enough, to be 
sii! «',) and fulkoved him into the green-room (a stable) in a 
rui'c, airiong a set ofp^'ojde I never saw Ix'fore. He turned 
; oiti to he a low eomediun, engaged to aet willi the amateurs, 
.Old to be u oivii-sjM)ken man i-uottgli, when he i«>niid out 
ill.It JKttliing lery pleasant was t<* l»e got by rudeness. But 
HI wunld liavf been amnst'd witli the row, mid the dialogue, 
ui'd file flress—-or rather tlie undress—of the Jiarty, where 
I had introtlne‘-<l mvsilfin a devil ofa liurry, and the asto- 
oKhuienI that en-viu d, 1 had gone out of the ihuatro, for 
(■'Mihiess, into die garden: there 1 had tumbled over some 
di>i:« and, eoinitig away from them in very ill-lmmmir, en- 
uuter«-d llic ni;ui in a worse, which pnxluced all this 
e inliision. 

“ Well—and v\)iy don’t you Maiiiich Now is your time 
Die people are tolerably tir«-d with me, and not very much 
nam<*nred of \Vonlswortli,w ho has just spawned aquarto 
• •f nu‘iapinMea] bhiik verse, wliieb is nevertheless only a 
pan ofa poetn. 

“.Murray lulks of divon-ing 1 iUrrv and .lucky—a liad sign 
iortho tiuihors, who, 1 suppose, will be divori-ed iixt, and 
ihrow flt<- lilame upon one unotlier. Seriously, 1 don’tcaro 
a ei.'ttr about ii, and 1 don’t .see why Stun should. 

“I.el iiu- hear from and of you and iny godson. If a 
(iaic^bter, the name will d<» quite as %vell. + ♦ ♦ 

« Ever, 


I dunk your ofb-r very handsonn , but tif that ym and lie* 
nnisi judge.. If be can geltnore, you won’t wonrb-r that he 
slionitl acis’pt it. 

“Gut wiili Lara since it inusl lie. 1’lie tome looks 
preiiy enough—-on the outside. T shall he in town next 
Week, and in the mean time wi.sh you a [ileasanf jonrin-v. 

“ Vonrs, iie.” 

LETTER CCXXXVII. 

'JO JSin. MOOIIK. 

‘Aug. 12, I KM. 

“ 1 was net alone, n/.r will he while I e.-m help ij. New- 
«l''ad is lint Vet deeifk'd. (dangiiton i.; to make a grand 
elitiiJ hy Saturday w'e».k to completi-,—if ihj), he must givi- 
U\eMlv-live il,j,nsjiMd pouiids, niMl the estate, v.ilh e\- 
ijeiiseSjKe. iie li I resiliiii'tin* Abhaey, y«.u siudl Ii.ave 
< iiodee, ijiuFa (‘ell set a)tart for y*tur reeepuon, with u 
I'Mit-uele,>Mie. R.,g..rs I have nol seen, but Larry and 
• .u-ky came oiU a few days ago. Uf their ctlbet, 1 know 
>i"llm,g. 


* ♦ ♦ ^ + % * 

• Dieru i.s ,s(*m<‘thing very amusing in t/our being an 
'('iihurgb Itevirwer. Von know, f suppose, that 'rimriow 

none of the plaeidr-^it, and inay possibly e.naet some 
'niliedy on iM-ing u>ld Uial he isuriiy a fool. If, now, .b-llVey 
" Ut b,. slain on acettuut (.»f an ariieie of yours, there 
'(Mij he alineconeliisiou. b’or my jiarl, as IMis. Winifred 

• says, ‘in- Ims done the lumdsome tiling hy me,' 
■irajiarly in his last number; so, lie. is the best of nu-n 

t]i!'n ' riiics, and I won’t hav<* him killed,— 

^ uiauy wisli lie were, f jr licdng^ so good- 

uumoured. ’ r, b - 

BeforoJ left Hastings, I got in a passion with an ink- 

•Ncciiot.' lwtJi. I]im,n,„an<'n.cc, p. 4iS. 


LETTiOR CCXXXVIH. 

'JO MU. MOOUr. 

Aug. 13,1814. 

“ I wroti- yesteialny to Alas (bdil, and have just now cn- 
j frankeil \ oiir leiter l<» mamma. .My slay in town i.s .so un- 
e« rtain (iioi later than nest week) dial \our packets (i»r die 
nordi may not reaeli me; and as ( know not, e.xardy where 
I am g'*»ng— ht>we\a-r, IVt iiafiiul is in\' most probable de.S- 
iman<'n, and if you send your (k--palelies liefia r 'J’nesday, 
I can t«»rwurd diem to onr new ally. Jhit, after dial day, 
yon had better not trust to tlieir arrival in time. 

I ^ * has been e.xiled from Lari-', on for saying tbo 
] Ibiurlious i\er«t old women. 'J'he Huurboiis might have 
j i)c:en et)ni<‘ni, 1 think, with returning the compliment. * 

i. + 4. 

' “f told yon all ubnol .buky and Larry yesferduvthey 
aretwbe separated,—-at least, so says tin* grand Murray, 
and 1 know no mor«' (/f the. mailer. Jeffrey has done mo 
nior(‘liuin ‘jiisliee;’ but as l«> lrag(‘dv—niii!—I liave no 
time for lietion at present. A inun cannot paint a storm 
with the V('s.sel under bare pole.s, on a leo shore. Wlicn 1 
gel to laiul, I will try \\ljal is to Ik- done, and, if I founder, 
there he jileniy of mine elders and hellers to console Mcl- 
iKimem*. 

“ When at New'.lead. y«ni must come over, if only flir a 
ilay—slioukLMrs. 1\1. be »v(v:eu/i^-ofyour presence. The 
place is worth se4-ing, a-, a rniii, and I can assure you there 
n-fW som*- fun there, even in my time; but that it? past. The 
gltosis, Iiowever, and die gotlii.;s, and the waters, and the 
desolation, muke it very lively still. 

® J'lver, dear Tom, yours, &c,* 


• t.3.’! l•itn<tl-.. tinv.- }ur of ink, Into-which, not iuj^- 

IKjsiii^ I . ■ ■'•2 , • - r. V • Ill' { < :> dewii lo thi’.'v«ry IxjUom. Eie 
oi'.'.-iI, oil limliiifi ii com« mil ull Rmpnn-d with ink, hi-itu^ tbi* bottle out 
Ilf ill'-viiiiili'w intoihi- t-mleii, vvlK-n-it U{(liieit, an here deurrihed, upou 
mil' '>f I ii',--' '• • ‘‘ ‘ I- i«u, .'.III.* 'init* l.« f.-’-e,fimn 

tj. ‘-N ■l,ch:is<l.>..V./o»4. 
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LETTER CCXXXIX, 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Newstead Abbey, Sept. 2,1814. 

®I am obligwl by whal you have sent, but would rather 
not see any thing of die kind ;* wo have had enough of 
these tilings already, good and bad, and next moiiUi you 
need not trouble yourself to collect even tlio higlur gene- 
•utioor-on my account. It gives me much pleasure to hear 
of Mr. HobhouseV anti Mr. Mtirivale’s good entreatment 
by the journals you mention. 

"I still think Mr. Hogg and yourself might make out an 
alliance. DodaUy'it was, 1 believe, the last decent tiling of 
the kind, and Im had great success in its day, and lasted 
several years; but then he had the double advantage of 
editing and publishing. The Spleen, and several of Gray’i 
odes, mucli of Shengtont^ and many others of good repute, 
made their first appearance in his culleclion. Now, with 
the support of Scott, W ordsworth, Southey, &c. I see little 
reason why you should not do as well; and if <mce fairly 
established, you would have assistance from the youngsters, 
I dare say. Stratford Conning (whose ‘Buonaparte’ is 
excellent,) and many otlicrs, and Moore, and Hobhouse, 
and I, would try a fall now and then (if permitted,) and you 
might coax (yanipbell, toc^ into it. By-Uuvby, fu: has an 
unpublished (though printed) poem on a scene in Gttrmany 
(^varia, I diiiik,) which 1 saw last yiiar, that is fierfectly 
magniBcent, and equal to himnelf. 1 wonder he don’t pub* 
tish il. 

• Ob!—<lo you recollect S * *, th(^ engraver’s, mad lettijr 
about not engraving Phillips’s picture of I..ord Foley ? (as 
be blundered it;) well, 1 have traced it, T lliink. It seems, 
by the papers, a preacher of Johanna Southcote’s is named 
FoUy ; and I can noway account for the said S * +’s con- 
finuon of words and ideas, liut by that, of his head’s running 
on Johanna and her apostles. It was a mercy he did not 
say Lord Tozer. You know, of coiirsi’, dial S * ’*• is a 
believer in Uiis new (old) virgin ofspiiilual impregnation. 

‘‘I long to kiMiw what she will produce: her being with 
child at sixty-five is iialeed a miracle, but her getting any 
one to beget it, a grt^ater. 

® If you were not going to Paris or Sctilluiid, 1 could send 
you srune gtune: if you remain, let rnc know. 

“P. S. A word or two of ‘Lara,’ which your enclosure 
brings before me. It is of no great promise separately; 
but, as connected with the other talcs, it will do very well 
for the volumes you mean to publish. 1 would re-cunimend 
this arrangemoiit-^/hildo Harold, the smaller Poems, 
Giaour, Bride, 0)rsair, Lara; Uie lu.st completes the .scries, 
and its very Ukeneas renders it necessary to the otlicrs. 
Cawthomo writes tliat tlu^y are publishing Englhh Bardg 
in Ireloful: pray inquire intoUiis; because it must be 
Stopped.” 


“ Pray, who corrects the press of your volumes ? I hope 
The Corsair’ is printed from the copy 1 corrected with the 
additional lines in the first Ganlo, and some jtotes from Sis- 
inondi and Lavater, which 1 gave you to add thereto. The 
arrangement is very well. 

*My cursed people have not sent my papers since Sun¬ 
day, and 1 have lost Johanna’s divorce from Jupiter. Who 
hall) gotten her witli prophet? Is it Sharpe? and how? 

♦ A * *fe i|c 

I should like to buy one of her seals: if salvation can be 
had at half a guinea a head, the landlord of the Crown and 
Anchor should be asliamed of himself fisr chargmg double 
for tickets to a mere terrestrial banquet. 1 am afraid, se¬ 
riously, that those matters will lend a sad handle to your 
profane scoffem, and give a loose to much damnable laugh¬ 
ter. 

“I have not seen Hunt’s Sonnets nor Descent crf*Liborty;. 
he has chosen a pretty place wherein to compose the last. 
Let me hear from you before you embark. Ever, &cJ* 


LETTER CCXLI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Newfitcad Abbey, Sept. 15,1814. 

“ Tliis is the fourth lerier I have b«^gun to you within the 
montli. Whether 1 shall finish or nut, or bum it like the 
rest, I know not. When we nuict, I sliall explain i«Ay I 
have not written —why I have not asked you here, as I 
w ished-—witli a great many other tohys and wherefore^ 
which will keep cold. In short, you must excuse all my 
scorning omissions and commissions, and grant me more 
■emission than St. Athanasius will to y<mrseM] if you l(q> 
)tr a single shred of mystery from his pious puzzle. It is 
my creed (and it may be St. Athanasius’s too) that your 
article on T * * will get somebody killed, and that^ on the 
SditUSf get him d—d afterward, which will quite enow 
for one number. Oons, Tom! you must not meddle just 
now with the iiicomprchcrisiblo; for if Johanna Soutlicote 
turns out to be* * * * * * * 

“Now for a little egotism. My aifiurs stand thus. To¬ 
morrow 1 shall know whctlicr a circumstance of importance 
enough to change many of my plans will occur or not. If 
it does not, I am ofi* for Italy next month, and London, in 
tlie mean tim<‘, next week. I have gt>t back Newstead and 
twenty-five tliousaiid |KMinds (out twenty-eight paid 
already,)—as a ‘ sacrifice,’ tlie late purchaser calls it, eikI 
he may choose his o^vn name. 1 have paid some of my 
dibts, uml contracted others; but I have a few tliousand 
pounds, which 1 can’t spend after my own heart in this 
tiimatc, and so, I shall go back to tlie south. HoH)ou.se,l 
tliink and hofie, will go with me; but, wht5thcr he will or 
ot, 1 shall. 1 want to sec Venice, and the Alps, emd Par¬ 
mesan cheeses, and look at tlie coast of Greece, or rather 


Epirus, from Italy, as I once did—or fancied 1 did—that of 
Italy, when off Goifu. All tills, however, de|)ends upon on 
event, whic'.h may, or may not, happen, whether it will, 
“Newstead Abbey, Sept. 7,1814. I simll knowproUtbly to-morrow, and if il does, I can’t well 
”I should dunk Mr. Hogg, for his own sake as well as 8 ^* abroad at present. 


LETTER C(;XL. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 


yours, would be ‘critical’ aslago himself in his editorial 
capacity; and tluit such a publication would answer hk: 
purpose, and yours too, with tolerable management. Y"ou 
ifiiould, however, have a good niunbcr to start with —1 
mean, gowl in quality; in these days, tlicrc con be little feai 
of not coming up lo the mark in (luanlity. There mast be 
u^y ‘fine things’ in Wordsworth ; but I should think it 
diflicult to make air quartos (the amount of the whole) all 
fiws porticulariy the pedieHs portion of the po^an; but there 
can be no doubt of his powers to do almost any thing. 

«1 * very klie.’ I have read the few btwk 5 I had with 
me, and been forced to fish, for lack of argument. I ha.. 
caught a great many perch, and somtf carp, which is a 
eomfrirt, a* one would not lose one’s labour w’Ulingly. 


“Pray pardon this parenthetical scrawl. Y'ou slialihear 
from me again soonJ dhn’t itall this an answer. 

“Ever most afiectionaudy, &c.* ^ 

The “circumstance of importance,” to which he alludes 
in tius letter, was his second proposal for Miss MUbanke, 
of which he was now ^Yaiting tlie result. 


• file Keviewt mitf Maj:azujc»of ibe moutfa. 


LETTER CCXLII. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

Nd. SopMS, 1814. .V 
. have written to you one letter to-night, but must send 
this much nuire, as I have not franked my number, to 
/jM*ay that 1 rejoice in my goddaughter, and will send hwfi 
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coral and beHs, whidi I hope she will accept, the mwnent 1 
ge^ back to L<«idon. 

^ “My head is at tliis moment in a state of corrfusion.from 
various causes, wliich I can neither describe nor explain— 
but let tl»at pass. My eraploynKints have been very rural 
—rtshing, sliooting, bathing, and boating. Books I have 
but few hero, and diose 1 have read ten times over, till sick 
of them. So, I have taken to breaking soda water bottles 
willi my pist^, and jumping into the water, and rowing 
over it, bring at the fowls a£ the air. But why should 
I ‘ monster my nothings’ to you who are well employed, and 
iiappiiy too, 1 should liope. For my part, I am happy too, 
in my vray—but, as usual, liave contrived to get into three 
or four perplexities, which I do not see my way through. 
But a few days, pcidiaps a day, will determine one of (hem. 

“ You dt> not say a word to me your Poem. I wish 1 
oould see or hear it. 1 neither could, nor would, do it or its 
autlior any harm. I believe 1 told you of I^arry and Jacqiiy. 
«A«friend of mine w'as ntading—least a friend of bis was 
reading—said Larry and Jacejuy in a Ih igliton coach. A 
passeug«;r todk np the b(x>k an<i queried as to the author. 
The [jroprietor said ‘there were tvv >'—to wliich (he aii.sw’cr 
of the unknowii was, ‘Ay, ay—a joint coneern, 1 suppose, 
summot like !;;>terii})oId and Hopkins.’ 

“Is not tliis excellent? I would not have missed the 
‘vil»^ comparison’ to liave .scaped being one of the ‘Arcade's 
anibo ct caiitare pares.’ GckkI night. Again youns.” 

LETTKU CCXUH. 

TO MR. MOORK, 

“NewsUjud Abbey, Sept. 20,1814. 

“ HenCg to hfr who loct5» 

IIhIIi waked tin- jnKi's liigli t 
T(ic Kiri who Kave Ui son" 

Wlmtgold coultl lu'vi-rbuy. 


but I am going to be ‘married, and can’t come.’ My in* 
tended is two hundred miles odj and the moment my bust* 
ness here is arranged, 1 must set out in a great hurry to be 
lia|>py. Miss ]Vli)i>ankc is the good*natured {wrstxri who 
ha.s undertaken me, and, ut* course, 1 am very much in love, 
and OH silly mi all single gendemen must be in dtat sciiti* 
mental cutuation. I Itavc been ucceptid those three weeks; 
but when the event will take place, X don’t exactly know. 
It depends partly upon lawyers, who are never in a burry. 
One can be sure of nothing; but, at present, there appe^ 
no (Hher interruption to tins intention, which seems as mu¬ 
tual as possible, and now no secret, though 1 did not tell 
first,—and all our relatives are congratulating away to right 
and led in die most fuliguing manner. 

*Vou ))orhap8 know the lady. She is niece to Lady 
Melbourne, and cousin to Lady Cowper, and others of your 
acquaintance, and has no fault, except being a great deal 
loo good fir me, and dial / must pardon, ji* nobexiy else 
should. It might liave been tuw years ago, and, if it had, 
would have saved me a world of trouble. She has cm* 
>Ioyed the interval in refusing about half a dozen of my par¬ 
ticular frii'iids (as she did me once, by the way,) and has 
taken me at last, flir which 1 am very much obliged to her. 

I wish it was well over, for 1 do hale bustle, and diere is no 
marrying ithout sonic;—and then 1 must not marry in a 
filack coat, thiy tell me, and f can't wear a blue one. ^ 

“Pray forgive me for scrrihliliiig all this noii.scu.se. You 
know 1 must be serious all the rest of my life, and this is 
0 parting piece of buifoonoiy, which I write wiUi tears m 
iiiy eyes, e.NjM-etirig to be agitated. Bolievc me most se¬ 
riously and sincerely your obliged servant, “Bv'^RON. 

‘‘1’. S. JVly bc.'it reins, to Lord * * on hLs return.” 


LETTER (JCXLV. 


“My dear Moon^, I am going to be married—that is, I 
am accepted, and one nsuully hopes die rest will foll()\v. 
My mother of the (Jracchi (that arc to he) you lluiik too 
strait-laced fw me, although die paragon of only children, 
and invusUxl widi ‘golden opinions of all sorts of men,’ and 
full of‘most blessed conditions' as I)csdcrnona herself. JMiss 
Milbankc is the lady, and 1 have her father’s invitation to 
proci'CMf there in my elect capacity,—wlacb, fiowever, J can¬ 
not do till 1 have settled some business in London, and g<»t 
a blue coat. 

“ She is said to be an heiress, but of that I really know 
nothing certainly, and shall not iiMjuire. But T do know, that 
slw has talents and <?xccUent qualit ies, ami you will no* deny 
her indgment, after having refused a.v suitors and token me. 

“ Now, if you liave any tiling to .say against this, pr;iy d<»: 
my mind’s made u[>, positively tixeil, deU'rmiiied, and t liere- 
fore I will lisltin to reason, because now it I'-aiido no harm. 

1 hings may wxur to break it off, but 1 will hope not. In 
the mean lime, { tell you (a scerd^ by-lhe-by,—at. least, tilt 
I know she wislies it to be jmblic) that I have proposed 
and am acceptm. You need not be in a hurry to wish 
me joy, for one may n’t be married for montlis. I am going 
1 town to-morrow; but expect to be here, on my way there, 

within a fortnight, 

“If inis had not happened I sh'^uld have gone to Italy, 
down, perhaps, you will meet me at Notting¬ 
ham, and cxmie over with me here. 1 need not say that 
iioOntig will give mo greater pleasure. 1 must, of course, 
veform thoroughly; and, seriously, if I can contribute to her 
appincss, I shall secure my own. She is so giiod a person, 
lat—Uiat—in short, I wish I was a better, 

«Evcr,&c.” 

LETTER CCXLIV. 

TO THE C0UKTE8S OF * * *. 

^ • “Albany, Oct. 5,1814. 

^ deah lai)v * 

YourrecoBectiou and invitation dome great honour; 


TO MH. MOORE. 

“Oct. 7,1814. 

“Notwithstanding the contradictory paragraph iii the 
Morning (’hronicle, wiuch imtst have been sent by * *, or 
lerhaps—T know not why 1 should suspect Claughtoii of 
<uch a tiling, and yet 1 partly dti, In'cause it mightinlermpt 
lis ri'iiewal of purchase, if so dispoKed; in short, it matters 
:iol, but we are all in tlie road to matriinonv—lawyers set- 
hiig, relations congratulating, my inlended as kind as licart 
’ould wish, and every one, whose opinion I value, very 
»lad of it. Ail her relatives, and all mine too, seem ctjually 
ileasod. 

“I’erry was very sorr}’, and has re-contradicted, as you 
will jM'.rcoive by this day’s pa}»cr. It was, to be sun;, a 
devil of an insertion, since the first fwiragrafili came from 
Sir Jialpli’s own County Journal, and lliis in the teeth of 
,t would appear to liim and his as vty denial. But I liavc 
written to do aw ay that, enclosing X’erry’s letter, whicli was 
very poUlo and kind. 

“ Noliody hates biLstle so much as I do; but there seems 
a fatality over every sceme of my drama, always a row of 
some sort or other. No mat ter—Fortune is my be.st friend, 
and as I acluiowlcdge my obligations to her, I hope she 
will treat me bette.r tlian she treated the Atlienian, who 
took some merit to himself on some occasion, but (after 
dial) took no more towns, in fact, s/<c,tliat exijuLsite god¬ 
dess, has hitlicrto carried me Uirough every tiling, and 
will, 1 hope, now; since 1 own it will be all her doing. 

* Well, now for lliee. Your article on * * is jHirfection 
itself. Y ou must not leave olf reviewing. By Jove, I be¬ 
lieve you can do any thing. There is wit, ami taatc, and 
learning, and good-humour (though not a whit less severe 
for that) in every lino of that critique. 

♦ ♦ * * 

“ Next to ymr being an E. Reviewer, w.y being tlie 
same kidney, and Jicttroy’s being such a friend to both, ara 
among the events which 1 conceive were not calcula^ 
upon in Mt.— what’s his nameTb—Essay m ProbabiU- 
ties.’ 
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letters, 1814. 


•Bat, Tom, I say—Oons! Scott menaces the ‘Lord rf 
the Isles.' Do you mean to compete ? or lay by, till tliis 
wave has broke upon the aficlees (of booksellers, not rocks 
—a hnkm metaphor, by the way.) You mgU to bo alraid 
of nobody; but your modesty is really as provoking and 
unnecessary as a ♦ *’8. I am very merry, and have just 
been writing some elegiac stanzas on the death of Sir P. 
Parker.* He was my first cousin, but never met smce 
boyhood. Our relations desired me, and I have scribbled 
and given it to Peiry, who will chronicle it to-inorrow. I 
am ais sorry for him as one could be for one I never saw 
since I was a child; but should not have wept melodiously, 
except *at the re<|uost of friends.’ 

*1 hope to get out of town and bo married, but I shall 
talce Newstoad in my ivay, and you must meet me at 
Nottingham and accompany me to mine Abbey. I will 
tell you the day when I know it. •h.ver, &c, 

“P. S. By tlie way, my wife-elect is perfection; and 1 
hear of nothing but her merits and her wonders, and that 
sdie is ‘very pretty.’ Her expectations, I am told, are 
great; but whal^ I have not asked. 1 have not seen her 
those ton months.” 


LETTER CCXLVI. 

TO MU. HUNT. 

“Oct. 15,1814. 

“my dear hunt, 

“I send you some game, of which I beg your accept¬ 
ance. I specify tlie (piantity as a si'curity against the 
porter; a hare., a pheassuil, and two brace of partrkiges, 
whicli, I hope, am frcsli. stay in town has not been 
long, and 1 am in ail the agonies of quitting it again nc.\(, 
week on business, preparatory ti» ‘a change of condiluui,’ 
an it is callt!*! liy the talkers on such matters. I am about 
to be married; ami am, of course, in all tlu; misery of a man 
in pursuit of happuiess. My iiitonded is two hundri'ii miles 
and the odbrts I am inuking with lawyers, &(t. &c. to 
join my future connexions, arc, for a jicrsunage of my sin¬ 
gle and inveterate habits, to say nothing of indoleuct;, quite 
Hodigimts! J sincortdy hope you arc heller than your 
iqjor intiinaled lately, and lliat your a[>proaclung fntedom 
viJi lind you in full hoaltli to enjoy it. Vours ever, 

“Bvron.” 


LETTER CCXLVU. 

TO MR. MOOliK. 

«Od,15, 1814. 

•An’ there were any thing in marriage that would nmko 
difference between friends aiai me, partieiilarly in your 
ase, I would ‘none on’u’ My ag«'Nt sets ofi'fn Durham 
ext week, and I shall follow him, taking ISewsicad and 
Qu in my way. 1 certainly did n(»t aiidroi<8 Miss Mil- 
anke wiUi these views, but it is likely she may prove a 
onsiderable parti. All her father can give, or leave her, 
e will; and from her childless uncle, Lord Wotitworth, 
•'hose barony, it is supposed, will devdveonLy.Mi!banke 
his sister,) she has expectations. But these will depend 
pon his own disposition,which seems very partial towards 
er. She m an only child, and Sir Ralph’s estat es, though 
ipped by electioneering, arc considerable. Part ot them 
re settled on her; hut. whether tfud will be dauicred now, 
do not know^though, from what has been intimated to 
an, it probably will. The lawyers arc to settle tliia aimmg 
benv and I am getting my property' into matrimonial array, 
.nd myself ready for journey to Seaham, which 1 must 
nake in a week or ten days. 

“ I certainly did not dream that she was attached to me, 
vhich it seems she has been for some time. 1 also thought 
ler of a very cold dispositi<m, in whicdi I was also mist aken 
■4t w a long story, and I w<mH trouble you with it. As to 


her virtues, kc. &c. you will hear enough of friem (for she 
j is a kind of pattern in the north,) without iny running into 
a display on the subject. It is well that one of us k of giic|, 
fame, since there is a sad deficit in the morale of that article 
u|Km my part,—all owing to my * bitch of a star,’ as Captain 
Tranchemont says of his planet « 

“Don’t dunk you have not said enou^ of me in your 
articio on T * *, what more could or need be said? 

“Your Irnig delayed and expected workr«I suppose you 
will take fright at * The Lord of the Isles’ and Scott now. 
You must do os you like,—I have said my say. You ought 
to fear comparison widi none, and any one would stare 
wlio heard you were so tremulous,—thouj^i, after all, I he. 
lieve it is Uie surest sign of talent. Grood morning. I hope 
we shall meet stKm, but 1 will write again, and perhaps yo»« 
will meet me at Nottingham. Pray say so. 

“P. S. If this union is productive, you sliali name the 
first fruits.” ■ , 


LETTER CCXLVm. 

TO AIR. HENRY DRURY. 

“Oct. 18, 1814. 

“my dear DRURY, 

“ Many tlianks for your hitlicrto unacknowledged ‘Anec¬ 
dotes.’ Now for one of mine—J am going to be married, 
anti have berm <.*ngag<*d this montlx. It is a long story, and 
therefore f won’t toll it,—an old aiwl (though 1 did not 
know it till lately) a mutu<d attachment. The very sad 
lift* I have led since I wa.s your pupil must |Kirtly aocown? 
in»r tlie offs and ons in this lunv to be arranged basinc.ss. 

‘ Wo are trnly waiting fiir the. lawyers and sottlemeiiLs, &c. 
and next week, or the week after, I shall go dttwn to Sea- 
ham ill tilt! new (foaraclcr of a regular suitor for a wife ot 
mine own. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ T hope Hodgson is in a fair way on tlie same voyage- 
I saw him and Ins idol at Hastings. I wish he would bt 
married at tht^ .same time. I sbonltl like to make a party 
I—like people clot'frifietl in a row, by (or rather througff 
j dit! same chain, holding one anoUier’s hands, and ail feel 
' ing tlio shtHtk at once. 1 have not yet apjtrized him of this 
Mo makes such a seritnis matter <4*all these things, andi 
st» ‘melanolmty anti gentlemanlike,’ tiiat it is quit© over 
coming ft) us choice spirits. 

4c * * ♦ ♦ 

' “ Th^'y say one shouldn’t be married in a black coat, 

won’t liavt; a blui^ one,—tiial’s flat. I hate it. 

“ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCJXLTX. 

TO MR. COWELL. 

‘*'Oct. 22,1814. 

•my dear COWELL, 

“Many and sincere thanks for your kind leittn*—the be 
or rather forfeit, was «ie hundred lo Hawke, and fifty t- 
Hay (potliing to Kelly,) tor a guinea received from eadi o 
the two former.’^ I sliall foel inucli obliged byyour settir; 
me right if I am incrorrect in this statement in any way, aiv 
have reasons for wishing you to recollect os much as pcc 
siblc (4* what passed, and state it to Hodgson. My reaso 
is tills: some lime ago Mr. * * * required a bet of m 
wliidi I never made, and of course refused to pay, and hav 
heard no more of it; lo prevent similar mistakes is my ok 
ject in wishing you to remember well what passed, and t 
put Hodgson in possession of your memory on the subjec 

“I hope to see you soon in my way through Cambridge 
Remember me to H. and believe me ever and truly, 

* He* had agreed to furfvit tliMe lums to Uie peraoB* intuttioiied, ahogi' 
—niry, 


p. 18 S. 
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LETTER CCL. 

TO MA. MOORE. 

•Dec. 14,1814. 

« MV DEAREST TOSS, 

•I Vill send the pattern tomorrow, and sinco you don’ 
go to our friend (‘of the kecpmg part (4* the town’) this 
evening, 1 shall e’en sulk at home over a solitary potation. 
My sctf-opinion rises much by your eulogy of my socia’ 
qxialitics. As my friend Scrope is pleased to say, I believi 
I am very well (or a ‘ holyday drinker.’ Where the dcvi 
are you ? with Woolrkige, I conjecture—for which you d* 
serve another abscess. Hoping that the American war 
will last for many years, and that all the prizes may b 
registered at Bermootiies, believe mo, &c. 

I have just been comj>asing an epistle to th< 
‘krchbishop for an especial license. Oons! it looks serious 
Murray is impatient to see you, and would call, if you wil; 
give liim audience. Your new coat!—I wonder you lik< 
3ie colour, and don’t go about, like Dives, in purple ” 


LETTER CCLI. 

TO MR. MUKRAY. 

«Df«'..31, 1814. 

« A thousand tlianks for Gibbon: all the additions arc ver 
great iinprovemoiits. 

“ At last, I mu.st be most peremptory witli you about the 
prirdfrom Phillips’s picture: it is pronounced on all handi 
the most stupid and (Esagrccable possible; so do, pray, liavi 
a new engraving, and lot me see it first; (Jk.to really inui 
be no more from the s:une plate. 1 don’t much care, my¬ 
self; but every one I honour torments me to death about it 
anil abuses it to a degree beyond repeating. Now, don’t 
answer with excuses; but,for my sake, have it destroyed 
I never shall have }>cacc till it is. I write in the greatesi 
haste. 

“P. S. I have written tins moat illegibly; hut it is to beg 
yon to destroy the print, and have another ‘by ]>articular 
desire.’ It must he d—d had, to be surt?, since ovcTy body 
says so but (ho original; oiul he don’t know what to say. 
But do do it: Uiat is, burn the plate, and employ a new eicher 
from the other picture. This is stupid and sulky.’* 


LETTER CCLIL 


LETTER CCLIU. 

TO MR. KATHAR. 

•Jan, 7,1815. 

• DEAR RATRAR, 

“Murray, beii^ about to puWUh a complete edition ot 
my poetical has a wish to include the stanzas of 

the Hebrew Melodies. Will you allow iiim that privilege 
without considering it an infringement on your copyright? 
I certainly wisli to oblige the gentleman, but you knov«{ 
Nadian, it is a§^nst all good fashion to give and taice bock. 
1 therefore cannot grant what is not at my disposal Let 
me hear from you on the subject Dear Nathan, 

“Yours truly, 
“Byror.” 


LETTER CCLIV. 

TO MK. MOORE. 

® Halnaby, Darlington, Jan. 10,1815. 

“ I was marrierl Uiis day week. The parson has pro¬ 
nounced it—Perry has announced ili—and the Morning 
Posb also, under tlie head d*‘ Lord Byron’s marriage’—as 
if it were a fabrication, or the puff-direct df a new stay- 
maker. 

“Now for thine affairs. I havt^ redde thee upon the 
Fathers, and it is excellent well. Positively, you must not 
leave ofi' reviewing. I'ou shine in it—you kill in it; and 
this article has been taken for Sydney Smith’s (as I homxi 
in town,) which proves not only your proficiency in parson* 
ology, but that you have all the airs of a veteran critic at 
your finst on.sct. So, prillioe, go on and prosj»er. 

“ Scott’s ‘ Lord of (lie Isles’ is out—‘ tlie mai-coach copy 
1 have, by sjiecial license of Murray. 

* ♦ * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Now is your timeyou will come upon them newly 
and frcsldy. It b impossible to read what you have lately 
done (verse or prose) without seeing tiiat yem have trained 
)n tenfold. * has floundered; * * has foundered. / 
lavc tired the rascals (i. e. the public) with myHariysand 
..arrys, Pilgrims and Pirates. Nobody hut Southey has 
done any thing wortli a slice of ho<d(sollor’s pudding; and 
k- lias not luck enough to be found out in doing a good thing. 
Now, Tom, is Uiy time—‘Oh joyful day!—I would not take 
a knighthood for tliy fortune.’ Let me hear from you soon, 
mhI believe me ever, &c. 

“P.S. Lady Byron is vastly well. How are Mrs. Moor# 
•nd Joe Atkinson’s ‘ Graces T We must present our wo* 
men to one another.” 


TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Kirkby, Jan. ^ 1815. ‘ 

“ The marriage took place on the 2d instant; so [»'ay 
make liastc and congratulate away. 

“ Tiianks for the Edinburgh Review and the ab<»Iition of 
the print. Let tUI next be from the otfter of Phillips—I 
TOcaii (wrf the Albanian, but) the ori^nal one in tlie exhi¬ 
bition ; (lie la.st from the copy. 1 should wish my aster 
^nd I.ady Byron to decide up<m the next, as they found 
fault with file last. I have no opinftn of my own upon the 
Mulijeet. 

•'‘Mr. Kinnaird will, I dm'c say, have the goodness to 
fiirnisli copies of the Melodies,* if you state my wish upon 
the subject. You may have them, if ymi think them worth 
m5n;rUiig. The volumes in their collected state must be 
‘^‘fcribed to Mr, Hobhouse, but I have not yet mustered, 
the ex{ve%icms of my inscription; but will supply them in | 

“ ^Vith many thanks for your good wishes, which have aB 
eon realiz(5d, I remain very truly, “ Your^ 

“ByROR.” 

which ho bad empiofad hitnoelf in writing 
nctnt nnj in Uwtdon. 

11 


LETTER CCLV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Jan. 19, 1815. 

“Egad! I don’t think he is ‘down;’ and my prophecy- 
like most auguries, sacred and profane—^is not aonuiled, 
mt inverted. 

♦ * ♦ ♦ 

“ To your question about the ‘dog’*—Umph!—my ‘mo- 
her I won’t say any thing against—that is, about lier; but 
low long a ‘ mistress’ or friend may recollect jiaramours or 
ompetitors (lust and tliirst being tlie two great and only 
ends between the amatory or the amicable,) I can’t tiay^ 
•r, ratlier, you know as well as I could tell you. But as for 
canine recollections, as far as I could judge by a cur of 
line own (always taring Boatswain, the dear^ and, alas! 
le maddest of dogs,) I had one (half a toa^f by the she side) 
tat doted on me at ten years old, and veiy nearly ate me 

Mr. Moore had )ust been reading Mr. Snuthejr'* pocm "Rode* 
..ck,” aitd with ref-reure to an incident in it, had put the tbllowing que*. 

I tion to l.oiri Byron 1 alxHild like to knowtrum you, who are one of th« 

' *^Iocyiik eect, wht>ther it it at all probable, that any deg (out of a melo. 
irame) could recogitite a ixuuter. whom iteiiher bit owe mother or mia* 
t was able to find out. I don't care about UlyeM'a dog, Ac.—all t 
ii ic to know fmm tfou (wbo are renown'd at ‘ friend the dey, com* 
of thf brar^') whether tuch adiing t* pnrijabia.*' 



LETTERS, 1815, 


•ttwen^. When I thought he was gcnng to enact Argus, 
ho bit away the backside of niy breeches, and never would 
Citfiseot to any kind of recognition, in despite of all kinds 
bones which I offered him. So, let Southey blush, and 
Homer as far as I can decide upon quadruped raunio* 
ries.* 

“I humbly take U, the mother knows tlie wm that pays 
her jeunture-x-a mistress her mate, till he * * and refuses 
salary—« friend his fellow, till he loses cosh and character, 
and a dog his master, till he changes him. 

“ So, you want to know about Milady and nio ? But let 
me not, os Roderick Random says, ‘ profane the chaste 
mysteries ofHymen’f—damn the word, I hail nearly }q)clled 
it with a small k. I like Bell as well as y<Mi do (or did, you 
villain!) Bossy—and lliat is (or was) saying a great <leal. 

“Address your next to Sealiam, Stockton-on-Tees, 
where we are going on Saturday (a bore, hy-tl>e-way) tr 
see father-in-law, Sir Jacob, and iny lady’s lady-iuotiicr. 
Write—and write more at lengUi—I kjUi to tin; public and 
• Yours ever most afTcclionattsIy, “ B.” 


LETTER CCLVU 

TO MU. MOORE. 

“Seaham, SUndtJon-on-Tees, Feb. 2,1815. 

•I have heard from London that you have leftt'hats- 
worthand all the women full of ‘ entusymusy’i alami you, 
personally and poetically; and, in j»arti<*u)ar, that ‘\Vh<'u 
first 1 met thee' has been quite ovcrwludfuin;; hi its ofTect. 
I told you Hwas one of the best ihiugs you overwrote, 
though that dog Power w.viled you to omit partufil. They 
are all regretting your absence at Clratsworth, according to 
my informant—* ^ the ladies (putc, &c. 5cc. &c.’ Slap luy 


LETTER CCLVU. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Scaliam, Siockton-upon-Tees, Feb. 2,1815. 

“You will oldigc me very much by making an occasional 
inquiry at Albajiy, at my chambers, wheUier my books, &c, 
are kept in tolerable ord<;r, and liow far my old woman* 
continues in health and industry as keeper of my old den. 
Your parcels have been duly received and perused; but I 
had hoped to receive ‘Guy Mannering* before thu» time. 
I won’t intrude furtlier for the jirescnt on your avocations 
professional or phiasurable, but arn,as usual, 

“Very truly, &C.’’ 


LETTER CCLVIIL 

TO MU. MOORK. 

“Feb. 4,1815.. 

I enclose you half a letter from * * which will explain 
itscll—at least the latter part—the firmer refers to private 
!)u.^incsR of mine own. If Jeffrey will take such an article, 
and you will nndt^rtake tlie revision, or, indeed, any portion 
o(" the article itsidf (tor uule‘'S tjou doy by Pbrnbus, I W'ill 
have nothing to do with it,) we can co(»k up, between us 
llirce, as pretty a dish of'sour-crout as ever tipped overUie 
tongue of n. biKik-inakcr. * 4 ^ 4 * 

“You can, at any rate, try Jeffrey’s inclination. Your 
lnt(* pro]>osai from him made m<‘ liint this to * *, who is a 
mucli better proser and scluilar than I am, and a very 
superior man indeed. Excuse haste—answer this. 

“ l^ver yours most, “B.” 

“ P. S. All is well at home. I wrote to you yesterday.” 


Titats! 

“Wel^ now you have got home again—whicli I dare 
tay 18 as agreeable as a * tlraught of cool small beer to 
scorched palate ol' a waking now you have got 
home again, I say, probably t shall licar from ymt. .Sui<a‘ 
I wrote last, I have boon Iransferreil to my fillicr-iii-l.'iw’s, 
with my lady and lady’s inaitl, &c. &c. &c. and tlie treaide- 
moon is over, and 1 am awake, and lind myself marrit-d. 
My spoasc and I agree to—and in—aihmration. Swift 
says *now;t«cman ever married;’ hut,fjr a fool, I tliirik it 
the most ambrosial of all possii)l(3 futuresiutes. 1 still think 
one ought to marry upon Icwtc; but am very sure I should 
renew mine at die expiration, tliotigh nc.tl term were f; 
ninety and nine years. 

“1 wish you would rt^spond, for I am hero ‘oblitiisqm 
meorum obUvisceiidus et Hits.’ Pray tell me what is grau^ 
on in the way of intriguery, and how the w—-.s and rogiuit- 
of the upper Beggar’s Opera go on—or ratJicr gootf^—in oi 
after marriage; or who are going to break any partu'iilar 
commandment. Upon this dreary coovst, wc have nothing 
but county meetings and shipwTo^s; and 1 have this day 
dined upon fish, which probolily diiiod u{K>n the crows 
several colliers lost in tlic late gales. But 1 saw the sc 
<mce more in all the glories of surf and foam,—abno.st oc^ual 
to the Bay of Biscay, and the interesting white swjualls and 
ihcHTt seas of Archifiolago memory. 

“My papa, Sir Ralphc^ hath recently made a siieo<*h at 
a Durham tax-meeting; and not only at Durham, but here, 
several times BUice, after dinner. He is now, 1 believe, 
•peaking it to himself (1 left him in tlie middle) over various 
decanters, which can neither inforrupt him nor fail aslccfi, 
—as might possibly liave been the case with some of liis 
audience. “ Ever thine, “B.’* 

“ I must go to tea-*damn tea. I wish it was I^maird’s 
brandy, and with you to lecture me about it.” 


LETTER CCLIX. 


TO MR. MOORE. 


“Feb. 10,1816. 

“MV DEAR TIIOM, 

“Jeffrey has bciii so very kind about me and my damn¬ 
able works, tiuil I would not ho iudircel or e<juivocal with 
him, even for a fib'iul. So, it may be as well to tell liim 
that it is aol mine; hut that, if 1 did not firmly and truly 
holieve it to he much be.tter than I could offer, I would 
never have iroulihul him or you about it. You can judge 
lM't\vc( n you liow far it is admissible, and reject it, if not 
ofllio riglit sort. For my own part, 1 have no interest in 
the ankle oiH' way or the other, further than loolilige * *, 
and should the composition be a g(H)d one, it can hurt 
neither party,—iKJr, uule.e<r, any one, saving and excepting 
Mr. ♦ * + 

* ♦ * * 

“Curse catch me if 1 know what H * * means or 
incanc<l about the demonstrative pronoun,! hut I admire 
your fear of being inoculated with tlicVuie. Have you 
never found out tliat you have a particular style of your 
ow^ whitdi is a.s distinct from all other people, as Hafiz of 
.Sliiraz from Uafiz of the Morning INxst? • 

“So you allowed * and such like to hum and haw 
you, or, rather, Lady Jersey out. of her coinpliment, and me 
out of mine,! Sunburn me but tins was pitiful hecSe^. 
However, 1 will tell her all aUmt il when 1 see her. 

“Bell desires mo to say all kinds of civilities, and assure 
you of her recognition and high consideration. I will tell 
you of our moveinouts south, which may bo in about three 
weeks from this present writing. By-the-way, don’t en¬ 
gage yourself in any Uavelliag expedition, as 1 have a|Han 
of travel into Italy, which we will discuss. And tlien, thmk 
of tile poesy wherewithal we should overflow, from Venice 


* Don JoMit ranto S, alansa 23, letter 93. 

1 The tetter fl ie blotted in the MS. 

It WMthuithst, aewHiltni!; 10 hie eccount, Mr. Braham, the 
•ii^r Slid aetw ueed fivqueoujr to isxmouttce the wonP‘‘ eaUuieiaem.’* 


• Mrs. Mule, hie ho»wkee|)er. 

I .<?ofoe n'uwrk which had berri inedr with ivevect USthr rrpqnent uu of 
the (Irnioiisti-Htive pt onuuu l>otii l>y bimeclf end t«y Nir VV ScoU. 

^ Lmly Jersey (ccmiaiiimc an alhieiuo to LorUByronS whici 

Mr. Moure had written, wliUe at C’jKitewonJi, but dest^jed 



LKTTE 

to VamwiWito say nothing ofGreoccjtlirough all which 
God willing—we might perambulate in one iwclvernontl. 
If I take ray wife, you can take yours; and ifl leave mine 
you may do the same. ‘Mind you stand by me, in eitli 
case, Brother Bruin.’ 

• “ And believe me invetcrately yours, “ B.” 


LETTER CCLX. 

TO Mil. MUOAE. 

“Feb- 22, 181.5. 

•Yesterday,! sent offtlie packet and loiter lo Eflinburgh 
It consisted of forty-one pages, so tliat I have not added 
line; but in my letter, 1 mentioned what ]»assed between 
yem and me in autumn, as my iialuccment f(.>r |>resuiniiig 
to trouble him cither with niy own or * lucubrations 
I am any thing but sure lliat it will do; but 1 have tok 
^Jeffrey that if there Ls any decent, raw inatcrial in it, Ik 
may cut it into what sliape he pleases, and wurji it to hi; 
liking. 

“So you teowV go abroad, then, with me, —but ulorje. ] 
fully purpose starting much al>out the time you mention 
and alone, too. 

“I hope .Teffrey won’t think me very irnpudonl in scjulins 
** * only; there.was IK>t r\)oiv»lbra syllable. 1 haveavowci 
• * as tlie autlior, and saiil lliat you lliouglit or said, u hei 
I met you last, Uiat lu' (J.) winiid not be angry al the ct»ali“ 
tion (tliougli, alas! \vc have not Cfwlcsced,) and jf 1 havv 
got into a scrape, I must gel out of it—Hcav«‘n knows liovv 

“Your Anacreon* is cvunc, and with il J scaled (its lirsi 
impression) the packet and epistk* to our patron. 

“Curs<; the M(‘l<xlies, and the 'i'rihes lo bout. Biaham 
is to assist—ijr hath assi.sicd—but w ill doiK> gfrf»d thai 

a second physkaan. 1 merely interfered l<i oblige- a whin. 
c/KinnairtTs^ and all I have got by it was ‘a spc<!ch’ and ti 
receipt stewed oysters. 

“‘Not ine<*l’—pray d«ni't say so. We must meet some¬ 
where or soim'how. Newstead is out of the <piestionj being 
nearly sold again, or, if not, il is iminhabitablu fi)r my sjum. 
Pray write again. 1 will soon. 

*P. S. Pray wlieii do you come out? ever, or never? 
I hope I have made no hlundcr; but I cerlainly tliink 3-01 
said lo me (:dier AVord.sworth, whom I first pondered njjon, 
was given up) that * * and 1 might attempt ^ JJls 

length alone prevented me from trying my ]>arl, lliough 1 
should have been less severe upon Llie Keviewco. 

‘'Your seal is the best and prettiest of my st‘t,aiid I tliank 
you very much tlicrcfor. I have just been—or, ralher, 
ought lo bo—very much slKKrkeil hy tlie death of the 1 )i:kc 
tvf Dorset. We wore at scliool togiither, ainl iJierc I was 
passionately attached to iiim. Since, we have never tnei 
—but once, 1 think, since 1805-*and it wiiukl be a pallrv 
affectation to pretend that I had any feeling for him vv«trih 
die name. But^tlierewasu lime in m 3 'bf’when tliis event 
wwikl have bnfkcn my heart; and all 1 can say tor it now 

that—it is not worUi breaking. 

“Adieu—it is all a fircc.” 

. 

LETTER CCLXT. 

TO MR. MOOHE. 

“Marche, 1815. 

•mV 1>EAR THOM, 

•Jeffrey has sent mtj the most friendly of all possible let¬ 
ters, and has accepted * *’s article. He sav's he has long 
fiked not only, &c. Sec. but my ‘character.’ This must be 
t/rntr doing, you dog—arVl you aslianuMl of yourself^ know- 
big me so well ? This is what one gets for having you for 
a father confes.sor. 

• A Mftl, with the h«a4t of Aiiacr.:uii, wtiich Mr. Moot^ hiwt giren b 

9m Qoura of lUletiest. 


RS, 1815. gj 

‘I feel merry enougl) lo send you a sad aong.* Yoi 
once asked me for some words winch you would set. Now 
you may sr*! or not, as yrm like,—but there they are, in a 
legible hand,! and not in mine, bul of my own scribbling; 
so you may say of tbem what you please. Why don’t you 
write to me? I shall make you ‘a speecb’J if you don’t 
respond quickly* 

“1 am in such a state of sameness and stagnation, and 
so totally occupied in coiisumuig the fruits—anil Baunloring 
—and playing dull games at cards—and yawnuig—and 

trying to read old Annual Registers and Uie dady papers_ 

and gathering shells on the shore—and watcliing the growth 
of stunted gooseberry bushes in the garden-ihat I have 
neither time nor sense to sny more tlain 

•Yours ever, “B. 

“ P- S. I open my loiter again to pul a question to you. 
Wliat Nvoulil liudy Cork, or any otlier fesliionablt* Pidcock 
give, to collect you and Jeffrey and m<? to one party? I 
have been answering his letter, which suggested thisdainty 
<)Ui‘ry. 1 can’t help laugliing at the thoughts of your face 
and mine: and our anxiety to keep the Aristarch in gooo 
hnnKrtir during the cw/t/ part of a compotalion, till wc got 
drunk enough to make him ‘a spceclu’ I tJiink the cntic 
woulilhuve nincli the best of us—of one, at least—for I 
ijon’t think diflklcncc (1 mean social) is a disease of yourai* 


LETTER CCLXn. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“March 8,1815. 

“An event—the death of poor Dorset—and tho recol¬ 
lection of what 1 once felt, and ought to have felt now, but 
could not—set me pondering, and finally into the train of 
ilioughr which you have in your hand.s. I am very glad 
you hko tliein, for 1 flatter myself they will pass as an imi- 
jitiou of 3 'our style. If I could imitate it well, I should 
lave no great ambition of originality—I wish 1 could make 
7011 exclaim with Dennis, ‘ 'Dial’s my thunder, hy G—d!’ 
wrote them with a view to your setting lliem, and as a 
ireseni to Power, ifhe. would accept the words, and j/ou did 
lot think yourself degraded, for once in a way, by marrying 
hem to music. 

Sunburn Nathan! why do you always tvv it me with his 
rile l^hrevv na’^alities? Have 1 not told you il was all K.’s 
loing, and my own exquisite facility of temper? But tliou 
^ ill Ik* a wn -j, I'homas; anil see what you get for it. Now 
>r my revt'iige. 

“jiepend—ami perjiend—upon it Uiat your opinion of 
* Poem will travi l through one or other of the quintuple 
orrc.sjioixients, till it rc5iclie.s the ear and Uie liver of tho 
.iitlKK.^ Your adventure, liowever, is truly laughable; but 
low could 3 ’ou bo such a potato? You, ‘a brotlier’ (of tba 
iiiill) too, ‘near the throne,’ lo confide to a man’s oum ptth^ 
Isficr (who has ‘bought,’ or rather sold, ‘golden opinions’ 
biiulhim) such a damnatory parenlJic.sis! ‘Between 370 U 
.lid me,’ quotha, it reminds me of a passage in the Heir at 
.aw —^ T(^te-<i-l.cle willi 1 .ady Duhcrly,! .suppose’—* No— 
‘r4>a-tcic with^iv hundral pcoftle;' and yimr confideiitiai 
immunication will doubtless bo in circulation to that 
mi>unt,in a short time, with several additions,suid in severai 
Iters, all signed L. 11. R. O. B. &-c. &c. &<:. 

‘ The vereet uiicloee'l were mulnricliolj oitee, now printed in hie 
worki, There ’a iiut u ju;f the world can give like Uiatit tuke* away.’* 
^>rma, n. 194. 

fTheVt'S. waa ill the handwriting of Lady llyroii. 

^ ThpH* ntluMoiiK to “a epcech" are coiuierled wUh a litflr inridput, 
r»l worth rneiior>i>inK, wliicli had amiibed ua hmh when 1 waa in town, 
e was ralher lnn<l (and had .'irrn alwaya »o, aa may (•« «mi mi hi» eaily 
iCers) ot thiitt UnriMiig on aume cutiveituintal (ihiaae or joke.—Moore. 

^ llu hell* olludcK (ua cirrmnstuuce winch > had coniminiirutcd lu him 
i» ih'cchIiiis h-iter. In wi KiRj; (<• «*iir of ihr iMiiui'roua p.tMnera of a 
ell-kunwM e&t.tUUdhim’nt, (wuh winch I Imvi- mim r heeii Inrky 

luu^h III form aiiiuie inninitir cuiiin xiuii,J I hadHoid i-»i)h(t>iiiiohy, (at 
IhuiiKht,; ill irfci eneg tn h I’onii tii.it hail Jnsi iipjiriiHit.—“ lictwisra 
>M and me, I do not mmh udmiro Mi. * Purin.’' The lailer beio 
iiefly ti|>oii imaiiicSM, waaonawi-ml ihrotigli the regiiJar huainujiB chamie 
id, to niy diBiiiiiy, cnnrludrd wiili tlic following wnnin i—> H'a ore vet 
.1 TV that you do uni appi ov<; of Mr. * ' *» new Puero, and are y« 
iiedicnl, &c. Ac. L.H. It. O. uc. >.• c.”—Jtfoora, 
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*We lewre this place to-morrow, and shall atop on oc 
way to town (in the oiterval of taking a house there) at Co 
Leigh's, near Mewmatket, where any epistle (rf yours wi 
find its welcome way. 

* I have been very comfortable here, listening to that d—< 
moDoIngue, whkdi elderly gentlemen call conversation, an 
in which my pious father-in-law repeats himself every eve 
ning, save one, when ho played upon the fiddle. Howevt 
they have been very kind and hospitable, and I like thei 
and the place vastly, and I hope tliey will live many hapf 
months. Bell is in health, and unvaried good-humwr ani 
behaviour. But we are ^ in the agonies of packing an 
parting; and I suppose by this time to-morrow I shall b 
stuck in the clisriot with chin upon a bandbox. 1 bav 
prepared, however, anrther carriage for the abigail, and a 
the tnanpery which our wives drag along wWi tliem. 

“ Ever thine, most aflcctioDately, “B.” 

LETTER CCLXm. 


that his property, amounting to seven or eight thcsisand B 
year, will eventually devolve upon Bell. But the old gen¬ 
tleman has been so very kind to her and me, dial I hardly 
know how to wish him in heaven, if he can bo comfortable 
on earth. Her father is still in the country. 

“ Wc mean to metro;)oli7.e to-morrow, and you will ad¬ 
dress your next to Piccadilly. Wc have got tire Butchess 
of Devon’s house there, she being in France. 

“I don’t care what Power says to secure the property 
itie Song, so tliat it is not complimentary to me, nor any 
tiling about ‘condescending’ or ‘noble author’—botli 'vile 
phrases,’ us Folonius says. 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Pray, let me hear from you, and when you mean to be 
in town. Your continental scheme is impracticable for the 
present. I have to thank you for a longer letter than usual, 
which I hope will induce you to tax my gratitude still far¬ 
ther in the same way. 

“You never fold me about ‘Longman’ and ‘next winter,, 
and I am not a ‘milestone.”’* 


TO MK. MOOHE. 

“March 27,1815. 

•I meant to write to you before on the subject of you 
loss ;* but the recollection of tlie uselessness and wortliloss 
ness of any observations on such events prevented roe. 
nail only now add, tliat I rejoice to see you bear it so wcl 
and tliat I trust time will enable Mrs. M. to sustain it betlei 
Every thing should be done to divert and occupy her witi: 
other thouglits and cares, and 1 am sure all that can be don> 
will. 

“Now to your letter. Napoleon—but the papers wii 
have told you all. I quite tliink with you upon the subject 
and for my real thoughts tliis time last year, I would refei 
you to the last pages of the Journal 1 gave you. I can 
forgive the rogue for utterly falsifying every line of mini 
Ode—^wfaich I take to be tlio last and uttermost stretch of 
human magnanimity. Do you remember the story of 
certain abb^ who wrote a Treatise on the Swedish Con 
■titution, and proved it indissoluble and cterrutJ ? Just ai 
he had corrected the last sheet, news came that Gustavu: 
m. had destroyed tliis immortal government; ‘Sir,’<|iiotli 
the tdib^ ‘ the king of Sweden may ovcrliirow the consti¬ 
tution, but not my botJc! P I think of the abbe, but not loiti 
him. 

‘Making every allowance for talent and most consum¬ 
mate daring there is, after all, a good deal in luck or destiny. 
He might have been stopped by our frigates—or wrecked 
in the gulf of Lyons, which is particularly tempestuous—or 
—a thousand things. But he is certainly Fortune's fa¬ 
vourite, and 

Ooee fsirtr iet out on hU party of pleasure, 

Tkktnf; towns at hb liking and crown* at hi* Icisurep 
From Elba (o Isyooi and l^ri* he goea. 

Making for the ladie*, and havm to hi* foe*. 

Tou must have seen Oie account of his driving into the 
middle of the royal army, and the immediato e^ect of tiis 
pretty speech^. And now, if he dcm*t drub the allies, there 
is ‘no purchase in mtmey.* If he can take France by liim- 
setf, the devil’s inH if he don’t repulse the invaders, when 
hacked by those celebrated swoi^ers->-those boys of the 
blade, the Impeiia! Guard, and the old and new army. It 
is impoesibic not to be dazzled and overwhelmed by his 
character and career. Nothing ever so disappointed me 
as his abdication, and nothing could have reconciled me to 
him but some such revival as his recent exploit; though no 
one could anticipate such a com{^ete and bril^t reno 
vation. 

“To your question, I can only answer that there have 
been some symptoms which look a little gestatory. It is a 
sul^t upon which I am not particularly anxious, except 
that 1 think it would please her unde, Lord Wentwortli, 
and her father and nier*(Lord W.) is now 

in town, and in very in(:bfl||||p|i^ You perha}.^ know 


LKTTER COLXIV. 

TO MK. COLF.K11WE. 

“Psrcadilly, March 31j 1815. 

“PEAR SIR, 

“It will give me great plca.siirc to comply with your re¬ 
quest, though 1 lu^»e there is still taLstc enough left among 
us to render it aiiuost unnecessary, sonlid and interested 
as, it must be admitted, many of ‘the trade’ are, where 
circumstances ^vc them an advantage. I trust you do not 
permit yourself to be depressed by the temporary partiality 
)f what is called ‘the public’ fir the favourites of the mo¬ 
ment ; all experience is against the permanciK'y of such 
inipresskHis. You must have live-d lo see many of these 
pass away, and will survive many mor<i—1 mean ]»crson- 
ally, for 1 would not insult you bv a coinpaiison. 

* If 1 may be permitted, I w'ould suggest that them never 
was such an opening f«• tragedy. In Keati, thoro is an 
aetor worthy of expressing Uie th<mgl»ts of the characters 
which you have every power of imbodyinji; and I cannot 
but regret tliat the part of Ordonio was disposed of before 
bis appearance at Drury-lane. We have nolliing to bo 
mentioned in tlie same breatli with ‘Remorse’ for very 
many years; and J should think that tljc rt^ceptiori of that 
day was sufficient to encourage the highest hopes ofautlior 
nd audience. It lo be hoped that yon are proceeding 
i a career which could not but be suceessful. With my 
jest respe-cts to Mr. Bowles, I have tlu^ honour to be, 
“Your obliged and very obedient servant, 

“Bvhon.” 

“P. S. You mention my ‘Satire,’ lampoon, or whatever 
'ou or others please to call it. I can only say, that it was 
vritten when I was very young and very angry, and has 
icen a tliom in my side ever since; more particularly as 
.Imost all (iie persons animadverted upon^>ecanie subso- 
uentiy my arxjuaintances, and some of them my friends, 
duch Ls ‘heaping fire iq>on an enemy’s head,’ and f )rgiving 
Id too readily to jiermit me lo forgive myself. Tlte part 
ipliod to you is pert, an# petulant, and shallow enough; 
it, although I have long done every tiling in my jjower to 
iippress the circulation of tho whole thing, I shaH olwayl 
egret the wantonness or generality of many of its attempt- 
d attacks.” 


LETTER CCLXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“April 9,181S. 

“Thanks for the books. 1 have great objection to your 


* I had aecu*ed him of having entirely forj^ot that, in a preceding letter, 
had informed him of my intention to pobiiah with the M^re. Lonratao 
I the eiiauing winter, and added that, in giving him thi^uformation, I 
ftind I had been,-~to use an elegant IrUh iiieta^<H',“—*' wbiatUng Jigi^ 
mUcetona.'Moore. 
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propoiition about iiMcribing the vas^*^ which i% that it! 
would appear oftaUaiioua on my part; and of course I must j 
send it as it without any alteration. ^ Yours, &c.” 


• LETTER CCLXVI, 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“April 23,1816. 

“Lord Wentworth died last week. The bulk of his pre 
perty (from seven to eight tiiousond per ann.) is entailo 
<Mi Lady Miibanlie and Lady Byron. The firel is gon 
to take possession in Leicestershire, and attend the funeralj 
&c. this day. 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ I have mentioned the facts of the settlement of Loi 
W.’s property, because die newspapers, with their usus 
‘accuracy, have been making all kinds of blunders in thi 
btatement. His wdQ is just as ox])ected—the princi{)ai 
part settled on Lady Milbanke (now Noel) and Bell, ani 
a separate estate lefr far sale to [lay debts (whiclt arc no 
great,) and legruies to his natural son and daughter. 

“Mrs, * *’s tragedy was last night damned. They ma^ 
bring it on again, and probably will; but damned it was,— 
not a word of the last act audible. 1 went (malgri that 
ought to have staid at home in sacktdoth for unc., but 
could not resist night of any thing) to a private am 

quiet nook my private box, and witnessed the whol' 
process. The first three acts, with transient gusfies ol 
applause, oozed patiently but heavily on. I must say ii 
was badly acted, particularly by * *, wIk) was groanec 
uprm in the third act,—‘Something alxMit ^ horror—such a 
horror’ was the cause. WcD, the fburlh act became as 
muddy and turbid os need be; but the fiflb>->wbal Garricli 
used to cal) (like a fool) the concoction of a play—die fiftl: 
act stuck fast at die King’s prayer. You know ho says. 
*hc never went to bed without saying tliem, and did no 
like to omit them now.’ But he was no sooner upon hb 
knees, than the audience got ujwn their legs—the datnii- 
able pit—and roared, and gnmiuMl, and liis.sed, and whis¬ 
tled. Well, tliat was choked a little; but the ruffian seem 
—the penitent p<!a.santry’*-and killing the Bishop and the 
Princess—oil, it was all over. The curtain fell upon un¬ 
heard actors, and the aniiouncenicnt attempted by Kear 
for Monday was equally ineflectmil. Mrs. Barliey was 
■0 frightened, that, though the people were tolerably quiet, 
the Epilogue was quite inaudible to half the house. In 
short,—you know all. I clapped till my hands were .skin¬ 
less, and .so did Sir James Mackinto.Mli, who was widi me 
in the box. All the world were in the house, from the 
Jerseys, Greys, 6ic. &c. downwards. But it would not 
io. It is, after all, nut an acting play; good language, but 
no power. * * ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

Women (saving Joanna BaUlie.) cannot write tragc'dy; they 
lavc not seen enougli nor felt entwigh of life for it. 1 ihink 
Semiramis or CaOierino II. might have written (could diey 
lave been unquacned) a rare play. 

* * ♦ 

• It is, however, a good warning not to risk or writ,c tra- 
7cdies. I never had much bent lliat way: but, if I had, Cliis 
ivould have cured me. “Ever, CAiissime Thom. 

^ “ Thine, B." 

LETTER CCLXVn. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“May 21,1815. 

“You must have thought it very odd, not to say ungralc- 

• A large •epilcliral v«*ftof tilver, prwented by t.iOr«l Byron, through 
Mr. MufT&y, to Sir Walter Scott. It waa full of dead incu'it bniiea. and 

intcrlikiona on two idtles of the bHir. One ran lhu»—' Ttu: lioties 
contained iu thia itm were found in cerlaiii ancient aepulchres within (he 
{and walla of Athena in the month of Foliruary, 1811.’* 1'lia other face 
hean the iioea ^Juvenal: 

, “ Rx^ienda-—qnol IihraaindureaiimmoinTenipa. 

—Mora aola fatciurqnaniula bomuaiRi cor|/uacula.*’—i/uo. x. 


m 

ful, tiuit 1 made no menfron of the drawings* (fee* whes 1 
had the pleasure of scebg ytm tliis morning. The fact is, 
tiiat tdi this moment I had not seen them, nor heard of their 
arrival: they were carried up into the library, where I have 
not been till just now, and no indmation given me of their 
coming. The present b so very magnificent, iliau—in sliort, 
I leave Lady Byron to thank you for it herself, and merely 
send this to apido^o for a piece of apparent and uninten¬ 
tional neglect on my own part. “Yours, fee.** 


LETTER CCLXVIII. 

TO MR. HUNT, 

*13 Piccadilly Terrace, May—June 1,1815. 

*Mr DEAR HUNT, 

“I am as glad to hear from os 1 shall be to see you. We 
came to town wliat b called late in the season; and since 
tliat time, tlie death of Lady Byron’s uncle (in the first 
ilace) and her own delicate state of health, have prevented 
either of us from going out much; however, she b now beb* 
ler, and in a fair way uf going creditaUy tlirough the whole 
)rocess uf beginning a family. 

“I have tlic alternate weeks of a private box at Druiy- 
lane Theatre; tlus is my week, and 1 send you an ad- 
nission to it for Kean’s nights, hViday and Saturday nex^ 
n case you should like to sec him (piiotly: it b close to the 
itage, the entrance by the private-box door, and you can go 
\ithoiit the bort! of crowding, jostling, or dressing. I alro 
inclose you a parcel of recent letters from Paris; t>erhap 8 
ou may find some extracts dial may amuse yourself or 
our readers. I have only to beg you will prevent your 
lopyisf, or printer, from mixing up any of die Englifdi name^ 
ir private matter (contained therein, which might lead to a 
iiseovery of the writer; and as the Examiner b sure to 
ravel back to Pari-s, might get him into a scrape, to say 
milling of hb correM|M)iuient at home. At any rate 1 hoj)« 
md tliiiik the perusal will amuse you. Wlicnever you 
ome tliis way, 1 shall ho liappy to make you at^quainted 
with Lady Byron, whom you will find any thing but a fine 
idy, a .species of atiinia) whom you [irohably do not aiTect 
ior»! than myself. 'Phaiiks fi>r the ‘Mask;’ there is not 
uly poetry and tliounhi in the body, hnl much research 
nil good okJ reading iu your prefatory mailer. I hope 
.)U have not given up your narrativt? [irx^m, of wliich I 
card you speak as in progre.ss.—Jt rejoie.es me to hear 
r the well-doing ami regeneration of the *Feast,’ setting 
ride my own selfbh reasons' for w ishing it success. I fear 
>u stand almost .single in your liking of ‘Lara,’ it b na- 
ral that I should, as being my last and most unpopular 
frervoseenee; passing by its other sins, it is too little nar- 
five, and ifw metaj>hysiral to please tlio greater number 
readers. I have, however, much consolation in the 
ce.ptioii with wliich you ftirnisli m«. From Moore I have 
>t heard very lately; I fijar he is a little humorous, bo¬ 
use I am a lazy corresfiondent; but that shall be mended. 

“Ever your obliged 

ami very sinotrre friend, 

“Byron. 

“P. S. ‘Politics!’ The barking of the warKlogs for their 
rion has sickened me of them for the present.” 


LETTER CCLXIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“13; Piccadilly Terrace, June 1815, 

“1 liave nothing to offer in behalf of my late silence, ex- 
:pt tlie most inveterate and inctfablc laziness; but 1 am 
0 supine to invent a lie, or I caituni^ should, being 
ishamed of tl»e truth. Kinnaird, 1 hope, has appeased 
ur magnanimous'indignation at lib blunders. I wished 


Mr. Afuiray had p«(»nt#d Udy Byrou with twelw drawlagi. by 
toth^, rron^ord Byrui’a JPuemt. 
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and wish you w^rA in Committee, with all my heart.* It j tell him tliat I am the laziest and most ungrateful of 
■eems 80 hopeless abusdneffi, that the company (/a friend mortals? 

would be (pute consoling,—but more of this wlten wc meet. “ A word more ;-^o n’t let Sir 3ohn Stevenson (as on 
In the mean time, you are entreated to prevail ujwn Mrs. evidence on trials for copyright, &c.) talk about the price 
Esterro to engage herself. I believe she. ha.s been written of your next or they will ctmie upon you lor the 

to, but your influence, in {lerson, or proxy, would probably Pro)Krty Tux fl>r it. I am serious, and have just heard a 
go farther than our proposals. What they are, I know long story of the rascally tax-men miildng Scott pay for 
not 5 all my new function cmisisfs in listening to tlie dtspair hLs. So, lake care. Three hundred is a devil of a de- 
of Cavend^ Bradshaw, tlie hop€» of Kinnaird, the wishes d action out of three tliouaind. 


of Lord Essex, the complaints of Wliitbrcad, and tlie cal¬ 
culations of Peter Mo<M'^~-all of which, and whom, seem 
totally at variance. C. Bradshaw wants to light the 
theatre with gas, which may, perhaps, (if the vulgar be 
b^cved,) poison half the audience, and all the Dramaiis 
Penoftub, Essex has endeavoured to i)ersuadc Kean not 
to get drunk, the cont^uence of winch is, tliot he has never 
been sober since. Kinnaird, with equal success, would 
have convinced Raymond that he, the said Raymond, had 
too much salary. Whitbread wants us to assess the pit 
anodier sixpence,—a d—d insidious proposition,—which 
will end in an O. P. combustion. To crown all, R<d)ij}S, 
the auctioneer, has the impudence to he displeased, be¬ 
cause he has no dividend. The villain is a proprietor of 
share!^ and a lung-lunged orator in the meetings. T hear 
he has prophesied our inca[iacity,—‘ a foregtaie conclusion,’ 
whereof I hope to givo him signal proofs bcf>rc wo arc 
done. 

•Win you^veus an Opera? no, I’ll he sworn, hut I wish 
you would. * + ♦ ♦ + + 

•To go onwitli the poetical world, Walter Scott has 
gone to Scotland. Murray, the bookseller, has been 
cruelly cudgelled of mislwgotten knaves, ‘in Kendal green,’ 
at Newington Butts, in his way liotne from a purlii'u dinner 
—wnd roMnj^—would you belii’ve it?—of three, or four 
bonds of forty pounds apiece, an<l a seal-ring of his grand¬ 
father’s worth a niillionl This is his version,—Init others 
opine that D’lsraeli, with whom he dined, kno<'ke(l him 
down with his last publication, ‘the (iuarrcls of Authors,’ 
—in a dispute about copyright. 13<’ lliat as it may, the 
newspapers have teemt^d witii his ‘injuria furmre,’ and he 
has been embrocated and invisible to ail but the apothecary 
ever since. 

“Lady B. is better than three months advanced in her 
progress towards maternity, and, wo hope, likely to go well 
through with it. We have been very little out this season, 
as 1 wish to keep her quiet in her pr<;s('nt sitnaliori. Her 
father and mother have changed their names to Noel, in 
compliance with Ijord WeiilNV(»rth’s will, and in comjjlai- 
sance to the property bequeathed by him. 

•1 hear that you have h(.‘eii gloriously received by the 
Irisli,—and so you ought. But do u’t let them kill you with 
claret and kindness at the national dinner in your lioiiour, 
which, 1 hear and hope, is in contemplation. If you will 
tell me the day, I ’ll get drunk myself on this side of th<‘ 
water, and wall you an applauding hiccup over tlic 
Channel. 

“Of politics, wc have nothing but the yell for war; and 
Castlereagh i.s preparing his head the pike, on which 
we shall sec it carried before ho has done. The loan has 
made every body sulky. I hear often from Paris, but in 
direct contradiction toUie home statements of our liirelings. i 
Of dome.stic doings, there has been nothing since t^ady | 
D * *. Not a divorce sUrnng,—but a good many in 
embryo, in the shape of marriages. 

“I enclose you an episUe received this morning from I 
know not whom; but I think it will amuse you. The 
writer roust be a rare folloiv. 

“P. S. A gentleman named D’Alton (not your Dalton) 
has sent me a National Potim called ‘Dernud.* The same 
cau.se which prevented my writing to yqu ofierated against 
my msh to write to him an epistle of thanks. If you see 
hiiD, will you make all kinds of fine speeches for me, and 


LETTER CCLXX. 

TO MK. MOOA£. 

“July 7,1815. 

“‘Grata superveniet,’ &c. &c. I had written to you 
again, hut burnt llie letter, liecausr I began to think you 
seriously hurt at my indolence, and did not know how the 
buffbfuiei^ il contained might bo taken. In the mean time 
1 have yours, and all is w ell. 

“Iliad given over all hopes of 3 ’ours, Ry-lh('-by, iny, 
‘grata superveniet’ should be in the present tense; fiir 1 
perceive it looks now a.s if it applied to this pn*sent scrawl 
reaching you, whereas ills t'lllie receipt of thy Kilkenny 
epistle that I have lai.’ked that veneralile sentiment. 

“Poor Whitbread died yiisterday morning,—a .sudden and 
seven? I0S.S. Ills health lia<l been wavering, but so fatal an 
attack was not ap[ir<’h(?iided. lie dropped down, and, I 
believe, never .spoke afienvard. 1 perceive Perry attributes 
hi.s death to Drury-huie,—a consolatory tmcouragemeiit to 
the new Committee. 1 liave no doubt that + *, who is of 
a plethoric habit, will he bled immediately; and as 1 Iiavc, 
since my marriage, lost iniieli of my paleness, and,—‘lior- 
re.sco refennis’ (for I hate cvc'n Jiuxhratv fat)—that happy 
slenderness, to which, %vheu I first knew you, I had attained, 
1 by 110 means sit easy undertbis dispensation of the Morn¬ 
ing (.'hronicle. Every om* must regret the loss of Wlut- 
bn'ad; he was surely a great and very giKxl man. 

“ Paris is taken for the second time. 1 pri'^unie il,f »r the 
future, will have an anniversary cuj»tur‘\ 1 n the late bailies, 
like all the world, 1 have lost a conncvimi,—poor Frederick 
Howard,* the best of hi< race. I luid little intercourse, f»f 
late y(‘ars, with his family, but t nevtT suw or heard but 
good of him. H<»bhons<!’s brother is killed. In short, llic 
hav<K‘ lias not left a family out of its tenib’r mercies. 

“Every hope of a republic is over, ami w’c inu.st go on 
under the old system. But I am sick at heart of pjlilies 
and slaughters; and tlie luck which Providence is pleased 
to lavisli on Lord * *, is only a proof of the little valii<? the 
gods set upon prosperity, when tliey permit such * * *s as 
be and that drunken corporal, t>ld Cluchcr, to bully (heir 
betttirs. From tliis, however, Wellington should he ex¬ 
cepted. He is a man,—and the Scipioof our Hannibal. 
However, lie may thank the Russian frosts, which destroyed 
the retd title of tile hVeiich army, ftir the. successes of Wa¬ 
terloo. ^ 

“La! Moore—how you blasphemes about ‘PamasRus’ 
and ‘Mosc‘s!’ I am asliamed for you. Won’t you do any 
thing for the drama ? W e beseech an (Ipera. Kinnaird’s 
blunder was partly mine. • I want<‘(l you of all things in the 
Conmiillcc, and so did ho. But we are now glad you were 
wiser; ftir it Is, I doubt, a bitter business. 

“ When shall we see you in England? Sir Ralph Noel 
(late Milbanko—he don’t promise to be Itjle. Noel in a hurry) 
tinding that one man can’t inhabit two bouses, has given his 
place in the iiortli to me for a habitation; and there Larly 
S. threatens to be brought to bed in November. Sir R. 
and my Lady Mother are to quarter at Kirby—l,f»rd 
Wentworth’s that was. Perhaps you and Mrs. Moore 
will pay us a visit at Seaharn in the course of iJk? autumn. 
If so, you and I {wiiltmi our wives) will take a Uirk to Edin¬ 
burgh and cmbraf;e JtdlVey. It is not much above one 
hundred miles from us. But all this, and oth€r high mau 


Tl*« Commiite# of Mai»agtr» of Dniry-lane TfaAlre. 


* Bee C’bilde Hftrold, Caitto III—stanza U9. 
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lera, we will discutss at meeting, wliieh 1 liupe will bo on 
yout return. We do n’t leave town till August. 

“Ever,&c.” 


LETTER CCLXXI. 

TO MK. SOTHEBV. 

“Sept. 15, ISIS. Pieiadilly Torrace. 

“DEAR EIR, 

“‘Ivan’* is accepted, and will be put m progress on 
Ke.an's arrival. 

The theatriciil gentlemen have a confident hope of its 
success. 1 know not tliat any alterations tor the stage wil, 
b* necessary: if any, they will be trifling', ami you shall bi' 
duly appriz<^. I would suggest tliat you should not attend 
‘any, except the latter rehearsals—the imuiagers have re- 
<]uested me to state this to you. You can see them, viz. 
l^bdjn and Rae, whenever you please, and I will do any 
lliiiig you wish to be done, on your suggosiiorj, in the mean 
time. 

“Mrs. Mardyn is not yet out, and nothing can he deter¬ 
mined till she has mode her appearance—] mean as to h<!r 
capacity for the part you mention, wliieh I take it for 
granted is not in Ivan—as I think Ivan may be perfijrined 
very well without her. But of tliat liereafler. 

“liiver yours, very truly, “Bvkon. 

*‘P. S. You will be glad to hear tliat the* season lias 
begun uncommonly well—groat and constant liouses—the 
performers in much harmony with the C(»mmitl(r and one 
anothoj-, and as much good-humour as can be preserved in 
sucli complicated and extensive interests as the Drury-huio 
proprietary." 


LETTER CCLXXn. 

TO MR. SOTHKBY. t 



“1 tliink it would be aclviseable for you to sec the acting 
managers when convenient, as those uiusi be points on 
which you will want to confer; tlie ohjeciion T slated was 
merely on llie part of the jiorformors, and is j*entral and 
not particular to this instance. I thought it as w<;ll l<» 
mention it at once—and some of the rehearsals you will 
doubtless sec. notvAilhstaiiiliiig. 

“ Rae, I rather think, lias his eye on Narilzeu for him¬ 
self. He is a more popular perlljimer than Bartley, and 
airtainly the cast will be stronger witli him in it; besides, 
ho is one of tlio managers, and will Ibel doubly interested 
if ho can act in both capacities. Mi’s. Bartley will be 
Potrowna;—as to the Empress, I know m>t what to say or 
tliink. The truth is, we are not amply furnished with 
tragic women; but m^e the l>cst of tiio.se wc have, you can 
take your choice of tliep. Wc have all groat hopes of the 
success—on which, silting aside other consiilcralioiis, we 
arc jiarticularly anxitais, as Iwiing tlic first tragedy to be 
bright out since the old Coimnittoo. 

^By-the-way—have a charge against you. As the 
great Mr. Dennis roared out on a similar occasion—‘By 
G—d, ffuit is my Uiunder!’ so do T exclaim ‘ Thin is my 
lightning!’ I allude to a speech of Ivan’s, in tlic scene w itJi 
PetroNvna and the Empress, where tiie thought and almost 
expression are similar to Conrad’s in the 3d Canto of liie 
‘Cwsair.’ I, howcjver, do not sny tills to accust? you, but 
to exempt myself frean suspicion, a.s there is a priority cS six 
months’ publication, on my port, between the apjauranct* 
of that composition and of your tragedies. 

“George Lambe meant to have written to you. If you 
do n’t lUte to confer with the managers at present, I will 
attend to your wishes—so state them. 

“Yours very truly, “ByRON.” 


LETTER CCLXXIU. 

TO MK. T.VYl.OR. 

I * 13, 'I’crracc, Piccadili)', Sept. 25,1815. 

"PEAR SIR, 

• “I am sorry you sh.ould feel uneasy at what has by no 
means troubled me.* If your Editor, his coirespondents, 
tuid readers, aro amii.scd, I have no objection to be the 
theme erf*all the ballads he can find room for^-provided his 
lucubrations arc confined to im only. 

“It is a long time since things of this kind have ceased 
lo ‘fright me from my proprietynor do I know any similar 
attack wliieh woukl induce me to turn again,—unless it 
involved thase coiuu'cIimI with me, whose <pialities, I hope, 
are such as to cKcmj)l Ifuim in flic eyes of tliose who bear 
no good-will to myself. In such a case, supposing it to 
ocimr—to reva-ae tlic saying of Dr. Johnson^—‘ what the 
law could not do fiir na', I would do for myself be the 
consequences what they might. 

“I return you, with many tlianks, Cdman and the letters. 
'J’hc Po(“ms, I hope, you iiiTciidc«J me to keep;—at least, 1 
diall do sc^ till I hear tJic contrary. 

* Vciy truly yours.® 
LETTER CCEXXIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Sept. 25,1816. 

“ Will yon publish the Dniry-lanc ‘Magpye T or, what is 
inortj, will you give fifiy, or even forty, pounds for the copy- 
I ight of th«: said 'I J have umlcrtakcn to ask you this ques- 
Mon on behalf of tlie translator, and wish you would. Wo 
t an’l get so much for him by ten pounds friwn any body 
lIsc, and I, knowing your magnificence, would be glatl d"an 
answer. “Ever, &c,” 

LETTER CCLXXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Sept. 27,1815. 

“ That’s right, and splendid, and becoming a publisher 
'ligh d<;grco. Mr. Concanen (the translator) will bede- 
iglitcd, and pay his wasluTwoiuari; and in reward for your 
liouniiful hohaviour in this instance, I won’t ask you to 
[luldi.di any more for Drury-hme, or any lane whatever 
igjitri. I’on will have no tragedy or any thing else from 
me, I assure you, and may think yourself lucky in having 
got rid of mo, fir gewd and all, \vitli(uil more damage. But 
111 tell you what wc will do for you,—a<Jt fcJotlieby’s Ivan, 
which will suorecfl; .ami tlien your present and next im* 
piression of the dramas of that dramatic gentleman will bo 
•vpt diti’d to your lioart’s content; and if there Is any thing 
very good, you sliall have the refusal; but you slia’ii’l have 
any more requests. 

“ Sotlichy has got a thought, and almost the words^ from 
:ho third Canto of the (hirsair, whlth, you know, was pub- 
islicd six months before his tragedy. It is from the storm 
in C/onradV cell. I have written to Mr. Solhcby to claim 
{; and, as Dennis roared out of the pit, ‘By G— d, Mat’s my 
thund(;rr so dol, and will J, e.xclaiin,‘By G—d, that’s wy 
VgAi/img-.® dial electrical fluid being, in fact, the subject 
lie said passage. 

“ Toil will have a print of Fanny Kelly, in the Makl, to 
prefix, which is iioiie.slly worth twice the money you have 
given for the MS. Pray what did you do with note 1 
gave yon about Mungo Park ? ® Ever, &c.® 

LETTER CCLXXVL 

TO MH. HUNT. 

“13, Terrace, PiccadilJy, Oct. 7.1815. 
“my DEAR HUNT, * 

“1 had written a long answer to your last, which 1 put 


* A Tra|eiijr, bj Mr. Suthebjr. 


* Ah Attack on Lord «»■! Lady Oyran, In Uie Sun iNw«pB|ier, ofvhidi 
Mr. Taylor was proysteior. 
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into the fire, partly, becaiwe it was a repetition of what I 
have already said, and next, because I considered wljal 
my opinicNBs are worUi, before I made you pay double 
postage, as your proximity lays you within the jaws of 
the tremendous ‘ Twopenny,’ juid beyond the verge of 
franking, the otdy parliamentary privilege, (saving one 
other,) of much avail in lliese ‘ cosiermonger’ days. 

* Pimy don’t make me an exception to the ‘Long live King 
Richard* of your hards in the ‘ Feast.’ I do allow him* to 
be‘the princeofthc bards ofhis time,’upon the judgment 
of those who must judge more impartially than I probably 
do. t acknowledge him as I acknowledge Uie Houses of 
Hanover and Bourbon, the—not the ‘one-eyed monarch of 
Uie blind,’—but the blind monarch of the one-eyed. I merely 
lake the liberty of a frcje subject to vitufwratc certain of 
bis edicts, and tliat only in private. I shall be very glad to 
see you, or your remaining canto; if both together, so 
much the better.—I am interrupted.” ♦ ♦ * * 


sion, which ^an’t be longer than I can make it. My mo 
thre fis- writing that poem was, I fear, not no fair as yon are 
willing to beUevoit; I vm angry, and determined to be 
witty, and, fighting in a crowd, dealt idxRU my blows against 
ail alike, williout distiitction or dwcernincnt. When 1 came 
home from tlie Eas^ among otlier new acquaintsences and 
friends, politics and ^e state of the Nottingliam rioters, (of 
which county I am a landholder, and Lord Holland Re- 
(Hirtler of the town,) led me by the good offices of Mr. 
Rogers, ijito the society of Lord Holland, who, willi Lady 
Holland, was particularly kind to me; about March, 1812, 
Uiis introduction took place, when I made my first S|)COch 
on the Frame Bill, irt the same debate in which Lord Hol-^ 
land sfH)ke. Soon after this, 1 was correcting the fiOh 
edkiun of ‘ E. B.’ for the pre^ when Rogers represented to 
me that be knew Lord and Lady Holland would not be 
sorry if I suppressed any farther publication of that Poem; 
and I immediately acquiesced, and will) great pleasure, for 


LETTER CCLXXVIL 

TO MR. HUNT. 

“Oct. 15,1815. 

“dear iiuin*, 

“I send you a thing whose greatest value is its pre.sent 
rarity;! the present C 4 ^)y contains some manuscript cor¬ 
rections previous to an edition whicli was printed, but not 
published, and, in short, all that is in the suppressed editiem, 
the fifth, except twenty lines in addition, for which there 
was not room in tlie copy before me. There are in it rnonj/ 
opinions 1 have altered, and some wliich 1 retain; u[>on tlie 
whole, I wish tliat it had never been writlen, though m)' 
sending you tliia copy (the only one in my |K>.‘^cssion, unless 
one of Lady B.’s he excepted) may seem at varianctf with 
this statement: but my rca.son for Uiis is very dillerent; it 
is, however, the only 1 have made of the kind this many 
a day. 

•P. S. You probalily know that it is not in print for sale, 
nor ever will be (if I can help it) again." 


1 had attacked tlicm upon a fancied and false provocatlj.i, 
with many otliers; and iieitlier was, nor am sorry, to have 
done what I could to stifio Uiat ferocious rhapsody. Thb 
was Bubsetjuent to my acqutuntance with Lure* ’^Idland, 
and was neither expressed nor understood, as a condition 
of that acquaintance. Rogers told me he thought 1 oufht 
to suppress it; 1 thought so too, and did as far as I cotild, 
and that’s all. I sentyou my copy,lMJcausc I conside /our 
having it mudi the same as having it my 8 <df. Lady Byron 
has one; I desire not to have any oilier, and sent it only oa 
a curiosity and a memento.” 

LETTER CCLXXIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“13, Terrace, Piccadilly, Oct. 28, 

“Y(m are, it seems, in England again, as! am to hear 
from every body but yourself; and 1 suppose you punctilious 
because I did rn)t answer your Iasi Irish IeUi?r. W lien dwi 
ymi leave the ‘swale c<tuntry?‘ Kever mind, I forgive y«Hi; 
-a strong proof olL-] know not what—to jpve Uic he lo— 

' fie never [jartbus wiio hnlh donK llte wrong.' 


LETTER CCLXXVIII. 

TO MR. HUNT. 

“Oct 22, 1815. 

“my dear hunt, 

•You have excoUod yourself if not all your contempo¬ 
raries, in the canto which 1 have just finislied. 1 thuik it 
dmve the former boc4(s; but that is as it should be; it rises 
with the subject, Uie conceptkm appears to me perfect, and 
fiw executimi perhaps as nearly no as vemc will admit. 
There is more originality than I recollect to have seen e’so- 
where within Uie some compan, and frequent and gr .at 
happiness of expresskxi. In short, I must turn to the faulty 
or what ajipear to be such to me: these are not many, nor 
such as may not be easily altered, being almost all verbal f 
vid the same kind os 1 pretended lo point out in the 
ionner cantos, viz. occasional quaintness and obscurity, and 
a kind of harsh and yet colloquial compoimding of epithets, 
as if lo avoid saying common things in the common way; 
difficile est proprid communia dicore,’ seems at times to 
have met wiffi in you a literal translator. I have made a 
few, and but a few penal marks on the MS. which you can 
Ibllow, or not, as you please. 

• The Poem, as a whole, wiD give you a very high station; 
but where is tlie condition ? JDo n\ let it cod in the com- 
posiuon! You can always delay as Imig as you like re¬ 
vising, though I am not sure, in tlie V 017 face </ Horace, 
that the ‘ nonum,’ &c. is attended wdth advantage, unless 
we read ‘months’ for ‘years.’ '*1 am glad the book sentf 
reached you. I Ibrgot to tell you the story of its suppres- 


• Wowlnroith. 

t A M|qr of the Eugliih and Scotrh Rcvlmcn. 


“You have written lo * *, You have also written to 
Perry, who intimates hope of an Opera from you. (.'olr- 
ridge has promised a Traj>cdy. Now, if you keep Perry’s 
word, and Coleridge keeps liis own, Drury-lane will be sot 
tip;—and, sooth lo say, it is in grievous want of such a lift. 
W e liegaii at speed, and are blown already. Wlren I say 
‘wo,’ I mean Kititiainl, who is the ‘all in all sudicient,’and 
can count, which none of llie rest of the Committee can. 

It is really very g(X)d fun, as lar as tlio daily and nightly 
stir of these strutters and frettere go; and, if the coimcm 
could he brought to pay a shilling in the pound, would do 
j much credit to the management. Mr_has an ac¬ 
cepted tragedy, whose first scene is in his sleep, 

(I don’t mean the autlior’s.) It was forwarded to us as a 
prodigious favourite of Kean's; be* the. said Kean, upon 
interrogation, denies his eulogy, and protests against iiis 
part. How it will end, I know not. 

“I say so much altout tlic theatre, because tliere i^no¬ 
thing else alive in London at this season. All the world 
are out of it, except us, who remain to lie in,—in December, 
or perhaps earlier. Lady B. is voiy ponderous a-*d pros, 
perous, apparently, and I wish it well over. 

“There is a play before me from a personage who^ 
himself ‘Hiberiiicus.’ The hero is Malachi, 3>e Irishman 
and king; and the villain and usurper, Turgesins the Dane. 
The conclusion is fine. Turgesius is chained by the leg 
{vide stage direction) to a pillar on the stage; and King 
Malachi makes him a speech, not unlike Lord Ca.stle- 
reagh’s about the balance of power and the lawfulness of 
legitimacy, which puts Turgesius into a phrensy-ras Cas- 
tlereagh'a would, if his audience was chained "by the leg. 
He draws a dagger and rushes at theinrator; but, finiling 
himself at the end of his tether, he sticlis it into ins own 
carcass, and dies, saying, he has fulfilled a prophdey.. 
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* Now, this is serioiM^ downright matter offact^ and the 
gravest part of a tmgedy which is not intended for lMii> 
lesque. 1 tell it you for dte honour Ireland. The writer 
hi^es it will be rejuresented :*>4>ut what is Hope ? nothing 
but*die paint on the face of Existence; the least touch 
Tru^ rubs it of{) and then we see what a hollow-^^heoked 
harlot we have got hold of. 1 am not sure that 1 have not 
said this last superfine reflection before. But never mind; 
—it will do for tlie tragedy of Turgesius, to which I can 
append it« 

* Well, but how dost thou do ? thou bard, not of a thou¬ 
sand, but three thousand! 1 wish your friend, Sir John 
Pianoforte, luul kept that to himself and not made it pub¬ 
lic at the trial of the song-seller in Dublin. 1 tel) you why 
it is a liberal thing for Longman to du, and honourable for 
you to obtain; but it will set all tlie * hungry and ditmer]es> 
lank-jawed judges’ upon the fortunate autlior. But they 
be d—d!—the ‘Jeffrey and the Mooro together are cunfi- 
denl against the world in ink!’ By-tho-\vay, if poor ( 
ridgo—who is a man of wonderful talent, and in distress, 
and about to publish two vols. of f^otjsy and Biography 
and wh«* lu.s been worse used by the cnticK than ever we 
w«’“e—will you, if he comes out, promise me to revitsw him 
favo urably in tlio E. R.? Praise Imii, i think you must, 
but you will siiso praise liim uxll^—oi all things the most 
d‘fi '• u It will be tlie making ofhira. 

" 'riiis n»ust be a secret between you and me, as Jeffrey 
might not Uke such a project—nor, indetd, might Coleridge 
luiiis.lf. it. Bull do thmk he only wants a pioneer, 
and a S]>arkie or two to explode most gloriously. 

Ever yours m(»t affectionately, “B.” 


LETTER CCLXXX. 

TO MU. IICTNT. 

“ 13, Torracf'^ Piccadilly, Sqit.—Oct, 30,1815. 

•• MV DKAR nUNT, 

*‘IVIany thanks for your books, of which you already 
know my opini«»n: their evtcrnal splendour should not dis¬ 
turb you as inappropn.^t<*—tlxy hav»’ still more within than 
witliout. I lake leave to dilfer from you on VVordswortli, 
us freely as 1 otute agreed with you; at that time 1 gave 
lam creilit for a promise, which is unfulfilled. 1 still tfunk 
las cajiacily warrants all you say of it only, but that his 
performances since ‘ Lyrical Ballads* are miserably inade¬ 
quate to tlic ability which lurks witliin him: there Is un¬ 
doubtedly mucli natural talent spilt over the ‘ Excursion,* 
hut it is rain upon rocks, wherr^ it stands and stagnates, or 
rain upon sands, where it falls without fertilizing. Who 
can understand him? Let those who do, make him intel¬ 
ligible, Ja<M>b Behinen, Swedenborg, and Joanna Sonth- 
coto, are nicrri types of this arch-apostle of mystery and 
mysticism. But I have done,—no, I have not done, for I 
liave two petty, and jK*rhaps unworthy r)bJ<'ctioris in small 
matters to make^^lo him, which, with his pretensions to 
accurate observations, and fury against Po|>e ’8 false trans¬ 
lation of ‘ the moonlight scene in Uomer,* I Avonder he 
should have fallen into: these ha tliey:—He says of Greece 
in the body of his book, that it is adaiid of 

* Rivertf fertile plaint, nnd iihores, 

^ • Un<icra60iwot tKtri«x«*«t*ky.* 

The riverB are dry half the year, tire plains are barren, and 
die shores stifi and iidcUxi as the Modilerranean can make 
tliem; the sky is any Ihing but variegated, being for months 
and months but ‘darkly, deeply, beautifully blue.’—The 
next is in his notes, where he talks of our ‘Monuments 
crowded together in the busy,&c. of a largo town,’ as coin- 
pared with the ‘ still seclusion of a Turkish cemetery in 
some remote place.’ This is pure stulf; for one mtmumeiit 
in wir churchyards there are ten in the Tuikish, and so 
crowded tha^you cannot walk between them; that is, 
(hvided merely by a path or road; and as to ‘remote places,’ 
,men*never take the trouble, in a barbarous country, to 
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carry their dead very fiir; they must have lived near to 
where they were buried. There are no cemeteries in 
‘remote places,’ except such as have the cypress and the 
tombstone still left, where the olive and the hahitatiuii of 
die living have perished.... These di'uigs I was struck 
with, as coming (rectiliarly in my own way; and in both of 
these he is wrong: yet I slreuUl have noticed neither, but 
for his attack on Pope for a like blunder, and a i«evish 
affectation about him of despising a popularity which lie 
will never obtain. I write in great ha.ste, and, I doubt, not 
much to die purpose, but you have it hot and hot, just as it 
comes, and so let it go. By-the-way, bodi he you go 
loo far against Pope’s ‘So when the moon,’ iic.; it is no 
translation, I know; but it is not such false description as 
asserted. I have read it on the spot; drero is a burst, and 
a lightness, and a glow about tire night in tire Troad, which 
makes die 'planets vivid,’ and lire ‘ |«)lc glaring.’ The miKiii 
is, at least die sky is, clearness itself; and I know no more 
appropriate cx[iression for lire expansion of such a heaven 

o’er the scene—the plain—the sea—lire sky—Ida—the 
Hellespont—Simois—Hcanmnder—and the Isles—than 
that if a ‘flood of glory.’ I am getting horribly lengthy, 
and must slop: to die whole of your letter I say ‘ ditto to 
Mr. Burke,’ as the Bristol candidate cried by way of 
cloctioiieeriug harangue. You need not s|ieak of morbid 
feelings and ve.\alions tome; I have plenty; but I must 
me pardy the tmu-s, and ehiefiy myself; but let us forget 
lliciiu / shall be very apt to do so when I see you next. 
Will you come to die theatre and see our new manage¬ 
ment? You shall cut it up to your heart’s content, root 
and branch, afterwards, if you like, but come and see it! 
If not, I must come and -see you. “Ever yours, 

“Very truly and affccUimalely, 

“ Bvhow. 

“ P. S. Not a word from Moore for those two months. 
I’ray let me have the rest of Rimini. You have two ex¬ 
cellent points in that Poem, originality and Italianism. 1 
will back yon as a Bard against half the fellows on whom 
you have tlirown away nnich good criticism and eulogy; 
imi do n’t let your bookseller publish in quarto^ it is die 
worst size possible for circulation. 1 say this on bihlio- 
■loliciil authority. “Again,yours ever, “B.* 


LETTER CGLXXXI. 

TO MB. MOOKE. 

“ Terrace, Piccadilly, Oct. 31,1816. 

“I have not been able to ascertain precisely the time rf 
Juration of the stock market; but 1 believe it is a good time 
liir selling out, and I hope so. Pirst, liccause 1 sliail sea 
y<ni; and, next, because 1 shall receive certain moneys on 
lehalf <>l'i..ady B. die which will materially cundnee to my 
omforl ,—1 wanting (as the duns say) ‘to make up a sum.’ 

“Yesterday, I ditnd out widi a largeish party, where 
were Sheridan and Colmaii, Harry Harris of 0. G. and his 
brodrer. Sir Gilbert Headicote, Ds. Kiniiaird, and others 
if note and notoriety. Like odior parties of the kind, it 
was first silent, then talky, then argumentative, then dis¬ 
putatious, then unintelligible, then dtogetlieiy, then inar¬ 
ticulate, and then drunk. When we liad reached the last 
step of tlris glorious ladder, it was difficult to get down agiun 
widiout stumbling;—and, to crown all, Kinnaird and I had 
to conduct Sheridan down a d—d corkscrew staircase, 
which Imd cortaiidy been constructed before the discovery 
of fermented liquors, and to which no legs, however crooked, 
could possibly accommodate themselves. We de{iosited 
liim safe at home, where his man, eridendy used to the 
hushress, waited to receive him in the hall. 

“ Both he and Coiman were, as usual, very good; but I 
carried away much* wine, and the wine had previously 
carried away my memory; so that all was hiccup a»j 
happiness fur the last hour or so, and I am nut imiiregnitnid 
with any of t)(e conversation. Perhaps you hoard uf a late 
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answer of Sheridan to the watchman who found him beref) 
if that ‘ divine particle of air,’ calleci reason,— * ’ 

^ * * * *. He, the watchman, foiin* 

%crry in the street, fuddled and bev>ilder«Mi, and ulrnos: 
osonsibie. ‘Who are yofi, sir?’—«io answer. ‘What’t 
'OUT name?’—a hiccup. ‘ What’s your name ?’—^Answer, 
j a slow, deliberate, uid impassive tone,—‘Wilbcr- 
>rcel!!* Is not that Sherry all over?—and to my mind 
xcellent Poor fellow, /us very dregs are better tlian U)c 
first sprightly runnings’ of otiicrs. 

“My paper is full, mad I have a grievmw hcadach. 

“P. S. LadyB. is in full progro-ss. Next month will 
'ring to light (with the aid of ‘ Juno Lucijui, fer opein,^ or 
ather open, for the last arc most wantCTl) the tenth wonder 
f the world; Gil Bias being the cightli, and he (niy son'» 
idler) the ninth.” 


LETTER CCLXXXII. 

TO MB. MOOBC. 

«Nov. 4,1815. 

*Had you not hcwildcrcd my head with the ‘sl«K*ks,’ 
our hitter would have been answered directly. Ilad n’t I 
> go to the city? and had n’t 1 to remember what to ask 
^hen I got there? and ha<l n’t I forgotten it ? 

“Ishould bo undoubtedly delighted to see you; bull don’t 
ke to urge against your rea.«on.s iny own inclinations. 
h>me you must soon, for stay you uxytCt. I know you o. 
Id;—^you have been too much leavened wiUi London t' 
©ep long out of it. 

“Lewis is going to Jamaica to suck his 8 ugar-caiio.s. 
le sails m two days; 1 enclose you Ins far<iwell note. I 
aw him last night at 1>. L. T. for tlie last time previou? 
a his voyage. Poor fellow! he is really a gtsKl man; an 
xcellent man; he left mo his walking-stick and a pot of 
(reserved ginger. I shall never eat the hast witliout tears 
a my eyes, it is so fiot. We have had a devil of a row 
mong our ballarinos; Miss Sniilh has been wronged about, 
humpipc. The Committee have inl**rrered; but Byrne, 
ne d—d ballet-master, won’t budge a step. / am fiiritius, 
0 is George Lambc. Kinnuird is very glad, because—he 
o n’t know wJiy; and I am very sorry, n*r tlic same re ason. 
!'o-day I dine wiUi Kd.—wc arc to have 81ieridan and 
lolman again; and to-morrow, once more, at Sir (filbert 
[caUicote’s. I 

* * t * * * ' 

•Leigh Hunt has written a reed good and very original 
’cent, which 1 think will bo a great liit. You can have no 
otkon how very well it is written, nor shoukl I, had I not 
idde it. As to us, Tom—eh, when art tlion out ? If you 
link the verses worth it, 1 would mther they were em- 
almod in the Irish Melodics, than scattered abroad in a 
sparale song; much rather. But when are tliy great 
lings out? I mean tlie Po of Pos; tliy Shah Namch. 

I is very kind in Jeffrey to Hk© tlie Hebrew Melodics, 
ome of the fcUoivs here preferred Sternhold and Hopkins, 
nd said so;—‘the fiend receive their souls th»)refi>r!’ 

•) must go and dress for dinner. Poor, dear Murat, 
ba: an end! You know, I supfiose, that his white plume 
sed to bo a rallying point in liaUlo,* like Henry the 
'ourth^. He refused a cemfessor and a bandage; so 
'ould neither suffer his soul (»r body to be bandaged. You 
ball have more to-memow or next day. • Ever, &©.” 

LETTER CCLXXXirr. 

TO MA. MUBAAT. 

•Nov. 4,1816. 

• When you have been enabled to form an opinion on 
4r. Coleridge’s MS. you will oblige nA: by returning it, as, 

\ fact, 1 hove no auUiority to let it out cif my bands. 1 


think most highly of it, and feel anxious that you should be 
the publisher; but if you are not, 1 do not despair (4* finding 
those who will. 

“ I have writien to Mr. licigh Hunt, stating your willing¬ 
ness to treat with liim, which, when 1 saw you, I understood 
you to be. Terms and time I leave to his pleasure* and 
your discomment; but tins 1 will say, that 1 think it the 
safeM tiling you over engaged in, 1 speak to you as a man 
.tfbusiness: were 1 to t^k to yon as a reader or a critic, I 
should say, it w'as a very wonderful and beautiful perform¬ 
ance, with just enougli of fault to make its beauties more 
remarked and rctnaikable. 

“ A nrl now to the last; my own, which I feel ashamed of 
after tlie others:—publish or not as you like, I don’t care 
wtc <kmn. If yew do n’t, no on© else shall, and I never 
tiiought or dreamed of it, except as one in the collocticm. 
If it is worth being in the fourlli volume, put it there and 
nowhere else; and if not, put it in tlie fire, “Yours, 

«N.’' . 


LETTER CCJ.XXXIV. 

TO MR. MtmAAY. 

“Nov. 14,1815. 

“I return you your bills not accepted, but certainly iif't 
unhmiourrd. Your present offer is a favour winch 1 would 
accept from you, if 1 accc|»ted sucli from any man. Had 
such hcHin tuy intention, 1 can assure you I would have 
asked you fairly, and as freely as you would give; and I 
cannot say more of iny confuk'nce or your conduct. 

“ The circumstances which induce me to part with rny 
books,* flumgh suffi<*i(*ntly, an; imt immedinUiy, preH.smg. 
I have mailo tip my mind to them,and there’s an end. 

“Had 1 ht'cn disposed to trespass on your kindness in 
this way, it would have been Insforc now ; but I am not 
lorry to have an opportunity of declining it, as it sets niv 
opinion of you, and in{lee<l of human nature, in a difl'eront 
iglit from tliat in W’liich I have been accustomed to con- 
rider it. • Believe me very truly, icc.” 


LETTER CCLXXXV. 

TO MB. MUBBAY. 

“Dec. 25,1815. 

•r send some lines, writien some fime ago, and intended 
i an opening to tlio ‘Siege of (/orinlli.’ I had fiirgotlen 
hem, and am not sure that they had not better Iw left out 
low: on that, you and your Synod can determine.t 

“Yours, &c.” 


FRAOMENTS OF LETTERS WRITTEN ATOVT THIS TIMA 
TO MR. hunt. 

“ With regard to tho Engli.sh Bards aisl Scotch Re- 
'iewers, I have no concealments, nor desirti to have any, 
Vom you or yours; tho f^ippression occurred (I am assure 
a.s T can be of any thing) in the manner slated: 1 have 
never rt'grcftcd that, hut very (^icn the composition, tliat’Ts, 
ite humeur of a great deal in it. As to the quotation you 
ude to, I have no right, nor indeed desire, to prevent it; 
iHit, on tlio contrary, in common v\ ith all other writers, 1 do 
and ought to take it as a compliment. 

“ The paper on the Methodists I redde, and agree with 
he writer on one pennt, in which you and he perhaps difler; 

* Tn AonH^nenee of hit pfAuiitiiry embammcinrutii al Uua time, he hed 
raprvMeU an intention of {lartiii^ with hia hooka. On hearing thia, Mr. 
klurr^ iaatantly forwar<lc<l him 1500^ with bu anurance that another 
im of the aame amount ahouM be at hia aereice iu a few weeka, and that 
auch oMiiatauce ahould not be mifflcient, Mr. Murray moat ready (a 
'apoae of the copyri|^U(^aU hie paet wwki for hie use. 
t See Poema, p. Isi. 


•et I^me, V. IM. 
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ihit an addictum to poetry Is very generally the residt of 
‘an uneasy mind iu an uneasy IkkIv disoase or dcfoniul}' 
have been the attendants of imuiy df our best. Collins mat 
••Chatteiton, / think, mad— Cow|h.t mad—Pope m*oko( 
—Milton biititl—Uray (1 have lieard tliat Uie hist was 
afllicted by an incuiable and very gri<>.vou.s distomjjcrj 
though not generally known) and odieis—1 have soino 
where read, however, tliat pools rartJy go math 1 siipjKisi 
the writer means lliat their insanity efl'ervesces and evapo* 
rates iu may h*i so. 

‘‘I have not liad time to attack your which ouglil 
to be done, were U only because it is a system. So, by and 
by, have at you. “Yours, ever, 

“BynoN.” 

•Of ‘ Rirmni,* Sir Henry Englcficld, a imghty man in tlic 
blue circles, and a very clever man any when*, sent to 
Murray, in terms of the highest eulogy; and with regard t' 
the common reader, my sister and coimn (who are now all 
my family, and the last since gone away to Im? married) 
were in fixed perusal and delight with it, and they are ‘rw 
Critical,’ but (air, natural, unall(?<?tc(l, and understanding 
persons. Frere, and all llie arcli-litemti, I hear, are also 
Wianintous in a high opinion of tb<‘ Poem.” 


LETTER CCLXXXVr. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Jan. 5,1816. 

•1 ho]K' Mrs. M. is quite re-estal)li.shcd. I’lic little gij 
wus bom on the lOtli of December last: her name is Au 
gusta Ada, (the second a very antique family name,—! 
believe not used since die rei^m of King John.) She was, 
and is, v<Ty floiirisluiig and fat, and re<‘koried very large 
for her days—sijualls and sucics incessantly. Are you 
aasvvcred ! Her mother is douig very well, and up again. 

“1 have now l»t‘en married a year on iIjo second (if this 
nvmth—heigli-ho! 1 have seen nobody lately mucli worth 
noting, except S * * ainl another general of tlx; Gauls, once 
or twice at diniasrs out of doors. S * * Is a fine, foreign. 
viJIoinous-looking, intclligenl, and very agreeable man; liis 
compatriot isnuire of (he. jjdU-‘maUrt\ and younger, hut I 
filjould think not at all of iJic same intellectual calibre with 
the Corsi(;an—which S * you luiow, is, and a cousin of 
Napoleon’s. 

“Are you never to be expected in town again? To be 
sure, there is no one here (rf* die 1300 fillers of hot rooms, 
called the fasliioiiable world. My approadiing papa>9hi[. 
dctaiDe.d us for advir^e, &c. &c.—though [ would as s(Njn 
ho here as any wlierei oLso on Uiis side of the straits of 
Gibraltar. 

*I would gladly—or, rather, sorrowfully—comply with 
your request of a ^irge for die poor girl you mention.* Bui 
how can I wriu> on one I have never seen or Icnown ? 
Besides, you will do it much bi'fter yourself. I could nt>t 
write upon any thing, widjout some personal experience 
' and foundation; far less CHI a dieme so peculiar. Now, you 
Imve both in this c^use; ami, if y<^ti h^ neidier, you have 
more imagination, and would never fail. 

• ^This is but a dull .scrawl, and 1 am but a dull fellow. 
Just at present, I urn absorbed in 500 contradictory eon* 
tomplations, lliough with but one olyect in view—wliich will 
probably end in notluAg, as most things we wish do. But 
never mind—as somelxKjy says, ‘for the blue sky bends 
over all.’ I only could be glatl, if it bent over me where it 
is a little bluer; like the ‘skyisli top of blue Olympus,’ wluoli, 
by*dn>way, looked very wlute when I last saw it. 

“Ever,&c.* 


LETTER CCLXXXVU. 

TO MR. BtmT. 

“Jan. 29,1816. 

•dear hunt, 

“ I return your extract wiUi thanks for the perusal, and 
ho])u you ore by liiis time on the verge of pubbeotion. My 
pencil-marks on the margin of your fonner Tnanuscrip(.s 1 
never tlionght worth the trouble cf deciphering, but I had 
no such meaning as you imagine for their being witldield 
from Murray, from whom I diflbr entirely as to the terma 
of your agreement; nor do 1 tbiidc you ai^ed a {aastre too 
much for the Poom. However, I doubt not he will deal 
fairly by you on tlie whole; he is really a very good fellow, 
and liisfaulte are merely the leaven of his 'trade—‘tho 
trade!’ die slave-trade of many an unlucky writer. 

• The said Murray and I are just at present in no good 
Inimour witli each other; but h<^ is not die worse for that; I 
feel sure that he will ^ve your work as fair or a fairer 
diance in every way tiian your late publishers; and wlmt 
he can’t do for it, it will do fur itself. 

“Continual business and ocf'asioiial indispositiem have 
been the causes of inv negligence (for 1 deny neglect) is 
not writing to you initnccliatcly. Those are excuses; I 
wish diey may be more satisfactory to you than they are 
to me. I opened my eyes yesferdny morning wi your 
nompliin(?nt of Sunday. If you kii{‘W what a hopeless ODcf 
lethargic den of dulncss ami drawling our liosjiital is during 
a deluite: and what a mass of comipnon in its patients, yoa 
would wonder, not tliat I very seldom speak, but that I ever 
attempted it, fct ling, as I trust 1 do, iralepciidonfly. Hov> 
■ver, when u proper spirit is manifested ‘ without doors,’ I 
will endeavour not to luj idle witliin. Do you think sueh a 
ime is coining? Mcthiiiks there are gli*ams of it. My 
f(*nfathers\Nfre of the other side of the (juestion in Cliarlca’ 
ilavs, and tho fruit of it was a title and the loss of an enor¬ 
mous property. 

“If the old struggle comes on, I may lose tfie one, and 
shall never regaui the other, hut no inaltor; tliere are 
hings, even in this world, better than eitlier. 

•Very truly, ever yoinre, “B.” 


pathot, 


I had TMiitimnl to him, at « aultject vorth; tiT hit beat powi 
a nu'lflnAoiyevfiitwhichhadluttocciirTeUmmyiieii^huui'l^, 


aitd to which I havr'niytplf madtaliuiton in one of the Snaed MclodiM 
il “ 'Uwp uot for LiW.’A/ojrc. 


LETTER CCLXXXVin. 

TO MR. ROOERS. 

“Feb. 8,1816. 

“Do not mistake me—I really rctum<*d your book for 
tho reason assigned, and no other. It i.s too good for so 
careless a follow. T have parted with all my own books, 
and jK^itively won’t deprive you of bo valuable * a drt^ of 
dial immortal man.’ 

“I shall be very glad to sec you, if you like to call, though 
. am at present conloiidiiig with ‘the slings and arrows of 
jutrageous fiirtune,’ some «»f whadi liave struck at me from 
a quarter whence I did not iiidecjl cx)M’.ct them. But no 
matter, ‘ llierc is a world elsewhere,’ and I will cut my way 
lirough this as 1 can. 

“Jf yon write to Mixm*, will you tell him that I shall 
inswer his letter the moment 1 can muster time and 
i,,iriia? “Everyour% “Bw.” 


LETTER CCLXXXIX. 

TO MB. MOOBE. 

“Peb. 89,1816. 

“Ilave not answered your letter fora time; and, at 
irosent, the rcjily to part of it might ortend to such a length, 
hat I .shall delay it till it can bo mode in person, and then 
will shorten it as much as 1 can. 

“ In the mean tinw, I am at war ‘ witli all tlic world and 
lia wifeor rather, ‘ all tlie world and ray wife’ are at war 
vith me, and have not yet crushed me, whatever they 
I do n’t know that in (lie couiw of a hairbreadth 
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existence I was ever, at home or abroad, in a situation so 
completely uprooting of present pleasure, or ratic«al hc^e 
for the fiiture, as this same. I say this, because I think so, 
and feel it. But I shall not sink under it the more for that 
mode of ccmsideiing the question. I have made op my 
nund. 

“By-the-way, however, you must not believe all you 
hear on the subject *, and do n’t attempt to defend me. If 
you succeeded in that, it would be a mortal, or an inunortal 
offence—who can bear refutation ? I have but a very short 
answer for those whom it concerns; and all the activity of 
myself and some vigorous friends have not yet fixed on any 
tangible ground or {personage, on whicb or with whom 1 can 
disoun matteis, in a summary way, with a fair pretext; 
though I nearly had one yesteniay, but he evaded by 
—what was judged by others—a satisfactory ejqilaoation. 
I speak of circwkrfws—against whom I have no enmity, 
though I must, act according to the common code of usage, 
when 1 hit upon those of tlie serious order. 

“Now for other matters—Poesy, for instance. Leigh 
Hunt’s poem is a devilish good one—qumnt, here and there, 
but with the substratum of originality, and with poetry 
about it that will stand the test. ] do not say this because 
he has inscribed it to me, winch I am sorry for, as I should 
otherwise have begged you to review it in the Edinburgh. 
'It is reaQy deserving ^ much praise, and a favouralilt 
crit^uo ui the E. R. would but do it justice, and set H up 
before the pubUc eye where it ought to be. 

“How are you? and where ? I have not the most distant 
idea what I am going to do mymdf, or with myself^ 
where—or what. I had, a few weeks ogo^ some things to 
say, that would have made you lough; but tliey tell me 
now that 1 must not laugh, and so I have been very serious 
—and am. 

* 1 have not been very well—witli a Uver complaint—but 
am much better within the last fortnight, though stiU uiuier 
iatrical advice. 1 have latterly seen a little of * 

“ I must go and dress to dine. My little girl is in the 
country, and, they tell me, is a very fine child, and now 
nearly three months old. Lady Noel (my mother-in-law, 
or rattier, law) is at present overlooking it. Her daughter 
(Miss Milbanko that was) is, 1 believe, ui London witti 
ler father. A Mrs. Charlmont,* (now a kiml of house¬ 
keeper and spy of Lady N.’s) who, in her better days, was 
a waslierwoman, is 8Up|K>se4 to be—by ttie learned—very 
imich ttie occult cause of our late domeauc discrepancies. 

* In all this business, 1 am the sorriest for Sir Ralph. 

He and 1 are equally punished, though magis pares quern 
tirniks in our af^tiun. Yet it is hard for botti to suffer 
for the fault of one, and so it is—I shall bo separated from 
toy wife; he will retain his. “ Ever, &c." 

LETTER CCXC. 

TO MR. HUNT. 

“Feb. 26,1816. 

“DCAm HUNT, 

“Your letter would have been answered before, had I 
not thought it probable ttiat, as you were in town fora day 
or so, I f^ould have seen you1 do n’t mean this as a hint 
at reproach for not calling, but. mcrt'ly that of course T 
should have been very glad if you had called m your way 
liume or abroa<l, as I always would liave been, and always 
«»hall be. With regard to the circumstances to which you 
allude, there is no reason why you should not speak openly 
to me mi a aub^t already sufficiently rife in the mouths 
and nunds of what is called * the woikl.’ OC the ‘fifty re¬ 
ports,* it follows that forty-nine must have more or less 
error and exaggeration; but 1 am sorry to say, that on the 
main and essential point of an intended ^ 

uevkable separatkm, I can contradict none. At present 1 
^lall say no but ttiis is not fitan want of confidence; 
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in the mean time 1 shall merely request a suspension of 
opinion. Your prefatory letter to ‘Rimini’ 1 accepted as 
it was meant, as a pubhc comptimont and a private kind¬ 
ness. 1 am rniiy sorry that it may poriiaps operate against 
you as an inducement, and, with some, a pretext for attack 
on the part the political and personal enemies of'•both; 
not that this can be of much consequence, for in the end 
the work must be judged by its merits m tiiat respect, 
you are well armed. Murray tells me it is g<dng on well, 
and, you may depend upon it, there is a sul»tratum of 
poetry, which is a foundation for solid and durable fame. 
The objections (if there be objections, for this is a pre¬ 
sumption, and not an assumption) will be merely as to the 
mechanical part, and such, as 1 stated before, the usual 
consequences of either novelty or revival. I desired Mur¬ 
ray to forward to you a pamphlet witti two things of mine 
in it, the inr^t part (^both d* them, and of one in pailicular, 
wriUai befuro others of my composing, which have preceded 
tliem in pubHcatim; they are neither of them of much 
preteittion, nor intcuxled for it. You will perhaps wonder 
at my dwelling so much and so frequently on former sub¬ 
jects and scenes; but the fact is, ttiat I found tiicm fading 
fast from my memory; and I was, at the same time, so 
partial to (iieir pfacc, (and events amncctcd with it,) that 
) have stamped thorn while 1 could, in such colours as I 
could tnist to now, but might have confused and misappbed 
hereafter, had 1 longer delayed tho attempted delineation.” 


LETTER CCXCI. 

TO MR. MOORS. 

“March 8,1816. 

“I rejoice in your promotion as Chairman and Cliari- 
table Steward, &c. &c. These lie dignities wliich await 
only the virUious. But then, recollect, you are sia'-ond- 
tMrty, (I sfteak tliis enviously—not of your age, but the 
* honour—love—obtxlicnco—troops of friends,’ which ac¬ 
company it,) and 1 have eight years giiod to run before I 
arrive at such hoary [lerfcctiou; which tiuH!,—^if J am at 
all,—it will probably be in a state (rf* grace or progressing 
I merits. 

*I must set you right in one point, however. The fault 
was n<rf—no, nor even ttie misfortmu*,—in my ‘choice* 
(tmless in choosing at ail)—(or 1 do not believe, and I must 
say it, in the very dregs of all this bitter busimnss, that there 
ever was a better, or even a brighter, a kinder, or a more 
amiable and agreeable being tliau Lady B. 1 never had, 
nor can have, any reproach to moke her, while witti me. 
Where there is blame, it belongs to myself; and, if I cannot 
redeem, I must bear it. 

“Her nearest relatives arc a * * * *—my circumstances 
have been and are in a state of great confusion—my heakh 
has been a good deal disordered, and my mind ill at ease 
for a considerable poriixl. Such are the causes (I do not 
name them as excuses) which have freqjicntly driven me 
into excess, and disqualified my temper for comfort. Somo- 
thing also may l>e attributed to the strange and desultory 
iiabits which, becoming my own master at an early age, 
and scrambling aixmt, over and tlirough ttio world, may 
have induced. I still, however, ttiink ttiat, if I bad had a 
fair chatico, by being placed in even a tolerahlo shuaiiot^,! 
might have gone on fairly. But tliat seems hopeless and 
tlierc is nothing more to be said. At present—except my 
Jicalth, which is heller (it is odd,but agitation or contested 
any kind gives a rebound to my spirits and sets me up for 
the time)—have to battle with all kinds of unpleasant¬ 
nesses, including private and pecuniary difficulties, &c. &c. 

“I believe I may have said this before to you,—but I 
risk repeating it It is nottiing to bear the privations of 
adversity, or, more properly, ill fortune; but my pride recoijs 
from its in/Ugmtuis. However, 1 have no quarrel with that 
same prkle, which wU^ I think, buckler me %ough every 
thing. If my heart cculd have been broken, it wc^d have 
been so years ago, and by ovoDts more afflicting than tttese 
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*1 a^e with you (to tum from this topic to our shop) 
that I iiave written too much. The last thin^ were, how¬ 
ever, published very reluctantly by me, and for reas^ons I 
will explain when we meet. I know not why I have dwelt 
BO much on the same scenes, except that I tind them fading, 
or confusing (if such a word may be) in my memory, in 
tile midst of present turbulence and pressure, and I fell 
anxious to stamp before the die was worn out. I now 
break it. With those countries, and events connct;ied with 
them, all ray really poetical feeling begin and end. Were 
I to try, 1 could make noUiing of any other subject, and 
that I have apparently exhausted. ‘Wo to him,’ says 
Voltaire, ‘who says all he could say on any 8 ubje<!t,’ 
^There are some on which, perhaps, I could have said still 
more: but I leave them all, and not too soon. 

“Do you remember the lines 1 sent you early last year, 
which you still have? Ido n’t wish (lUte Mr. Fitzgerald, 
in the Morning Post) to claim the character of ‘ Vates’ in 
<ill its translations; but were they rK>i a little prophetic? I 
mean Uiose boginiiing ‘ There's not a joy the world can,’* 
&c. on which 1 rather pi(}iie myself as being Uic truest, 
though tlit 5 tn»jst meluiK:holy, I ever wrote. 

* What a scrawl have I sent you! You say nothing of 
yonrsrltj except that you are a Lancasterian churchwarden, 
and un t'ncourager of mendicants. When are you out ? 
and how Ls your family? My child is very well and 
tlourishing, I hear; but 1 must see also. J fet;! no <hs|>osi- 
li<jn to resign it to tht^ iionfagion of its grandmoUier’s society, 
thougi) I am unwilling to take it from the mother. It is 
weam*d, however, and something about it must be decided. 

“Ever, &c.” 

f'l'he letter that follows was in answer to one received 
from Mr. Murray, in which he had enclosed him a draft 
for a thoUMual guineas for lla* copyright of his two Poems, 
the Siege of Corinth and Parisiiia.] 

LETTER CCXCII. 

TO MK. MIJRKAY. 

•Jan. 2,1816. 

•Your off<T IS lifHTul in the extreme, (you see 1 us<t the 
word to you and «/*you, though 1 would not consent to your 
using it of yourself to Mr. * *• * *^'^ and mueh more than 
tlie two i^oems can possibly be wort!); but J cannot accept 
it, nor will not. You are most w elcome to tliem as ackU* 
lions to tlie colUteted volumes, witliuut any demand or 
cxp<jetation on my part whattwer. But 1 cannot const'iit 
to their separate publication. 1 do not like to risk any 
fame (whether merited or not) which 1 have been favoured 
witli, U|K 3 n compt) 8 itioas which I do nt>t feel to be at all 
equal to my own notions of what they slKuild he, (and as 
I flatter myatjlf some fuivc 6 ccn, here and there,) though 
they may do very well os things witliout ))retcnsiun, to odd 
to publication with tlic lighter pieces. 

“1 am very gla(^«t]iat the handwriting was a favourable 
omen cf the morale the. piece: but you must not trust to 
that, for my copyist would write out any thing T desired in 
%II tlie ignorance of innocence—I hope, however, in this 
instance, with no great peril to eith(4. 

“P. S. I have cncl<Mied your draft frirn, for fear td* acej- 
dgnfi by the way —1 wish you woul<) not throw temptation 
in mine. It is not. from n tlisduin of the universe idol, not 
from a present superfluity of his treasures, 1 ('an assure 
you, that I refuse to worship him; but what is riglit is right, 
and must not yield to circumstances.” 

LETTER eexem. 

TO MR. ROGRKS. 

« Feb. 20,1816. 

*I wrote to 3 g>u hastily this morning by Murray, to say 


that I was glad to do as Maduntmih and you suggested 
about Mr. * It occurs to me now, that as I have never 
Mr. * but once, otid consequently have no claim to 
his acquaintance, that you or Sir J. had better arrange it 
with him in such a manner as may be least oflensive to lus 
feelings, and so as nut to have the appearance of ofheious- 
iiess nor obtrusion on my part. I hope you w ill be able to 
. do this, as 1 should be very sorry to do any thing by him 
I that may be deemed indelicate. The sum Murray offered 
and c^ers was and is one thousami and flfty pounds: Uiis 
1 refused before, bt^causc 1 thcxight if mor(' than the two 
things were worth to Murray, and from other obje<'.tion 5 , 
which are of no consequence. I have, however, closed 
witJi M. in consequcince of Sir J.’s and your suggesticsi, 
Olid propose tlie sum of six Iiundrcd pounds to he tnins- 
I ftrrred to Mr. * in suc'h manner as may seem best to 
I your friend,—the remainder I think of for oUier purp<^es. 

“As Murray has olfer<id the money down for tlie copy¬ 
rights, it may be done directly, i am ready to sign and 
seal imtnedialeiy, and |H'rhap>< it had belter not be delayed. 
I shall feel very glad if it can he of any use to * ♦ ; only 
do n't let him be plagued, nor think himself obliged and ail 
that, which niuk('s |K O]ile hate one anotiier, &c. 

“ Yours, very truly, “ B.” 


LETTER CCXCIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Feb. 22,1816. 

“ When the sum <»ffered by you, and even pressed by 
ytsi, was dceiiiK'd, it was with reference to a separate 
publication, as you know and 1 know, 'i'liat it was large, 
1 adiiulted niid admit; and t/uU made part of my conside¬ 
ration in refusing it, till I knew belter what you were likely 
to make of it. Witli regard to what is past, or is to pass, 
about Mr. the case is in no respect different from tha 
transfer of former copyrights to Mr. I )uliaH. Had I taken 
you at your word, that is, taken your nMuiey, 1 miglit have 
used it OH 1 pleased; and it could he in no respect different 
to you whether I paid it to a w—, or a liospital, or assisted 
a man of talent in distress. The truth of tlie matter 
I'ems tins: you oillred more than the poems are worth. 
1 said so, and 1 t/iink so; Init you know, or at least ought to 
know, your own business best; and when you rt^liect 
w'hat passed between yon and iiio upon pecuniary subjects 
before this or<Mirred, y(»u w ill acijuit me of any wish to tsite 
advantage of your niipriideiieo. 

“The tilings in question shall not be publinhcd at all,and 
there is an end of the matter. “Yours, 


LETTER CCX<;V. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“March 6,1816. 

t ♦ 4: 

“ I sent to you to-day for this reason—tlie books y<Hi 
purchased are again seized, and, us mailers stand, had much 
better l»e sold at once by public auctiou. 1 wish to see 
you, to return your bill for th(uu; wliich, tliank God, is 
neither due nor paid. 7Viaf part, as fur as you are con¬ 
cerned, being settled, (which it can lie, and shall be, when 
I see you to-morrow,) 1 have no further delicacy about the 
matter. This is about tlie Icntli execution in as many 
nicMitlis; so 1 am pretty well iiardened; but it is iit 1 aliould 
fiay the forfeit of my forefatlier’s extravagance and ray 
own; and whatever my faults may lie, L suppose they will 
be pretty wcU expiated in time—w eternity. 

“Ever, &c. 

“ P. S. I need liardly say that I knew nothing till tins 
day of tlie new seizuri, I had released them frwn former 
(Hies, and thought, when ywj toedt diom, tliat they wore 
yours. 

“ You siiaS Uavc your bill again to-morrow/ 


r.ittus, i». ist. 
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LETTER CCXCVI. 

TO MR. MORRAY, 

“Feb. 3,1816. 

*I sent for‘Marmion,* I return, because it occurred 

to there might be a i^semblancC between part of ‘ Pa- 
rit^a’ and a similar scene in Canto 2 of‘Manuion.^ 1 fear 
there is, though 1 never tliought of it before, and could hardly 
wish to imitate that which is inimitable. 1 wish you would 
mde Mr. Gifford whether 1 ought to say any thing upon it; 
*-•1 had completed the stoy on tlie passage from Gibbon, 
which indeed leads to a iko scene naturally, without a 
thought of the kind: but it comes ^)on me not very com¬ 
fortably. 

“There are a few words and phrases I want to dtor in 
the MS. and sliould like to do it before you print, and will 
return it in on hour. “Yours ever." 


LETTER CCXCVU. 

TO MR. MUUIIAY. 

« Feb. 20,1816. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

•To return to <?wr business—your epistles are vastly 
agreeable. Widi regard to tlie observalioits on careless- 
u ness, &c. I think, with all hinnilily, that the gentle r(.‘ader 
has considered a rather uiicununun, and designedly irregu¬ 
lar, veraffication for haste mid negligence. 'I'lic nieasiin' 
is not that of any of the other poems, which (1 beUuvc) 
were allowed to W tolerably correct, acconliiig to Bysshe 
and the fingers—or cars—by which bards write, and n'aders 
reckon. Great part i£ tlu^ ‘Siege' is in (1 think) what the 
learned call<xi Anapests, (tliougli 1 am not sure, being 
heinously forgetful of my metros and niy * Gradus\) an<l 
many of tlK^ lines intentionally longer or shorter them its 
rhyming companion; and rhyme also occurring at greater 
or less intervals of caprice or convenience. 

•I mean not to say liiat Uiis is right or good, but merely 
fiiat 1 could liave been smooUirr, hod it up|)cared to me 
advantage; and that 1 was not oiliiTwise wiihout being 
aware of the deviation, tliough 1 now sorry for it, as 1 
would undoubtedly ratlier please tiiuri not. My wit^ has 
been to try at something difl'erent from my former efibrts; 
as I endeavoured to make them ditfer from each other. 
Tlie versification of the ‘Corsair’ is not that of‘Lara;’ nor 
the ‘Giaour^ that of die ‘Bride:’ ‘Childc Harold’ ts again 
varied from these; and I strove to vary the last soinewliat 
frtmi all of the olliers. 

■“Excuse dl this d—d nonsense and egotism. The fact 
is, tltat 1 am rather trying to think on the subject of tills 
note, dian really tliinking on it.—I did not know you had 
caU(^: you are always admitted and welcome when you 
clioose. “ Y ours, &c. Sic. 

“f’. S, You need nut he in any ap]irohensioii tir grief on 
my account: were 1 to be beaten down by the world and 
its mheriUMVi, I idiould have succumbixl to many tilings 
years ago. You must not misnike my not bullying for 
dejection; nor imagine tliat because 1 feel, 1 am to faint:— 
but enough for the present. 

“ I am sorry for Sotheby’s row. What the devil is it 
about? I thought it all settled; and if 1 can do any tiling 
about him or Ivan still, 1 am ready and willing. 1 do not 
think it ^iroper for mejast now to be much beliind the 
sceneis, but I will see the committee and move upon it, if 
Botheby likes. 

•If you see Mr. Sotlieby, will you tell him that I wrote 
to Mr. Coleridge, on getting Mr. Sotlieby’s note, and have, 
I Ik^ done what Mr. S. wished on that subject?" 


LETTER CCXCVni. 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

“March 25,1816. 

•You are oae of the few persons witli whom 1 have lived 


in what is called intimacy, and have licard me at times 
conversing on tlic luitoward io|)ic cd* my recent family 
dbiquicitudcs. Will you have tliu goodness to say U> me at 
I once, whctiier you ever heard me S{>eak of her witli dis- 
I respect, vvitli utikinduei!«, or deiendiug myself at her expense 
by any serious imputatiun of any description against her? 
l3id you never hear me say, ‘that wiicii there was a right 
or a wrong, she liad the rig/rf/’—The reason 1 put tlicse 
questions to you or otliers of my friends is, because I am 
said, by her and hers, to liave resorted to such means of 
exculpation. “Ever very truly yours, “ B." 


LETTER CCXCIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Oucliy, near Lausanne, Juno 27,1816. 

“lam thus far (kepi by stress of weather) on iny way 
back to Diodati, (near Geneva,) from a voyagt; in my boat 
round the lake; and I enclose you a sprig of Gibbons 
acada and some rose leaves from liis gard«-n, whidi, willi 
j)urt his house, I have just seen. You will find honour¬ 
able mcniion, in his Life, made of tills ‘acacia,’ wlieri he 
walked out on tlic iiiglil of concluding his lilstory. The 
garden and munmer lumscf where he composed, are no- 
elected, and the lost uflcrly decayed; but they still show it 
as his ‘cabinet,’ and seem iierfectJy aware of Ills memory. 

“My route, Ihrough FlaiidcTS, and by tlie Kliine, to Swit¬ 
zerland, was all 1 expected and more. 

“1 have traversed all Rousseau’s ground, with die Heloiso 
before me, and ura struck to a degree tliat 1 r annot (xpress 
witli tlie firce and accurac^y of' his descriptions, and tho 
beauty of their reality. Meillerie, (.Marcus, and Vevay, and 
tlie Chateau do Gbilloii, are places of whicli I shall say 
little,because all I could say must fall sliorl of tlio impres¬ 
sions tliey stamp.'*' 

“ Three days ago, we were nearly wrecked in a squall 
off Meillerie, and driven to shore. I ran no risk, being 
BO near the rocks, and a good swimmer; but our party 
were wet, and inconimcKled a good deal. The wind was 
strong ('nough to blow down some trees, as wc found at 
landing; however, all is righted and right, and we arc tlius 
far on our return. 

“Dr. Polidori is not here, but at Diodati, left behind in 
tlie hospital with a sprained ankle, whicli he acquired in 
tumbling from a wall—he can’t juinf). 

“I Khali he glad to hear you are well, and have received 
for mo certain liclins and swiirds, sent from Waterloo, 
wlmh 1 rode over W’ith pain and pleasure. 

“I have finished a third Canto of Childc Harold, (con¬ 
sisting of one hundred an<l aevcntcen stanzas,) longer llian 
lither o( the two former, and in some parts, it may be, 
lictter; but of course on that 1 cannot determine. 1 shal! 
send it by the first safe-looking opportunity. 

“Ever,&c." 

4 

LETTER CCC. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ DIhdafi, near Geneva, July 22,1816. 

“I wrote to you a few weeks ago, and Dr. Polidori 
received your letter; but the packet has not mculC 
appearance, nor tho epistle, of which you gave nodes 
therein. I enclose you an advertisement,! which was 
cofiied by Dr. Polidori, and which i^ipears to be about the 
mof^ impudent imposition that ever issued from Gruh- 
street. 1 neeil hardly say Uiat 1 know nothing of all this 

* notoa to Sd C«nlo of Cliildc Harold. 

t The foUowiiiB wnn ilit' uilviTUs^metit rnclowd : 

Neally priiiltMl anriliot-preeBri], 2ii.S(I. 

r.ord Bri*ou ’» Ferewf jl u Kii,ii.iiKi, h ith Uiree uthtir poama—0d« to 
St. Helena, to .My JMuslUer nn liei* Mirtlidny, am) to tlie Liij of Franca. 

*' Priiilnl hy J. .lolinstou. Cbeapaide, S. 

The above liuautiful will Iw read witli the rooal lively intoraat, 
aa it ia nnthahle they will be the insi of Uie autbor’a that will np(<tar iu 
Englaua.”—(They were wriUea by a Mt. John . 
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trash, IK» whence it may springy—^Odes to St. Helena,— navigated tl»e Lake, and go to Chamouni with the first fair 
* Farewells to England,’ &c. &c.—and if it can be dis» vvoaiher; but really w e have had lately such stupid mists, 
avowed, or is wortli disavowing, you have full authority h fogs, and jKjrpc^iual density, that one would think Oastlo- 
do so. I never wrote, nor conceived, a line on any thia reagh had tlie Ft»rcigu Aflairs of the kingdom of Heaven 
of the kind, any more tlian of two other things with whici; also on ids hands. I need say ni>ihiiig to you td* tliese 
I was saddled-^omething about ’ Gad,’ and another about parts, you having traversed them already. I do not think 
‘Mw. La Valette;’andasto the‘Lily ofFrance,’I shouli of Italy before Septenilwr. I have read Glenarvon, and 


as soon tltink of celebrating a turnip. ‘ On the morning o 
my daughter’s birth,' I h^ other things to think of tLin 
verses; and should never have dreameti tjf such an inven¬ 
tion, till Mr. Jdiaston and ids pamjildct’s udvertisemcn 
broke in upon me willi a new light on tho crafts and subtle' 
tics of the demon of printing,—or ratlier publishing. 

^ ‘‘I did hi^ie that some succeeding lie would have super¬ 
seded tho thousand and one wluch wore accunuilated 
during last winter. I can ibrgivc whatever may be said of 
or against me, but nut what they make mo say or sing for 
myself. It is enough to answer for what J have written 
but it wore too mucli fur Job himself to bear what one has 
not. 1 suspect llmt when the Arab patriarch wished Uiai 
his 'enemy had written a buck,’ he did not anticipate his 
o^vnnarnc on the title-page. Ifocl quite as much bored 
with this foolery as it deserves, and more than I should be 
if I had not a headach. 

*Uf Glenarvon,* Madame de Stael told me (ten days 
ago, at Gopet) inarvcilons and grievous things; but 1 havi 
seen nothing of it but the nioltu, which promises amiably 
‘for us and for our tragedy.’ If such be the posy, what 
should lh»} riiig bo?—a name toallsu(!ccccliijg,‘''j &<*. 'I’bi^ 
generous moment selected for the publication is probably 
its kiiub’sf accompaniineiit, and—truth to say—the time 
VHix well chosen. 1 have not even a guess at the contents, 
except from llic very vague acconuls 1 have heard. 

****** 

“I ouglit to be ashainiH.1 of the egotism of tliis letter. It 
is not niy fault altogetlier, and I sliali be but t(K> happy to 
drop Uie subject, wlu'H others will allow mo. 

“1 am in tolcrdhle plight, and in my last letter told you 
what 1 had done in the way of all rhyiiic. 1 trust Uiat you 
prosper, and that your authors are in go<Kl condition, i 
should suppose your stud has receivt^d some increase by 
what I hear. BertramJ nmst be a gootl horse; does he 
run next meeting? I hope you will heat die Row. 

“ Your.s alway, &c.” 


LETTER CCCI. 

TO iiJl. nOGKAS. 

“Oiodafi, near Geneva, July 29,1816. 

® Do you recollect a book, Mathieson’s Letters, which 
you lent me, whicli 1 have still, and yet hope to return to 
your library? Well, T liave encountered at C(^)et and 
el8<jwhcre Gray’s corresfMuidcnt, lliat same Boiistettcn, to 
whom 1 lent th(^ trai^Salion r»f his corre8iM)ndenl’s tjpistles 
for a few days; but all he could reintunber of Gray amounts 
to little, except that he was the most ‘melancholy and 
gcfitlcmanlike’ of alt possible poets. Bonstetten himself is 
a fine and very lively old man, and mich esteemed by his 
compatriots; he is dso a littSrateur ^ood repute, and tdJ 
his jriflbds have a mania of addressing to liini volumes cjf 
letters—Matljioson, Muller tlie historian, &e. &c. He is 
a good deal at Copel, where 1 have met Iiim a few times. 
All there are well, except Rocca, who, I am sorry to say, 
looks in a very bad state of health. Schlegel is in higli 
force, and Madame as brilliant as ever. 

“1 came hero by the Netlierlands and tlie Rhine route, 
and Basle, Berne, Morat, and Lausanne. I have circum- 


* A N^el, by Lsdj Caroline I^anib: Lcm:^ Byrcm, uuder another nanu;, 
VM (Hie of iu prineijial charBCteia. 

t The motto it>— « 

^ H« left a name to all sueceediuc timea, 

‘jink'd with one virtue aiul a taoueaud crime*.'* 

*Matui1n’a Trafcdy 


have also seen Ben. Constant’s Adolphe, ajid his preface, 
denying the real ficoplc. It is a work which leaves an 
unpleasant impression, but very consistent with the conse¬ 
quences of not being in love, wluch is perhaps as disagree¬ 
able as any tiling, exerpl being so. 1 doubt, however, 
whetlier ail such lietis (as h<* calls them) terminate so 
wretchedly as his hero and heroine’s. 

“ There is a Uiird Canto (a longer than either of the 
f >rmcr) of Childu Harold finished, anti some smaller things, 
*~among tliem a story on tho Chateau dc Chillon; 1 only 
vait a good opportunity to transmit them to the grand 
Murray, who, I hope, flourishes. Where is Moore ? Why 
is ho not out? My love to him, and iny perfect conside¬ 
ration and remembrances to all, particularly to Lord and 
Lady Holland, and to your Dutchess of Somerset. 

“Ever, &c. 

“P. S. I send you a fac simile, a note of Bonstetten’% 
tliinking you might like to sec the hand Gray’s corr»* 
sjwjndent.” 


LETTER CCCIL 

TO MA. MURllAY. 

“Diodati, Sept. 29, 18X6. 

“1 am wry muc.li flattered by Mr. GiflJird’s good (^itnion 
)f the MSS.* and shall be still mwe so, if it answers yom 
exfiectations and jiistitie-s his kindness. I liked it myself 
' 111 . tliat must go for nothing. The feelings with whicli 
lost of it WtLs written need imM be envied me. With 
•(‘gard to the price, I fixed none, but IcfV it to Mr. Kiniiaird, 
Mr. Shtjlley, and yourself^ to arrange. Of course, they 
would do tlieir best; and as to yourscMj I knew vou would 
make no dilliculties. But I agree with Mr, Kinnaird 
crfcclly, that iJm concluding jJw should be only 

; and for my own sake, 1 wish it to he adde^ 
'Illy in case of your selling a certain number, that numl)€r 
.0 be fixed by yourself. I iiope this is fair. In every thing 
>f this kitid there must be nsk; and till that be past, in one 
way or the other, T would not willingly add to it, particularly 
I times like the prestmt. And pray always recollect that 
lOthing could mortify me more—no failure on my owm part 
—than having matl(5 you lose by any purchase frewn me. 

“7'he Alonodyl was written by refpicstofMr. Kinnaird 
ir tlic tlioatrc. I did as well as I could; but where I have 
lot my choice., 1 pret«.‘nd to answer for nothing. Mr. 
lobhouse and m^'self arc; just returned from a journey of 
ikes and mountains. We have been to the Grindelwald, 
.nd the .fungfrau, and stood on the summit of the Wengen 
A.lp; and seen torrents of nine hundred feet in fall, and 
jaciers of all dimensions; we have heard shepherd's pipes, 
nd avalanches, and looked on the clouds foaming up {rom 
he valleys below us, tike the spray of the ocean of hell.|; 
/haniouni, and that which it inherits, we saw a month 
ago; but, though Mont Blanc is higher, it is not equal in 
vildness tt> tlie Jungfrau, tho Eiglters, the Shreckhom, and 
ho Rose Glaciers. 

“We set ofi* for Italy next week. The road Is within 
liis month infested with bandits, but we must tidee our 
:hancc and sucli [irecauUous as are requisite. 

“ Ever, &c. 

“P. S. My best remembrances to Mr. Giflbrd. Pray 
>ay all tliat can l>e said from me to him. 

“1 am sorry that Mr. Maturin did not like Phillips 
lictiire. 1 tiiought it was reckoned a good one. Ifhe had 

* CbUtlr ilarold) 3d Canto, 
t On the deaib of Sheridan, Foeroe, p. 180. 
j SeeVourBs) bt SwitterlBod, Sept. 
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iMKle 8ie speech on the original, perhaps he would have 
been more readily forgiven by the proprietor nod the 
painter af the portrait." ♦ ♦ ♦ 

LETTER CCCni. 

TO MS. UCrSKAir. 

“Diodati, Sept. SO, 1816. 

*1 answered your obliging letters yesterday: to-day the 
Monody* arrived with its litie-page, which is, I presume, 
a separate publication, ‘ Tbe request of a friend i— 

' ObU|^d by hunger and rcqueat friends.' 

I iwB request you to expunge that same, unleiK you ]»lea8e 
to add, * by a person of quality’ or ‘ of wit and honour abmit 
town.’ Merely say, ‘ written to be spoken at Dmry-Iane.’ 
To-morrow I dine at Copet. Saturday I strike tents for 
Italy. This evening, on the lake in my boat with Mr, 
Ho^ouse, tlie polo which sustains the mainsail slippctl in 
tacking, and struck me so violently on one of my legs, (the 
toorsl, luckily,) as to make mo do a fooEsh thing, viz. to 
—a downright swoon; tlie thing must have jarred 
Bomo nerve nr other, for the l>ono is not injured, and hardly 
painful, (it .is six hours since,) and cost Mr. Hohhow«o 
some apprehension and much sprinkling water to re¬ 
cover me. Tlie sensation was a vciy t^d one: I never 
had but two suf^h bef ire, once from a cut on tiie head from 
a stone, several years ago^ and once (long ago also) in 
falling into a great wrcatli of snow;—a sort of gray giddi¬ 
ness first, then nothingness and a total loss of momury on 
beginning to recover. The last part is not disagreeable, 
if one did not find it a^tin. 

* You want the original MSS. Mr. Davies has the first 
fair copy in my own hand, and 1 have the rough composition 
here, and will send or save it for you, since you wish it. 

* With regard to your now Utorary jiroject, if any thing 

faks in the way whi<A will, to the best of my judgment, suit 
you, 1 will send you what I can. At present 1 must lay 
by a little, having pretty well cxliaustcd myswilf in what I 
have sent y<xi. Italy or Dalmatia and another summer 
may, or may not, set me otf again. I have no plans, and 
am nearly as inddlerent what may come as where I go. I 
shall take Felicia Hemans’ Restoration^ &c. with me; it i 
is a good poem*—very. I 

“Pray repeat my best tlianks and remembrances to Mr. 
GiHbrd for di liis trouble and good-nature toward me. 

“Do not fancy me laid up, from tlie beginning of this 
scrawl. I tell you die accident fa* want erf* better to say; 
but it is over, and 1 am <mly w<mdering what the deuce 
was the matter with me. 

“I have lately been over all the Bernese Alps and their 
lakes. I think many of the scenes (some of which were 
not (h(»e usually freNiuonted by the Knglitdi) finer than 
Chamouni, which 1 visited some time before. I have been 
to Ciarens again, and crc^>ed the mountains behind it: of 
this tour I kept a short journal! for my sister, which I sent 
yMterday in three letters. It is not for perusal; but if 
you tike to hear about the romantic part, she will, I dare 
say, show you what touches upmi the rodss, &c. 

“Chiistabel—'1 won’t have any one sneer at Christabel: 
it is a fine wild poem. 

« He « l|( 

“Madame de Sta^l wi^es to see the Antkiuuy, and 1 
am g<»ng to take it to her to-morrow. She lias made 
Copot as agreeable as society and talent can make any 
place on earth. “Yours ever, “N.” 

LETTER CCCIV, 

TO sen. MVKRAY. 

“Diodati,Oct.fi,I816. 

“Save mo a copy of ^Buck’s Richard III.’ re^blished 


by Longman; but do not send out more books—I have tc 
many. 

“ The 'Monody' is in too many paragraphs, whidi mak 
it unintdligible to me; if any one ebc undersuinds it in tl 
present form, they are wiser; however, as it cannot 1 
reclibed till my return, and has been already publiahc 
even publish it on in tho ceJlection—it will fill up the pb* 
of the omitted epistle, 

“Strike out ‘by request of a friend,’ which is sad tr*"- 
and must have been done to make it ridiculous. 

“Be careful in the printing the slaraas beginning 
‘ Though Uie day of my dettioy ’i,‘ Ac,* 
which I think woU of as a com{K>siU(Mi. 

“‘The Antiquary’ is not tlie best of the three, but mu 
above aU the last twenty years, saving its elder broUiei 
Holcroft's Memoirs arc valuabie, as showing tho strong 
of endurance in the man, which is wor'h mwe than ail t 
talent in die world. 

“And so you have been publishing ‘Margaret of Anji 
and an Assyrian tale, and refusing W. W.’s W alerloo, b 
the *Huo ami Cry.’ I know not which most to admi 
your rejections or acr:eptanccB, I believe that prose 
after all, tlie most reputable; for certes, if one could fores 
—but t won’t go on—that Is, with this sentence; but poet 
Is, 1 fear, incurable. God help me! if 1 )ir(x;eed in (1 
scribbling, I shall have frittered away my mind before 1 r 
tliirty; but it is at limes a real relief to me. For the pi 
sent—good evening.” 


LETTER CCeV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Martigny, Oct. 9,1816. 

* Thus far on my way to Italy. We have just pass 
Uie ‘Pisse Vache’ (one of the first torents in Switzerlan 
in time to riew tlie iris which tho sun flings along it befi 
noon. 

“I have written to you twice lately, Mr, Davies 
hear, is arrived. Ho brings the original MS. which y 
wished to see. Recollect that the printing is to be frt 
that whicli Mr. Shelley brought; and recollect also, tl 
the concluding stanzas o( Cliildo Hamid (those to 
dmgfUer) vriiich 1 had not made up my mind whether 
pubbsh or not when they vierc jirst written, (a.s you w21 f 
narked on the margin the first copy,) I had (and ha*, 
fully determined to publiidi widi the rest of tlie Canto, 
in the ccqiy which you received by Mr. Shelley, befor* 
sent it to England. 

“Our weather is very fine, whwh is more than the su 
mer has been.—At Milan I shall expect to hear from y 
Address either to Milan, posic restante, or by way of ( 
neva, to tlie care of Monsr. Ilentsch, Banquier. 1 w 
these few lines in case my other letter should not re: 
you; I trust one of them will. 

“P. S. My best respects and r^wds to Mr. Qiffc 
Will you toll him, it may |>crha{» be as well to put a ah 
note to Uiat part relating to Clarens^ merely to say, that 
course tho description does not refer to that particidar: 
so much as to tlmacommand cdT scenery round it? I 
not know that tlds is necessary, and leave it to Mr. ( 
choice, as my editor,—if he will aikiw mo to call hiiti st 
this distance.” 


LETTER CCCVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Milan, Oct. 16,18I( 
“I hear that Mr. Davies has arrived in England,- 
that of some letters, &c. committed to hi."i care by ■< 
Hobhouse, only Ao/fhave boon delivered. This iittnUigv 
naturally makes me feel a little ajuhius fer mme^ 
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uncng them for the MS. which I wished to have compared 
with the one sent by me through the Iiands of Mr. Shelley. 
I trust that U has arrived aafelyy—and indeed^not less so^ 
that some little crystals, &c. from Mont Blanc, for my 
daughter and my nieces, have reached tlieir address. Pray 
have 4he goodm^ to ascertain from Mr. Davies Uiat no 
accident (by custom-house or loss) has befallen tliein, and 
satisfy me on this p<Mnt at your earliest convenience. 

“ If I recollect rightly, you told me that Mr. Gifford had 
kindly undertaken to correct the press (at my request) 
during my absence—at least 1 hope so. It will add to my 
many obligations to that gentleman. 

“I wrote to you, on my way here, a short note, dated 
‘ Martigny. Mr. llobhouse and myself arrived here a few 
uays ago, by the Simphm and Logo Maggiore route. Of 
course we visited the Borromeaii Islands, which are line, 
but too urtihctal. The Simplon is inagaifircnt in its na¬ 
ture and its art,—both God and man have done wonders, 
—to say nothing of tlie Devil, who must certainly have 
Jiad a hand (or a hoof) in sonie of the rts^ks ami ravines 
through md over which the works are carrii^d. 

‘‘Milan is striking—the cathedral superl). The city 
altogether reminds me of Seville, hut a little inf<*rior. AVe I 
liau ncard divers bruits, and to(»k pr<*caufions «»n the r(»a(i,' 
neai On frontier, against some ‘many worthy fiOlows (t. r. 
Iclons) that were out,* and had ransacked some pro- 
reding travelitirs, a few weeks ngo, m-ar Seslo,—or Cesto, 

I forj< ’ wiiich,—of casii ;uid raiment, besides jaitling tht in 
in Isxtily li'iar, and lodging alxait twenty slugs in the re- 
licntuig part ol‘a courier belonging to Mr. Hope. Hut 
w«; were not molested, ami, 1 do not tliink, in any (lunger, 
except of making mistakes in the way of coekijig and 
priming whenever we saw nn old h<>us(‘, or an ilUlooking 
liiickct, and now and tljcii suspecting lh<5 ‘true- men,’ who 
have very mnch the appearaiu^v of the thieves of other 
countries. What tlio thieves may look liice, X know no'., 
nor desire to know, for it seems they eoiite tt|w»n you in 
botUes of thirty (‘in buckram and Kendal green’) atatinu', 
so that voyagers have no great citanee. It is somtMhing 
like poor dear Turkey in dial respetrt, hut not so good, for 
tlierc you ran have as great a body ofrogiu-.s to match tlio 
ritgular banditti; hut here die geiis-d’arnies arc said It) ht^ 
no grirat things, and as ft)r one’s own p(‘uple, one can H carry 
them about, like Iiobin.son Crus(K‘, with a gun on cacli 
shoulder. 

“I have been to the J'^mbrosian library—it is a fnu 
collection—full of MSS. edited and unedited. I onelt^t 
you a list cffdie former recently ])ublished: Uitsc' are mat¬ 
ters for your literati. For me, in iny simple way, I haw? 
been most duliglitcd witli a corresfKnnlence of letters, all 
original and amatory, between iMcrctia Sorf^ta and Cttr- 
diiud jBenihoy preserved there. J liave f>ored over them and 
a lock her liair, die prettiest and fairest imaginable—1 
never saw fairer—and shall go repeatedly to read die 
epistles over and over; and if I can ditainsome of the hair 
by fair means, I shall try. I have already persuaded die 
librarian to promise me copies of die letters, and 1 hope ho 
jWill not disappoint me. They are short, but very simple, 
sweet, and to the purpose; there are some copies (^verses 
tn Spanish also by her; die tress (Holier Inur is lung, and 
I ^d befon*., beautiful. The Brera gallery of pmntiiigs 
Ifas soma line pictures, but notliiiig of a collection. Of 
painting 1 know nothing; but 1 like a Guercino—a picture* 
of Abndiam putting away Hagar and Isliinael—which 
seems to me natural and goodly. The Flemish school, 
such as I saw it in Flanders, I utterly detested, despised, 
and abhorred; it might be painting, but it was not nature; 
the Italian is pleasing, and their ideal very noble. 

”Tbe Italians 1 have encountered here are very intelli- 
gei\t and agreeable. In a few days I am to meet Monti. 
By-lhe-way, I have just heard an anecdote of Beccaria, 
..rho publishcdtfsuch admimbie things against the puiiisii- 
menr of death. As soon as his book was out, his servant 
*(ha^uij; i^ad it, I presume^) stole his watch; and his master, I 
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iNdiHe correcting the press (ff a second edition, did aS Im 
could to have him hanged by way of advertisement. 

“ I fiirgot to mention the triumphal arch begun by Na- 
polcon, as a gate to tliis city. It is unfinished, but the port 
com[)Ieled wortliy of another age and the same country. 
The society lioro is very oddly carried on,—at the theatre, 
and the theatre onlyf—which answers to our opera. People 
m^t there as at a rout, but in very small circles. Frcan 
Milan I shall go to Venice. If you write, write to Geneva, 
os bi^ore—tlie letter will be forwarded. * Yours ever.” 


LETTER CCCVII. 

TO MB. MUBBAr. 

•Milan, Nov. 1,1816. 

“ I have rt'ccnlly written to you rather frequently, but 
vviihouf any late answer. Mr. Hobhousc and myseff set 
ont for Venice in a few days; hut you had better still ad- 
dro.s-s to nil' at Mr. Henfech’s, Baiiquier, Geneva; he will 
tbrwjird your Iclfcrs. 

“I d«» not know wiiethcr T mentioned to you, some time 
ago, that I had porl<‘d w ith the Dr. Polidori a few weeks 
previous to my l(‘aving Diodati. 1 know no great harm of 
him; but he had an alacrity of getting into scrape?^ and was 
young and heedless; and having enough to attend to in 
my own concerns, and williotit lime to be.c<:»ne liis tutor, I 
iglit it mnch better to give him his cong^. He arrived 
at Milan stone weeks before Mr. Hohhousc and myself. 
About a v(!ek ago, in roiiHequence of a quarrel at the 
llieafn* with an Austrian offleor, in wliich ho was exceed¬ 
ingly in the wrong, he has contrived to get sent out of the 
tf-nitory, and is gone to Flnrcnct?. I was not present, the 
pit having been the scene of altercation; but on being sent 
(or from tin; Cavalier Bnnnc’s box, where I was quietly 
sinring at the ballet, I found th<^ man of medicine begirt 
wnli grontidu^rs, arrested by the guard, conveyed into tlie 
gnaid-nKiin, wlierc there was much swearing in several 
Inngnagi's. They iverc g(»iiig to keep Him there fiw d»a 
niglit; hut on my giving my name, and answering for his 
ajjporiLion next morning, ho was |>errmtted egress. Next 
(lay )io had an order from the government to be gone ia 
l\voniy-f»n)-hours, and accordingly gone he some days 
ago. \Vc did what we ciaild for him, but to no puriKise; 
and indeed he hrought it u|»on himself, as far as 1 could 
learn, lor I wa.s not present at the squabble itself. I bolieva 
this is the n^al .stale ofliis case; and I tell it you because I 
beiievff things .soumtimes reach you in England in a falsa 
or exaggerated form. Ve found Milan very [Kilite and 
hospitaiiie, and Iiave Uic same hojics of Vcroirn and Venice. 

I liave filled my paper. “Ever yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCVm. 

TO MR. MOOB£. 

“Verona, Nov. ^ 1816. 

“my pear MOORE, 

“ Your letter, written before my departure from EnglMkl, 
and addressed to me in liondon, only reached me recently, 
Sbice lliat perhxl, 1 have been over a |>ortion of that part 
)f Fiiirope which I had not already seen. About a month 
sinci', I crossed the Alps from Switzi^rland to Milan, 
which I leil a few days ago, and am thus far on my way to 
Venice, where I shall jirob^dy winter. Yesterday I was 
on tlie shores of the Benacus, with Imjuctifm afretmiu* 
Catullus’s Simiium has still its name and site, and is re* 
meinbered for his sake; but the very heavy autumnal roina 
and mists prevented our quitting our route (that is, Hob- 
house and mys<;l^ wlw arc at present voyaging together,) 
U.H it was better not to see it at all than to a great disad¬ 
vantage. 

“X ^od on Uie Benacus the same tradition of a ci^^ 
still visible in calm weather below the waters, wbicb you 
have preserved of Lough Neagh, ‘ When the clear, cold 
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«ve’s declining.* I do not know that it is authorized ))y 
records; but ^ey tell you such a story, and say that lh 
city was swallowed up by an eartliquakc. Wo niovctl 
toilay over the frentier to Voronsi, by a rood suspected 
of thieves—^ the wise mmyey it call,’—but witho\it mohista- 
tion. I shall remain here a day or two to "a[»c at the 
usual marvel»-~«mphitheatrc, painting and all that tini<! 
lax of travel—though Catullus, Claudiaii, an<l Sliakspcarc 
have done more for Verona than it ever did for itst‘!f. 
They stiB pretend to show, 1 behove, the Homb of all the 
Capuiots’—we sliall see. 

“Among many tilings at. Milan, one ph'ased me par¬ 
ticularly, viz. the corresponderwic (in the prettiest lovo 
Icltors in Uie world) of Lucretia Jkirgia with Cardinal 
Bembo, (who, you M^,maile a very good cardinal,) and u 
lock of her liair, and some Spanisii verses of liers,—tlic 
lock very fair and beautiftd. 1 took one sitigie hair of it 
as a relic, and wished sorely to got a copy of one or twu 
the letters; hut it is pnjhibited: Oud 1 don't mind; hut 
it was impratttieable; and sol only got s<mie of tlicin by 
heart. They arc kept in the Aitihrosiari Library, which 
I often visited to look them over—to tin* scandal •>f iIk*. 
librarian, who \vanl<‘d to cnligliton nu' withsundry valuable 
MSS. classical. phii<isop)iical, and pious. But 1 slick to 
tlic Pope's daughter, ontl wish myself a cardinal. 

“1 have seen th<‘ finest parts of SwitzerlaisI, th«' lUiino, 
the Uhone, aisl tlic Swiss and Italitui lakes; for the beau¬ 
ties of wliu'.h 1 refer you to tlie Gui(h*-lM)ok. The nortli of 
Italy is tuicriddy free from Uie English; but tlic souili 
swarms willi tliein, I am told, Madame de Staell saw 
frequently at Copot, whicli she renders remarkably plea-. 
sant. She him been particularly kind to me. 1 was f )r | 
some months her nciglibour, in a coiiiitry-houso called 
Diodati, wliieh 1 had on tlui Lake of Geneva. My plans 
are very unc«rt.\iii; hut it is jirolmble tiiat you will sec me 
in England in Uic spring. 1 have some, liusiiiess there. 
If you write to mo, will you addr(?ss to tlic care of Mons. 
Hentsch, Banqiiior, Geneva, who receives and forwards iny 
letters. Remember me to Ttffgers, w’ho wrol^* to me lately, 
witJi a short, account of your pof'iii, whieli, I trust, is near 
tlio light, lie speaks of it most highly. 

■My health is very emlurahle, exeiqif that f am subj<‘<*t 
to casual giddiness and fuintnc.sses, wliiidi is so like a fine 
lady, that I am rather asliained of the disorder. Wlien I 
sailed, 1 had a physician with me, whom, after some months 
of |)aticncc, 1 found it expedient to part with, b<;fore. I left 
Geneva some time. On arriving at Milan, T fiiuud this 
gentleman in very good society, where be prosfured for 
some weeks; hut, at length, at the tlieatre ht' ijuarrelled 
■with an Austrian officer, and was sent out by llio govern¬ 
ment in twenty-Cnir hours. I was not present at ins 
squabble; but on hearing that he was put under arrest, 1 
went and got him out of his conlinemcnt, hut. (iould not 
prevent his being sent oflj which, indeed, he jiartly deserved, 
being quite in tlie wrong, and having begun a rt»w for row’s 
sake. I liad preceded tlie Austrian government some 
weeks myself, in giving him his tiongd from (ioneva. He 
is not a bad fellow, but very young and hotheaded, and 
more likely to incur diseases than to cure them. Hobhouse 
and n^sclf found it useless to intercede fur him. This 
happened some time before wc left Milan. He is gono to 
Florence. 

* At iVfilan I saw, and was visited by, Monti, the most 
oeiehrated of the Uvitig Italian poets. He seems near 
sixty: in face he is like tlie late Cooke the actor. His 
froquent olianges in pditics have made hhn very unpopular 
at a man. I saw many more of ffieir literati; but none 
whose names are well l^wn in England, except Acerbi. 
I Hved mucli with tiie Italians, particularly with the Mar¬ 
quis of Breme’s family, who are very; able and intelligent 
men, especially the Abate. There was a famous impro- 
waaforo who held forth while I was there. His fluency 
aitonished no; but although I understand Italian, and 
it, (with more readineas than accuracy^) I coukl only 


I carry off a few very commonplace mythological images, 
an«l one line about Artemisia, and anotJior about Algiers^ 
widi PLxty wtirds (»f an entire tragedy about Etioclos and 
Polyniees. Some of the Italians liked him—others called 
his performance ‘ soccalura’ (a devilish good wonl, bj'-tlie- 
way)—and all Milan was in controversy alwiit him. 

■ The state of morals in these parts is in somo sort lax. 
A mother and son were jiointttd out at the liumtre, as being 
pronounced by the Milanese world to be rtf the Theban 
ilynasty—but tliis was all. The narrator (one of tlic first 
men in Milan) seemed to be not sufficiently scandalized by 
tfu' taste or the tie. All 8CH*ie1y in Milan is carried on at 
the opera: they have private boxes, where they play at 
curds, (»r talk, or any thing else; but (e.vcept at the Cas- 
fiino) there arc no open houses, or IwJls, &c. &c. * * 

* * ♦ ♦ 

“The peasant girls have all very fine dark eyes, and 
nnmy of tiwm arc beautitiil. There arc also two dead 
bfKlies in fine preservatitm—one Saint Carlo Boromeo, at 
Milan; the oilier not a saint, but a chie^ named Visconti, 
at Monza—botfi of wliich appcan^l very agreeable. In 
of lln’ Bonunean isl«)s, (tlie Isola bella,) there is a largo 
laurel—llic largest lui<a\n—on whicli Bmmaparto, staying 
there, just before the buttle of Marcngt», carved with his 
knife the word ‘Battaglia.’ I saw the letters, now half 
out and partly erased. 

“ Excuse! tljis tedious loiter. To be tire.«iome U the pi> 
vilego of old age ;uid absence: I avail myself of the latter, 
and the former 1 have antiei[>ated. Tf I do iiotsj«*ak to 
you of my own ali'uirs, it Is not from want of confidence, 
Imt to span; you and myself. My day is over—whul iheii'? 
—I liavo had it. To h<; sure, I have shortened it and if 
I had done as murli by (Ijis letter, it would have been as 
well. But you will forgive lliut,if notthe otlicr faults (i* 

“ Yours, ever and most afleelionately, “ B. 

“P. S. Nov.7, Iftie. 

“ I have born over Verona. The amphilheatn; is won- 
lerful—b(‘aLs even Gree*ce. Of the trulii of .luliet’s story, 
they .seem Icnaeious to n. degree, insisting on tiie fiiet— 
giving a date, (1J(X^,) and showing a tomb. It is a plain, 
i>f>en,and partly decayed sarcophagus, with withonid leaves 
in it, m a wild and desolate (roiiventnal garden, once a 
ccmel«;ry, now ruined to the very graves. The situation 
struck me as very approfn'intc to the legend, Ixdng blighted 
as ihisir love. I have brought away a fisw pieces of tho 
granite, to give to my daugl»l(;r and mv nie<;es. Of the 
)llicr marvels of this city, paintings, antiquities, &.c. excepl- 
rig tlie tombs ot‘the Se.aliger jirincos, I have no pretensions 
to jmlgc. The Gothic nioiiuinciits of the Scaligers pleased 
me, but ‘ a poor virtuoso am J,’ and “Ever yours.” 


LETTER CCCIX^ 

TO MR. MOORE. * 

“Venice, Nov. 17,1816. 

“ I wrote to you from V(;ix)na the other day in my pro¬ 
gress hither, which letter I hope you will receive. Somo 
three years ago, or it may be more, I recollect your telling 
mo that you liad received a letter from our friend 
dated ‘On Iwmrd his gondola.’ My gondola is, at tlus 
present, wailing for me on the canal; but I prefer writing 
to you in the house, it being autumn—and mther an 
English autumn than otherwise. It is my intention to 
remain at Venice during the winter, probably, as it has 
always been (next to tho East) tho greenest island of my 
imagination. It lias not disappointed me; thtxi^its evi¬ 
dent decay would, perhaps, have that effect upon others. 
But I have been ^miliar with ndns too long to disliike 
desolation. Brides, 1 have fallen in love, wliich, next to 
falling into the canal, (which would be of n«t use, as 1 can 

* Bes Dod Juao, Canto I. lUosa 313, 
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0 wim,) is the best or tlio worst thing I could do. I haw 
jjot some extremely good apartmonta in tlu! house of i 
*Merclianl of Venice* who is a goodfhial oex-upied will 
business, and has a wife in her Iwcnty-secoiul year. Ma¬ 
rianna (that is her name) is in lier appearance altogether 
like as antelope. She has Iho large, hluck, oriental ey<5s, 
witli that jMiculiar e.xprcssion in tliem \vhi<;}j i.s seen rarely 
among £-uropean»~^ym\ the ilaliaus—and whicli imuiy 
of tlic Turkish women give tlM^msolves by tinging the eye- 
H<1,—an art not known out of tliat country, I believe. I’hb 
expression slic lias naheraU^f'-^d sonictliing more tlian 
tliis. In short, I cannot doscribe the eth^ct of tiiis kind of 
eye,—at least upon me. Ht^r features are r<*gular, and 
rather a<]uiline—mouth small—skhi ckvar and soft, viith a 
kind crf'heclic colour—forehead remarkably gocKl: ln'r hair 
^ is of the dark gloss, curl, and colour of l^ady Jersey’s; her 
figure is light aiKl jirelty, and she is a fiunous songhtr<*ss 
scientifically .*io: her natural voice (in conversation, I 
• moan) is very swe<*.f; and tlie naivete of the Venetian dia¬ 
lect is always pleasing in tlie mouth of'a woman. 

“Nov. 23. 

“You will perceive that my description, which was pro¬ 
ceeding wilh the minuteness of a passjKirl, has been inter¬ 
rupted for several days. Xu tlie mean liiiu*, * * 

^ 

♦ % He ♦ ♦ 

“Dec. 5. 

“ Since my firmer dates, I do not know that I }iav(5 much 
to add on tlie subject, and, Imtkily, nothing to take away; 
fiir I am more pl».iased than ever with niy V'ciK'lian, ami 
begin to feel very serious on (Jiat point—so inucli so, that J 
shall be silent, 

* 4c 9|c 4: % 

“Ry way of diverdsement, 1 am studying daily, at uii 
Armeiiiun monastery, the Armenian language. 1 li.iind 
lliat my mind wanted Konn'flung craggy to break ujion; and 
llws—as the most diilicull thing 1 could discover here for 
aji amusement—I have chosen, to torturi; rne into atten¬ 
tion. It is u rich Uvngnag<s however, and would ain)vlv 
rejmy any one tlie Irouldo of learning it. I try, and shall 
go on; hut I answer fi>r nothing, least of all f»r my intentions 
or iny success. Tliere arc s«;me very runous MWS. in 
tlw mona.su>ry, as well as Injoks: translations also from 
Greek origuials, now lost, and from Persian and S^yruu', 
&c.; besides works of their owm people. Four y«*ars ago 
the French institut(‘d an Armenian profcssorsliip. Twenty 
pupils presented themRolves on Monday morning, full of 
noble ardour, ingenuous youth, and inijiregnabie industry. 
They persevertid, wilh a courage worthy of the nation anil 
of universal conquc.st, til! Thursday; wUcd Jtf/ren of the 
twentj^ succumbed to the six-and-twentietli leiter of llic 
alphabet. It is, to be sure, a Waterloo of an alphabet— 
that must be said for tlw'ni. Rut it is so like lliesi^ fellows,: 
to do by it as they JRd by tlitar sovereigns—abamion both;; 
to parody the old rliymcs, ‘Talto a tiling and give a tiling’; 
— Take a King and give a King.’ They are tlie worst 
^f animals, ex<*ept llieir conquerors. 

“ I hear tliat Hodgson is your nei|[hbour, iiaving a living 
in Derbyshire. You will find him an exeellent-liearlisl 
felj^v, as well as one of llio cleverest; a little, perha|)S, loo 
lAich jafianncd by prefimnent in Uic church and the tuition 
of youth, as well as inoculated with the disisase of domcslic 
felicity, besides being overnm witli fine feelings alxiut 
woman and amstanry, (that small change of Love, wiiiih 
peopb* exact so rigidly, rectuve in such counterfeit coin, an<l 
repay in baser metal;) but, otherwise, a very worthy man, 
who has lately got a jirelty and (I suppose) a child 
by this time. X^ay remember me to liim, and say Uiat 1 
loio^K not which to envy most—liis neighbourhood, him, or 
you. 

“Of Venice J shall say little. You mast have seen 
many dcscj'ipUons; and they are most df them like. It is 
ft po^(^ place; and classical, to us, from Sbakspeare and. 


Otway.* I have not yet sinned against it in verse^ xtar do 
1 know Uiat I shall «lo so, having been tuneless since J 
crossed the Alps, and feeling, as yet, no renewal of tho 
‘eslro.’ By-tlie-way, 1 siijqioseyou have seen ‘Gk'uarvon.* 
Maiiame de Stael lenl it me to rood from Copet last 
autumn. It seimis lo me, tlijil if ih<^ authori'SH had written 

the truiJty and nothing but tlie truth—Uie wbolt! Initli_the 

romance would not only have been iiKire romuiUicy but more 
entertaining. As for tlie likeness, Uie jiicturc can’t bo good 
—I did not sit long enough. When you have leisure, let 
mo hear from and of you, believing me ever and truly youn^ 
most afleclionalely, «B. 

“P. S. Oh! yoiir Poem—Is it out? 1 hope Longman 
lias paid his thousands: but do n’t you do as Horace Twisa* 
father did, w1k», having made money by a quarto tour, 
became a vin<*gar merchant; when, lo! his vinegar turned 
swe^q (aiwl bo d—d lo ii) and ruined him. My last letter 
o you (from ViTona) was enclost'd to Murray—have you 
got it'/ Direct to me Jure, paste nstmite, 'J’hcre are no 
English Iiere at pr(;sent. There were several in Switzer* 
and—some women; liut, excejit Lady Dalryinple Hami}- 
on, most of tlicm as ugly as virtue—at leash I 

saw.” 


LETTER CeeX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Venice, Dec. 24,1816. 

“I have taken a fit of writing to you, which portends 
'loslage—once, from Verona—once from Venice, and again 
Vom 'Venice —thncp that is. For this you may fJiank 
/ourself^ fir I heard that you complained of iiiy silence— 
I .;o, lien* goes for garrulity. 

“I trust that y<»u received tny oilier twain of letters. My 
way of life’ (or ‘May of life,’ which is it, acc()rrling to tlio 

rtiiinentators?)—my ‘way <f life’ is fallen into great 
regularity. In the mornings 1 go over in my gondola to 
linhblt! Armenian witli tin* friars of Uie emivenl of St 
Luzai us, and to h*‘Jp one of them in correi’ting the English 
of an Kiiglish ami Armenian grairmiar which In* is pubiishr 
iiig. .In the evenings I do one of many nothings—either 
at tlic llieutres, or some of the conversaziones, wiiich are 
like our routs, or mllier worse, for the women sit in a semi¬ 
circle by tlie knly of the mansion, and the men stand alxiut 
tilt! rf«)in. I'o Im> sure, there is om* imfirtivement upon oun 
—instetid tifleiumiatlo with their iees, they band about stiff 
rww-pinu7i—jnmr/i, by my palate; and this lliey think 
KnfiHsli. I would iKrt disuhuso them of so agreeable an 
em>r,—‘no, ni*l for Vt'iiiee.’ 

“Last night I was at the Count Governor’s, which, of 
course, <‘oiiiprisc.s iht^ best so(!iety, and is very much like 
ilher gregarious mt'ctings in every coimtry,—as in ours,— 
except that, insteatl of the bishop tif Winchester, you have 
the jwitriarch of Venice; and a motley crow <»f Austrians, 
Germans, noble Venetians, foreigners, and, if you .see a 
ijuiz, you may b<! sure lit* is a ctinsul. Oh, hy-the-way, J 
forgot, when i wrote from Verona, To tcl! yoti that at Milan 
I met witli a countryman of yours—a Colonel * * a 
very excelli'iif, good-natured fellow, who know-s and shows 
all alK;ut Milan, and is, as it were, a native there. He. is 
particularly civil to strangers, and tliis is his liistory,—at 
least, an episode of' it. 

“ SSix-and-tvvcnty years ago Col. ♦ * * ♦, Ujcri an onsign, 
Ireing in Italy, fell in love with the Mandicsa * * * *, and 
she wilh liim. The lady must be, at least, hventy years 
his senior. The war broke out; he relumed to England, 
to serve—not his country, for that’s Ireland—but England, 
which is a ditfereiit thing; and heaven knows what 
she did. In Uio year 1814, the first anniincialkm of tha 
ilelinhive treaty of pence (and tyranny) was ile.vcloped »o 
ilie astonished Milanese by the arrival of Col. * * * ♦ 
wliO) flinging liimself full ienglli at tlie feet of Madame 

• fioetfhiidt fUroid, Cauto IV. tUuui i ftuii 18. 
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• ♦ • murmured forth, in half-forgotten Irish Italian, 
eternal vows of indelible constancy. The lady screamed 
and exclumed, ‘Who are you? The Colonel cried, 
‘What, do n’t you know mel I amso and so,’ &c. &c. &c.; 
till, at length, the Marchosa, naounting from reminiscence 
to renaniscence, through the lorers of the intermediate 
twenty-five years, arrived at last at the recollection of her 
pouen siA-lieuteuant. Sho then said, ‘Was there over 
snch virtue? {that was her very W(»d,) and, being now a 
widow, gave to apartments in her palace, reinstated him 
in all the rights of wrong, and held him up to the admiring 
world as a miracle of incontinent fidelity, and the unshaken 
AbdUel of absence. 

“Methinks tUs is as pretty a moral talc as any of Mar- 
montel’s. Hero is another. The same lady, several years 
age^ made an escapade with a Swede, Count Fersen, (tlie 
•amo whom the Stockholm mob quartered and la|iidatcd 
not very long since,) and they arrived at an osteria on th- 
rood to Home or tliereabouts. It was a sunmier evening 
and, while they wore at supper, tliey were suddenly regalis 
by a symphony of fiddles in an adjacent iiparlment, so 
prettily played, that, wishing to hear diem more distmetiv, 
the Count rose, and going into the musical society, said, 
'Gentlemen, I am sure that, as a coinjeany of gallant cava- 
hors, you will be delighted la show your skill to a lady, who 
feels anxious,’ &c. &c. Tho men of harmony were all 
acquiesconco—every instrument was tuned and toned, and, 
striking up ono of their most ambro.siaI airs, the whole 
band followed the Count to tho lady’s ajiarlmout. At their 
head was the first fiddler, who, bowing and fiddling at tlie 
same moment, headed his troop and advanced up the room. 
Death and discord!—it was the Marquis himself, who was 
on a serenading party in the country, while his spemse liaii 
run away from town. The rest may bo imagined—but, 
first of all, the lady tried to persuade him tliat she was there 
on purpose to meet liiro, and had chosen this metliod for 
an harmonic surprise. So much for this gossip, wliicli 
amused mo when I heard it, and I send it to you, in the 
hope it may liavo the like eflect. Now we ’ll return to 
Venice. 

“Tho day after to-morrow (to-morrow being Christmas- 
day) the Carnival begins. I dine wiili the Countess 
Albriasi and a party, and go to tlie opera.* On that day 
the Phenix (not the Insurance Office but tho theatre of 
that name) opens: I have got me a box tliore for tlie 
season, for two reasons, one of which is, that the music is 
temarkably good. The Contes.sa Albrizxi, of whom 1 
have made mention, is the Dc Stael of Venice, not young, 
but a very learned, unaffected, good-natured woman, very 
polite to strangers, and, I bchevc, not at all dissolute, as 
most of the women are. She has written very well on die 
works of CanovB, and also a volume of Characlcr.>!, besides 
other printed matter. She is of Corfu, but married a dead 
Venetian-that is, dead since he married. 

“My Hamo (my ‘Donna’ wliom I spoke of in my former 
epistle, my Marianna) is still my Marianna, and’l her— 
what she pleases. Sho is by fur the prettiest woman I 
have seen here, and the most loveable I have met«ith any 
where—as well as ono of tho most singular. 1 believe I 
lold you the rise and progress of our liakon in my former 
letter. Lest that sliould not have reached you, 1 will 
merely repeat tliat site is a Vctictian, two-and-twonty 
years <ftd, married to a merchant well to do in tlie world, 
and that she has great black oriental eyes, and all too 
qualities wbiclt her eyes promise. Wlietocr being in love 
with her has steeled me or not, I do not know; but I have 
not seen many other women who seem pretty. The no¬ 
bility, in particular, arc a sad-kioking race—toe gentry 
cather better. And now, what art thou doing? 

'*‘WbAt doing nov*, 

Oh, Thoma* Moored 

What are yoa doing uoW| ' 

Ob, Thomae Moore f 

* Sea Letter 127 . 


Sighbigor luing oenr, 

Rliyiuhig or wooing aow, 

Billing or cooing now, 

Wbteh, Thoinaa Moore? 

Are yon not near tlie Luddites ? By the Lord 1 if there’s 
a row, but I ’ll bo among ye! How go on toe weawers— 
too breakers of frames—toe Lutoetans iff politics—the 
reformers? 

Aa the liberty laibi oVr the em 

Bougiit Urair freedom, and cheaply, with bioed, 

Bo we, imys, we 
Will die lighting, cy the free, 

And down with all kings but ktug Lndd I 


Whrn the withal we weave la complete, 

And the Bhiittlc (•xclianged fer die swurd, 

Wi) will Ibag the wiiiding-eltect 
I O’er Ihti (1('H]>ot ut our fnit, 

And dye it ilevp iu Ibe gore he hue pour'd. 

S 

Tiioiigli l>]n(k »s Ids Iirart its line, 

S'lncc Ins vt inn art' f(irrni«Utl to miKl, 

Yftt thin is tlie dew 
Winch tlic In-f eindl rcuew 
01 libiTty, planteil by l.udd! 

There’s an amiable clmimn for you—all impromptu. I 
have wrilU-n it principally to shock your neiglibour Hodg¬ 
son, who is all clergy anil loyally—mirth and iiiiioccncol 
milk and water. 

“ But the CnrnWo] ’* cotniog, 

Ob, TIioiiihh Muore, 

The Cuniivul *h (uming, 

Oh, ThniniiM Moore, 

MaKkiugund hnoiming, 

Fiiing and dnnniuing, 
tjiiitnrnng and strumming, 

Oil, Tiwinas Moore. 

The other niglit I saw a new play,—and the author. The 
subject was the sacrifice of Isaac. The play succeeded, 
and they called for tlie author—according to continentai 
custom—and he presented himself, a noble Venetian, 
Mali, or Malapiero, by name. Mala was his name, and 
prasima his production,—at least, I thought so, and 1 ought 
10 Imnw, having read more or less of five hundred Drury- 
larie ofibriiigts during my coadjutorship with the sub-and- 
sujMsr CiMiunittce. 

“ Wlicn docs your Poem of Poems come out ? 1 hear 
tliat toe Ediaburgli Review has cut up Coleridge’s Chris- 
label, and declared against me for praising it.* 1 praised 
it, firstly, because I toought well of it; secondly, because 
Coleridge was in great distress, and, afler doing what little 
1 could for him m cssontials, I thought toat the public 
avo wal of my good opinion might help him farther, at least 
with the liooksellurB. I am very sorry that Jeffrey has 
allackcd him, Wause, poor fellow, it will hurt liim in mind 
and pocket. As for me, he’s welcome- -1 shallnever think 
less of Jeffrey for any tiling he may say against mo or mine 
in fiitiirc.t 

“ I siqiposc Murray has sent you, or will send (for I dq 
not know whether they are out or no,) tlie poem, or iwcsies 
of mnie, of last summer. By the mass! they ’re sublime— 
‘^Ganion Cohenta’-gainsay who dares! Pray, letjne 
hear from yoiq and of yoiq and, at least, let me know tliat 
you have received these tliree letters. Direcf, right here, 
poeie restonto. . ^ 

‘‘P. S. I hoard the other day of a pretty trick of a book- 
seUoqwho has published some d-d nonsense, swearing 
toe bastards to me, and saying he gave me five hundred 
guineas for them. He lies—I never wrote such stiif^ never 
saw the poems, nor the publisher of them, in my life, nor 
had any communication, directly or indirectly, with, the 
fellow. Pray say as much for me, ifneeil be. I have 
written to Murray, to make liim contradicyhe impostor. 

• See Note 8 to the ‘ Siege of Corinlb.* 
t See Uou Juftiii Coutu 10) ■tuiu 10. 
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LETTER CCCXl. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Nov. 25,1816. 
is some months since I liave heunl from or of yon- 
I thinly not since I left Diodati. From Milan I wrote 
once or twice; but have betm here some little time, and 
intend to pass the winter without removing. I was much 
pleased witli tlie Lago di Garda, and with Verona, par¬ 
ticularly the amphitheatre, and a sarcophagus in a convent 
garden, whi(di tliey show as Juliet’s: they insist on the truth 
of her history. Since my arrival at Venice, Uie lady of 
tlie ilustrian governor told me tliat between Verona and 
^icenrA there are still ruins of tlic castle of the Motiiccchi^ 
ant^ a Jid(>c} once appertaining to the Oapulets. llomeo 
* seems to have been of Vicenza^ by the tradition; but 1 w'ns 
a good deal surprised to find ao firm a faith in Bandi Uo’s 
.novel, which seems really to have be<*n founded on a fact. 

“Venice pleases me its much as 1 e.xperled, tmd 1 
e.vpecled much. It is one of those places which I know 
befiiru r see (hem, and lia.s always haunted me the most 
after the Kast. I like the gloomy gayety of iheir gondolas, 
and the silence of their canals. 1 do not even dislik(^ (ho 
evident decay of the cit y, though 1 regret tlie singularity of 
its vaijislied < ostume: however, there Is much loft still; the 
Carnival, ok>, is coming. 

“St. Mark’s, and indeed Venice, is most alive a1 night. 
The theatres an* no! open till nincy and the society is pro- 
jmrUonably late. All this is (o iny taste, hut mo.'«l of your 
countrymen miss aiKl regret iho rattle of hackney coaches, 
without which llicy can’t sleep. 

“I have got remarkably go<jd apartnxtnls in a private 
house; 1 see something of the inhabitants, (having had a 
gijod iiKuiy letters to some of them;) 1 have got my gon¬ 
dola; 1 read a Uttle, and luckily cx)uJ<l speak Italian (more 
llucntly than correctly) long ago. 1 am studying, out of 
cunosily, the Vemthm dialect, which is very uaYve, and 
soft, and peculiar, though not at all classical; I go out fre¬ 
quently, and am in very good contentment. 

“ The Helen of Canova (a bust wbii-li is in the house 
of Madame the ('onnless (fAlbrizzi, whom 1 know,) is, 
without ex<M“ption, to my mind, iIjo most (lerferlly beaiitifi 
of liumtui conceptions, and far Ix^yond my ideas of human 

* lu llii« beloved marble view,’ 4.C.* 

Talking of the. 4iearl'reminds me. tliat T have fallen in love 
which, except falling into the canal, (and that would 1m 
Useless, as I swim,) is tlic best (or worst) thing 1 could do. 

1 am Uierefore in love—fathomless love; but lest you 
should make, some splendid mistalo', and envy me llu 
possession of some of those princessiis or countesses with 
whose atfections your English voyagers are apt to invi*si 
themselves, 1 beg leave to tell you tliat my gtxldess is only 
the wife of a ‘Merdhaut of Venice;’ but then she is pretty 
as an antelope, i&*but two-ond-twenty years old, has the 
large, block, oriental eyes, with tlie Italian coiintciiam r, 
and dark glossy hair, of lh <5 curl and colour of Lady ,lcr- i 
sey’s. Then she has tlie voice of a iiite, and tlie. S(.<ng of a 
soraph, (though not quite. sosacreJ^ besides along[>ost- 
sennt of graces, virtues, and accoinplislimcnts, enough to 
fdmish out a new chapter for Solomon’s Song. But her 
great merit is finding out mine—there \s nothing so amiabk' 
as discernmenl. Our little arrangement is completed, the 
usual oaths having been taken, and every thing fulfilled 
according to the ‘understood relations’ irf*such liaisons. | 

“'I’he general ra<rc of women appear lobe han<lsoriic;l 
but ill Italy, as on almost all the continent, the htgliesi 
orders arc by no means a well-looking generation, and 
indeed reckoned by their countrymen very much otherw is(5. 
Some arc exceptions, but most of them as ugly as Virtue 
herself. 


loi 

“ li you write, address to nio here, paste restoTitej as 1 
shall probably stay the w uitcr over. 1 never see a news¬ 
paper, and know notliing of linglanil, except in a letter 
now and then from my rister. Of the MS. sent you, I 
know nothing, except tliat you have received it, and are to 
publish il, Utr. &,c.; but when, where, and how, you leave 
me to guess; but it do ii’i much matter. 

“1 suppose you have a world of works passing through 
your process fia- next year? 'VVlien does Moore’s Poem 
appear? 1 sent a letter for him, addressed to your car% 
tlie other day,” 


LETTER CCCXn. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Dec. 4,1816- 

“I have written to you so frequently of late, that you 
will tliink me a bore; as I think y<m a very im)Kdite persmi 
ftir not answering my letters from Switzerland, Milan, 
Verona, and Venice. 'J'liero are some things! wanted, 
and want to know; viz. whether Mr. Davies, of inaccurate 
memory, had or had not delivered tlie MS. as delivered to 
him; because, if lie has not, you will find tliat he will boun- 
rifully bestow transcrijitions on all the curious (d'his ac¬ 
quaintance, in which case you may pmbably find your 
publication anticipated by the ‘(‘ainbridge,’ or other 
(Jlironicles. Jn the next place—I forget what was next; 
hut, in tlie third (dace, 1 want to hear whetlicr you havo 
yet puhlislied, or when you mean to do so, or why you have 
not done so, because in your last (Sept. 20,—^you may be 
ashamed of the date,) you talked of this l>cing done imm<^ 
diatidy. 

“From England I hear notliing, and know nothing of 
anv thing or any Ixidy. 1 have but one correspondent, 
(I’vcepl Mr. Kiniiairdon business now and then,) and her 
a, f)‘male.; so that I know no more of your island, or city, 
than the Italian version of the French papers chooses to 
tell me, or the advertisements of Mr. (lolbiirn tagged to 
the eii<i of your Quartt'rly Review for the year ago. I 
wrtite to yon at some* length last w'cek, and have little to 
ailil, except that 1 have begun, and am proceeding ii^ a 
study ()f the ^rrueiiian langn.age, which I acquire, as well 
as I can. at the Armenian convent, where I go every day 
to fake lessons of a li*arned friar, and have gained some 
singular ami not useless information with regard to the 
literature and ciustoms of that oriental people. They have 
an esiabbslimeiit here—a church and convent of ninety 
monks, very learned and accomplished men, someoftiicin. 
'J'licy have also a press, and make great efforts for tlie 
culightciimg of their nation. 1 find tlie language (whicli 
is tirhiy the litcrat and the %yulgar) difficult, but not in¬ 
vincible (at least, I hope not.) I shall go t»n. 1 found it 
necessary to twist my. mind round some severe study, and 
(his, as being tlie hardest J could devise here, will be a file 
for the serpent. 

“I mean to remain here till the spring, so address to me 
hrerthj to Kcrtirr, 7 XW 1 /C rcsfowfc.—M r. llobhouse, fi>r the 
pn^sent, is gone to Rome, with his brother, brother’s wife, 
and sister, who overtook liim here; he returns in two 
noiiths. I should have, gone t<io, hut I fell in love, and 
must stay that over. I sbould think that and the Armenian 
ulphahel will last the winter. The lady has, luckily for me, 
been less olKiurate than the language, or, between tlie two, 

1 should have l<»st niy rcinaius of sanity. By-the-way, 
ibc is not an Armenian but a Venetian, as I btilieve I U>id 
you in my last. As ft»r Italian, I am fluent enough, oven 
in its Venetian modification, which is something like the 
Somersetslure versioy of English; and as ftir die more 
classical dialects, I liad not forgot my former praetkie muck 
during my voyaging. “ T^oiirs, ever and truly, 


• See Foenia, p. 484. 


“P, S. Rcr^mbor me to Mr. Gifford.* 
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LETTER CCCXIII. 

•to MA. MURKAr. 

“Vunice, Doc, 9,1816. 

^In a letter from England^ 1 am infurmt^d that u man 
named Jotin^^on has taken ujxm himself to publish suinr 
poems called a ‘ Pilgrimage to Jerusalem, a Teiripestj and 
an Address to my Daughter,' &.c. and to atiributo them to 
mo, adding that he had paid live hundrod guineas for them. 
The answer to this is short: / never wrote siu:hpoem.% never 
received the aum he metUiomy nor any <^ur tn the same 
quarter^ nor (as far as moral or mortal certainty can hr 
sure,) ever ka/ly directly or indirecUyf the slightest commnnv- 
codon mih Johnson in my life; not being aware that tlie 
person existed till tliis inlelligcnco gave me to uiklerstand 
that there were such pe<iple. Nothing snrj)risos me, or 
tins pcrl)aps vxmldy aitd most things amuse me, or tills 
probably would not. With regard to myself, llie man has 
merely U; tliat’s natural—liis betters liave set him the 
example: but with reganl to you, his assertii>n may per- 
ba[Mi injure you in your publications; and I desire that it 
may receive Uie m<x<t public and unqualifUsl contradiction. 
I do not know that there is any punishment for a tiling r/ 
this kind, and if there were, 1 should not feel disposed to 
pursue this ingenious mountchmik farther than w'as ne¬ 
cessary for his confuUitioia; but tlius fur it may bo neces¬ 
sary to proceed. 

• You will make what use you please of this letter; and 
Mr. Kinnaird, who has power to act for mo in my alfflcnco, 
wiU, I am sure, readily join you in any steps which it may 
bo premier to take willi regard to the absurd lalseliood of 
this poor creature. As you will have recently received 
several letters from mo on my way to Venice, as well jis 
two written since my arrival, 1 will not at pnisent trouljle 
you farther, “ Ever, &c. 

•P. S. Pray let me bear that you have received this 
letter. Address to Venice, paste r«.<tarUe. 

®To prevent tlio recurrence of similar fabrications, you 
may state, that I exHisider myself rcspon:dl>Ie for no puli- 
lication from tlie year 1812 iiji to tlic present dale, wiiich 
is not from your press. I speak of course from lliat period, 
because, previously, Cawthorn and Ridgt^ liud liotli printed 
conijiosiiions ofmuic. ‘A Pilgrimage to Jerusalem!’ bow 
the devil should I w-rile about JotisuUmy never having yet 
been lliere? As for ‘A Temfiest,’ it was not a tentjtest 
when 1 left England, but a very frcsli breeze: aihl as to an 
‘Address to little Adtj,’ (who, by-thc-way, is a year old to¬ 
morrow,) I never wrote a line about her, except in ‘Kare- 
Wcll,’ and the third Canto ofOliiide Harold.” 


LETTER CCCXIV. 

TO MU. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Dec. 27,1816. 

•As the demon of silence seems to have possessed yon, 
I am detorminctl to have my revenge in postage: this is 
my sixth or seventh letter since snnuner and .Sivitzerland, 
My last was an injunction 1o contriuliet ami consign to 
confusion tliat Chcapsidc impostor, who (I lu^ard by a 
lottor from your island) bad thought proper to append my 
Bamo to his spurious poesy, of which 1 know notliing, nor 
of his protended purchuso or copyright. 1 hop© you have, 
at least, received tfiat letter. 

• As tlie news V enico must be very interesting to yon, 
^^wiU regale you with iu 

•Yesterday, ho'mgthe feast of St. Stephen, every month 

f it put in motion. There wus nothing 1ml fiddling and 
tying oa the virginals, and all kuids of conceits and diver- 
emonts, on every canal t>fllu« ai;uatic city. I dined with 
the Countess Albrizza and a Puduan and Venetian party, 
and afterward went to the opera, at the Fenicc theatre 
(which opoas for the Carnival on tliat day,)—the 6nest, 
by-d|M»ay, 1 have over seen: it beats our theatres Inflow 
|li||^f«Qd sceneryi and tliose of Milan and Brescia 


Ik>w before it. The opera and its sirens were much like 
other operas and women, but the subject of llio said opera 
wa.< something edifying; it turned—liic plot and conduct 
ihcreof^iIKni a fact narrated by Livy of a hundred and 
fifty married ladies having poisoned a liundri il and fifty 
hunbiinds in good old times. The bachelors of liofne be¬ 
lieved this extraordinary mortality to be merely tlic com¬ 
mon effiicl uf matrimony or a pestllcmcc; but the surviving 
Benedicts, being all seized with the coU(‘, examined into 
the matter, and found that ^ llieir possets had been drugged 
Uic consc(]uence of which was, much scandal and several 
suits at law. Tliis is really and truly tlie subject of tlie 
mitsicol piece at tlie Fcnice; and you can’t conceive what 
pretty things are sung and recitativoed about the Iwrrenda 
strage. The conclusion was a lady’s head about to be 
rlioppcd otfby a lictor, but (I am sorry to say) he left it 
> 11 , and she got up and sung a trio with (he two Consuls, 
the Senate in the back ground Eiiiig chorus. I'hc ballet 
was distinguished by nothing remarkable, e.xcept that tho 
principal she-dancer went into convulsioas bticausti she 
was not applaudcil on her first appearance; and the mana¬ 
ger came forward to ask if there was ‘ ever a physician in 
the theatre.’ There was a Greek one iu my Imx, whom I 
wished very much tti volunteer liis services, being sure that 
in tills case tho.se woulil have been the last convulsions 
whicli would have troubled the ballarina; but he would 
not. The crowd was enormous, and in coining out, having 
a lady under my arm, 1 w as obliged, in making way, almost 
to ‘heat a Venetian, and traduce the state,’ being com- 
}>ellod to regale a person with an English punch iu tho 

its, whicli sent him as far back as the squeeze, and tlie 
passage would lulniil. He did not ask fi>r another, but, 
with great signs of dlsajiprolialion and dismay, apjiealed 
to bis compatriots, who laughed at liiin. 

“I am gi'ing on with myi\rmcnian studiesin a morning, 
and assisting and stimulating in tin: English portion of an 
Englisli and Armenian grammar, now publishing at Uio 
convi'iit of St. Lazarus. 

“The siipeiior of tho friars is a bishop, and a fine old 
fellow, witli the beard of a meteor. FatJirr Pasi^hul is 
also a lournod and j)ious soul. He W'us two years in 
England. 

“I am still dreadfully in love with die Adriatic lady 
whom 1 s[)ake of in a fiinner k'lter (and not in //«>—T add, 
for fear (»f mistakes, for the only one mentioaed in the first 
part of this <'pislle is i-lderly ami bookish, two things which 
1 have ceu-'-ed to admire,) and love in this part of tho 
World is no sinecure. This is also tlie seo-son when every 
body make up tlieir intrigues for the ensuing year, and cut 
for partners for the next deal. 

“And now, if you do 'nt writ e, I do ’nt know what I won’t 
say or do, nor what I wiO. Send me some news—good 
news. 

“Yours, very truly, &c. &c. fee. “ B. 

“P. S. Remember me to Mr. Gifford, with all duty. 

* I hear that Uie Edinburgh Reviev^ baft cut up Ode- 
ridge’s Christahel, and me for praising it, wliich omen, I 
think, holies no great goiMl to your fortlicorne or coming 
C'anlo and Castle (oftJInlliHi.) My run of luck vvitluiiUie 
last year seems to Iiav^ taken a turn every way; but never 
mind, 1 will bring myself through in the end—if not, 1 can 
be but where I began. In the mean time, I am 
pleast^d to be where I am—I n»*an at Venice. M y Adri¬ 
atic nymph Is this moment here., and I must therefore re¬ 
pose from tills letter.” 

LETTER CeeXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY, 

“Venice, Jan. 2,1817. 

“ Tour letter has arrived. Pray, in publishing Uie Third 
Canto, liavc you omiited any jiassages? 1 hope not,- and 
indeed wrote to you on my way over the Alps to prevent 
such an incident. Say in your next whedicr or not the 
whole of Uie Canto (as sent to you) lias been publisucd. 7 
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wrote to you again the other tUy (tuice^ 1 tJiiuk,) and shi 
bo glad to hear of the reception of tliose letters. 

“ To-day is the 2d of January. On Oils ilay Otree years 
ago the Corsair’s pubUcalion is daUxl, 1 tliink, in my ietier 
to Mooro. On this day t»jo years 1 married (‘ Whom the 
Lord lo^ctJi ho diastonetli,’—1 slia’n’t forget the day in 
hurry,) and it is otid enough that 1 diis day received 
letter from you announcing the publication ol’Cliildc Uarolt 
&c. &c. on the day of the date of tlio ‘ Corsairand 1 alsi 
received one from my sister, written on the lOdiof Docerr 
her, my daughter’s birtli-day (and relative chiefly to in, 
daughter,) and arriving on Uic day of the date of my mar* 
riage, this present 2d iS January, tlie month of my birth,— 
£nd various other astrologous matters, wliich 1 Iiave 
time to enumerate. 

• “ By-the-way, you might as well write to Ilentsch, m} 
Geneva banker, and inquire whether tlie ivy> cot. 

gjgnod to his care were or were not delivered to Mr. 8 t 
Aubyn, or if they are still in his keeping. One contain: 
|».i|>ers, letters, and all the origuial MS.* of your Thirt 
Canto, as first tronceivod; and tlic other some bones froii 
the fiid{l of Moral. Many thanks for your new.s, ami tlj< 
good spirits in which your letter is written. 

“ Venice and I agree very well; hut I do not know tha 
J have any thing new to say except of the last new opcrii 
which 1 sent in my late letter. The (Vrnival is commoiic- 
ing, and thi^re is a good deal of fun here and the 
besides business; for all the world arc making up their 
intrigues lor the season, changing, or going on upon a r<*- 
iiewtHl loa'^e. I lun very wrll otf witli Marianna, wlio i 
not at all a person to tire me; firstly, because J d.i n» 
tire of a woman but, because tlu^y arc generally 

bores iu their disposition; and, secondly, because slui i‘ 
amiii.l)le, and has a wlwdi Is not always the p<irlionof 
the fair creation; and, thirdly, slie is very pretty; and, 
fijurtlily,—but there is no iK.’easion i()r farther speeilication. 

* * * S(» far we liavt? gone on very well; 

os to tlio future, I never anticipate,— cMrpe (Item —the past 
at least Is one’s own, whu h is one reasf>ii for maUmg sure 
of the present.. S*) mncli for my projUT liahrm. 

“*l'he general state of mt>rals hen; is miieh the same as 
in the. l>oges’ lime: a woman is virtuous (according to 
tlie i;ode) wlio limits herself lohi-r liiisbaud and one lover; 
tliosc wlio have two, three, or mor<*, arii a liliic vn/il ; hut 
it Ls only tiiose who are iiuliseriminaicly diffuse, ami f )rni 
a low connexion, such as tlio Princess of Wales with lier 
courier (who, by-the-w'uy, is made, a kniglit of Malta,) 
who are considered as overstepping the inoderty mar¬ 
riage. In Vcaiice, the nobility liavt; atrick of marrying wiili 
dancers and singers; and, truth to say, the women of 
tlieir own order are by no means haiulsonie; but the gene¬ 
ral race, th« wtiiiien of the second an<l other onlers, tlie 
wives of the merc.liants, and proprietors, ami untitled gen¬ 
try, arc mostly IkC mngut\ and it is with these that the 
more amatory coniiex'tins arc usually formed. 'I’hero arc 
also instances of stufi^udous constancy. I knew a woman 
of fifty who never had hut one lover, who <lying early, .she 
be^mu devout, renouncing all but her husband. Slie 
piques herself, as may be presumed, imon this miraculous 
fidelity, talking of it occasionally with a s|K 5 oies of inis- 
placejk moraUty, which is ratlier amusing. There is no 
cutil^dng a woman here that she is in the smalh'sl <logrce. 
deviating from tlic rule of right or the fitness t*f things in 
liaving an amoroso. The great sin seema to lie in cone-ealing 
it, or having more than one, that is, uiiioss such on exten¬ 
sion of the prerogative is understood and approved of by 
tlic prior claimant. In my case, I do not know that I hsu! 
any prodeccssor, and am protly sure that there is no par¬ 
ticipator ; and am inclineil to tliink, from the yotilh of lh (5 
party, and from Uic frank, undisguised way in which every 
body avows every thing in diis part of the wori<l, when 
there is any thing^o avow, as well as from some other 
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circumstances, such as liie marriage being recent, &c- &;c. 
kc,, lliat this is the premin- pas, Jt docs not much signify. 

** in an(>thcr sheet, 1 send you sonic sheds of a grammori 
English and Armenian, fi>r the use of the Armenians, of 
which I promoted, and indeed induectl, llio publication, 
(it cost mo but a lliousand frane.'^—Erciicli Uvres.) I still 
fiursuc niy lessons in tlio language without any rapid pro¬ 
gress, but advancing a little, daily. Padre l^oschal, with 
sonuj little help from im;, as translator of his Italian into 
English, is also prciceoding in a MS. Orammar for the 
Kn^lifsh aaiuisiiion of Armenian, wliich will be printed also, 
wlien finished. 

We want to know if there arc any Armenian 13^108 
and letter-press in England, at Oxford, Oanihridgc, or else¬ 
where ? You know, I suppose, that, many years ago, the 
wo'Whiston.s pul>lish<;d in I’higland an original text of a 
listory of Arinciiui, with thekown Latin translation? Do 
hosi; types still exist,'? and where? I’ray iiupiire among 
your l(‘arncd acquaintance. 

“ Wlicn this Grammar (J mean the one now printing) 
IS done, will you Iiave ;uiy objection to lake firty or fifty 
wliich will n<it cost in all above five or ten guineas, 
uid try tJie curiosity of the Icarnwl willi a sale of them? 
■^ay \esorno, as you like. T can a.ssiirc you (hat liiey 
lave some very curious hooks and MSS., chiefly transla- 
r)ns from Grcrk originals now List. They arc, besides, 
i nmcli-rcspocU d and learned commiuiity, uml the study 
»f their language was taken up w iih great ardour by some 
ilf^rary EreiU'hmen in Ihioiiaparte.’s time. 

‘T have not dtnie a stitch of piK;try since I left Switzer- 
and, and have not til. ]irescnt the cHtro upon nu*. The 
rulii i>, tiiat y<*u arc (tfraid of having a J^ovrth (.’anlo Ae- 
orc Seplemlnir, and of another copyright, but I have at 
•resent no llioughts of resuming that poem, nor of begin- 
ling any other. If I writ<*, I Ihiidt c»f trying prose, but I 
reed mlroducing living people, or applications which might 
•e niade to living pc(.»plc. Perhaps one d:iy or ollu;r I may 
Uonipt some work offancy in prose d*'scri]5tivc of Italian 
iianiier.s and of human pa.ssiims; but at presi'iil 1 am pro- 
•ccitpied. As for povsy, mine is tin* ih-ra/n of iIh; sleeping 
■assion^; when they are awake, 1 cannot Hjieak their lan- 
■uai;e, only in their somnanilniJiMii, and just now th<*y are 
(»( dormant. 

“If.Mr. (-filford want.s rarfe hlanrJw as to (ho Siego of 
b»riiitli, lie lias it, and may (!<• as he likes with it. 

“ I sent you a l« ll<;i‘ contradictory of iho (^he-apsido man 
who invented the story you speak t»f) the other day. Aly 
est resp<*ets to Air. (Iitfard, and such of my friends as 
HI may si'C at y<»ur Iuhi.sc. I wish you ail jirospcrity 
Jid new y(‘ars gratnlation, and am, 

“ Yours, &c * 


LETTER CeeXVI. 

TO MR. MOOKK. 

“ V^oiiico, .Tan. 28,1817. 

®Y%nir letter of th« 8th is before me. The reiiio-dy (mr 
our plethora is simple—ah.stinciico. I was obliged to have 
jcourse to the like some years ago, I mean in point o(diel^ 
nd, w’ith tlie exception of .soiiu; convivial \veek.s and days 
t might be months now and then,) have kept to Pytlia- 
iras ever since. b\>r all this, let me hear tliul you arc 
ctler. You must n<»t iiululjcr in ‘filthy l>cer,’ nor m porter, 
>r cat sujfj/ars^ilii: last an*, the devil to Uiosc who swaJ- 
>w dinner. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ^ 

“ 1 am tnily sorry to hear of your ftither’s misfirtune— 
uelut any luiic.,but doubly cniclin advam'esd life. However, 
II will, at least, have tlie satisfaction <il* rloing 3*our (wirl 
y him, and, depend upon it, it will not he invaui. Fortiun^ 
J be sure, is a female, but not such a b—li as the rest 
always excepting your wife and my aistor from such 
'eeping terms;) for she generally has some justice in the 
>ng run. I have no spite against her tliough, between 
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fterux) NemflaU} 1 have had tome eore gauntlets to run- 
hot then I have done my best to deserve no better. B( 
to yotti she is a good deal in arrcar, ami she will coni 
round—mmd if she do n’t: you have tiie vigour of life, oi 
independence, of ttdent, spirit, and cbaracterj aU with yoi 
What you can do for yourself you have done and will do 
and surely there arc some others in the world who woul< 
not be sorry to be use, if you would allow (hem to b 
useful, or at least attempt it. 

*1 think of being in England in the spriftg. If there i: 
a row, by the sceptre of King Ludd, but 111 be rmc; uiu 
if there is none, and only a continuance of ’this tnceL 
piping time of peace,’ I wiO take a cottage a hundred yard: 
to the south ^jT your abode, and become your neighbour 
and we wiU compose sucli canticles, and hold such dia> 
logues, as shall tlie terror of the nines, (including th 
newspafier cd* that name,) and the wonder, and hom>ur, ani 
praise of the Morning Chronicle and posterity. 

• I rejoice to hear d* your forthcoming in ]^'’ebruary— 
though I tremble for the magnificence wiiicli you aMrihuf 
to the new Ghildu Harold. 1 am glad you it; it h i 
fine, indistinct piece of {Hieiical desolation, aixt my fiivoiir- 
iCe. 1 wt^ half mad during the time of its r.om|K)sitio!i 
between metaphysics, mountains, lakes, love unextiiiguish- 
able, thoughts unutterable, and the nightmare of iny owi 
delirK|Uencies. I should, many a good day, have blown r« 
brains out, but for the recollection tliat it would liave givei 
pleasure to my modicr-in-law; and, oven ifteiiy if 1 coul> 
have been certain to haunt her, and fling the .'iliatterc< 
sculp of my sinciput and occiput in her frighlful fact!—bu' 
I won’t dwell upon these trifling family matters. 

* Venice is in the estro of her Carnival, and I have boc^i 
up these last two nights at the rkkitio and tlic opera, afu 
all Uiat kind of thing. Now for an adventure. A few 
days ago a gondolier brought mo a billet without a sub¬ 
scription, intimating a wish on tlic [»apt erf" tli« writer to 
meet mo either in gondola, or at tlie Island of fc>an Lazuro, 
or at a third rendezvous indicat.(?d in tlie note. ‘ I know 
the country’s dis|K)sit!on well,'—in Venice ‘tliey do lot 
heaven sec those tricks tlicy dare not show',’ &o. &,c.; so, 
for ail respfNise, I said tliat neither of the three place.® 
suitednn>; but that I would either beat home at ten at 
niglil alone, or be at the ridotto at midnight, where tlie 
writer might meet me masked At ten o’clock I was at 
home and alone, (Marianna w'as gone with her husbmid to 
a convcraazitMic,) ^vhen the door of my apartment opened, 
and in walked a well-looking and (for an Ttalian) hion<l(, 
girl of about nineteen, wlio infornuHl mo that she wa.s mar¬ 
ried to the brother of my amoroea, and wished to have some 
conversation with mtL I mailc a decent reply, ami we 
had some talk in Italian attd Homaic, (her mother being n 
Greek of Corfu;) when, lo! in a very few minutes in 
marches, to iny very groat astonishment, Marianna S * *, 
inpropnapemTia, and, after making a most |K)lilo curtsey 
to her sister-in-law and to me, witliout a single word, seizes 
her said sister-in-law by the hair, and Ix'stows upon her 
Bomo mteen slaps, which would have tnadc your eaj ache 
only to hear their echo. I need not describe the screaming 
which ensued. The luckless visiter took Ibght. 1 s^.ed 
Marianna, who, after several vain efforts to get away in 
pursuit the encrav, fairly went into fits in my arms; and, 
in spite oC reasoning, can dn Cologne, vinegar, lialf a pint 
of water, and Gcxl knows what other water besklos, con¬ 
tinued so till past midnight. 

“ After damning my servants fljr letting people in without 
apprizing me, 1 found that Marianna ui the morning had 
seen her sistor-in-law's gondolier on Uie stairs; and, sus¬ 
pecting timt his apfiarition boded her no good, had either 
returned of her own accord, or been followed by her maids 
w some other spy of her ptv>pIo«io tlw conversazione, from j 
whence she returned to prfietrale this piece of pugilism. 

I had setm fits before, and also some small scenery of the 
game genus in and out of our island; |)ut this was not all. 
After about an hour, in comes—who ? why, Signor S * *, 


her lord and husband, and finds me with his wife fainting 
uinm a sofa, and all the api^iaratus coidusion, diaiievelled 
iiair, hats, handkerchiefs, salts, smelling bottles—and the 
lady as pale as ashes, without sense or motion. His first 
question was, * ^VbiU; is all tiiis T The la<ly could not reply 
—so I did, I told him tlie ex[»lanatk)n was tht eojriest 
thing in the world; but in the mean time, it would be as 
well to recover his wife—at least her senses. Tiiis came 
about in due time of suspiratum and respiration. 

“You need not be alarmed—jealousy is not the order of 
the day in Venice, and daggers are out of fashion, while 
duels, oil love matters, awj unknown—at least, with the 
husbands. But, for all tiiis, it was an awkward affair; and 
thougli lie must have known that I made love t^^ Marianua, 
yet X believe he wa.s not, till lliat evening, aware erf* the 
extent U> wliich it had gone. It is very v ell known tliof 
almost all ihc married women have a lover; but it is usuid 
lo keep up the fonns, as in other nations. 1 did not, Uicro- 
f(«‘e, know what the devil lo say. 1 ooukl not outwitli tlic 
truth, oirt of rcigard to her, and I did not choose to lie for 
my sake;—bcsi<ios, the thing told itself. I thouglil the bt'st 
way would be to let her explain it as she chose, (a woman 
being never at a loss—the Devil always slicks by them)— 
only determuiing to protect and carry her offj in case <»f 
any ferocity on the part of the Signor. 1 saw lliat lie was 
quite calm. Slie went to bed, and next day—bow tliey 
settled it, I know not, but settle it they did. Well—then 
I had to explain to Marianna about (his never to he sulili- 
cientiy confounded sister-in-law; whitfli 1 did by swearing 
innriccnce, eternal constancy, &c. &c. * * * 

* 4 .^* 4 **** 
But (lie sister-in-law, very much discomjioaed with In'ing 
rented in such wise, has (not having lie.r own shame 
‘oforc her eyes,) told tlic affair to half Venice, and tlie 
s*‘rvants (who were surnnioned by tin- fight and the faint¬ 
ing,) to (lie other Iialf. But iicvc, iiobfidy minds sucli trifles, 
except to he amusedliylliem. I don't know whethcryuu 
will be so, but 1 liave scrawled a long letter out of these 
es. “Beliovo me ever, &€.” 


r.ETTER CCCXVU. 

TO MU. MURRAY, 

“Venice, Jan. 24,1817, 

lii * * * * 

“ I liave been requested by the Countess Albrizzi here 
;o present her with ‘the. Worksand wish you therefore 
x> send me a copy, that X may comply with her requisition. 
You may include tlie last [Kihlislieckof which I have aeon 
ind know nothing, but from your letter of the 13lh of 
December. 

“ Mrs. Leigh tells me that most of her friends prefer tiio 
irst two Cantos. I do not know whether this be the 
eneral o^iinion or not, (it is iwX/wji,') but it is naturiti h 
ihould be so. I, howiwcr, think differently, which is iia- 
iiral also; but who is right, or who is wrong, is of very 
itilc consequence. „ 

“Dr. Ihilidori, at I hoar from him by letter from Pisa, i. 
about lo rtitiim to England, to go to (he Brazils on r 
medical speculation wiili the Danish ctmsul. As^ou art 
li the favour of the povver.s that l>e, could yon not get hm 
some letters of recomniendalion from some of your go 
'eminent friends lo some of tlie Portuguese settlers ? h.- 
mderslands his pr(»fession weli, and has no want of genera 
alvnls; his faults are tin* faults of a pardonable vanity am 
'outh. His remaming with me was out of the question:' 
lavc enough to do to manage my own scrapes; and a- 
•rcccpts without example are not (lie most gracious bomi 
iie.s, I Ihouglit it better to give him his conge: but I knov. 
no great harm iyf him, and some good. He is clever am 
accornpiislicd; knoviis his profession, b^' ail acc(Hmt% well 
and is honourable in fiis dealings and not at all ipalevolent 
1 flunk, with luck, he will turn out a useful member oC 
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•oct^, (tram wtncti ne wui top ttie diseased meRdiers,) and 
the College of Phynciaiw. If you can be of any t»e to 
him, or k»>w any one who can, pray be so, as be has h» 
fOTtune to make. He has kept o^mgdioalJoierncU imder the 
eye tf P'lacoa, (the first surg^ on the continent) at Pisa: 
Vacca has corrected it, and it must contain some vaiuoMe 
hints or infbrination on the practice of this country. If you 
can aid him in publishing this also, by your infiuence with 
your brethren, do; I do not ask you to public it yourself, 
because that sort of request is too fiersonal and embarrass¬ 
ing. He has abo a bragedy, of vsdiich, having seen nothing, 
1 sav nothing: but the very circumstanoe of his having 
niado ^se effbts (if tht^y are only efforts,) at onc-and- 
twenty, is in his favour, and proves him to have good 
dispositions for his own improvement. So if, in the way 
of conunendadon recommendation, you can aki his 
objects with your government friends, I wish you would. 
I should think some of your iidmiralty Board might be 
likely to have it in their power.” 


LETTER CCCXVIII. 

TO MR. MURRAr. 

“Venice, Feb. 15,1817. 

1 havt received your two letters, but not the parcel you 
mention. Ar the Waterloo spoils are arrived, I will make 
you a presciii oi tliem, if you choose to accept of tliem; 
pray do. 

“i Ho n(>t csRctly underslarKi from your letter what lias 
bc^'P OMittcd, or what not, in the publication; hut 1 shall 
SIX- pr«>bahly some Hay or otiicr. I could not attribui** any 
hut :i. ^ond nmtivo to Mr. Gifford or yoiirwlf in such oinis- 
Mc»i; but as our {xiHtics are so very opjiositc, we should 
prolwhly differ as to the pa.s.sHges. However, if it is only 
a ni4c or notes, or a line or 8<», it cannot signify. You say 
‘a jxtem;' tuhat poem? You can tell me in your next. 

“ Of Air. llobhoitse's quarrel wiUi llie Ciiiarterly Review, 
I know very little exetspt * article itself, which was 
certainly harsh enougli: but I quite agree that it WiailH 
have heen better not to answer—particularly aOer Mr. 

JV. who never more will irouIHe you, trouble you. I 
have been uneasy, because Mr. H. told me lliat liis letter 
or jirelacc was to be addressed to rnc. Now, be and 1 ar<? 
friends d* many years; 1 have many obligations to him, and 
he none to me, which have iKjt been <*aneelled and more 
tfian repaid; but Mr. Gifford and 1 are friends also, and 
he has moreover bci'n literally so, thnnigh thick and thin, 
in despite of difference of years, morals, habits, and even 
jwi^cs; and tliorefiire I feel in a very awkward situation 
between the two^ Mr. Gifford and my friend Hobht>utic, an<l 
can only wish tliat they had no difference, or that such as 
they have were accommodated. The Answer I have not 
seen, for—it is odd i^nough for per^le so intimate—but Mr. 
Hobiiouse and I very spsuing of our literary c^uifi- 
dcnccs. For example, tlie other day ho wished to have a 
MS. of the Third Canto to read over to his brother, &,c. 
•which was refused;—and I have never seen his journals, 
nor he mine—(I only kept tlie shoif one of the mountains 
for my sister)—nor do I Uiink that hardly ever he or I saw 
09 eff the othei^s productions previous to their publication. 

‘The artido in the Edinburgh Review «n Odoridge I 
have not seen; but whether I am attacked in it or not, cn* 
in any other of the same journal, I shall never think ill of 
Mr. Jeffrey iwi that amount, mw forget that his c<H»duct 
towards me has been certainly most haiulsome during the 
last four or more years. 

‘I forgtrt to menticai to you that a kind of poem in dia* 
logue*” (in blank verse) or drama, from wh^Ji *The In¬ 
cantation* is an extract be^o last summerm Switzerland, 
is finished; it is in thr^ acts; but of a very wild, meta¬ 
physical, and hlbxplicable kind. Almost all tlie persons— 
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bat two or throe—are Spirits of the earth and air, or tha 
waters; the scene is in the Alps; the hero a kind of ma^ 
gician, vho is tormented by a species of remorse, the cause 
of which is left unexi>labed. He wandem about 
invoking these Spuits, which appear to him, and are of no 
use; he at last goes to the very abode of the Evil Prineq^^ 
in proprw yicrwna, to evocafe a ghost, which appears, and 
gives him an ambiguous and disagreeable answer; and in 
the third act he is fowd by his attendants dybig in a tower 
where he had studied bis art. You may perceive by Uiis 
outline that 1 have no great opimon of tliis piece of phan¬ 
tasy ; but I have at least rendered it ijmle inijmsUde fix the 
stage, for whidi my intercourse with Urury-laiic lias given 
me the greatest contempt. 

‘ 1 have not even copied it o6^ and feel too lazy at {>resent 
to attempt the whole; but wlten 1 have, 1 will send it you, 

I and you may either tlirow it into the fire or not.” 


LETTER CCCXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Feb. 25,1827. 

“ I wrote to you the other day in answer to your letter; 
at present, I w'ould trouble you with a comiuission, if you 
would be kind enough to underfake it. 

“You perhaps know Mr. Love, the jeweller, of Old 
Bond-street.—In 1813, when in the iiitcnUon of returning 
to J'urkry, 1 purchased ofbitii, and paid (urgent fxmtptant) 
alioiit a dozen snuff-boxes, of more or less value, as presents 
for s(»ini' (f my Aliissulman acquaintance. Tliesc 1 have 
now with me. The otlier day, having occasiem to make 
an alteration in the Ikl of (me (to place a portrait in it,) it 
has turned out to be ailvcr^gUt instead fi>r which 

last it was sold and paid for. This was discovered by tlie 
workman in trying it, bd<>re taking ofl’Uie hinges and work¬ 
ing upon the lid. I have of conrse recalled and preserved 
the box in siatu quo. What I wish you to do is, to see iho 
said Mr. Love, and infonn him of this circumstance, add¬ 
ing, from me, that 1 will take care he shall not have done 
this with impunity. 

“ If there is no ri^mcdy in law, there is at least die equit¬ 
able one df making known liis ^'h,—that is, his silver gift, 
and lie d—d to him. 

I “ r shall cartffully preserve all the purchases I made of 
him on that occasion for my return, as the plague in Tur¬ 
key is a liarrior to travelling then* at present, ot mtlicr tho 
e*ndlcss quarantine which would be die consequence before 
one cmild land in coming back. Pray state the matter to 
him with due ferocity. 

“1 sent you tiic other day some extracts from a kind of 
Drama which 1 had begun in Switzeriand and finished 
here; you will tell roe if they are received. They were 
cmly ill a letter. I have not yet had energy to ixqiy it out, 
or I would send you the wliole in difierent covera. 

“ The carnival dosed this day last week. 

“Mr. Hobliouse is still at Rome, 1 believe. 1 am at 
present a little unwell*,—sitting up too late and smne sub¬ 
sidiary dis8i;>ations have lowered my blood ago<xi deal; 
but 1 have at present the quiet and temperance of Lent 
bef(X‘e me. “ l^lieve roe, &c.” 

“ P. S. Remember me to Mr. Gifford.—I have not re¬ 
ceived 3 rour parcel or parcels.—Look into * Moore’s (Dr. 
Moore’s) View of Italy* for me; in one of the volumes you 
will find an account the JDoge VaUere (it miglit to be 
Fidiori) and his ctmspiracy, or the motives of if. Get it 
transcribed for me, and send it iii a letter to me soon. 1 
want it, and cannot find so good an account of that InisineM 
here; though the veiled patriot, and the place where he was 
crovwied, and afterward decapitated, still exist, and are 
shown. I have searched all t^ir histories ; but the pobey 
of the old aristocracy made their writers siJont on his mo¬ 
tives, which w«’e a fnvate grievance against one of ^ 
pahicians. 
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«lmeM to write o tragedy on the Mi»5tject, which ap- If I live ten years longer, you wffl see, howem,that it 
peers to mewery ehunatic: an tdd man, jealous, and con- w wrt over with me—I do n’t mean in literature, rjt uiat M 
symng against Uie state, of which be was tli© actually noOung; end it may seem odd enough to say, I ^ ^ 
leigniag dneC The last circumstance makes it the most think it my vocation. But you wiU see that I ^ail do 
rema^alde and oriy &ct of the kin d in ail history of afi acancthing or tjdier—the times and Ibrtune pertniU^— 

that ‘ like the cosmogony, or creation of the world, wiu puz¬ 
zle the fAiloeophers of all agw.’ But I douU whethCT my 
consHtutiem will hold out. 1 have, at intervals, exwTised it 


LETTER CeeXX. 


90 MR. MOORS. 


“Venice, Feb. 28,1817. 

•You win, perhaps, complain as much of the frequency 
of my k)ttera now, as you were u ont to do their rarity 
1 thudi tills is the fourth witlun as many moons. I fee 
anxious to hear from you, even more dian usual, bccaus< 
your last indicated that you were unwell. At present, I 
am on the invalid regimen myself. Tho (Carnival—that is. 
tlie latter {lartofit—and aktingup late o’ nights, had knockoc 
mo up a little. But it is over,—and it is now Lent, with 
ail its abstinence and sacred music. 


most devilishiy. 

“I liBve not yet fixed a time of retun^ but I thiidt of the 
spring. 1 shall have been away a year m April next. You 
never mention Kogere, nor Hodgson, your clerical neigh¬ 
bour, who has lately got a living near you. Has he abo 
got a child yet?—hia desideratum when I saw hirf last, 
t * ^ * 

“ Pray let me hear from you, at your time and leisure^ 
believing me ever and truly and afiectitaiately, fee.” 


LETTER CCCXXI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 


“ The minnmirig closed with a masked ball at the Fenice, 
wiicre I wont, as dso to most cd'the ridotta^ &;c.&c.; and, 
though 1 did not dissipate much upon the whole, yet I find 
'the sword wearing out Uto scahlMtrd,’ though I have but 
just turned the comer of twenty-nine. 

*' So ire Ml go no more e ronog 
So late into the flight, 

Though the heart be atill m torlng, 

An<1 the moon be atill aa bright. 

For the aworJ otitweara iia aheath, 

And Ow aoul weara out the broaat, 


“ Venice, March 3,1817. 

“In acknowledging the arrival of the article from tiie 
Quarterly,’* which 1 received two days ago, I cannot ex¬ 
press myself IxJttcr than in the words of my sister Augusta, 
who (speaking of it) says, that it is written in a spirit *af 
:he most feeling and kind nature.’ It is. however, s(Hne- 
tliing more: it seems to me (as far as tlio sulject of it may 
he fienmittod to judge) to be very well wrKten as a compo* 
dtiem, and I think will do the journal no discredit, becattse 
wen tliose who condemn its partiality must praise its 


And the henrt muet iwiise to breatlie, 
AjmI lure itwlf have reel. 

Though the ni^t wei nuifle for loving, 
Ami the da; returnt too aoon, 

Tet wo Ml go DO more a roving 
B; the light of the muoit. 


„'enerosity. Tho temptations to take another and a less 
I favourable view cd* the question have lietui so great and 
luraerous, that, what with public opinion, poHtics, &c. he 


must be a gallant os well as a good man, who has ventured 
n that place, and at this lime, to write such on article even 


I have lately hod some news of littcrotoor, as I heard tho 
editor of tho MtMillily pronounce it once upon a time. I 
heard tliat W. W. has been publtsluiig and re.sponding to 
the attacks of the Quarterly, in the learned Perry’s Chro- 
niclo. I read his poesies last autuTim, and, among them, 
fcHind an cpitafih on his bull-dog, and another on mysdf. 
But I beg leave to assure him (like tlic astrolc^cr Partridge) 
thai I am not mily alive now, but was alive also at the time 
he wKrte it. ♦ ♦ ♦ t 

« « * « 


anonymously. Such tilings are, however, theirowvi reward, 
nd I even Hatter myself Uiat the writer, whoever he may 
tKj, (and I have no guess,) wll not rt^gret that the perus^ 
•f this lias given me as much gralification as any compo- 
lition of that nature could give, and more tlion any other 
las given,—and I have had a good iiMny in ray time 
*ne kind or the other. It is not the mere praise, but there 
!S a tad and a delka/y throughout, not only with regard to 
nc, but to otherxj which, as it had not been observed else- 
vherey I had Ull now doubted whether it could be observed 


Hc^liouse has (1 hear, al expectorated a letter against 
the Quarterly, addressed to me. I £uo! awkwardly situated 
between him and GilTord, both being my friends. 

“And this is your mernth of going to press—by tho body 
of Diana! (a Vonotian oath,) I feel as anxious—but not 
fearful hr you—os if it were myself coming otii in a work 
of humour, which would, you know, be the antipodes of all 
my previous publicatiims. 1 do n’t think yon have any thing 
to dread but your own reputation. You must keep up to 
that. As you never showeil me a line of your work, I do 
not even know your measure; but you must send mo a 
cqiy by Murray fmthwith, and then you shall hear what 
I think. 1 dare say you are in a pucker. Of all authors, 
you ore the only really modest one I ever met with, wbic^ 
woidd sound oddly enough to those who recollect your 
morals when you were young—tliat is, when you were 
extremdy young—I don’t mean to stigmatize you either 
with years or morality. 

“ 1 believe I told you that tho Edinburgh Review had 
attacked nx^ in aa-juliclo on Coleridge (I have not seen 
It)—‘ Et fi«, JeffmT —^ there is nothing but roguery in vU- 
lanoua him of all attacks, present and 

futoro;J|jr|y||jj||H already t>nsh<^d his clemency in 
my and I shall always flunk well of 

him. did not begin hofi>rc, as my domcsitic 

.^ne opening fiir all tho work!, of whtub 
Sfi Well to avail Uicmaelves. 


any wlure. 

“ Perhaps some day or other you will know or tell me 
he writer’s name. Be assured, bad the article been a 
larsh one, T should not liavc asked it. 

“I have lately written to you frtiquenlly, witli extrads^ 
kc. which I ho|)e you have received, or will receive, with 
before this letter.—Ever since the conclusion of the 
'arnival I have been unwell, (do not nlention this, on any 
iccoiint, to Mrs. Leigh; for if I grow worse, she will know 
it too soon, and if 1 get better, there is no occasion that 
she should know H at all,) and have liardly stirred out of < 
he house. However, J do n’t want a physician, and if I 
did, very ludtily those of Italy arc the wo^ in the wwkl, 
so that 1 should still have a chance. They have, 1 botie|n. 
[>ne famous surgeon, Vacc-a, who lives at Pisa, who nugfil 
i>e useful in case of dissection >--but he is some hundred 
miles off. My malady is a sort of lowish fever, originating 
Trom what my ‘pastor and master,’ Jackson, would cafi 
taking too much out (tone’s self.’ However, I ambettot 
rithin this day or two. 

“I missed seeing the now Patriarch’s proccsoim to St 
Marie’s tho other day, (owing to my indisposition,) with 
six hundred and fifty priests in his rear—a * goodly anpy. 
Tho adrairabie government of Vienna, in its edict 

An article In irnnher 31 of tliU Review, wriUea, M Lord Bwon^Afier 
mird diicoTcred, by Sir Waller IkoU. 
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(hence, utthotimg hie inetadlstkin, praecribed, aa part of 
the pageant, ‘ a oixkA and Gnir horaea.’ To ahaw how vei^ 
* German to the matter’ thia was, you have only to auppoec 
our parliament cotmnantiing the Archbialiop of Canterbury 
to proceed from Hyde Park Comer to St. Paul’s Cathe¬ 
dral *in the Lord Mayor’s barge, or the Margate hoy. 
There is but Su Mark's Place in all Venice broad enough 
for a carriage to move, and it is paved with large smooth 
hag atones, so that the chariot and horses of Klij^ himself 
wo^ be puzzled to manoeuvre upon it. Those ofPharaoh 
might do better; for the canals,—and particularly the 
Grand Canal, are sufficiently ca|)aciou8 and extensive for 
tus host. Of course, no coach couki be attempted; 
hut 'nS*VenetiaiB who are very naive as well as arcli, were 
much amused with tlie ordinance. 

* The Armenian Grammar is publislied; but my Arme¬ 
nian studies are suspended for the present till niy head 
aches a little less. I seat you the otlier day, in two covers, 
the First Act of‘Manfred,’ a drama as road as Nat. Lee’s 
Bedlam tragedy, which was in 25 acts and some oild 
scenes:—iniue is but in Three Acts. 

' I find i have begun tliis letter at the wrong end: never 
mind; 1 must end it, then, at the right. 

“ Vours ever very truly 

“and obligcdly, &C.’’ 


LETTER CCCXXII. 

TO Mil. MCKKAV. 

“Venice, March 9,1817. 

“In remUting the Third Act* of the sort uf dramatic 
poem of which you will by this time have received the first 
two, (at least I hope so,) which were sent witliin the last 
‘three weeks, 1 liave little to observe, except tliat you must 
not I« iblish it (if it over is published) without giving me pre¬ 
vious notice. I have really and truly no notion wlietlier it 
is good or bad; and as this was not the ease wiUi the prin¬ 
cipal of my former publication.^ I am, therefore., inclined to 
rank it very humbly. You will submit it to Mr. Gilford, 
and to whomsoever you please besides. With regard to 
tlie question of copyright, (if it ever comes to publicatiisi,) 

I do not know whether you would thmk three tmub^ 
guineas an over-estimate; if you do, you may diminish it: 
I do not think it wortli more; so you may sec I make some 
ditference between it and tlie others. 

“ 1 have received your two Reviews, (but not the * Talcs 
of My Landlord;’) the Quarterly I acknowlwlged [larticu- 
larly to you, on its arrival, ten days ago. 'What you tell 
me of Perry petrifies me; it is a rank imposition. In or 
about Foliruary or March, 1816,1 was given to understand 
tiiat Mr. Croker was not only a coadjutor in the attacks 
of die Courier in 1814, but the auUior of some lines tole¬ 
rably ferocious, then recently publiriied in a morning paper. 
Upon this I mots a reprisal. The whole of the fines I 
have forgotten, dud even the purport of tliom I scarcely 
remember; for on ymer assuring me diat he was not, &c. 
&c. I put them into the Jin before yattr fae^ and there 
neuer loos but that one roagh copy^ Mr. Davies, the only 
person who ever heard tliem road, wonted a copy, which I 
refused. If, however, by some impoteMUy, which I cannot 
s^^nc, the ghost of these rliymes should walk into the 
world, I never will deny what I hove really written, but 
hold myself personally responsible for satisfaction, though 1 
reserve to myself the right of disavowing all or any /oW- 
catima. To the previous facts you ore a witness, and best 
know how far my recapitulation is correct; and I reques 
that you will inform Mr. Perry firom me, tliat I wonder he 
should permit such an abuse of my name in his paper; I 
say an abuse, because my absence, at leasq demands some 
rrfpecl, and my presence and pomtive sanction <^ld alone 
justify lum in juch a proceeding, even wore the linos mine. 


and if false, there are no words for him. I repeal to you 
that tile original was burnt before you on your asswra we e, 
and there neoer was a oopy^ nor even a verbal repefition,— 
very inncb to tlie discondort of some zealous Whigs, wIk> 
bored me for them (having heard it bruited by Mr. Itevies 
tliat tliere were such matters) to no purpose; for, having 
ivriUcn tliem solely with the nation that Mr. Cn^er was 
the aggressor, and for my oum and not parly reprisals, I 
would not lend me to the zeal of any sect when 1 was made 
aware that be was not the writer of the offensive passages. 
You hmui, if there was such a tiling, 1 would not deny it. 
1 mentioned it openly at the time to you, and you wiU 
remember why and where I destroyed it; and no power 
nor whncdling on earth shutikl have made, nr could make 
me, (if 1 rccidlccted them,) give a copy after that, unless I 
was well assured that Mr. Croker was really the auUiorof 
that which you assured me he was not. 

“I intend for England this spring, where I have some 
airair.s to tuljust; but the post hurries me. For this month 
past 1 have been unwell, hut am getting better, and thinking 
of movuig homewards towards May, without going to 
Itoinc, as the uuhealtliy sea-on comes on soon, and 1 can 
return when I have settled tlie biisiiieas I go u|K)n, which 
eed not he long. * * * * I should have tliouglit the Assy- 
riaii tales very suercedable. 

“I saw, in Mr. W. W.’s poetry, that he had written my 
■pitaph; I would rather have written his. 

“ The thing I have sent you, you will see at a glimpse, 
could never be attempted or thought of for the stage; I 
much doubt it for publicelion even. It is too much in my 
>ld style; but I composed it acuially with a horror of tho 
itage, and with a view to render tlie thought of it imprac- 
jcahle, knowing tho zeal of my friends tliat 1 slmild try 
hat for whicli I have an invuicible repugnance, viz. a re- 
resentation. 

“1 certainly am a devil of a mannerist, and must leave 
itf; but what could I do? Without exertion of .some kind, 
.shouki have sunk under my imagination and reality. My 
lest respects to Mr. Giffoid, to Walter Scott, and to all 
lends. “Yours ever.” 


LETTER CCCXXm. 

TO MS. MOOBI. 

“Venice, Ms-ch 10,1817. 

“I wrote again to you lately, but 1 hope you won’t be 
sorry to have another epistle. I have been unwell this last 
luontli, with n kind of slow and low fever, which fixes upon 
me at night, and goes off in the morning; but, however, I 
am now better. In spring it is probable we may meet; at 
least I intend for England, where I have business, and 
ho(ie to meet you in your restored health and additional 
rels. 

Murray has sent me the Quarterly and the Edinburg. 
When I tell you that Walter Scott is the author of the 
article in the former, yon will agree with me that such an 
article is still more honourable to him than to myrelf. I 
am perfectly pleased with Jeffrey’s also, which I wish you 
to tell him, with my remembrances—not that I suppose it 
is of any consequence to him, or ever could have teen, 
whether I am pleased or not,—but simply in my privato 
relation to him, as his well-wisher, and it may be one day 
as his acquaintance. I wish you would also addr-what 
you know,—that I was not, and, indeed, am not even rum, 

' tho misanthropical and gloomy gentleman he takas me for, 
but a facetious companion, well to do with thi^ with 
whom I am intimate, and as loquacious and laughing os if 
I were a much cleverer fellow. 

“I suppose now I shall never be able to shake off iny 
sables in public imagination, more particularly since nqr 
moral ♦ * clove down my fame. However, nor that, iw 
more than that, has yet extinguished my which 

; always rises Mlh the rebound. 


• See Psema, p. (70. 
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* AtTo^ we kte ioLeiit, end I have notlatdy movet 
out of doair%—my feveiiehnew requiring quiet, and—b 
way of being more quiet—here is the Signora Mariann 
juat come in and seated at my elbow. 

“ Have you seen * * *’b bo<A of (wesy ? and, if you havi 
seen it, are you not d,dighted with it? And have you—) 
really cannot go on. There is a pair of great bia^ eye 
looking over my shoulder, like the angel leaning over Si 
Matthew's, in the old frontispieces to the Evangelists,—sc 
that 1 must turn and answer thorn instead of vou. 

“Ever fee." 


LETTER CCCXXIV. 

TO MK. afOOR£. 

“Venice, March 25,1817. 

*1 have at liwt Icanied, in default cd* your own writing, 
(or not writing—which should it be? for I am not very 
clear as to the application of the word dg/ouZt,) from Mur¬ 
ray, two particulars of (are belonging to) you; one, that 
you are removing to Hornsey, which is, 1 presume, to be 
nearer London; and the other, that your Poem is an¬ 
nounced by the name of Lalta Rix^h. I am glad of it,— 
first, that wc are to have it at last, and next, I like a tough | 
title myself—wiiness the Giaour and Childe Harold, which' 
choked half the l^ues at start ing. Besides, it Is the of | 
Alcibiades’s dog,—not tliat 18up}>ose you want either dog 
or tail. I’alking of tail, I wish you liad not called it a 
*Pcrainn Tale' Say a ‘ Poem* or ‘ Romance,’ but not ‘Tale,’ 

1 am very sorry that I called some aC my own things 
‘Tales,’ because I think that they are something bolter. 
Besides, we have had Arabian, and Hindoo, and Turlush, 
and Assyrian Tales. Hut after all, this is frivolous in me; 
you won’t, liowover, mind my nonsense. 

“Really and truly, I want you to make a great hit, if 
only out of sell^love, because we happen to be old cronies; 
and I have no doubt you will—I am sure you can. But 
you are, I 'll be sworn, in a devil of a pucker; anil / am not 
at your elbow, and Rogers is. I envy him; which is not 
fair, because he docs not envy any body. Mind you send 
to me—that is, moke Murray send—tlie moment you are 
forth. 

* I liave been very ill with a slow fever, which at last 
took to flyingLOnd l^came as quick as need he. But, at 
length, after anreek of half^lclirium, burning .skin, thirst, 
hot headach, horrible pulsalion, and no sleep, by tlie blessing 
of barley water, and refusing to see any idiysician, 1 reco¬ 
vered. It is an ejiidemic d* tlie place, which is annual, and 
visits strangtsrs. Here follow some versicles, which I inade 
one sleepless night. 

*' I read the ‘ Chrietalml 
Very well: 

I reed the * Mtuiosary ;* 

Pretty—nry t 

1 tried At' llderim 
Ahem! 

I reid a ehAei of' Margaret of Anfomi* < 

Con you 9 

I itiro’da paite of‘* *»• Waterloo;* 

Pooht Pwht 

1 looked at Wordaworth’t mitkirtitw * Rytetooe Dot j* 

HiJIot 

1 raad ‘ (llesarf on* t 00 | by * * * ** 

Cod d-n r* 


'den of thieves^ and here they but pouae and pan. In 
Bwitzerlaod it wta really noidaua. Luckily, I wa« earty, 
and had got the prettiest place on all the Lake before they 
were quickened into moticsi with the rest of reptiles. Btk 
they crossed me every where. I met a family of dyWren 
and old women half way up Hie Wengen Alp (by the 
Jungfrau) upon mules, some of them too old and others too 
young to he the least aware of what they saw. 

‘By-the-way, I think the Jungfrau, and all that region 
of Al|)s, which I traversed in ^■ptember—going to the 
very top of tlie Wengen, which is not the higliest, (the 
Jungfrau itself is inaccessible,) but the best point of view- 
mu^ finer than Mont Blanc and Chaniouni, or the-Sim- 
plon. I kept a journal of the whole for my sister Augusta, 
part of which she copied and let Murray see, 

“I wrote a sort of mad Drama, for the sake of intro¬ 
ducing the Alfdne sconeiy in description; and this I sent 
lately to Murray. Almost all the rhum. pers, are spirits, 
ghosts, or magicians, and the scene is in the AI|)S and the 
'ther world; so you may siqqrosc what a bedlam tragedy 
t must be: make him ^ow it you. 1 sent him all three 
acts piecemeal, by the post, and sug.pose they have arrived. 

“I have now written to you at least six letters, or letter 
ia, and all I have received in return is a note about the 
engtii you used to write from Biiry-strret to St. James’s- 
street, when wo used to dine witli Rogers, and talk laxly 
lid go to parlies, and hear poor Sheridan now and tlien. 
Do you remember one night he was so tipsy lliat 1 was 
breed to put his cocked hat on for him,—for ho could not, 
—and I let him down at Bronkes’s, mueJi as he must since 
lave been let down into his grave. Heigh lio! I wish I 
vas drunk—but I have nothing but this d—d liarley water 
jefore me. 

“lam still in love.—which is a dreadfiJ drawback in 
quitting a place, and I can’t stay at Venice much longer. 
What I shall do on this point I don^ know. Tlie girl 
neans to go with me, but I do not like this for her own 
lake. I have had so many conflicts in my own mind on 
liis subject, that I am not at all sure they did not help mo 
o the fever I mentioned above. I am certainly very much 
ittached to her, and 1 have cause to be so, if you knew all. 
But she has a child; and thougii, like all the ‘children of 
he sun,’ slie consults nothing but passion, it is necessary f 
thoold tliink for both; and it is only the virtuous, like 
‘ who can afford to give up husband and child, and 
ive happy ever after. 

* The Italian ethics are the most singular ever met with. 

‘he perversion, not only of action, but of reasoning, is sin¬ 
gular in the women. It is not that they do not consider 
die thing itself as wrong, and very wrong, but few (the 
KiitimeM of love) is not merely an excuse for it, but makes 
t an actual virtue, provided it is disinterested, and not a 
eprioe, and is confined to one object They have awful 
lotions of constancy; for 1 have seen some ancient figures 
of eighty pointed out as amorosi of fony, fifty, and sixty 
years’ standing. I can’t say I have ever seen a husband 
and wife so coiqiled. “ Ever, Ac. 

*P. S. Marianna, to whom I have just translated what 
have written on our object to you, says—'If you loved 
me thoroughly, you would not make so many fine reflections, 
which are only good forUrm i scarpi,’—that is, ‘to cleqn 
shoes withal,'—a Venetian proverb ofappreciatico, which 
applicable to reasoning of all kinds.’’ 


♦ ♦ * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

♦ ♦♦♦♦» 

*1 have not the least idea where I am going, ikw what 1 
am to do. 1 wished to have gone to Rome; but at present 
it is pesnleat with English,—a parcel of staring boobies, 
who go about gaping a^ wislung to be at once cheap and 
nagi^eat. A man is a fool who trrveh now in France 
or Italy, till this tribe of wretches is swept hams again. 
In two or three years the first rush will be over, and the 
Confineat will be roomy and agreeable. 

“I stayed at Venice chiefly because it is not one of their 


LETTER CCCXXV. 

TO lot. isttnRAT. 

“Venice, March S5,1817. 

“Tour letter and enclosure are safe; but ‘English gea- 
lemen’ato very rare—at least in Venice. Idouin whether 
here are at present any save the consul and vice-consul 
rilh neither of whom I have the slightest rcquainta'Mm, 
The moment I can pounce upon a witness, 1 wi8 send the 
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dtiiid properly gigned; but must be neceasarUy be genteel 7 
Venicti is not a place where the English are gregarious; 
their pigeWhouses are Florence, Naples, Rome, &.c.; 
and to loll you the truth, this was one reason why 1 stayed 
here till the season d* the purgation of Romo from tliese 
people, Vbtch is infected with them at tliis time, should ar¬ 
rive. Besides, I aMior the nation and the nation me; it b 
impossible for me to describe my oum seisation m that 

* point, but it may suffice to say, that, if 1 mot with any of 
the race in the beautiful fiarts of Swit7.erUuid, die most 
distant glimpse or aspect of them poboned the whole 
scene, and I do not clu^c to l^ve the Pantheon, and St. 
Peter’iyand the Ca|Mtd, spoiled for me too. Tliis feeling 

*may be t^obably owing to recent events; but it does not 
exist du; less, and while it exbts, I shall conceal it as Jittl* 

• tLj any other. 

^ 1 have been seriously ill with a fever, but it b gone. 

, believe or supfxiso it was the ind^enous fever of tlie place, 
which comes every year at this time, and of whk^ the 
physicians change die name annually, to despatch the 
pie sooner. It is a kind t/tyiidiua^ and kills occasionally. Jt 
was pretty smart, but notiiing pairticular, and has left me 
some del^ity and a ^eat app<{tite. There are a good 
many ill at present, I suppose of the same. 

“ 1 fijel sorry for Horner, if there was any thing in die 
Aorld Lo make him like it; and still more sorry for hb 
friends, as there was much to make them regret him. 1 
hod not heard oThb death till by your letter. 

“ Some weeks ago I wrote to you my acknowledgments 
of Walter Scott’s ardole. Now I know it lo be his, it can¬ 
not add lo my good opinion of him, but it tuids to that of 
myself. Jtle, and Gilford, and Moore arc the only regulars 
1 ever knew who had nothing of the garrison about their 
r 4 annor; no nonsense, nor affectations, look you! i^s for 
the rest whom I have known, (hero was always more or 
less r»f the author about them—the pen peeping from be¬ 
hind die ear, and the thumbs a hide inky or so. 

**Lalla Kookli’—you must recollect that in the way of 
title, the ^ Oiaour" has never been pronounced to diis day; 
and both h and Childe Harold s<junded very facetious to 
the bliio-l>otdes of wit and humour aliout town, dll they 
were taught and startled into a proper deportment; and 
thcref )re Lalla Bookh, which is very ordiodox and oriental, 
is as good a title as need be, if not better. I could wish 
rather that he hod not called it ‘ a Persian Tale firsUy, 
because we have had Turitbh Tales, and Hindoo Tales, 
and Assyrian Tales already; and tale is a word of which 
itre^icntsme to have nicknamed poesy. ‘Fable* would 
be better; and, secondly,‘Persian Tale’ reminds one of 
die lines of Pojie on Ambrose Phillips; though no one can 
say, to be sure, diat this tale has been ‘turned (i>r half-a- 
crownstill it is as well to avoid such clashings. ‘Persian 
why not?—or Romance? I fee! as anxious for 
Moore as I could (or myself for die soul me, and I 
would not have ^an succeed otherwise than splendidly, 
which 1 trust he will do. 

“ With regard to die ‘Witch Drama,’ I sent all the direc 
t acts by post, week after weel^ widdn this last month. 1 
repeat dial I have not an idea if itis good or bad. If bad, 
it must, on no account, be risked in {mblication; if good, it 
f your service. 1 value it at three hundred guinea^ or 
“less, if you like it. Perhaps, if published, die best way will 
be to odd it to your winter volume, and not publish sepa¬ 
rately. The price wUl show you 1 do ift pique myself upon 
tt;sospeakout You may put it in the fire, if you like, and 
Gifford do n’t like. 

“ The Armenian Grammar is pubfished—that is, one; 
the other is sdll in MS. My illness has prevented me 
from moving this month post, and I have done noUiing 
more with the Armenian. 

“(M* Itahan or rather Lcunbard mannen^ I could teU you 
little ot notbii^g: 1 went two or throe times to the governor’s 
conYersazioni, (and if you go once, you are free to go 
alv^y^) at wl^h, as I only saw veiy plain women, a 


formal circle, in short, a vwratxori of mut,l did not go again 
1 went to Academic and to Madame Albrizzfs, where 1 
saw pretty much the same thing, with the atktition of some 
literati, who are the same Hue,* by —all the world over. 
I fell in love the first week widi Madame * *, and 1 have 
continued so ever since, because she is very pretty and 
pleasing, and talks Venetian, which aintises me, and is 
naive. 1 have seen all their spectacles and sights; lait 1 
do not know any tiling very worthy of observation, except 
that Uie women hm ^tter than tliose of any other nation, 
which is notorious, and attributed to tim wortliip of images, 
and the early halut of osculation induced thereby. 

“ Veiy truly, &c. 

*P. S. Pray send the red tooth-powder by a eqfe hmui^ 

' ♦ ♦ ♦ 

To hook (he reader, ymx, John Murray, 

Have iiuhJtihetl ‘.Anjau'i Mai^caret,* 

Which won't be eoM ofTln a hurry, 

(At ieaat, It bai not been ae yet;) 

And tiivii, etlll Tarther to bewilder ’em, 

Without rerooree you eel up ' Ilderim ;* 

6o mind you do n’t gel into debt, 

Derauee an how, if you ahouid fnil, 

1'heee books would be but badiUsb bail. 

** And mind you do not let escape 

There rhymee to Morulng Vo»l or Tervy, 

Which would be very tre«chcrous.-.very, 

And get me into such ■ scrnite I 
Pur, firstly, I atiould hare to sally, 

All in my little boat, against a Onltiy iX 
And, should 1 chance to slay the Assyrian wi|^t, 

Hare next to combat with the female kni^t, 

And, inick'd to death, ex|Hre open her needle— 

A sort of eod which I sliould taJte indeed ill 1 

“You may show these matters to Moore and the teket, 
but not to the profane; and tell Moore, that I wonder he 
do n’t write to one now and then.” 


LETTER CCCXXVI. 

TO MR. MOOKE. 

“ Venice, Martdi 31,1817. 

“You will to think my epistt^ary offerings (to 

whatever altar you please to devote them) rather prodigal. 
But until you answer I sliall not abate, because you deserve 
no better. I know you arc well, liecause Oear of your 
voyaging to London and the environs, whitp I reje^e to 
learn, because your note alarmed me by the purgation and 
plilebotmny Uicrein prognosticated. 1 also hear of your 
being in the press; all which, metliinks, might have furnished 
you with suiiject matter for a mkidle-sized letter, conskler- 
uig that I am in foreign parts, and that the last month’s 
advertisements and obituary wtaiid bo absolute news to me 
from your Tramontane country. 

“ 1 told you, in my last, I Imve had a smart fever. There 
is an epidemic in tlio place; but 1 suspect, from the symp¬ 
toms, that mine was a fever of my own, and had notiiing 
in common with the low, vulgar typhus, which » at this 
moment decimating Venice, and which has half>uDpeopled 
Milan, if the tmeounts be true. Thu malady has sorely 
discomfited my serving men, who want sadly to be gone 
away, and get me to remove. But, besides my natural 
perversity, 1 was seasoned in Turkey, by the continual 
whispers of tlie plague, against apprehensions of contagion. 
Besides which, appr^ension wc^ not prevent it: and 
then I am still in love, and ‘fiirty tliousand’ fevers should 
not m^o mo stir before my minute, while under the in¬ 
fluence of ftiat paramount delirium. Seriously speaking, 

* Whenevera word or pareafv oecort, (m in thli IntUuee,/ wbich Lord 
Bjron would havo urondbneea em{fiMticatl]r in ■preking. it apprera, is 
hii bnndwiWng, as tf written with someibing of the same vebeaMiwe.— 

Moore. 

t Une follow the same ri> 7 iaea (*' I read the Cbrisiabct," Sc.) srtitsb 
have ftireadf been dveo in m# of wt letters to niysslf.—ASaore. 

t Mr. Oeuey Xiugfat, the author of “ Ilderim.’* 
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there U a malady rife in the city—« dangerous one, they 
say. However, mine did not appear so, though itVas not 
pleasant. 

* ITus is passion-week—and twilight—and ail the world 
are at vespers. I'ltey liavo an eternal churching, as in all 
Catholic countries, but are not bigoted as they seemed 
to be in Spain. 

‘‘I donH know whedier to be glad or sorry that you are 
leaving MayheM. Had 1 ever been at Newstead during 
your stay diore, (except during the winter of 1813-14. when 
tl)e roads were iinpracUcable,) we should have been within 
hail, and i should like to have made a giro of the Peak with 
you. I know that country well, having been all over it 
when a boy. Was you ever in Doye<lale? I can assure 
you there are things in Derbyshire as noble as Greece or 
Switzerland. But you had tUways a lingonng after Lon¬ 
don, and I do n't wonder at it. 1 liked it as well as any 
body, myself now and then. 

“ Will you remember me to Rogers? whom I presume 
to be flouiisluDj^ and whom I regard us our poetical papa. 
You are his lawful sem, and I tiie illegitimate. Has he 
begun yet u{>on Sheridan? If you see our republican 
fnend, Leigh Hunt, pray present my remembrances. I 
saw about nine montfis ago that he was in a row (like my 
friend Hobliouse,) with the Q.uu’terly Reviewers. For my 
part I never could understand these quarrels of authors wiUi 
critics and witli <me another. ^For God’s sake, gentlemen, 
wlmt do they mean?’ 

What think you of your countryman, Maturin ? I tak* 
some credit to myself for having done my best to biing out 
Bertram; but 1 must say my colleagues were quite os 
rt^ady and willing. Walter Scott, however, was the Jin 
who mentioned him, which he did to m^ with great cotn- 
mondatioD, in 1815; and it is to this casualty, and two or 
three oilier aiM:idents, that this very clever fellow owed his 
first and well-mctited public success. What a chance is 
fume! 

*Did I tell you that I have translated two Epistles?—a 
correspondence betwe^ SU Pmil and (he Corinthians, ncA 
to be found in our version, but tlie Armenian—but wluch 
seems to me very ordiodox; and I have done it into serifs 
Utral pre^e Engiudi.’'^ “Everj&c.” 


LETTER CCCXXVIL 

TO MR. MOHRAV. 

“ Venice, April 2,1817. 

*I sent you the whole of the Drama at tfiree several times, 
act by act, in separate covers. I hc^ that ymi have, or 
wtU receive, some or the whole of it. 

So Love has a con^nence.f By Ehana! I shall m^e 
him take back the box, thmtgh it were Pandora’s. The 
discovery of its intrinsic silver (Recurred cm sending k to 
have the fid adapted to admit Mariamia's portrait. (X 
course 1 had the box remitted in statu quo, and had the 
picture set in another, which suits it (^e i^ture) very 
well. The defaulting box is not touche^ ha^y. and was 
not in the man’s han(te above mi hour. 

** I am aware of what you say of Otway; and am a very 
great admirer his,—ail eiuiept of that maudlin b—h of 
chaste lewdness and blubbering curkxnty, Belvkiera, wliom 
1 utterly despise, abhor, and detest. But the story of 
Marino Fidiero is different, axid,l think, so much finer, that 
I wish Otway had taken it instead: the head conspiring 
Against the body fbr refusal of redress fiir a real injury,— 
j^ousy,—treason,—with tlie more fixed and inveterate 
pos^ns (mixed with policy,) of an old or elderly man— 
the Devil himself could not Inve a finer subject, and he is 
your only tragic dramatist ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

* There is still, in the Doge’s pahu^e, the black veil 
pftintAif over Faiiero’s picture, and the staircase whereroi 


he was first crowned I>>ge, and subsequently dec^itated.* 
This was tlie thing that m<wt itfruck my imaginatiGsi in 
Venice—more than the Rialto, which I visited fur the sake 
rf Shylock; and more, too, than Schiller’s ^Armeman,^ a 
novel which took a great hold of me when a boy. It is 
also called (he ‘Ghost Seer,’ and I never walked down ^ 
Mark’s by moonlight without thinking of ^ and *at nine 
o’clock he died!’—But I bate things dUJ^cn; and there¬ 
fore the MertMnt and OthdLo have no great associatiorw 
to me: but Pierre has. There sliould always be some 
foundation of fact for the most airy fiibric, and pure inven¬ 
tion is but the talent of a liar. 

“Maturin’s tragedy.—By your account ofhim 1^ year 
to me, he seemed a bit of a co^momb, personally. Poor’ 
fellow! to be sure, he had had a l<»]g seasoning of ^vernty, 
which is not so hard to bear as t’other tiling. 1 hope that' 
this won’t throw him back into tlie ‘slough ^Despond.* 

■You talk of ‘maniage;’—ever since ray own funeral 
the word makes me giddy, and throws me into a cold sweat. 
Pray, do n’t rejieat it. 

■ Vou should close with Madb.me de Stocll. This will 
be her best work, and permanently historical; it is on her 
father, the Riwoliition, and Buonaparte, &c. Bunstetten 
told me in Switzerland it was very great. I have not seen 
it myself but the autiior often. She was very kind to mo 
at Copet *♦♦♦■». 

■There have been two articles in tlie Venice paf^rs, 
one a Review of Glenarv«i ♦ * * * and the othw a Re¬ 
view Chdde Harold, in which it proclaims me the most 
rebellious and contumacious admirer of Bucsiap^te now 
surviving in Europe. Berth these articles are translations 
fiom the Literary Gazette of German Jena. 

***>»:«« 

■Tell me that Waller Scott is better. I would not have 
him ill for the world. I suppose it was by sympathy that 
I had my fever at the same time. 

“I joy in the success of your Cluarterly, but I must still 
stick by tlie Edinburgh; Jeffrey has done so by me, I must 
say, through every tiling, and tliis is more than 1 deserved 
from him.—1 have more than once acknowledged to you 
by letter die ‘Article* (mid articles;) say Uiat you have 
received die said letters, as I do not otherwise know what 
letters arrive.—Both Reviews came, but nothing more. 
M.’s play and the extract not yet come. 

* * tS Si * 

“Write to say whether my Magician has arrived, with 
all his scenes, spells, &c. “ Yours over, &c. 

“It is useless to send to the Fcn'tignr'qffke: nothing 
arrives to me by that conveyance. I suppose some zcaloia 
clerk thinks it a tory duty to prevent iu” 


LETTER CCCXXVni. 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

“Venice, April 4,1817, 

■It is a considerable time sipce I wrote to you last,and 
I hardly know why i ^ould trouble you now, except that 1 
think you will not be sefcry to bear from mo now and then 
You and 1 were never correspondents, but always some¬ 
thing better, which is, very go<^ friends. 

■I saw your fri^ Sharp in Switzerland, or nther in 
the German territory, (which is and is not Switzerland,) 
and he gave Hobhouso and me a very good route for the 
Bernese Alps; however, we took another from a German 
and went by Clarens, the Dent de Jaraan to Montbovon, 
and through Simmenthal to Thoun, and so on to Lauter- 
brounn; except that from thence to the Grindolwald, 
instead of round about, we went right over the Wengen 
Alps’ v«y summit, and being close under the Jung&u 
saw it, its glaciers, and heard the avalanches in al their 
gk^y, having famoiw weather there/br. We ^ course went 


f Se« Letter 819, to Mr. Mtirm/. 


* See Cliilde Herold, Cento 4 , Stanza 18. 
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from the Grindelwald over tfie Bheidech to Btientz and its 
lake; past the Reicheid^ach and all that mountain road, 
^lich reminded me of Albania, and ^toUa, and Greece, 
except that the people here were more civilized and ras¬ 
cally. 1 did not think so very much of Chamouni (except 
the Boui^e of the Arveron, to which we went up to die teeth 
of the ICC, 80 as to look into and toucli the cavity, against 
the warning of the guides, only one of whom would go with 
. us 80 close,) as of the Jungfrau, and the Pissevaclie, and 
Simplon, which are quite out of all mortal competition. 

was at Milan about a moon, and saw Monti and 
some other litdng cuiiosilios, and then(» mi to Verona, 
where l,^id not forget your story of the assassination during 
^our sojourn there, and brought away witli me some frag¬ 
ments of Juliefs tomb, and a lively rccollcctimi of the am- 
*pluih«atre. The Counlt^ Goetz (the governor’s wife 
here,) t(^d me tliat tlioro is still a ruined castle of the 
•Montecchi between Verona and Vicenza, lhave been 
at Venice since November, but shaU proceed to Rome 
shortly. For my deeds here, are they not written in my 
letters to the unrepiying Thomas Moore? to him 1 refer 
you: be has received them all, and not answereni one. 

‘‘Will you remember me to Lord and Lady Holland? 
1 have to diank die former for a bo(A which i have not yet 
received, butexjiect to reperusc with great pleasum on my 
return, viz. the 2nd edition of Lope dc Vega. 1 have 
heard of Moore’s forthcoming poem: he cannot wish him¬ 
self mcM’e success than I wish and augur fev him. I hav< 
also heard great things of ‘ TaU;s of my Landlord,’ but I 
have not yet received them; by all acccKints they beat oven 
Waverley, &c. and are by the same auth(»’. Maturin’s 
second tragedy has, it seems, failed, for whbh 1 sliouU 
dunk any body would be sorry. My health was very 
victorious till widiin the last memth, when 1 had a fever, 
llicre is a typhus in those parts, but I do n’t think it was 
that. However, 1 got well without a physirian or dnigs. 

“1 forgot to tell you that, last autumn, 1 furnished Lewis 
widi ‘bread and salt’ for smne days at Diodau,iD reward foi 
which (besides his conversation,) he Uranslated ‘Goodie’s 
Faust’ to me by word of mouth, and 1 set him by the ears 
wiU) Madame dc Stae! about the slave trade. I am 
indebtiid for many and kind courtesies to our Lady of 
Copet, and 1 now love her as much as 1 always did hei 
works, of which 1 was and am a great admirer. When 
are you to begin widi Sheridan? what are you doing, and 
how do you do? “Ever very truly, ic.” 


LETTER CCCXXIX. 

TO MB. MURRAV. 

“Venice, April 9,1817. 

“ Your letters of the 18th and 20Ui are arrived. In my 
own 1 have given you the rise, progress, decline, and fall 
of my recent malac^. It is gone to tlic devil: I won’t pay 
him so bad a compliment os to say it came from him:—he 
is too much of a gentleman. It was nothing but a slow 
fever, which quickened its pace towards the end of its 
•journey. I had been bored with it some weeka—with 
nocturnal burnings and morning {i^rsptrations; but I am 
quite well again, which 1 attribute to huiving had neither 
^ .^icine nor doctor therefor. 

“ In a few days I set off for Rome: such is my purpose. 
I shall diange it very often before M<mday next, Init do 
you continue to direct and address to Venice, as heretofore. 
If I go, letters will be forwarded: I say because I 
never know wbat I shall do till it is done \ and as I mean 
most hnnly to set emt for Rome, it is not udikely I may find 
myself at St. Petersburg. ! 

•You tell me to ‘ take care of mysdf,*’—-fcufti, and I will. 
1 wtm’t be posthumous yet, if I can help it. Notwith¬ 
standing, only think what a ‘Life and Adventures ’ while 1 
am in foil sc^ol, would be worth, togeUicr with the 
•‘meinbi^’ of my writing-desk, tlie sixteen beginnings of 
poents ueverto be finished! Do you tliink I would not 


have shot myself laist year, had 1 not ludkfiy recollected 
that Mm. Chmlmont, and Lady Noel, and all the old 
women in England would have ^en delighted ;'~'be8idee 
the agreeable ‘Lunacy* of the ‘Crowner’s Q,uest,’ and the 
regrets of two or three or half a dozen? ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 
Bo assured thoi I wnUd Hve for two reasons, (n- more;— 
there are one or two people whom I have to put out of the 
world, and as many into it, before I can ‘depart in peace f 
if I do BO before, I have not fulfilled my mission. Besides, 
when I turn thirty, I will turn devout; I feel a great voca¬ 
tion that way in Cathdic diurches, and when I hear the 

“ So * * is writing again! Is there no bedlam in Scot¬ 
land? nor tliumb^crew? nor gag? nor handcuff? 1 went 
upon my knees to him almost some years ago, to prevent 
him from publishing a pc^tical paiiiphlef, whicli would have 
given him a livelier idea ‘ Habeas Corpus’ tlian the world 
will derive frcmi bis present production upon that suspended 
subject, wliich will doubtless be followed by the suspension 
ofotlier of his majesty’s subjects. 

“I condole with Drury-Iane and rejoice with * tliat 
is, in a modest way,—<si the tragical end of the new 
tragedy. 

• You and Leigh Hunt have quarrelled then, it seems? 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ I intn)duco him and his[>ocm to you,in the 
hope that (malgre politics,) the union would be beneficial 
to botli, arid tire end is eternal rminity; and yet I did this 
with the beat ititentkx^: I introduce + ♦ *, and * * * run* 
away wHh your money: my friend Holfoouse quarrels, too^ 
with the Quarterly: and (except die last,) I am the inno 
cent Istmhus (damn the word! 1 can’t s|>ell it, thou^ 1 
have crossi^ that of Corinth a dozen times,) of t^sa 
enmities. 

“1 will tell you somotlimg about Chillon.-—A Mr. Ds 
Lur, ninety years old, a Swiss, had it read to him, and is 
pleaaed with it,—so my uster writes. He said that he was 
with Howtfiettu at ChtUon, and Uiat the description is per¬ 
fectly correct. But this Is not all: I recollected somethmg 
of the name and find the following passage in ‘The Con¬ 
fessions,’ vol. 3, page 247, liv. 8. 

•‘Do tous ces amusemens celui qui me plfit da vantage 
fut unc promenade autourdu Lac, que je fis en bateau 
avec De Imc p^rc, sa bru, ses deux JiU, et ma Thcrrae. 
Nous mimes sept jours a cotte tournee par le plus beau 
temps du monde. J’ra gardai ie vif souvenir des sites qui 
m’avoicnt frappe a I’autre extremity du Lar^ ct disit je fis 
la description, quelquos anuses apr^s, dans la NcxiveUe 
Heioise.’ 

“ This nonagenarian, De Luc, must be one of the ‘deux 
I fils.’ He is in England—infirm, but still in faculty. It is 
odd tliat he should have UvcmI so )on^ and not wanting in 
oddness, Uiat he should have made tliis voyage with Jean 
Jacques, and afterward, at such an interval, read a poem 
by an Englishman (who had made precisely the same 
circumnavigation,) upon tiie same scenery. 

“As for ‘Manfred,’ it is of no use sending nothing 

of that kind comes. 1 sent the whole at different times. 
The two first Acts are the best; tlie third so so; but I was 
blown with the first and second heats. Y ou must call it a 
Poem,’ for it is no Drama, and I do not choose to have it 
called by so a name—a ‘Poem in Dialogue,’ or Pan- 
t<»iime, if you will; any thing but a gyeen-room synonyiae; 
and this n your moUo— 

* There are more things In bearen and earUi, Horatio, 

Thao are dreamt oT in jrour pfailoaopbj.* 

“Yours ever, kc, 

“My love and thanks to Mr. Gifford." 

LETTER CCCXXX. 

to MR. MOORE. 

•Venice, AprU II, 1817. 

“ T shall cemtinue to write (o you while the fit is cm me, 
by way of pcn&nce upon you for your former orimpiainUi 
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of lo^i iiftmn«. Z dan «i^ «K)uid 
for iMtiiiiinvwmft KoortwoMlsotoutforKome. Having 
■MR ConaUttlaiQfih, 1 ihould Hie lo kxrii at t'other fiJkm, 
Beiidao I want to aoe the Pope, and ahatl take care to tel 
hira &at 1 vole for the Cathi^ and no Veto. 

I aba’a^ go to Kaplea. It ia but the aecood beet i 
view, and I have aeeo the firat aod third, viz.-*-C<n8tai> 
ODOpte aad Liebon (by*4he'^ay, the laat ia but a river* 
vieiv; however, they reriKoa it ailer Stambotd and Naples 
and bcAire Genoa,) and Veauivius is sil^ and 1 havt 
passed by Etna. ^ I shall e'en return to Veuioe in July 
and if you write, I pray yon address to Venice which ' 
my head, or rather my heart-quarters. 

* My late physician, Dr. Pcdidori, is here, on his way 
England, with the present L<Md GialT^Md and the wider 
ofthe late earL iDouior Pedidori haa, just ik>w, no mon 
patients, because hie patients are no more. He had late, 
three, who are now all dead—<one embalmed. HcHnerant 
4 chiU of Tliomas Hope's are intorrod at Pisa and R<nne, 
Lord Guilford died o( an inflammation of the bowels; 
they Uxdc them out, and sent them (on account of thei 
dist^pancies,) aejMirrUely from the carcass, to Engtanc 
Cmiceive a man going <me way and his intestmes aoothei 
and his imnuMriai sou! a third!—was there ever mich a dis 
tributioo'/ One certainly has a soul; but how it came 
allow itself to be enclos^ in a body is more tliaii I ca; 
imagine. 1 eady know if once mine gets out, 111 have a bi 
of a tustle before I let it get in again to that or any other. 

* And so poor dear Mr. Maturin’s second tragedy has 
been neglected by the discerning public. * * will be d—<j 
glad of this, and d—d wifl>out being glad, if ever his owi 
j^ys come u}mh) * any stage.' 

* I wrote to Rogers (he other day, with a message for 
you. 1 h<^e UuU he flourishes. He is the Tithemus of 
poetry—imnuM’tal already. You and I must wait for it 

hear noUiing^<-4mow nothing. You may easily sup¬ 
pose that the English do nH seek me, and 1 avtdd them. 
To be siu^ there are but a few none here, save pa»> 
simgers. Florence and Naples are their Margate and 
Ramsgate, and much the same sort cd*emopany to(^ by idi 
tmcouuti^ which hurts us among the Italians. 

^*1 want to hear ofJLaiiaRookh—areyou out? Death 
and flends! why do n’t you tell me whore you are, whs 
you are, and bow you are ? I shall go to Bologna by 
Ferrara, instead of ManUia; because 1 would rather see 
the cell whore they caged Tasso, and where he became 
mad and * than his own MSS. at Modena, or (iie 
Mantuan birthplace of that harmonious f^ogiary and mis¬ 
erable flatterer, whose cursed hexameters were drilled into 
me at Harrow. I saw Verona and Vicenza c« my way 
here—Padua too. 

1 go ofone—but alone, because I mean to return hero. 1 
only want to see Rome, i have not the least curiosity about 
Florence, thouj^ I must see it for the sake of the Venus, 
&c. &c.; and 1 wish also to see the Fall td'Temi. I think 
to return to Venice by Ravenim and Rinuni oT both of 
which 1 mean to take notes for Leigh Hunt, who will be 
glad to bear of the scenery of his Poem. There was a 
devil of a review of him bi the C^uarterly, a year ago, which 
he answered. All answers are in^irudent; but, to be 
sure, poetical flesh and blood must have the last word— 
that’s oert^. I thmight, and think, very highly of hts 
Poem, but I warned him of die row lus favourite antique 
phraseology would bring him into. 

‘ You have takeoa house at Hornsey; I had much radier 
you liad token cme in the Apenines. If you think of 
coming out fw a summer, or so, tell me,thatl may be upon 
the hover for you. • Ever, 

LETTER CCCXKXI, 

TO M4. MUBRAT. 

“ Venic^ April 1617. 

of Dr. Pohdort, whoiihdre on his way 


to Enj^aadrH^ the present Lord Gt^bvd (die late ettrt 
haring gone to Engtand, I^f another road, accompanied by 
his bowels m a separate cr^er,) I remit to y W, to dehvw 
to Mrs. Leig^fioamiruatonM; but preriouriy you will l»vo 
the goodiwM to desire Mr, l.ore (as a pesc*H>flfering bo* 
twe«i him uid me) to set thenn in plain with rfy arms 
complete, and 'Painted by PrepaiiL—Venice, 1817,* on 
the back. I wnh also th^ you would desire Hobnes to 
make a copy of eacA—that is, both—for niyseil^ ****^ 
you will retain (he said copies till return. One was 
done vriiile I was very unwuU; the other in my health, 
which may accotmt for their dissimilitode. I trust that they 
will reach their destination in safety. 

• I recommend the doctor to your good offices with your 
government friends; and if you can be of any use to him 
in a ittmiry point view, pray be so. 

‘ To-day, or rather yesterday, for it is past midnight, I 
have been to tiie battleroento of tiie highest tow^ m ' 
Venice, and seen it and its view, in ail the glory of a clear 
Italian aky. I also wont over the Manfiini Palace famous 
for its pictures. Am<mg tliem, there is a portrait of Ariosto 
by Titian, surpassing all my anticipation of the power of 
printing or human expre^m: it is tho poetry of poitrrit, 
and too p(X'trrit of poetry. There was aUio one of some 
learned lady, centuries old, whose name 1 forget, but whoso 
features must always be remembered. I never saw greater 
beauty, or sweetness, or wisdom:—it is the kind of face to 
go for, because it cannot walk outofits frame. There 
is also a famous dead Clirist and live Apostles, for which 
Buonapmte offered in vain five tliousand louis; and of 
which, though it is a capo cTopera of Titian, as 1 am no 
connoisseur, 1 say litde, and thought less, except of one 
figure in it. There are ten thousand others, and some 
very fine Giorgiones among them, &c. &c. There is &n 
original Laura and Petrarch, very hideous both. Petrarch 
has not <Mily the dress, but the features and air of an old 
w>man, and Laura lo(^ by no means like a young one, 
or a pretty one. What struck mo most in the general 
tollection was tlie extreme resemblance of the style of the 
bmale faces in the mass of pictures, so many centuries or 
genoralions old, to tiK)se you see and meet every day 
imung the existing Italians. The queen of Cypnis and 
Siorgione’s wife,* particularly the latter, are Venetians as 
It were of yesterday; the sanie eyes and expression, and, 
jo my mind, there ri none finer. 

“You must recollect, however, that I know nothing of 
rinting; and Uiat I detest it, unless it reminds me of 
omothing 1 have seen, or tliink it possible to sec, for which 
eosmi I S|^ u]X)n and abhor all the saints and subjects of 
>ne half the impostures I sec in tho churches and fences; 
and when m Flanders, I never was so disgusted in my life, 
s with Rubens and his eternal wives and mfernal glare of 
(4our% as tliey api^eared to nm; and in SfKtin I did not 
link much ofMurilo and Yclusquez. ,D^nd upon it, of 
11 the arts, it is the most artificial mid unnatural, and that by 
hich the nrmsenso manktnd U most imposed upon. 1 
ever yet saw the picture or the statue which came a league 
within my conception or expectation; but I have seen many' 
mountains, and seas, and rivers, and views, and two or three 
/omen, who went as far beyond it,—besides some horses; 

.nd a lion (at Veh Pacha’s) in the Morea; and a tigi - 
BU|[^r in Exeter ’Change. 

“When you write, continue to address to me at Femes. 
Vhera do you suppose the books you sent me are? At 
IVrin ! This comes of the Fbirign Office^ which is foreign 
moughjGod lmows,for say good k can be of to me, w any 
!i6 ^e, and be d—^ to k, to ks Uuit clerk aod first ebar- 
.tan, Castlereagh. 

“ This makes my hundrodth letter at least 

“Yoor^lta^ 


* 8m BftJpo, 8Uuui ItUk. 



LET t*EES, 1817. 
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LETTER GOCXXXII. 

TO SnrBJLAT. 

• Venioes 24} 1817, 

* T^ proM^ |iro^*^ (c^ tlie wh(^) b^iiui at the 
ITth^page; but aa 1 hail correctedand sent back the Fint 
Act, It does w>t mgmfy, 

"The Third Act is oertaiidy d-d bad, and, tike thi 

A/chbiihop cf Grenada’s booidy (which savoured cmT the 
palsy,) has the thegs of my fever, during which it was 
wrtttea. It must on no acoount be pubbsh^ in its presoni 
state. I will try and reform h,or re-write it altogether 
bu^tbe impulse b gone, and I have no chance of ouddng 
any udng out of it. 1 would not have it pubtisliod as it' 
<m any account. The f^ieoch rf Manfred to the Sun 
the cmly piu*! cf thb uct I thought good myself; the rest b 
C'Utainly as bad as bad can be^ and I wonder what tin 
devil possessed me. 

" I am very glad indeed thiU you sent me Mr. Gifford’ 
OfHnion without deduction. Do you suppose tne such 
broby as not to bo very much (diUged to him ? or that ij 
(act 1 was not, and am not, convinced and convicted in 
€ 00 *^ 01 ' ICC of this same overt act of nonsense ? 

"1 shall try at it again: in die mean time lay it upon thi 
shelf ( ’.c whole Drama, I mean:) but pray correct you 

>pK's of the First and Second Act from tlie original MS 

"I am not coming to England; but going to Rome in 
few clays. X return to Venice in June; so, pray, address 
all letters, Ac. to me kerc, os usual, that is, to Venire. Dr. 
Poli'Jtm tliis day left this city with Lord Guilford for Eng¬ 
land. He is clcarged witli some bocdcs to your care (fron] 
mo,) and two miniatures also to the same address, both foi 
my «bier. 

" Recollect not to pidil'ish, u{>on pain (f I know not whai 
*Uriu! I have tried again at Third Act. I am not sun 
that I ehaU try, and still less that 1 shall succcicd, if I do 
but I am very sure, diat (as it i% it is untit for pubiicatioii 
or perusal; and unless I can nuUce it out to my own satis¬ 
faction, 1 won’t have any part published. 

“I write m haste, and after having lately written very 
often. *• Yours, &c,“ 


other g^Ufiy (tlwt a, in the Pith Palace gallery:) the 
Parcas of Michael Angelo, a picture; and ^ Ast»oti% 
the Alexander, and ont or two not very decent groups in 
marWe; the Gemus of Death, a sleeping figure, &c. Ac. 

“I also went lo the Medici chapel—tine fripjiery in great 
slabs of various expenmve stones, to commemorate fifty 
rotten and forgottem carcasses. It b unfinished and witi 
remain so. 

« The church of* Santa Croce’ conlains much illustrious 
nothing. The tombs* ofMachiavelU, Michael Angelo, Gali¬ 
leo GalHei, and Alfieri, make it the Westminster Aliboy of 
Italy. I did not admire of these tombs—beyond their 

contents. That of Alfieri b heavy, and all of them seem 
to me overlcmded. What is necessary but a bust and 
name ? and perhaps a date ? the lost for the unchronologi- 
cal, of whom I am one. But all your allegory and etdogy 
b infernal, and worse than the long wigs of English num- 
skuUs upon Roman bodies in the statuary of the reigns of 
^harl^ II., William, and Anne. 

“ When you write, write to Venice, os usual: I mean to 
return thera in a fortnight. 1 shall not be England for a 
long time. Thb aftomocm 1 met Lord and Lady Jersey, 
Bind saw thorn for some time: all well; children grown and 
healthy; she very i»reUy, but sunburnt; he very rick of 
travelling; bound for Parb. There are not many Englirii 
on the move, and those who are, mostly homewards. I 
shall not return tiU business makes me, being much better 
where I am in health, Ac. Ac. 

“For the sake of my personal comfort, 1 pray you send 
me immediately to Fcntre—nurwi, Femoe—viz. IVodtes^o 
iootk-pouder, a quantity; caldned magnesia, of the 
jcst quality, a quantity; and all thb by safe, sure, and 
tpeedy means; and, by the Lord! do it. 

“I have done nothing at Manfred’s Third Act. You 
must wait; I *11 have at it in a week or tw<», or so. 

“Yours ever, Ac.* 


LETTER CCCXXXrV. 

TO MA. MUARAY. 


LETTER CCCXXXHL 

TO MR. HURRAY. 

“Fotingo^ April 26,1817. 

" I wrote to ymi the other day from Florence^ inclosing 
a MS. entitled * The Lament Tasso.* It was written in 
consequence of my having been lately at P'ermra. In the 
lut section eff thb MS. but one (that is, the penultimate,) 
I think that I have omitted a tine in the copy sent you from 
Fkirence, viz. after the tine— 

■* And compnMlon to s blighted name, 

insert, 

** Seatiag the Motence which mr foes precleins. 

Tim context show you the sense, whidi b not clear in 
thb quotation. Remember, / tor^ Ons in the supposUion 
that you have received my Flarentme padtet. 

** At Florence I remained but a day, having a hurry (or 
’Rome, to which I am thus for advanced. However, I 
went to the two galleries, from which one returns drunk 
wddi beauty. The Venus b more fin- admiration than love; 
bitt there are sculpture and painting, which for tlie first 
dme at afl gave me an idea of wliat people mean by foeir 
ooNl, and what Mr. Braham calte * enturimusy* (i, e. en¬ 
thusiasm,) about those two most artificial eff the arts. 
What struck me most were, the mbtress of Raphael, a 
portrait; tlie mbtress of Ttdan, a portrait; a Venus of 
Titian in the Medici gaUery^--^ Venus; Canova's Venus 
also, in the oyier gallery: Titian’s mbtress b also in the 

-- 1 - 


“Homo, May fi, 1817. 

By this pc»t (or next at farthest) 1 send you in tw*o 
\thr covers, the now Third Act of ‘ Manlrcd.’ I have re- 
rritton tlie greater part, and returned what is not altered 
I the proof you sent me. The Abbot b become a good 
ion, end the Spirits are brought in at the death. You 
ill find, I tiiink, some good poetry in tlib now act, here 
knd there; and if so, [irint it, without sending me farther 
proofs, under Mr. Giffbrdta corrcctUm, if ho will have tlie 
oodnt^ss to overlook it. Address all answers to Venice^ 
s usual; 1 mean to roUim Uicre in ten days. 

*“The Lament of Tasso,’ whicli T sent from Florence, 
las,! trust, arrived: I look upon it as a * these l)e good 
lymes,* as Pope’s papa said to him when he was a boy. 
’or the it and the Drama—you will dbburso to mo 
via. Kinnaird) «r hundred guineas. You will pcrliaps 
e surprised that I set the same price thb as upon 
le Drama; but, besides that I look ujion it as good, I 
ron’t take less foan three hundred guineas for any thing, 
'he two together will make you a larger publication than 
iie * Siege* and * Parisinaso you may Uiink younstclf let 
iff very easy: that b to say, if these poems are good for 
ly thin|^ which I hope and believe. 

“1 have been somerdays in Rome the WonderfuL I am 
toing sights, and have done nothing ebe, except the new 
liird Act for you. I have tlib morning seen a live Po)>o 
and a dead Cardinal: Pius VII. has been burying Cardi¬ 
nal Bracidu, whose body I saw in state at tiie Chiesa 
l^uova. Rome has detighted me beyond every thing, 
since Athens and Constmitinople. But 1 shall not remain 
ing thb vbit Address to Venice. 

"Ever, Ac. 


• Of Maufnd. 
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8ot phlld* Barptd, Canto 8, Siasui Si. 



J14 LETTERS, MIT. 


*P. S. I bavs got n<lS«-4ionei hctci, and have 
ridiiai^ and att nding, idl ab«it tha (wuittry.’' 


LETTER COC3CXXV. 

TO tOL, tnjmxr. 

"Rome, May 8,1817. 

"AckbeM all amwera to Vemce; for there I ehall re¬ 
turn in tdleen daye, God willing. 

"I aent youGr^ Florence ‘The Lament of Taaeo,’and 
from Rome the Third Act of Manfred, both of which, I 
trust, will dtdy arrive. The terms of these two I mentioned 
ia my last, and wi8 repeat in this: it is three hundred for 
each, or sir hundred guineas fat die two—that is, if you 
like, and they are good for any thing. 

* At last one of the parcels is arrived. In the notes to 
Ch^e Uandd there is ablunderof yours or imne; you talk 
of arrival at St. Giago, and immediately after, add —‘ on 
the height is the Chateau of Clarens.’* This is sad work 
Clarens is on the other side of the Lake, and it is quite im¬ 
possible that I should have so bungled. Look at the MS, 
and, at any rate, rectify. 

“ The ‘ Tales of iiiy Landlord’ I have read with great 
pleasure, and perfectly understand now why my sister and 
aunt are so very positive in the very erroneous persuasion 
that they must have been written 1^ me. If ytsi knew me 
as well as they do, you would have fallen, perhaps, into the 
same mistake, ^me day or other, I wilt explain to you 
udgf—when I have time; at present it does not much mat¬ 
ter ; but you must liave thought tliis blunder of theirs very 
•dd, and so (Ud Ij till 1 had read the bodt.—Groker’s letter 
to you is a very great comjdiment; I shall return it to you 
in my next. 

^ 1 jierceive you are publishing a life d* RaiTael d'Urbino: 
it may perhaps interest you to .icar that a set of German 
artists here allow their fuar to grow, and trim it into fas 
foahian^ thereby drinking the cunirniii of the disciples of die 
old philoso{>hcr; if tliey wou.d cut their hair, cemvert it into 
brushes, and paint like him, it would be more ^ German to 
the m^ter.* 

tell you a story: the other day, a man here¬ 
on English—mistaking the statues of Charlemagne and 
Constantine, which are equestrian^ for those of Peter and 
Paul, asked anotlier wldck was I*{uU these same horse¬ 
men?—to which the reply was—*I themght, sir, that St. 
Paul had never got on horseback since his accident V 

*I ’ll teB you another: Henry Fox, writing to some one 
from Naples the odior day, after bh illness, adds—* and 1 
am so digged diat my oldeat credikea would hardly know 
me.’ 

** I am delighted with Rome—as I would be with a band- 
box, that is, it is a fine thing to sec, finer than Gf eoce; but 
1 have not been here long enou^ to affect it a.s a residence, 
and 1 must go back to Lomba^y, because 1 am wretched 
at being away from Marianna. 1 have been riding my 
saddle-horses every day, and been to Albano, its Lakes, 
and to the top of the Alban Mount, and to Frescati, Aricia, 
Ac. Ac. with an Ac. Ac. Ac. about the dty, and in the 
diy: for all which—^e Guidebodc. As a whole, ancient 
and moden^ it beats Greece, Constantinople, every thing 
—at least ^at I have ever seen. But 1 can H describe, 
because my first impressions are always strong and corn 
fused, and my memory adects and reduces them to order, 
like di^nce in the landscape, and blends them better, 
although they may be less dikinct. There must be a 
sense or two more than we have, us mortals; for * *** * 
* ^ where there is much to be grasped we are always at 
a loss, and yet feel that we ou^ to have a higher and 
more extended comprehension. 

have had a letter from Moore, is in some alarm 
about his Poem. I do n’t see why. 


«I have had ano&er from my poor dear At^u^ who 
»in a sad fuss about my late iUneiw; do, pray, tell her, (the 
truth,) that I am hotter than ever, and in importiaiato 
healu, growing (if not grown) large and ruddy, and con 
gratulated by g n^mitment persons on my robustious ^year* 
ance, when I ought to be pale and interesting. 

* You tell me that Georg© Byron has grt a son, and 
Augusta says, a daughter; whih is is no great 

matter: the fadier is a good man, an excefintf offiw, 
has married a very nice Utile vroman, who wifi bring hnn 
more babes than income: hoiriieit she had a handsome 
dowry, and is a very diarming girlhe may as vmk 
get a ship. ^ 

have no thoughts of commg among you yet awhil^so 
that I can fight erff business, fi" I could but make a tole¬ 
rable sale of Newgtead, there would be no occasion for my 
return; and 1 can assure you very smceroly, that I am 
much happier (or, at least, have been so,) out of your Bland 
than in h. “Yours ever. 

•P. S. There are few English here, but several of my 
acquaintance; amcaig others, the Marquis of Lansdowns, 
with wh(Mn 1 dine to-morrow. I met the Jerseys on the 
road at Foligno—all well 

“Oh—I forgot—the Italians have printed ChiOon, Ac. a 
pirof^,—a pretty little edition, prettier than yours—and 
published, as I found to my great astonishment on amving 
here; and wimt is odd, i.^ that the English is quite correctly 
printed. Why they did it, or who did it, I know not; bitf 
so it is;—! suppose, for the English people. I mil send 
you a copy.” 


LETTER CCCXXXVl. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Rome, May 12,1817. 

“I have received ^ur letter here, where I have tideen a 
cruise lately; but 1 shall return back to Venice in a few 
days, BO tliat if you write again, address there, as usual. I 
am not for returning to England so soon as you imagine; 
and by no means at all as a residence. If you cross the 
Aljis iti your projocttnl expedition, you will find me s(mie> 
where in Lcanhajxly, and very glad to see you. Only give 
me a word or two beforehand, for I wou^ really diverge 
some leagues to meet you. 

“Of Rome I say notldng; it is quite indescribable, and 
the Guidebook is as good as any oU)er. 1 dined yesterday 
with Loid I^ansdowne, who is on his return* But diere 
are few English here at present: the winter is their time. 

have been on horsebadc most of the day, all days since 
my arrival, and have taken it as 1 did Constantinople. But 
Rome is the elder sister, and the finer. 1 went some days 
ago to the top of tlie Alban Mount, which is superb. As 
for the Coliseum, Pantheon, St. Petei^s, the Vatican, Pala¬ 
tine, Ac. Ac.—as I said, vide Guideboc^ They are quite 
inconceivable, and must be aem. The Apdlo Bolvidere is 
the image c^Lady Adelaide Forbes—I thiiA 1 never saw 
such a likeness. 

I have seen the Pope alive, mxl a cardinal dead,—both ' 
y( whom looked very well indeed. The latter was in state 
in the Chiesa Nuova, previous to his interment. 

* Yrxir poetical alarms are groundless; go on and pro#' 
per. Here is Hobhousa just come in, and my horses at the 
dots', so that I must mount and take the fi^ in the G 
Mortius, which, by-tbe-way, is all built over by modem 
Rome. « Yours very and ever, Ae. 

“P. S. Hdi^ouse presents lus remraibraaiBi^ ind A 
eager, with all the worid, for your new P< 


I-ETTER cccxxsrvn. 

TO am. mmRAr. * 

■ Venico, lAy 90; 1817. 

“I returned from Rome two days ago, and have recei v ed 


* Mae# eerrsetadt 
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^ *® P"®*' ““"‘T'fowiitoAaw.Tivdi.PreBcari.LiceiinLite.to:.! 

Uiroa^SirO._Sta«rt,w^ you mentis After anin- brides I risited twice the Fall of Temi, which beat* every 
toival of mwtha, a packet of ‘Taloe,’ tcc. found me al thing.* On my way back, close to the temple by iU banks, 
Rome; but this nail, and may be all that ever will find me Igot some famous trout outof the river Chti^us—the 


. get borne to Venice, and having already seen 

and by Dr. Pohdon tm portiaits for my sister. I loft the galleries and other siglits. 1 left my commendatory 
Rome and made a rapd journey home. You will continue letlen the evening brfore I went; so I saw nobody, 
to ^ 1^ as usi^. Mr. Hobfawse is gone to Naples * Ttnlay, Kndemonte, the celebrated iwot of Verona, 
Isiu^ teve run down there tooforaweek, butfor the called on me; he is a Uttle, thin man, with acute and 
quanrTy of BigUsh wh(« I heard of there. I prefer hating pleasing features; his address good and gentle; his appear- 
t.iliKa at a diatance ; unlees an earthquake, or a good real gnee altogether very philosophical; his age siout siirty, or 
eruptionof Vesuvius were ensured to I'cctmcile me to th^ more. He is one of their best going. I gare him 
' 4 a * “■'**** “* rather, a little English, and will find 

,* * there a favourable account of himself. He inquired after 

“The day before I left Rome I saw three robbers guU- his old Cruscan friends, Parsons, Grcathead, Mrs. Piozzi, 
loaned. The ceremony—including the tmtqued priests and Merry, all of whom he had known in his youth. I 
tl.e h^naked executioners; the bandaged criminals; tin gave him as bad an account ofUicmasI could, answering, 
Wack Christ and his banner, the scaffold; die soldiery; the as the false ‘Sohwnon Lob’ does to ‘ Totterton’ in Uie farce; 
slow procession, and tlie quick rattle and heavy fall of th 'all gone dead,’ and damned by a satire more than twenty 
axe; the splash of the blood, and the ghastliness of tlic years ago; tliat the name of Oieir extinguisher was Gifford; 
exposed heads—is altogether more impressive Uian the that they were but a sad set of w,ribes after all, and no 
vulgai fMd t^entlcmanly dirty ‘new drop,’ and dog^Iike great tilings in any other way. He seemed, as was natural, 
agwty t<( i'lftictinn upcm the sufferers of the Englisti sen- very much pleased with (tiis account of his old acquaint- 
lopoe. Two (ff these men behaved calmly cnougli, but Uie aiices, and went away greatly gratified wiUi tliat and Mr. 
first of Um) three died with great terror and reluctance. ForB)^’s sententious paragraph of applause in his own 
What was wry horrible, he w'ould not lie down; then his (Pmdemonle’s) favour. After having been a fitUe liber- 
WH:k was too Urge for the nurture, and the priest was tine ui his youth, he is grown devmit, and takes prayer^ 
(*hged to drown his exclamations by still louder exhorta- and Ulks to hinrself, to keep off the Devil; but for all that, 
tions. The head was off before the eye could trace tiie he b a very nice little old gentleman, 
blovv; but from an attempt to draw back the head, iiotwitJi- «i sorry to hear of your row with Hunt; but suppose 

standmg it was held forward by the hair, the first head was to be exasperated by the Quarterly and your refusal 
cut off close to the cars; tlie oUier two were taken off’more -o a„a when one b angry and edits a i^aper, I should 
cleanly. It b better llian Uio oriental way, and (T should j,tok the temptation too strong for literary nature, which b 
thildc) tlian the axe of our ancest<M’s. The pain seems always human. I can’t conceive in what, and fw 
iutJc, and yet foe effect to Uic spt^ctator, and the preparation ,vliat, be abuses you; what have you done ? you are not an 
to the ciiminal, b very striking and diilling. The first aufota-^ nor a pohtician, nor a public character; I know no 
turned me qwte hot and thirsty, and made me shake so s,«rapo you have tumbled into. 1 am the more sorry for 
Uiat I could hardly hold foe oj)era glass; (I was close, but because I introduced you to Hunt, and because I 
was determined to see, as one shouLl see every tiling, once, [jclicve liim to be a good man; but till I know the particu- 
wiih attention;) the second and third, (which shows how I can give no opinion. 

dreadfully soon things grow indifferent,) I am ashamed U «Let me know about Lalla Rookh, which must be out 
say, had no effect on me as a horror, though 1 would have by tlus time. 

saved them if I c(Hild. “ Yours, &c.” «j restore the prods, but foe punctttalion shoidd be 

corrected. 1 feel too lazy to have at it myself; so beg and 
.>my Mr. Gifford for me.—Address to Venice. In a few 
days I go to my vUkggiaiurOy in a casino near the Brento, 
a few miles only on the mainland. 1 have determined on 
ro MR. MURRAT. uiofoer year, and many years of residence, if I can com- 

TimA 4 lftl7 lassthem. Marianna b with me, hardly recovered of the 

. • J ♦L ^ r ♦» tr AfT'aolA' cvcr, wluch lias licGn attackfog oll Italv lost wuiter. lam 

•I have received the proofs of foe‘Lament of lasso, ^ ■ lu.i 

, . L . r I • 1 *k afraid she 18 alitUehectic; but 1 h(^foe best, 

whidi makes me hope that you have also received foe ^ “Ever &c. 

reformed Tiurd Act of Manfred, from Rome, which X sent ■* ’ 

soon after my there. My date will apprize you of 
my return home within these few days. For me, 1 liave 
received none of your packets, except, after long delay, i' 

‘Tales of my Landlord,' which I before acknowledged, 
do not at all understand the a% note, but so it b;—no 


LETTER CCCXXXVm. 


*P. S. Towaltzcn has done a bust of me at Rome for 
Mr. Hobhmise, wliich b reckoned very good. He b theif 
. of your paeke^ exooftaftor long deluy. the »<»‘f «-■ Canova, and by aonreprcfejred to hinu 

- Laidlor^' which I bAre acknowledged. I “1 hf <= ® 

^py> has got a living, liut not a cluld: nhe had stuck to a 

luracy, babes would have come of course, because he 
M>uld not have maintained them. 

“Remember me to all friend^ &c. &c. 

“ An Austrian officer, the ofoer day, being in love with a 


Manuel, no letter^ no tooth-powder, no extract from 
Moca’s Italy concMiibg Marino Faliero; no rothino— 
as a man hallooed out at one iffBurdeU’s election!^ after a 

long ululatus of‘No Bastille! No governorities! No—’ tr 

God knows who or what;—but hb neplw idtra was ‘ No Yenetian, was ordered, wifo lus regiment, into Hungary, 
nothing!*—and my receipts of your packages amount to Dbtracted between love and duty, he purchased a deadly 
about hi. mooning. I wiuit the extract from AfW. Italy rug, which, dividing with to mistre^ both swaBowed. 
vary mudi, and the tooth-powder, and the magnesia; 1 fl*® ensuing pams were terrific, but the pills were purg^ 
don’t corn so much about the poetry, or the letters, or Mr. ive, and not piisonous, by the contovanee of the (itreento 
MataiioV byJamts tragedy. Most of the things sent by mental apothecary; so that so much suretde was ali thi^ 
the post have eome-I mean proofe and letters; therefore, away. You may jonceive the previous coitfusion and^lhe 
mri me Marino FoBero by *e pool, in a letter. I’uial laughter; but the inlentton vras good on all ndei. 

•1 was dflighted with Rcmie, and was on horseback all 
HMmd ft ma^ hours daily, besides in it the rest of my tirne, , ,.y to t„ w, .™i oow. 

bofo^pBg over its marr^. I excursed and skirred foe t ciiiidc Harold, Cuoto iv. staiua 6S, iioie* 
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LETTER CCCXXXIX. 

TO MB. MUBBAY. 

“Venice, Juno 8,1817. 

"Tho present letter will be delivered to you by two 
Armenian friars, on their way, by England, to Madras. 
They will also convey some copies of the Grammar, which 
I think you agreed to take. If you can be of any use to 
them, either among your naval or East Indian acquaint- : 
ancos, I hope you will so for oblige mo, as they and their; 
order have been remarkably attentive and friendly towards ‘ 
me since my arrival at Venice. Their names are Father 
Sukias Somalian and Father Barkis Theodorosian. They 
■peak Italian, and probably FrencE or a little English. 
Repeating earnestly my recommendatory request, believe 
me very truly your% “Bybob. 

“ Perhaps you can help them to their passage, or give 
or get them letters for India.” 


LETTER CeeXL. 

TO MR. MUBBAY. 

•La Mira,near Venice, June 14,1817. 

’ I write to you from the bonks of tire Brenta, a few miles 
from Venice, where I have colonkcd for six months to 
come. Address, as usual, to Venice. 

“Three moitths after date, (17th March,)—^Bke the un- 
negotiaVile bill dcspondingly received by tire reluctant tiulor, 
—your despatch has arrived, containing the extract from 
Moore’s Italy and Mr. Maturin’s bankrupt tragedy.* It 
is the absurd work of a clever man. I think it might have 
done up<m tlie stage if he had made Manuel (by some 
trickery, in a mask or visor,) light his own battle insteaii of 
employing Molineux ns his champion; and, after the defeat 
rf Torrismond, have made him spare the son d* his enemy, 
by some revulsion of feeling, not incompatible with a clia- 
racter of extravagant and distempered emotions. But as 
it is, what with the Justiza, and die ridiculous conduct of 
tho whole dram. pars, (for they are all as mad as Manuel, 
who surely must have had more interest with a corrupt 
bench than a distant relation and heir presumptive, some¬ 
what suspect of homicide J I do not wonder at its failure, j 
As a play, it is impracticable; as a poem, no great things.' 
Who was the ‘ Greek that grapjiled with glory naked P the 
Olympic wrestlers? or Alexander the Great, when he ran 
stark round the tomb of t ’other fellow ? or the Spartan who 
was fined by the Ephori lirr fighting without his armour ? 
or who? And as to ‘flayingofflifelike a garment,’hclas! 
that's in Tom Thumb—see king Arthur’s soliloquy: 

* Liffl'» & mere rtg, not worUi a pri»e«’i vearitig; 
rU can Hoff.' 

And the staige-ifirections—‘Staggers among the bodies;’ 
tho sliun are too numerous, as wel as the blackamoor 
knights-penitent being one too many; and De Zelos is such 
a shabby Monmouth-street villain,- without any redeeming 
quality-—Stop my vitals! Maturin soeins to be declining 
into Nat. Lee. But let him try again; ho has talent, but 
not much taste. I ’gin to fear, or to hope, that Sotheby 
after all is to be the £schylus of the age, unless Mr. Shiel 
bo really worthy his success. The more I see of the stage, 
the less I would wish to have any thing to do with it; as a 
proof of whicE 1 hope you have rectaved the Tliird Act of 
Manfred, which will at least prove that I wish to steer very 
dear ofthe possibility ofbeing put into scenery. 1 sent it 
from Rome. 

“I returned the proofofTasao. By-die-way,have you 
never received a translation of 8t Paul, whidi I sent you, 
not for publication, before 1 wont to Rome? 

“I am at present on the Brenta. Oppomte is a Spanish 
nuurquia, ninety years old; next his chano is a French- 
mna jj ir ■ I w s i d es the natives; so that, as somebody said the 


other day, we are exactly one of Goldoni’s comedies, (La 
Vodova ^altra,) where a Spaniard, English, and Freiich- 
man are introduced; but we are all very good neighbours, 
Venetians, &c. &c. dec. 

“lam just getting on horseback ibr my evernng ride, and 
a visit to a physician, who has on agreeable {iunily,of a 
wife and four unmarried daughters, all under eighteen, who 
are friends of Signora S * *, a^ enenues to nobody. 
There are, and are to be, be^es, conversazianes and I 
know not wdiat, at a Countess Labbmk and I know not 
whom. The weather is mild; the thermometer 110 in the 
noi tins day, and 80 odd in the shade. 

“Yours, fee. “N,* 


LETTER CCCXLI. 

TO MB. MUBBAY. 

•La Mira, near Vemce, June 17,1817. 
“It gives me great pleasure to hear of Moore’s success, 
and the more so tliat 1 never doubted that it would be 
complete. Whatever good you can tell me of him and his 
poem will be most acceptable; I feel very anxious indeed 
to receive it. I hope tliat he is as happy in his fame and 
reward as I wish him to be; for 1 know no one who de¬ 
serves both more—if any so much. 

Now to business; *♦*♦**! say unto you, 
verily, it is not so; or, as the foreigner said to the waiter, 
after a.sking him to bring a glass of water, to which tho 
man answered, ‘1 will, «r,’—‘ You uM! —G—d d—n,—I 
say, you rmuhP And 1 will submit tliis to tlie decision d 
any person or persons to be appmnted by both, on a fair 
examination cf the circumstances of this as compared with 
the preceding publications. So, there’s for you. There 
is always some row or other previously to all our publica¬ 
tions: it should seem that, on approximating, we can never 
quite get over the natural antipathy <f author and book¬ 
seller, and that more particularly the ferine nature of the 
latter must break forth. 

You are out about the Third Canto: 1 have not done, 
nor designed, a line d continuation to that poem. 1 waa 
too short a time at Rome for it, and have no thought of 
recommencing. * * ♦ 

“ I cannot well explain to you by letter what I conceive 
to bo the origin of Mrs. Leigh’s nation about ‘ Tales of My 
Landlord;’ but it is some points of the characters of Sir E. 
Manley and Burley, as well as one or two of the jocular 
portions, on which it is founded, probably. 

“ If you have received Dr. Polidori, as well as a parcel 
cf books, and you can be of use to lum, be so. Ineverwas 
much mure disgusted with any human production than 
with the eternal nonsense, and tracasseries, and emptiness, 

and ill humour, and vanity of that young person; but he has 
some talent, and is a man of honwr, and has dispositions 
of amendment, in which he has been aidcU by a little sub¬ 
sequent experience, and may turn out wrfl. Therefore, 
use your government interest for Em, for he is improved 
and improvable. “Yours, fee." 


LETTER CCCXLIL 

TO MB. MttBBAY. 

■La Miri, near Vemce, June 1817. 

“Enclosed is a letter to Dr. Holland from Pindemente. 
Not knowing the doctor’s address, I am deairad to inquire 
and perhaps, bang a literary man, you wil know or da- 
cover his haunt near some populoui dnuchyard. I have 
written to you a scolding letter—I hEieve, upon a 
prehended passage in your letter—but never miad: ft wjil 
do for next time, and you will surely deserve it. TEkiag 
I of doctors reminds me once more to recamaMnl to you oee 
who vrill not recommend himseli;—the Do^ PaKdori. 
If you can help hiffl to a publisher, do; or, ifywu ban my 


* MfeDUfel. 
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irick relatk% I would advise his advice: all the patients he 
had in Italy are dead—Mr. * son, Mr. Homer, and 
L<Md Ghuldf<»d, whema he embowelled with great success at 
Pisa. * ♦ ♦ * 

** Remember me to Moore, whom I congratulate. How 
is Refers? and whiU is become of Campbell and ail 
t’other follows d'tbe Druid order? 1 Maturings Bed¬ 
lam at last, but no other parcel; I am in fits for foe tooth- 
powder, and foe magnesia. 1 want sesne of BurkUt's Soda 
powdeia. Will you tdi Mr. Kmnaird that 1 have written 
him two letters on fH'essmg business, (about Newstead, 
&c.) to which 1 hmnbly solicit ins attendance. I am just 
reH^ned from a gallop along foe banks of the Brenta— 
time, sunset. •Yours, •* B.” 


LETTER CCCXUU. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

•La Mira, near Venice, July 1, J817. 

•Since my former letter, I have bemi working up my 
impressions into a I^hwrih Canto of Childe Harold, of which 
I have roughened off alKmt rather better than thirty 
stanzas, and mean to go on; and prolmbly to make this 
‘Pytie’ foe concluding <me of the poem, so that you may 
propose against the autumn to draw out the conscription 
for 1818. You must provide moneys, as this new resump¬ 
tion l)odes you certain disbursements. Somewhere about 
the end of September or Octefoer I )Rt)p(se to be under 
way, (i. c. in foe press;) but I have no idea yet of the 
probable length or calibre of foe Canto, or what it will be 
good for; but 1 mean to be as mercenary os possible, an 
example (1 do not mean of any individual in ()articular, and 
least of aU any person or persons of cmr mutual acquaint¬ 
ance,) which 1 should have followed in my youth, and I 
might stiU have been a prospcrmis gentleman. 

•No tooth-powder, no letters, no recent tidings of you. 

•Mr. Lewis is at Venice, and I am going up to stay a 
week with him foere^—as it is one of his enfousasms also 
to like foe city. 

** I stood itt Tontes on Iho * Bridge of SBghs,' kc. ke, 

“ The ‘ Bridge of Sighs* (i. e. Ponte de’i Sospiri,) is that 
which divides, or rather joins, the palace of the Doge to foe 
prison foe state. It has two passages: tlie criminal 
went by the one to judgment, and returned by the other to 
death, being strangled in a chamber adjeuning, where there 
was a mechanical process for the pur}> 06 e. 

• This is the Brst stanza of our new Canto: and now for 
a line cd* the second: 

**In Venice, Tuio’t echoes are no more, 

And idlent rows the songleu gondolier, 

Her palaces, Oc. Re. 

•You know foat formerly the gondoliers sung always, 
and Tasso's Giienisalomme was foeir ballad. Venice is 
btnh on seventy-two idands. 

• There! there’s a bnck df your new Babel! and now, 
sirrah! what say you to the sample ? •Yours, &c. 

•P. S. I shall write again byaand-by.” 


LETTER CCCXLIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

•La Mira, near Venice, July 8,1817. 

•If you can convey the enclosed letter to its agrees, or 
discover the person to vfoom k is directed, yaa will corfer 
a fovour upon the Venetian creditor of a deceased EngUsh- 
anan. T^epiMle is a dun to his executor, for houso'rent. 
The name of the insolvent defunct is, or was, Porter Foster, 
according « the account of foe plaind^ which I rather 
suspect to be Walter Porter^ according to our mode 
tfooQocatkxi. If you are acquainted with any dead man 


o( the li^e name a good deal in debt, pray dig him up^ and 
tell liim that pouix] (d* Ifoi fair flesh' or tlie ducats are 
required, and th^ ^tf you deny them, fle upon ywr law!* 

•X hear nothing more from you about Mcore’s poem, 
Rogers, or other hterary phenomena; Imt to-m(H'row, being 
post-day, will bring perhaps some tidings. I write to you 
with people talking Venetian all about, so that you must 
not expect this letter to be all English. 

•The other day, 1 had a squabble on foe highway as 
follows: 1 was riding pretty quickly from Dolo home about 
eight in the evening, when I passed a party of people in a 
hired caimge, one of whom, peeing his head out of foe 
window, be^ bawling to me in an inarticulaie but insolent 
manner. I wheeled my horse round, and overtaking, 
stopped foe coach, and said, ’ Signor, have you any com¬ 
mands for me?* He repli^ impudently as to manner, 
’ No.* I then asked him what he meant by that unseemly 
noise, to the discomflturo of the passers-by. He replied 
by some piece of impertinence, to winch I answered by 
giving him a violent slap in the face. I then duunounted, 
(for this passed at the window, I being on horseback still,) 
and opening the door, desired him to walk out, or I would 
give him another. But the Brst had settled him ex<^ipt as 
to words, of which he poured forth a profusion in biasplie- 
mie^ swearing that he would go to the police and avouch 
a battery sans provocation. I said he lied, and was a * 
and, if he did not hold his tongue, should bo dragged «it 
and beaten anew. He then held his tongue. I of course 
told him my name and residence, and defied him to the 
death, if he were a gentleman, or not a gentleman, and 
had the inclination to be genteol in the way of combat. 
He wont to the police, but there having been bystanders 
in the road,—(larticulaHy a soldier who had seen the 
business,—as well as my servant, notwithstanding the 
oaths of foe coachmui and 6ve insides besides the plaui- 
tkf, and a good deal of paying on all sides, his complaint 
was dismissed, he having been foe aggressorand X was 
subsequently informed that, hod X not given him a Uow, 
he might have been had into durance. 

I “Soset down this,—^thatin Alep|»oonco’ I *beat a Ve¬ 
netian ;* but I assure you that ho deserved it, for I am a 
quiet man, Hke Candide, though wfo somewhat ofhis for¬ 
tune in being forced to forego my natural meekness every 
i now and then. 

I «Yours, Itc. “B.» 


LETTER CCCXLV. 

t TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Vemce, July 8,1817. 

•I have got foe sketch and extracts from Lalla Rookh 
—which 1 humbly suspect will knock up * and show 
young goiUcmen that something more than having been 
across a camefs hump is necessary to wnte a good oriental 
tale. The plan, as well as the extracts I have seen, please 
me very much indeed, and 1 feel impattent for the whole. 

•With regard to foe critique on ’Manfred,* you have 
been in such a devil of a hurry that you have only sent me 
foe half: it Iw-eaks off at page S94. Send me the rest; 
and also page S70, where there is ’an account of foe sup¬ 
posed origin of tins dreadful story,*—in which, by-the-way, 
whatever it may bo, foe coojecturer is out, and knows no¬ 
thing of the matter. 1 had a better origin than he can 
devise or divine, for foe soul of him. 

•You say nofoing of Manfred’s ludt in the world; and 
I care not He is tme of the best of my misb^otien, say 
what they will. 

•I got at last an extract, but no porceli. TheywiHoo^, 
I suppose, some dme or ofoer. I am come up to Vewco 
for a day or two to bathe, and am just goingtotake tt 
swim in the Adnatic; ao^ evening—the post 

• «Toutti&c. «B. 
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* P. S. Pray, was Manfred’s speech to the Sun still 
retained in Act Third? 1 hope so: H was one of the best 
in the thing and better than the Ccdosseum. I have done 
of Canto Fourth, Cldlde Harold; so down with 
your ducats.* 


LETTER CCCXLVL 

TO mi, MOORE. 

“La Mira, Venice, July 10,1817. 

“ Murray, the Mokanna trf booksellers, has contrived to 
send me extracts from Lalla Rotdth by the pcKt. They 
are taken from some magazine, and contain a short outline 
and quotations from the first two Poems. I am very much 
delighted with what is before me, and very tliirsty fur the 
rest You have caught the odours as if you had been in 
the rainbow, and the tone of the East is perfectly preserv¬ 
ed ; so that * * * and its author must be somewhat in 
die back-ground, and learn tliat it requires something inure 
than to have been upon the haunch of a dromedary to com¬ 
pose a good oriental story. I am glad you have changed 
the title from‘Persian Tale.’ ♦ * ♦ 

“ I suspect you have written a devilish fine composition, 
and I rejoice in it from my heart; because ‘ the Douglas 
and the Percy both togetlier are confident against a world 
in arms.' 1 hope you won’t be affronted at my looking on 
us as' birds of a featherdiough on whatever subject you 
had written, I should have been very happy in your success. 

•There is a simile of an orange tree’s ‘flowers and 
fruits,’ which I should have liked better, if I did not believe 
it to be a reflection on 

a * a V 0 a 
“Do you remember Thurlow’s [worn to Saxo,*'When 
Rogers { and that d—d supper of Ranclifle’s that ought to 
have been a dinner.> ‘All, Master Shallow, we liave 
beard the chimes at inidniglit.’—But 

M/ boat is on the shore, fte.f 

“ This should have been written fifteen moons ago—the 
first stanza was. I am just come out from an hour’s swim 
in the Adriatic; and 1 write to you with a black-eyed 
Venetian girl before me, reading Biiccacio. * ♦ 

“Last week I had a row on the road (I came up to 
Venice from my casino, a few miles on the Paduan road, 
this blessed day, to bathe) with a fellow in a carriage, who 
was impudent to my horse. I gave him a swinging box on 
the ear, which sent him to the police, who dismissed liis 
complaint, and said, that if I h^ not thumped him, they 
would have trounced him for being impertinent. Witnesses 
had seen the transaction. He first shouted, in an unseemly 
way, to frighten my palfrey. I wheeled round, rode up to 
the window, and asked him what he meant. He grinned, 
and said some foolery, which produced him an immediate 
slap in the face, to his utter discomfiture. Much blasphemy 
ensued, and some menace, which I stopped by dismounting 
and opening the carriage-door, and intimating an intention 
of mending the road with his immediate remains, if he did 
not hold his tongue. He held it. 

* The fellow went sneakingly to the police; but a soldier, 
who had seen the matter, and thought me right, went and 
oecaiteiKiathed him; so that be had to rotiro—and cheap 
too i—I wish I had hit him harder. 

• Monk Lewis is here—‘ how pleasant I’J He is a very 
good feflow, and very much yours. So is Sam—so is 
every body^—and, among the number, 

“Yours ever, *B. 

•P.S. What dimk you of Manfred? ♦ * ♦ 

“If ever you see ♦ ♦ *, ask him what he means by 
taffing BM^'Oti, my friend, iawnt portum?’—What 'por- 


_.p.4tS. t Sm Pnem, p. 4S4. 

$ Analhiiton (aitck m vfisB ocean ia tkcic Jetten) tv an tnmdotc with 
wUflh ho bad boon amuaett. 


turn ?' Port wine, I suppose—the only port he ever aoaght 
or found, since I knew him,” 


LETTER CCCXLVn. , 

TO MR. MITBRaV. 

“La Mira, near Venice, July Ifi; 1817. 

“I have finished (that is, written—the file comes aftew. 
ward) ninety and ei^t stanzas of the Fourth Canto; whidi 
I mean to be the concluding ime. It wifl probably be about 
the same length as tlie Third, being already of the dimen¬ 
sions of the first or second Cantos. I look upon partc*of 
it as very good, that is, if the three former are good, but 
this we ^all sue; and at any rate, good or not, it is rather 
a diflerent stylo from tlic last—^less metaphysical—which, 
at any rate, will be a variety. I sent you the shall of the 
column os n sjiecimen the other day, i. c. the first stanza. 
So you may lie thinking of its arrival towards autumn, 
whose winds will not be the only ones to be raised, if so be 
as haw dial it is ready by that time. 

“I lent I.ewis, who is at Venice (in or on the Canal- 
acedo, the Grand Canal,) your extracts from Lalla Rookh 
aisl Manuel, and, out of contradiction, it may be, he likes the 
last, and is nut mucli taken witli the first, of Uiese perform¬ 
ances. Of Manuel I think, with the exception iff a few 
capers, it is as heavy a nightmare as was ever bestrode by 
indigestion. 

“Of the extracts I can but judge as extracts, and I prefer 
the ‘ Peri' to the ‘ Silver Veil.’ Ho seems not so much at 
home in his versification of the ‘Silver Veil,’and a little 
embarrassed with his horrors; but the conception of the 
character of tlic im))ostor is fine, and the plan of great sco|>e 
for his genius,—and I doubt not that, as a whole, it will be 
very Arabestjuo and beautiful. 

“Your late epistle Is not the most abundant in mforma- 
tion, and has not yet been succeeded by any other; so that 
I know nothing of your own concerns, or of any concerns, 
and ns I never hear from any body but yourself who 
does not tell me sotnething as disagreeable os possible, I 
should not be sorry to hear from you: and as it is not very 
probaHo,—if I can, by any device or possible arrangement 
with regard to my personal affairs, so arrange it,—that I 
shall return .soon, or reside ever in England, all that you 
telt me will be all I shaO know or inquire after, as to our 
beloved realm of Grub-street, and tlie black brethren and 
blue sisterhood that extensive suburb of Babylon. Have 
you had no new babe of hterature sprung up to replace the 
dead, the distant, the tired, and the retired ? no prose, no 
verse, no nothing 


LETTER CCCXLVm. 

« 

TO MR. MCKRAT. , 

“Venice, July 80,1817. 

“I write to pve you notice that I have completed tho 
fourth and rMmute Canto of Childe Harold. It consists 
of 136 stanzas, and is consbquently the longest of the four. 
It is yot to be copied and polished; and the notes are to 
come, of which it will reqtare more than the third Canto, as 
it necessarily treats more of works <£ art than of nature. 
It shall be sent towards autiann;—and now for our barter. 
What do yon bid? eh? you shall have samples, an’it so 
please you: but I wish to know what T am to expect (as 
tire saying is) in these hard times, when poetry does not 
let for half its value. If you are disposed to do what Mrs. 
Winffred Jenkins calls ‘thehandsome tlnng,' Imay perhaps 
throw you some odd matters to the lot,—^tranriations, or 
slight originals; there is no saying what may be on th* 
anvil between tte and the booking season. Rectdectthat 
it is the last Canto, and completes the work ;^ether as 
good as the others, I cannot judge, in coune^east of aB 
asyot,but it shall be asKttle worseazi canhdp. I, may 
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erfaap^ give som little gossip in the notes as to the pro- the publication of onj book, in ony language, on my own 
Wt state of ItaliW liU^ti and literature, being acquainted private account; and desired him (againsl Ids inclinalian) 
with some of their c^pi—men as well as booksbut this to permit the poor translator to publish his labours. It m 
depends upon my humour at the time. So, now, pro- going forward in consequence. You may say tide, with 
noonce; I say nothing. my compliments, to the author. “ Yours.* 

• When you have got the whole,/bur Cantos, I think you 
might venture on an edition of the whole poem in quarto, 

wii spare copies rf the last two for the purchasers of the , i»rrnirD r<r>ftT 

old e^tion of the first two. There is a hint for yoi^ LETTER CCCL. 

worthy of the Row; and now, pertiend—pronounce. to mh. MinaaAy. 


*I have not received a word from you of llie 6te of 
‘Manfred’ or 'Tasso,' which seems to me odd, whether 
thqy have failed or succeeded. 

p "As this is a scrawl of business, and I have lately writ¬ 
ten at length and often on other subjects, 1 will ody add 
that I am, Ac.” 


LETTER CCCXUX. 

TO MR. MURRar. 

“La Mira, near Venice, Aug. 7,1817. 

“ Your letter of the 18th, and, what will please you, as it 
did me, the parcel sent by the good-natured aid and abet¬ 
ment of Mr. Croker, are arrived.—Messrs. Lewis and 
Hobhouse are here: the former in the same house, tlie 
latter a few hundred yards distant 

• You say nothing of Manfred, from which its failure may 
be inferred; but 1 think it odd you should not say so at 
once. I know nothing, and hear absolutely nothing, of any 
body or any thing in England; and there are no English 
[tapers, so that lUl you say will be nows—of any person, 
or thing, or things. I am at present very antuous about 
Newatead, and sorry tliat Kinnalrd is leaving England at 
this minute, though I do not toll him so, and would rather 
he sliould have fits pleasure, although it may not in tliis 
instance tend to my profit. 

“If I understand rightly, you have paid into Morland’s 
ISOO pounds .• as tho agreement in the p^or is two thou¬ 
sand guineoB, there will remain therefore six hundred 
pomuii, and not five hundred, the odd hundred being the 
extra to make up tho specie. Six hundred and thirty 
pounds will bring it to the like for Manfred and Tasso, 
making a total of twelve hundred and thirty, I believe, for 
I am not a good calculator. I do not wish to press you, 
but I tell you fairly tliat it will be a conveuience to me to 
have it pud as soon as it can be made convenient to your¬ 
self 

“ The new and last Canto is 130 stanzas in length; and 
may be made more or less. I have fixed no price, oven in 
idea, and liave no notion of what it may be good for. 
There are no metaphysics in it; at least,! think not. Mr. 
Hobhouse has pronu^ me a copy of Tasso’s Will, for 
notes; and I have some curious ttogs to say about Fer¬ 
rara, and Parisifla’s story, and perhaps a farthing candle’s 
worth of light upon the present state of Italian literature. 
I shall hardly be ready by October; but that do n’t matter. 
I have ail to ccqiy and correct, and tho notes to write. 

“I do not know whether Scott will like it; but I have 
called him the ‘Ariosto Of the Worth’ in my leri.* ff he 
should not, SOS) so in time. 

“Lewis, Hobhouse, and I went the other day to the cir¬ 
cumcision of a aucking Shylock. I have seen three men’s 
heads and a child'a forediin cut off in Italy. The cer^ 
moniea are very moving^ but too Imig for detail in this 
weather. 

“An Itafian translation of ‘Glenarvon’ came lately to be 
pnnted at Venice. The censor (Sr. Petrotini) refus^ to 
sasetion the ptdilication tilt he had seen me on the subjmt. 
I told him that I did not recognise the shghtest relation 
between that book and myself; but that; whatever opinioBS 
might be uptm that subject, / would never prevent or oppose 

* Csoto nr. tunia 40tti. 


“Venice, Aug. 18,1817. 

“ I have been very sorry to hear of tho death of Madame 
de StaSI, not only because she had been very kind to me at 
Copel, but because now I can never requite her. In a 
general point of view, she will leave a great gap in society 
and literature. 

‘ With regard to death, I doubt that we have any right 
to pity the dead fur their own sakes. 

“ The copies of Manfred and Tasso are arrived, thanks 
to Mr. Crokor’s cover. You have destroyed the whole 
effect and moral of the poem by omitting the last line of 
Manfred’s S|>eaking; and why this was done, 1 know not. 
Why you persist in saying nothing of the thing itself I am 
equally at a loss to conjecture. If it is lor fear of tcl&:g 
me something disagreeable, you are wrot^g; because 
sooner or later 1 must know it, and I am not so new, nor 
so raw, nor so biexpcricnced, os not to bo able to bear, not 
the more paltry, petty disappointments of authorship, I ut 
things more serious,—at least, I hope so; and that what you 
nay think irritability is merely mechanical, and only acts 
like galvanism on a dead body, or the muscular motion 
rliieh survivos sensation. 

“ If it is that you are out of hiimotu', because I wrote to 
■ou a shaq) letter, recollect that it was partly from a mis¬ 
conception of your letter, and partly because you did a 
liiiig you had no right to do without consulting me. 

“ 1 have, however, heard good of Manfred from two other 
quartpcs, and from men who vrould not bo scrupulous in 
.saying what they thought, or what was said; and so 
good-morrow to you, good Master laeutonant.’ 

“I wrote to you twice about the 4th Canto, which you 
will answer at your pleasure. Mr. Hobhouse and I have 
:ome up fur a day to the city; Mr. Lewis is gone to Eng¬ 
land ; and 1 am “ Yours.’’ 


LETTER CCCLI. 

TO MR. MVRRAT. 

“La Mira, near Venice, Aug. 21,1817. 

“ I take you at your word about Mr. Hanson, and will 
feel obliged if you will to lum, and request Mr. Davies 
also to visit him by my desire, and repeat tliat I trust that 
neither Mr. Kinnaird’s absence nor mine will prevent his 
taking all proper steps to accelerate and promote tho sale 
of Newstead and Rochdale, upon which the whole of my 
future personal comfort depends. It is impossible for me 
to express how much any delays upon these points would 
inconvenience me; and I do not know a greater dbligatian 
tliat can be conferred upon me than the pressing these 
things upon Hanson, and making him act according to my 
wishes. I wish you would ip^ out, at least to me, uid 
tell mo what you allude to by your cc4d way of mentioning 
him. All mysteries at such a distance are not merely 
tOTmenting but mischievous, and may be prejudicial to my 
interests; so pray expound, that I may conwlt with Mr. 
Kinnalrd when he arrives; and remember tiiat 1 prefer the 
most disagreeable certainties to hints and inuendoes. The 
devil take every body; I never can got any person to to 
ciidicit about any thing w any body, and my whole life is 
passed in conjeetdres of what people mean: you aD talk 
in tho style of Caroline Lamb’s novels. 

“It is not Mr. St. John, but Afr. «(. AWjbi, son of Sii 
John St. Aubyn. PoUdori knows him, and intradacedhim 
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LETTERB, 1817. 


to ma. He ■ of OxTonl, uid hu got mj perceL The 
doctor mHlhrrat him out, or ought. The parcel containa 
many letten, aome of Madame de Btafil^ and other peo> 
pk^ bemlea MBS., &c. By ——, ifl 6nd the gentlenuin, 
and he don't find the parcel, I wUlaay aomething he won’t 
like to hear. 

* You want a' civil and delicate declenaion’ for the me¬ 
dical tragedy 7 Take it— 

** Dear Doctor, I hare raait jroiir plav, 

Which I* R good oiM In it* wajr; 

Pnrgei the eTee and move* tbc bowele. 

And dreocbM handkerchleft like toweU 
WlUi tcan, Uiat, In a flux of pief| 

Afford hjiterlcal relief 
To idiatterM nervee and quicken’d polaeat 
Which jrourcataatrophe ewiTuIeeia 
** I tike jrour monl and machinery; 

Twir plot, too, bae euch icope for ecenery I 
Your dial^e la apt and emart; 

The play’s coiicoctioa full of art; 

Your hero ravee, your heroine erieit 
AJi atab, and every body dies, 
la short, your tragedy would be 
The very thing to hear and eee t 
And ibr a piece of publieaUon, 

Ifl decline on Ude eccarion, 

It is not that I am uoi aenslbki 
To merite In tbemeelrei ostenilble, 

Bat<~«Dd f grieve u» speak it—plays 
Are drug*—mere drdge, sir—iraw-a'dayt. 

1 bad a heavy loes by * Manuel,’— 

Too lucky if U prove not annual,— 

And Sothcby, witbbU * Oreetea,’ 

(Which, by*the^, the author’a best U,) 

Has lain so very long on baud 
That 1 dcepair of all demand. 

I've adveribed, but aee my books, 

Or only watch my ehopman’e looks 
Still Iran, Ina, and such lumbw, 

My baekH^p glut, my sbelvea encuad)er. 

** There ’a Byron, too, who cmee did beUar, 

Hai sent me, folded in a letter, 

A sort ot-m\i 's no more a drama 
Thao Dantley, Ivan, or Kehama { 

So alter’d eince last year bb pen it, 

1 think hi's lost his wUs at Venice. 

Inritort, sir, what with one and t* other, 

I dare not venture on another. 

I write in haste; excuse each blunder; 

The coaches through thes^et eo thu^rl 
My loom ’a eo fult*wmrB’ve Gifford here 
Reading MS., with Hookham Prere 
ProDouaeing on the nouos and particlee 
Of eoms of our forthcoming Arties. 

*< The duarterly—Ah, rir, if you 
Had but the genius to review I— 

A emart critique upon St. Helena, 

Or If yuu only wot^ but tdl in a 
Short eompaaa what—~bul, to resuma t 
Aa 1 waa saying, sir, the raoea— 

The room ’• to full of wits and bards, 

Crabbce, CampbeUt, Crokeri, Freres, and Wards, 

And oUters, neither bards nor wUs p-> 

My humble tsoement admits 
All persons in the dress of gent., 

IVom Mr. Hemmood to Dog DraU 
** A party dlnec with ms to^y, 

^ cUm men, vdto make thSlr way; 
mwy ’ra at this moment in discusuon 
On poor Oe Stell’e late dissolution. 

Her botdc, they eiy, wee In advance— 

Hray Heaven, ^ tell the truth of France i 

'* Thus nm our time end tongnee aw«y«ii» 

Bid,torciuni, slr,teyourpleyt 
Ser^, idr, but I cesnot deal, 

Ualeee twere acted by O’Nein. 

My hands eoluU, my head eo busy, 

I ’n alrooet dead, a^ idwayi dlssy; 

And eo, whh endieee tnnh and hu^, 

Dear Deeter, I na yoore, 


LETTER OOCLQ. 

TO m. wjBur. 

«Sept.4,1817. 

Your letter of the 15th hu conveyed with it* contenhi 
the impreanon of e eealito which the 'Saracen’s Head? is 
a,era{di,andthe'Bull and Mouth* a delicate device. 1 
knew that calumny had suffidently Haskmtd me of later 
days, but not that H had given the features u well u com- 
plexion of a negro. Poor Augtnta is not less, but rather 
more, shocked than myself and says^‘pe(^ seem to have 
lost their recollection strangely' when they engraved such 
a ‘Uackomoor.’ Pray don’t seal (at leut to me) with k&ch 
a caricature of the human numskull altogether; and if you 
don’t break the seal-cutter’s head, at least cr^ Us libel 
(or likeness, if it should be a likeness) of mine. 

‘Mr. Kinnaird is not yet arrived, but expected. Hehu 
lost by the way all the tooth-powder, u a letter from Spa 
informs me. 

‘ By Mr. Rose I received safely, thou^ tardily, magne¬ 
sia and tooth-powder, and Why do you 

send me such trash—worse than truh, the Sublime of 
Mediocrity 7 Thanks for LaSa, however, which is good; 
and thanb for die Edinburgh and ^arteriy, bodi very 
amusing and well-written. Paris in 1815, bcj —good. 
Modem Greece^—good for nothing; written by some one 
who has never been there, and notbemgabletomanagetha 
Spenser stanza, has invented a tUng of its own, consisting 
of two ele^ac stanzas, a heroic line, and an Alexandrine, 
twisted on a string. Besides, why‘modemYou may 
say modem Qitda, but surely Greece itself is rather more 
ancient than ever it was.—^Now fiw business. 

‘You offer 1500 guineas for the new Canto: I won’t 
take h. I uk two thousand five hundred guineas fix it, 
which you will either give or not, as you thi^ proper. It 
concludes the poem, and ctaisists (f 144 stanzas. The 
notes are numerous, and chiefly written by Mr. Hobhouse, 
whose researclies have been indefatigable, and who^ I will 
venture to say, has more real knowledge of Rome and its 
environs than any Englishman wiio lias been there rince 
Gibbon. By-the-way, to prevent any mistakes, I think h 
necessary to state the fact that he, Mr. Hobhouse, has no 
interest whatever in the price or profit to be derived from 
the copyright of either poem or notes directly or indirectly; 
so that you are not to suppose that it is by, for, or throu^ 
Urn, that I require more for this Canto than the preceding. 
—^No; but if Mr. Eustace was to have had two thousand 
for a Poem on Education; if Mr. Moore is to have three 
thousand fer Lalla, &c.; if Mr. Campbell is to have three 
thousand for his prose on poetry—do n’t mean to dispa¬ 
rage these gentlemen in their labours—but I ask the afore- 
aaid price for mine. You will tell me that their productions 
are considerably bmger; very true, and when they shorten 
them, I will lengthen mine, and ask less. You shall stfomit 
the MS. to Mr. Gifford, and any other two gentlemen to 
be named by you (Mr. Frere, or Mr. Croker,or whomever 
you please, except such fellows as your ♦ ♦ s and * * s;) 
and if they pronounce this Canto to be inferior as a uiMs 
to the prec^ng, I will not appeal from their award, but 
I burn the numuscript, and leave things as they are. 

^ ‘Yours very truly. 

*P. S. In answer to a farmer letter, I sent you a short 
statement of what I thought the state (four present ecq^- 
right aocoiuit, viz. six hu^ed pamde still (or lately) due 
on ChUde Harold, and six hundred gvineae, Manfred and 


•• JOHN MVBBaT. 


Tasso, making a total of twelve hundred and thirty pounds. 
If we agree about toe new poem, 1 shall taka toe liberty to 

reaervetheohoioeaftbemannerinwbiehitihouklbepDh- 
^I've done too fourth and laat Canto; which * 

_^iS3 stanzas. lJ|M>re you tonamen price 
»ii’l,IvriU; BoI«Mpi|rouintime. 

' TM wiQ be t good many notes.* 





■B)rMn.HwMas.* 



LETTERS, 1817. 


LETTER CCCLm. 

TO MR. HOFPKER. 

«La Mira,S«pt. 12,1817. 

* I set out yesterday morning with the intention of paying 
my r^ppects, and availing myself of your permission to 
walk over the premises.* On arriving at Padua, I found 
that the march of the Austrian troops had engrossed so 
many horses, tliat diose I could procaro were hardly able 
to qrawl; and tlieir weakness, together with the prospect 
of tuidlng none at all at tiio post-house of Monsclice, and 
consequently either not arriving that day at Este, or so 
late^as to be unable to return home the same evening, in- 
p duced me to turn aside in a second visit to Arqiia, instead 
of proceeding onwards; and even tlius 1 hardly got back 
in time. 

“ Next week 1 shall be obliged to be in Venice to meet 
Lord Ktnniurd and liis brother, who ore expected *ui a few 
days. And this interruption, together with that occasioned 
by the continued march of Uic Austrians for the next few 
days, will not allow me to fix any precise period for avail¬ 
ing myself of your kindne.«is, though 1 should wish to take 
the earliest opportunity. Perhaps, if absent, you will have 
the gof>dnc8S to permit one of your servants to sliow me 
the grounds and house, or as much of cither as may be 
convemont; at any rate, I shall take the first occasion 
possible to go over, and regret very much that I was 
on yesterday prevented. 

"I have the honour to be your obliged, &c.” 


LETTER CCCLIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

• « Sept. 15,1817. 

“Ienclose a she<5t for correction, if ever you get to nn- 
othor edition. You will observe that Umj blunder in printing 
makes it appear as if the Chateau was over St. Ciiigo 
instead of being on tlie opfH»sito shore of the I.ak<;, over 
Clarens. So, separate tlie paragraphs, ollierwlse my 
^q)ography will seem as inaccurate as your h/pography 
on tills occasion. 

“ The other day I wrote to convey my proposition willi 
regard to the fourth and concluding Canto. 1 have gone 
over and extended it to one iiuiidred and fifty slanras, 
which is almost as long as the first two were originally, 
and longer by itself tlian any of the smaller poems except 
the ‘ Corsair.’ Mr. Hobhouse has made some vtjry valu¬ 
able and accurate notes, of considerable length, and you 
may be sure tiiat T will do for the text all tiiat 1 (;an to 
finish wilii decency. 1 look upon Childe Harold as my 
best; and as I begun, I think d' concluding with it. But 
I make no resdutioiis on tiiat head, as I broke my fijriiier 
intention with regard to the ‘Corsair,’ However, I fear 
tiiat I shall never better; and yet, not being thirty years 

of ago, for some moons to come, one ought to be progres¬ 
sive, as far as intellect goes, for many a good year. But I 
have had a devilish deal of tear aud wear of mind and 
I body in my time, besides having published txx> olleii and | 
iuu<^ already. God grant me sovie judgment to do what 
may be most fitting in that and every thing else, fur 1 doubt 
my own exceedingly. 

“ I have read ‘ Lalla Rodch,* but not with sufficient at¬ 
tention yet, fin* I ride about, and lounge, and ponder, and 
—two or three other tilings; so that my reading is very 
desultory, and not so attentive as it used to be. I am very 
glad to hear of its popularity, for Moore is a very noble 
fellow in all respects, and will enjoy it vrithout any of the 
bad feeUngs which success—good or evil—sometimes en¬ 
genders in the men of rhyme. Of the Poem itsellj 1 wll 
telj, y<m my opinion when 1 have mastered it: 1 say of the 

A umntrjAioJm ad the Etmneeo near Eale, which Mr. Hopp* 
ner.^who waa th^ the KngliBh eonau|.|eneral at Venice, had for Ktne 
tuii«>‘oc«utMd, aiul which Lord Byron afterward rented or him, but never 
itelded lait. 
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Poem, lor I do n’t like the prose at all, at alt; and in tfao 
meantime, the ‘Fire-worshifipere’ ta the best, and the 
‘Veiled Prophet? tlie worst, of (he volume. 

“ With regard to pot'try in general,* 1 am convinced 
the more I think of it, tlial he and aU of «»—Scott, Sou¬ 
they, Wordsworth, Mwire, Campbell, I,—are all in the 
wrong, one as much as another; that we are upon a wrong 
revolutionary poetical system, or systems, not worth a 
damn in itself^ and from which none but Rogers and (>rabbe 
are free; atid that the present and mrxt generations will 
finally be of tliis opinion. I am the more confirmed in 
this by having lately gtMie over some of our classics, par¬ 
ticularly Poyie, whom I tried in this wayIf toolt Moore’s 
and my own and some olliers, and went over them 
side by side with and 1 wa« retilly imtonished (I 

ought not to have btion so) an<l mortified at tlie inetrable 
distance in point.of sense, learning, effwrt, and even imagi- 
nation^ passion, and betwt^en the little Ctueen 

Anne’s man, and us of tlie Lower Empire. De{)end upon 
it, it is all Horace then, and Oaudian now among us; and 
if I had to begin again, I would mould myself accordingly. 
Crabbe’s the man, but he h.is got a coarse and iiiipracti- 
<’.able subject, and Rogers is retired Ufjon half^pay, and 
has done enough, unless he were to do as he did formerly,* 


LETTER CCCLV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

•Sept. 17,1817. 

♦ ♦ * + ♦ 

• Mr. Hobhouse purposes being in England in Novem¬ 
ber ; he will bring the Fourth Canto with him, notes and 
all: tlie text coiiiuins one hundred and fifiy stanzas,wliich 
is long for tiiat measure. 

“ With regard to the ‘ Ariosto the North,’Jsurtily their 
tluinios, chivalry, war, and love*, were as lilt«‘ as can be; 
aiidu.sto tlie complinu-nl, if you knew what the llaliniis 
think df Ariosto, jou would not hesitate abtsit that. Bui 
as to their ‘ measures,’ you forget that Ariost»*’s is an oc¬ 
tave stanza, and Scott's any thing but a stanza. If yoti 
Uiink Scott will dislike it, say so, and I v^i^ expunge. I do 
not call liitn the ‘ Serdeh Ariosto,’ which would 1 m* sady/ro- 
vineial eulogy, but the ‘ Ari*>sto of tlie NorOi^ meaning of 
all counlrm that arc not tlie fiouUi. 

♦ 

“As! have recently troubled you nitlior frequently, I 
will conclude, re|>eating that I am 

“Yours ever, &C.* 


LETTER CCCLVl. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Oct. 12,1817. 

•Mr. Kiraiaird and hLs brother, Lord Kinnaird, have 
been here, and are now gone agmn. All your missives 
came, except tiie tooth-powder, of which 1 request farther 
supplies, at ail convenient (^portunitios; as also of mag¬ 
nesia and soda-powders, both great luxuries here, and 
neither to be had good, or indeed hardly at all, of the 
natives. 

« ♦ « # 4> 

“ In Cderidgc’s Life I perceive an attack upon the then 
Ckunmittee of D. L. Theatre for acting Bertram, and an 
attack upon Maiurm’s Bertram for being acted. Con¬ 
sidering all things, this is not vciy grateful nor graceful 

On tiiif para|rrft[A, in the MS. ropy of the above letter, t Hod ills 
following note, in the hendwriUiif of Mr. Olfforrl: “ There !• more food 
■enw.and feelirif, and jndicmeni In thiajiaiwige, than in any oUmtI IW 
•earL or Ixird Byron wrotr."—A/oore. 

1 See lettera fqr Bowiea and Blackwood. 

i See Letter 9l6. 
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LETTERS, I*n. 


“Yours ever truly. 

** Crobbe, Malcolm, Hamilton, aitd Chaulray, 

Are all partaker* of mr pantry. ^ 

These two fines are omitted in your letter to the doctor 
after— 

"All clerer men who make their way.'* 


LETTER CCCLVn. 


TO MR. MURHAV. 


cn the put of the worthy aotobiographBr; and I would “Ifyou can send me the paper in^ratiOT,* whaA ^ 

anawer, if I had not obliged him. Patting my own pains Edinburgh Review montiims, do. “be Review m the 
to forward the views of Coleridge out of the question, I magazine you say was written by Wilson? it had aU the aff 
know diat there was every disposition, on the part of the of being a poet’s, and was a very good one. TheEmnburgh 
Sub-Committee, to biing forward any production of hii^ Review I take to be Jeffrey’s own by Its friendliness. I 
were it feasible. The play he offered, though poetical, did wonder they thought it worth while to do s^ so soon after 
not appear at al practicable, and Bertram did j—and the former; but it was evidently with a good motive, 
hence this long tirade, which is the last chapter of his “I saw Hoppner the other day, whose country-house at 
vagabond life. Este 1 have taken for two years. If you come out next 

‘ As for Bertram, Maturin may defend his own be- summer, let me know in time. Love to Gifford, 
gotten, if he likes it well enough; I leave the Irish clergy¬ 
man and the new orator Henley to battle it out between 
them, satisfred to have done the best I could for buh. I 
may say this to you, who know it. 

...... 

• Mr. Coleridge may cwisole himself with the fervour,— 
the almost religious fervour of his and Wordswovtli’s dis¬ 
ciples, as he calls it. If he means that as any proof of 
their merits, I will find him as much ‘ fervour' in behalf of 
Richard Brothers and Joanna Southcote os ever gatlicrcd 
over liis pages or roimd his fireside. * * ♦ 

“My answer to your proposition about the Fourth t’atito| 
you will have received, and I await yours;—perhaps we I “ Venice, Oct. 23,1817. 

may not agree. I have since written a Prwm* (of 84.' “Your two letters are before me, and our bargain is so 
octave stanzas,) humorous, in or aft(T the excellent maimer far concluded. How sorry I am to hear that Gifford is 
of Mr. Whistlecraft (whom I lake, to lie Frere,) on a unwell! Pray tell me he is boiler; 1 hope it is nothing but 
Venetian anecdote which amused me:—but till 1 have eoW. As you say his illness originates in cold, I trust it 
your answer, I can say nothing more about it. 1 will get no farther. 

“Mr. Hobhouse does not reliuit to England in Novoni- ■ “Mr. Whistlecraft has no greater admirer tlian myself: 
ber, as ho intended, but will winter here; and as he is to I have written u story in 89 stanzas, in imitation of him, 
conveythe poem, or poems,—liirtheremayperha|i8beinore.jealh'd Hpppo (the short name for Giuseppe, that is, tho 
than the. two mentioned (wliieh, by-the-way, I shall riotjywcoftho Italian Jrjsoph,) which I shall throw you into the 
perhaps include, in tlio same piiblieation or agreement)— balance of the Fourth Canto, to help you round to your 
I ahull not be able to publish so soon as expected; but I money; but you pcrha|)s had bettor publish it anonymouslv; 
suppose there is no harm in the delay. but this we will sec to hy-and-by. 

“I have tigruxl and sent your former mpyrightu by Mr. “In the Notes to Canto Fourth, Mr. Hobhouse has 
Kintiaird, but nut the receipt, because the money is not yet pointed out wwruZ errors of Gibbon. You may dojicnd 
paid. Mr. Kinnaird has a power of attorney to sign for upon H.'s research and accuracy. You may print it in 
me, and will, when necessary. what sliape you plca.se. 

“Many thanks for the Edinburgh Review, which is very “ WiUi regarrl to a future large Edition, you may print 
kind aliout Manfred, and defends its originality, which i all, or any thing, except ‘English Bard-s,’ to the republica- 
did not know that any btxly had attacked. I never recol, tioii of which at no time will 1 consent. I would not reprint 
sikI do not know tiiat I ever saw the‘Eauslus of Marlow,’ themnn any consideration. Idoii’t think them good for 
and hod, and have, no dramatic works by me in hlnglish, mucli, even in isiint of poetry; and as to other tilings, you 
except the recent things you sent me; but I heard Mr. are to recollect that 1 gave up the publication on account 
Lewis translate verbally some scenes of Goethe's Faust of the Hollands, and I do not think tliat any time or cir- 
(w^i wcre, some good and some had) last summer— eumstanees can neutralize the su|iprcssien. Add to which, 
whicfi is all I Itnow of die history of that magical person- that, atier being on terms with almost all the bards and 
^e; and as to tho germs of Manfred, they may be found criUcs of the day, it would be savage at any time, but worst 
m the Journal which I sent to Mrs. I.eigh (part of which of all now, to revive this foolish Lampoon, 
yoli saw) whon 1 went over first die Dent cle Janian, nml ***♦♦♦ 

then the Wengen or Wengeberg Alp and Sheideck, and ****♦♦ 

inade toe giro of the Jungfrau, Shrcckhom, &c. &c. “The review of Manfred came very safely, and I am 
ahortly before I left Switzerland. 1 have die whole scene much pleased with it. It is odd that they should say (that 
of Manfred before me as if it was but yesterday, and could is, somebody in a magazine whom toe Edinburgh contro- 
pomut out, spot by spot, torrent and all. verts,) Uiat it was taken from Marlow’s FauBt which I 

Of toe Prometheus of A5sehylus I was |)assionatcly never read nor saw. An American, who came the other 
fond as a boy (it was one of the Greek plays we read day fmm Gcrnpmy, told Mr. Hobhouse dial Manfred was 
tonoe a year at Harrow;) indeed that and toe ‘Medea’ taken from Goethe’s Faust. The devil may take both the 
were the only ones, except the ‘Seven before Thebes,’ Faustnaes,German and English—I have taken neither 
wfuch ever much pleased me. As to the ‘Faustus of “Will you send to Hanson, and say that he has not 
Mar^, I never read, never saw, nor heard rf it—at least, written since 9to September ?—at least I have hod no letter 
thought of It, except that I think Mr. Gifford mentioned, since, to my groat surprise. 

in a note rf bis which you sent me, something about toe “Will you desire Messrs. Morland to send out whatever 
catastrophe; but not as having any thing to do with mine, additional sums have or may be paid in credit immediately 
^ not resemble it, for any thing I know, and always, to their Venice correspondents 1 It is two 
“The Prometheus, if not exactly in ray plan, has always montlis ago that they sent roe out an additional credit for 
been so much m my head, that I can easily conceive its one Ihousand pounds. I was very glad of it, but I don’t 
influence over all or any thing that I have written;—but I know how toe devil it came; for I cm only make out fiOO 
deny Moriow and his progeny, and beg that you will do ■' 

the same. i 


•Beppo. 


• A psper fa the Edinbu™!, Mmzlne, fa which It wu nioieeted tint 
•he generel cooceptiae of hlufred, ntid muehofwfait/l exceUmtis the 
SmrW “'“f Htofaey 

t Sm Letter 948. 
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of Hanson^ payment, and I had thought tlie other 600 
came from you; but it did not, it seemsi, as, by yours of the 
7ih instant, you have only just paid the 12^. balance. 

* Mr. Kinnaird is on his way home with the assignments. 
I can fix no time for the arrival of Canto FourUi, which 
depends <m the journey Mr. Holdtuuse h(xne; and 1 do 
not think tliat this will be immediate. 

“ Yours, in great haste and very truly, “ B. 

“P. S. Morlands have not yet written to my bankers 
apprising the payment of your balances: \my desire thorn 
to do so. 

"Adk them about tlie previous thousand-^'of which 1 
kiio^ 600 came from Hanson's—^nd make out die other 
• .jOf*- fhftt is, whence it came.” 


LETTER CCCLVIII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Nov. 15,1817. 

“Mi'.K'mnaird has probably returned to Engliuid hy this 
lime, and will have conveyed to you any tidings you nray 
wish to have of us and ours. 1 have come bat k to Venice 
lor tile winter. Mr. Holdiouse will probably set otf in 
'>ec»;tn' r bnt what day or week, 1 know not. Hi* is my 
ojv^.osiii neighbour at present. 

“ 1 wrote yesterday in some perplexity, and no very good 
lemioiji, !o iWr. Kinnaird, to iullinn m»: about Newslead 
and die Hansems, of which and whom I hear notliing since 
his deparuire from this place, except in a lew iinintclligiblc 
liom an unintelUgUile woman, 

^ I am as sorry to hoar (if Ur. Polidori’s a(*eidt*nt as one 
ca*i 'ti'y for a person fijr whom one has a dislike, and soiiu*- 
y'ing of contempt. ’When h(5 gets well, loll iikj, and how 
he g(5fs on in tlie sick line. Poor fidlow! how came he to 
liv dicrc? 

“ l fear tW doctor’s akill at Norwich 
Will hardly aall the tloctor’a purriilge. 

Methouglit he was gtang to the l?ra/.ils, to give the Portu¬ 
guese fihysic (of which tin y are fond to desperation,) will 
tin; Danish eoiisul. 

“Your new Canto ha.s expanded to one hiiudrcd and 
Bixfy-seven stanzas, ll will ho long, you see; and us for 
the notes by llobhoUHe, 1 auspnet lliey will be of the lien/ic 
size. You' must, keep Mr. * * in good liuriour, f )r he is 
devilish touchy yet about your Review and all which it 
inlierilsi, including the editor, die Admiralty, and its bnok- 
seller. 1 used to think that I was u good deal of an autlmr 
in amour prtjprc and noli nit langere; hut diese prose fellow.*- 
arc worst, after all, about ihoir lillle conilbrts. 

“Do you remember my incntioriiiig, some months agc>, 
the Marquis Mmicjida—a Spaniard of disiiiiclion and 
(iMirscore years, m 3 ^ummer neighbour at La Mira ? Well, 
aliout six weeks ago, he fell in love with a Venetian girl 
of family, and noVorluiie or character; tooklier into his 
mansion; qiiarrelksd with all his former friends for giving 
•him advice (except me who gave him nonf*,) and installed 
her present concubine and future and mistress of him¬ 
self and funuture. At the end of a month, in wliich she 
demeaned herself as ill as jiossiblo, he found out a cor- 
resjKmdence between her and some former keeper, and 
after nearly strangling turned lier out of the house, t(> die 
great scandal of the keeping part of the town, and with a 
prodigious ^at, whicli has occupied all the canals and 
colfeo-houBes in Venice, Ho said she wanted to poison 
him; and she says—Ood knows what; but between them 
they have made a great deal of noise. I know a Ultio of 
both the parties: Moncada seemed a very sensible old man, 
a character which he has not quite kept up on this ocm- 
sion; and the woman is rather showy tlian pretty. For 
the boncHir of uligimi, she was bred in a convent, and for 
the credit of Cwat Britain, taught by an Englishwoman. 

“Yours, &c." 


LETTER CCCLIX. 

to MR. MURRAY, 

“Venice, Dec. 5,1817. 

“A Venetiiui lady, learned and soinewliat stricken in 
years, having, in her inlorvals of love and devotion, taken 
upon her to translate the Letters and write the Life of 
l*ady Mary Wortloy Montague,—to which undertaking 
there are two obstacles, firstly, ignorance of EngUsh, and, 
secondly, a total dearth of information on the subject of her 
iroji'cted biogra^ihy,—has applied to me for facts or falsi- 
ies upon Uiis promising project. Lady Montague lived 
tlie last twenty or more years of her life in or near Venice, 
I believe; but here they know nothing, and remember 
nothing, for the story of today is suc(;oeded hy the scandal 
of tomorrow; and the wit, and beauty, and gallantry, 
wliich might render your countrywoman notorious m tier 
jwii country, must have been here no great distinction— 
iccausc the first is in no request, and the two latter are 
common to all women, or at least the last of them. If you 
•an therefore tell me any thing, or get any tiling loli^ of 
^ady Wortley Montague, 1 shall take it as a fiivour, and 
will transfer and translate it to tlie ^Dama' in question. 
And { pray you besides to send me, hy scanc quick and 
.stifit voyager, the edition of her Ltuters, and the stupid Life^ 
•y 7>. IJalluuxiy, published by her proud and focdisli family. 

“ The deuUi of ilie I Viiieess Cliarkrtie lias been a shock 
veil here, and must lmv<^ been an eartlupiakc at home.^ 
The Courier's list of some tlirei^huiulred heirs to tlie crown 
jne.ludiiig the. house of Wirtcniherg, with that ♦ * 
1*—, ofdisrcpulalile memory, whom I remember seeing 
at various halls during the visit of llie. Muscovites, &;c. in 
181 k) must be very r()iis„latory to all trim lieges, as well 
as foreigners, exc'epi Signor'J’ravis, a rich Jew merchant 
of this eiiy, who complains grievously of tlie length of 
Llrilish mourning, which has eoimKsrinanded all the silks 
viiicli lie was on llio (siinl of transmitting, for a year to 
•oiiK^. The death of this fwor girl is melancholy in every 
resjierl, dying at twimly or so, in childbed—-of a hoy too, a 
present princess and future (juoeii, and just as she began to 
he happy, and to enjoy herself and the hopes which she 
ins[.ired. + ♦ + 

1 think, as far as 1 can rwolleet, irfie is the first royal 
k.fiiiict in childbed upon record in our history. I feel sorry 
ji every respect—^for tlie loas of a female reign, and a 
woman hitherl*) harmless; and all the lost njoicings, and 
addresses, ami drunkenness, and disbursements of Jolm 
llult on till! oe.easi"ii. + * * * * , * 

“'I'lie PriiKJc will marry again, afler divorcing his wife, 
and Mr. Southey will write an elegy now,and an ode Uicn; 
tlie (Quarterly will have an article against tlic pre.s6, and 
tlie b'.dinburgh an urtiele^ hulf and hfUJ] about reform and 
right of divorce; + * * the British will give you Dr. 

( 'lialmerK’s funeral scniion much commended, with a |dac« 
ill (hr stars for deceased royalty; and the Morning Pont 
will have already yelled fortli its ‘syllables of dolour.’ 

‘Wo, wo, Neallmy !—the young Nenlllny I' 

“II is some time since 1 have hoanl from you: are you 
in had tiumour? I bu(i|ioso so. 1 have been so myseH 
and it is your turn now, and by-nnd-by mine will coma 
round again. “Yours tndy, “B. 

“ P. 6i. Countess Alhmn, como baek from Paris, baa 
brou'dit me a medal of liimsellj a present from Denoo to 
me, mid a likeness of Mr. Rogers (belonging to her,) bf 
Distum also.” 


LETTER CCCLX. 

TO MB. HOPPUrBK. 

“Venice, Dec. l&t 1817. 

•tr should have thtnked you bcfiwe, for your fiivoura 
few days ago, had I not been in the intention of paying my 

• «BB Chits. Harold, Ciuilo 1 «•»» IT*- 
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respects, personally, this evening, from winch I am deterred 
by tlie recollection that you will probably be at the Count 
Goess’s tliis evening, which has made me postpone ray 
intrusion. 

*I think your Elegy a remarkably good one, not only as 
a composition, but both the politics sind poetry contain a 
far greater portion of trutii and generosity than belongs to 
, or to the professors trf these opposite pursuits, 
which usually agree only in one point, as c.vtremes meet. 
I do not know whether you wished mo to retain the copy, 
but I shall retain it tiD you tell me otherwise; and am very 
much obliged by die perusal. 

•My own sentiments on Venice, &c. such as they are, 
I had already thrown into verse last summer, in tlio Poin-th 
Canto of Chikle Harold, now in preparation for the press; 
and I think much more highly of tliem for being in coin¬ 
cidence with yours, “Believe me yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCLXI. 

TO MK. MUBBAY. 

“Venice, Jan. 8,1818. 

■* Mr (iesr Mr. Murrar, 

You ’re in n damn'd hufrj 
To Mt u|» this iiltimnti! Canto; 

But (if they don't rob ui,) 

You ’U MV Mr. IlohhouM 
WUl bring it auf« in his portmanteau. 

3. 

" For the Jonmai yon hint o(> 

Ai ready to print off, 

No doubt you do right to commend it; 

But as yet 1 tiave writ off 
The derii a bit of 

Our' Beppo i’->whcfi copied, 1 'Uiend U. 

4. 

** Then yon *»« * * “s Tour,— 

No ipreat thinge, to he sure,— 

You could ba^iy begin with a less work ; 

For tile pompous rascalUmt 
Who do n’t speak Italian 
Xor French, must have aeribbled by gness-work. 

7 

’*Tou can make any loss up 
With ‘ Spence’ and his gosstp, 

A work which must surely sneceed; 

Than ftneen Mary’s KpisUe'Craft, 

Wltli the new * Fyitc* of ‘ Whistlecraft,* 

Must make people purchase and read. 

" Then you've Generaltlordon, 

Who i^rded his sword on, 

To serve with a Muscovite master, 

And help him to ptdiidi 
A iiaiiou eo owlish, 

They thought diaring their baarcfai a disastar. 

0 . 

For the mnn, ‘poor and $Areiedf** 

With wtwin you’d eoociuda 
A eomiiacl without more delay, 

Perhaps snim* such {wn it 
BiUi extant in Venice; 

But please rir, to meotlon pourjK^.*' 


LETTER CCCLXIL 

TO MB. MUBBAT, 

“Venico, Jan. 19,1618. 

•I send you the storyt in three other separate covers. 
It worft do for your Jorniial, being full of political allusions. 
Print atone, luthoul name; alter nothing; get a scholar to 
see that the ItaHm phraeee are correctly published (your 
printing; by-the-way, always makes me ill with its eternal 


blunders, which are incessant,) and God speed you. Hob- 
house Venice a fortnight ago; saving two days. I have 
heard notliing of or from him. 

* Yours, kc. 

“ He has the whole of the MSS.; so put up prayers in 
your back shop, or in the printer’s ‘ ChapeL’ ” • 


LETTER CCCLXin. 

TO MB. MUBKAY. 

“Venice, Jan. 27,1818. 

“ My father—that is, my Armenian father. Padre Pa*- 
qiiaii— in tlie name of all the other fathers of our CrniYent; 
sends you the enclosed, greeting. 

“Inasmuch as it has pleased the translators of the long- 
lost and lately-found portions of the text of Eusebius to 
put forth tlie enclosed prispecliis, of which 1 send six 
copies, you arc hereby implored to obtain subscribers in 
the two Universities, and among the learned, and tlie un¬ 
learned, who would unlearn tlieir ignorance.—This they 
(the Convent) request, / request, and do you request. 

“I sent you Beppo sonic weeks agonc. You must pub¬ 
lish it alone; it has politics and ferocity, and won’t do for 
your isthmus uf a Juumal. 

“Mr. Hobhouse, if the Alps have not broken his neck, 
is, or ought to be, swimming with my cummentarics and 
his own coat of moil in his teetli and right hand, in a cork 
jacket, between Calais and IJover. 

“It is the height of the Carnival, and I am in the extreme 
and agonies of a new intrigue with I do n’t exactly know 
whom or what, except that she is insatiate of love, and 
won’t take money, and has light hair and blue eyes, which 
arc not common here, and tliat I mot her at the Masque, 
and that when her mask is ofij 1 am as wise as ever, i 
shall make what 1 can of the remainder of my youth.® ♦ 

* * * V A 


LETTER CCCLXIV. 

TO MB. MOOBE. 

“VeniccT Fob. 2,1818. 

“Your letter of Doc. 8, arrived but this day, by some 
delay, common but inexplicable. Your domestic calamity 
is very grievous, and 1 feel with you as much as I dare feel 
I at all. Throughout life, your loss must be my loss, and 
I your gain my gain; and, though my heart may ebb, there 
' will always be a drop for you among the dregs.* 

“I know how to feel with you, because (selfsihnesB being 
always the substratum of our damnable clay) I am quite 
wrapt up in my own children. Besides my little legiti¬ 
mate, I have made unto myself an illegitimate since (to 
say nothing of one bofore,)t imd I look forward to one of 
these as die pillar of my old age, supposing that 1 ever 
reach—which I hope I never shSl—that, desolating period. 
I have a great love for my htUc Ada, though perhaps she 
may torture me, like ♦ * ♦ ♦ * 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Your offered addrets will be as acceptable as you can 
wish. I do n’t much care what the wretches of the world 
think of me—all that's past. But I care a good deal what 

you tliinkofme, and so, say what you like. You know that 
I am not sullen; and, as to being aamge, such things depend 
on circumstances. However, as to being in good humour 
in your society, there is no great merit in that, because it 
would be an effort, or an insanity, to be otherwise. 

“ I do nH know what Murray may have been saying or 
quoting. I called Crabbe and Sam the fathers of present 
Poesy; and stud, that 1 thought—except them—all of ‘us 
[youltf were on a wrong tack. But I nev« said that.we 
did not sail well. Our fiune will be hurt by adrmration and 
imtation. When I say our, I mean all (L^era inchidod,) 

* Bm Linefl to Mooreyp* 484. 


* Vide your lettor.'* 


tBepprt 


t See Ftom*, p. 474* 
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except the postscript of the Augustans. The next gene¬ 
ration (from the quantity and faciKty rf imitation) will 
tumble and break tiieir necks off our Pegasus, who runs 
away with us; but we keep the saddle^ because we broke 
the rascal and can ride. But though easy to mount, he 
is the devil to guide; and the next fellows must go back to 
the riding-echool and the manage, and learn to ride tho 
‘great horse.* 

* Talking of horses, by-the-way, I have transpwted my 
own, four in number, to the Lido {heach^ in English,) a 
strip of 8(Hne ten miles along the Adriatic, a mile or two 
from the city; so that 1 not cmly get a row in my gondola, 
but a spanlnng gallop of some miles daily along a tirm and 
solitary beach, from the fortress to Malamocco, the which 
contributes considerably to my health and spirits. 

“ 1 have hardly had a wink of sleep this week past. We 
arc in tlio agonies of the Carnival’s last days, and I must 
bo up alt ni^t agsun, as well as to-morrow. 1 have hod 
some curious masking adventures this Carnival, hut, as they 
are not yet over, 1 shall not say on. I will work tiie mine 
of my youth to the last veins of the ore, and tlieiH-good 
night. I have lived, and am content. 

*HaUiouse went away before the Carnival bc^gan, so 
that iie had little or no fun. Besides, it requires some 
time to thoroughgoing with tlic Venetians; but of all 
thti anon, in some oUier letter. * * 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

* I mu4 dress for the evening. There is an opera and 

ridotta, and I know not what, besides balls; and so, ever 
and tjver yours, “ B. 

•' P. S. i send this without revision, so excuse errors. 1 
delight in tho fame and fortune of Lalla, an<i eigaln congratu- 
laf« you on your well-merited success.'* 


LETTER CCCLXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Feb. 20,1818. 

“I have to thank Mr. Orokcr for the arrival, and you 
for the f:oiiteut8, of tlio pturcel wliich came last week, much 
quicker than any before, owing to Mr. Crokor’s kind al- 
tention and the olBcial exterior of the bags; and all safe 
except much friction among the magnesia, of which only 
two bottles came entire; but it is aU very well, and 1 am 
exceedingly obliged to you. 

“ I’he books I have read, or rather am reading. Pray, 
who may be Uie Sexagenarian, whoso gossip is very amus¬ 
ing ? Many of his sketches 1 recognize, particularly Gif¬ 
ford, Mackintc»ili, Drummond, Dutcus, H. Walpole, Mrs. 
Inchbald, Opio, &c. with tho Scotts, Loughborough, and 
most the divines and lawyers, besides a few ahortor hints 
of authors, and a few lines about a certain ‘noWc author^ 
characterized as tnalignant and sceptical, accordmg to tho 
good old story, ^as it was in the beginning, is now, but not 
always shall be i* do you know such a person, Master Mur¬ 
ray? eh?—^And pray, of tlio bocAaellers, wlucli be you? 
the dry, tlie dirty, the honest, tlio opulent, tlio finical, the 
splendid, or tlie coxcomb bookseMer? Stap my vitals, bull 
the author grows scurrilous in his grand climacteric. 

“ I remember to have seen Porstxi at Cambridge, in tlie 
hall of our cottege, and in private parties, but not frequently; 
and I neVer can recollect him except as drunk or brutal, 
and generally both: I mean in an evening, for in tho hall, 
he dined at the Dean’s table, and I at tlic Vicemastcr’s, 
so that 1 was not near him; and he then and there ap- 
peared sober in his demcancair, nor did 1 ever hear ex¬ 
cess or outrage on ffis part in public,—commons, c(41ogc, 
or chapel; but I have seen him in a private party of under¬ 
graduates, many of them freshmen and stranger^ take up 
a poker to one of them, and heard liim use language as 
blackguard 1b Ids aetkm. 1 have seen Sheridan drunk, 
top, with all the world; but his intoxication was that of, 
Baoclitu,aQdPorsoD’s thatofSileuos. Ofall tho disgust-j 


ing brutes, sulky, abuave, and intolerable, Porsoo was the 
mo.st bestial, as far as the few times that I saw him went, 
which were only at William Bankes’s (the Nubian dis¬ 
coverer s) rooms. 1 saw him once go away in a rage, 
because nobody knew the name of the ‘ Cobbler of Messi¬ 
na,’ insulting their ignorance with the most vulgar terms 
of reprobation. He was tolerated in this state among the 
young men for his talents, as the Turks think a madman 
inspired, and bear wilii liim. He used to recite or rather 
vomit pages ofall languages, and could liiccup Greek like 
a Helot; and certainly Sparta never shocked her children 
with a grosser exliibilion than tins man’s intoxication. 

“I perceive, in the book you sent me, a long account of 
him, which is very savage. I cannot judge, as I never 
saw him sober, except in hail or combiiiatioufoom; and 
then 1 was never near enough to hoar, and hardly to see 
him. Of his drunken deportment, 1 can be sure, because 
I saw it. 

“ With the Review^ I have been much entertained. It 
requires to bo as far from England as 1 am to relish a 
fKjriodical paper properly: it is like soda-water in an 
Italian summer. But what cruel work you make with 
Lady Morgan! You sliould recollect that she is a woman; 
though to be sure, Uiey are now and then very provoking; 
still, as autiioressc.s Uiey can do no great harm; and 1 tliink 
It is a pity so much good invective should have been laid 
out upon her, when tliere is such a tine tieki of us, Jacobin 
gentlemen, for you to woik upon. It is, perhaps, as bitter 
a critique as ever was w'rittcn, and enough to make sad 
work for Dr. Morgan, boUi as husbsmd and apothecary 
unless she should say, as Pope did of some attack up(Hi 
him, ‘ That it is as good for her as a dose of hcarlshom.^ 

“1 heard fWim Moore lately, and was soiry to be 
made aware of lus dmnostic loss. Thiu it i»—‘ medio de 
fonte leporum’—in the acme of his fame and his happiness 
comes a drawback as usual. 

* A * >i( * 

“Mr. Iloppner, whom 1 saw this morning, has been 
made the fatlier of a veiy^ fine boy.*—Motlier and child 
doing very well indeed. By this time Hi^iiCKise should 
bo witli you, and also certain packets, letters, &c. of mtne^ 
sent since liis departure. 1 urn nut at all well in health 
within this last eight days. My remembrances to Gifford 
and all friends. “Yours, &c. “B. 

“P. S. In the course of a month or twe^ Hanson will 
lave probably to send ofl*a clerk with conveyances to sign 
(Newstoad being sold in November last for nioety^bur 
tliousand five hundrtid pounds,) in which case I supplicate 
supplies of articles as usual, fesr which, desire Mr. Kin- 
laii^ to settle friim funds in their bank, and deduct from 
riy account with him. 

“P. S. To-morrow night I am going to see ‘ Olello^’ an 
c^era from our ‘Othello^’ and one of Rossini’s best, it is 
said. It will be curi(His to see in Venice the Venetian 
story itself represented, besides to discover what Uiey will 
make of Slial^liearc in music.” 


LETTER CCCLXVL 

TO MR. HOPPRER. 

“Venice, Feb. 28,1818. 

“my dear sir, 

“Our friend, il Conte M., Uvow me into a c<dd sweat 
last night, by telling me of a menaced version <£ Manfred 

* On th« birth of thb child, vbo wni chrictonofl John Winiam Rheo, 
Lord Bjrruu wrote the four following litiea, which are iu no otlier reapect 
Tinarktible tluin that they were tbouglit woriliy of being metrically traiia> 
'aiedinto no Icm than ten difTerent iangtugea; nanelyi Oreek, 

.laiion, (olao iu the Veiteiiou dialect,) liernuo, Pmneh, Spaoiih, lily- 
*uui, Hebrew, Armenian, end Samaritan 

** Bis fathsr’a seoae, hia mother’a grace 
In him, 1 hope, will atwaye 111 to; 

With (atilt to Ktep him in gwwi caae.) 

The health and appetite of nixeu. 

Tlie origlnaLllnee, with the different Temioni ebore menOoned, Wtrt 
printed in n smU vaiume, In the Beoiaary of Aida*.^AfeOf«. 
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(in VenenMii I hope, to complete the thing,) hy somt wear upon their heads;)—the uette semiaiie, or old national 
Italian, who had sent it to you for oorrection, which is the female costume, is no more. The city, however, is decays 
reason why 1 take the liberty of troubling you on the sub> ing daily, and does not gain in population. However, I 


ject. If you have any means of communication with th£ 
man, would you permit me to convey to him the otfor oC 
any price he may obtain, or think to obtain, for his projoct, 
provided he will throw his translation into the fire, and 
promise not to undortake any other of that or any other of 
my things: I will send him hu money immediately on this 
condition. 

** As I did nf>t wnte to the Italians, nor for the Italians, 
nor of the Italians, (except in a poem not yet published, 
where 1 have said ail the good 1 know or do not know of 
them, and none of the harm,) 1 confess I wish that tfie} 
would lot me alone, and not drag me into their arena as 
one of the gladiators, in a silly contest which I iieithei 
understand nor have ever interfered with, having kept clcai 
of ail their literary parties, botli here and at Milan, and 
elsewhere.—I came into Italy to feel the climate and be 
quiet, if possible. Mos.si's translation 1 would have pre¬ 
vented if 1 had known it, or could have done so; and I trust 
that I shall yet be in time to 8to[) this iiev/ gentleman, of 
whom I heard yesterday for the first Umc. He will only 
hurt himself and do no g<xtd to his party, f<}r in party tiie 
whole thing originates. Our modes vf thinking and writing 
are so unutterably different, that 1 can conceive no greater 
absurdity than attempting to make any approach between 
the English and Italian poetry of the present day. 1 like 
the people very much, and their literature very much, but 
1 am not the least ambitious of being tlie subject of tlieir 
discussions literary and personal, (which appear to be 
pretty much the same Uting, as is the case in m<^t coun¬ 
tries ;) and if you can aid me in impeding this publication, 
you will add to much kindness already received from you 
by yours, “Ever and truly, 

“ByRow. 

" P. S. How is ^ son, and mamma? Wei), I daro say.^ 


LETTER CCCLXVir. 

TO MR. ROaCRS. 

“Venice, March 3,1818, 

“I have not, as you say, ‘taken to wife the Adriatic.’ 1 
beard of Moore’s loss from himsolf in a letter which was | 
delayed upon the road tlu^ mouths. I was sincerely 
sorry for it, but in such cases what are words? 

* The villa you speak of is one at Este, which Mr. IIupp- 
ner (Comml-general hero,) has transferred to me. 1 have 
taken it for two years as a place of Vilieggiatura. The 
situation is very beaudful indeed, among the Eu^nean 
bills, and the house very fair. The vines are luxuriant to 
a great degree, and all the fruits of the earth abundant. It 
is close to the old castle d the Estes, or Gueliihs, and 
witlun a few miles of Arqua, which 1 have visited twice, 
and hope to visit often. 

“Last summer (except an excursion to Rome,) I passed 
Upon the Brenta. In Venice 1 winter, transporting my 
horses to the Lido, bordenng the Adriatic, (whore tlie fort 
k,) so that I get a gallop of some miles daily along the strip 
of beach which reaches to Malarnocco, when in health; 
but within tliese few weeks I have been unwell. At pre¬ 
sent 1 am getting better. The Camival was short, but a 
good one. 1 don’t go out much, except during the dme 
^ masks; but there are one or two convorstusioni, where 1 
go regularly, jtmt to keep up the system; as 1 had letters 
to their givers; and they are pardcular on such points; and 
then, though very rarely, to the Governor’s, 
a very good place for women. I like the dialect 
and their nuuiner very much. There is a naiveU about 
them which is very winning and the romance the place 
is a nughty adjunct; the bd aangue w not, however, now 
fmoQg the dame or higher orders; but all under iJazxio&i 
m iiWchie£% (a white kind of veil whidt the lower orders 


prefer it to any oilier in Italy; and here have I pitched my 
staf^ and here do I purpose to reside for the remainder of 
my life, unless event^^ connected with business net to be 
transacted out of England compel me to return for that 
pur|)ose; otherwise 1 have few regrets, and no desires to 
visit it again for its own sake. 1 ^all probably be obliged 
to do so, to sign papers for my affairo and a proxy ^ the 
Whigs, and to see Mr. Waite, for 1 can *t find a good 
dentist hero, and every two or three years one ought to 
consult one. About seeing my children, I must tak6 my 
chance. One I shall have sent here; and I shall be very * 
happy to see the legitimate one when God pleases, which 
he perhaps will some day or oilier. As for my mathe¬ 
matical Wife, 1 am as well without her. 

* Your account of your visit to Fonthill is very striking: 
could you beg of fdm for me a copy in MS. of the remaining 
Tales?* 1 tiiink I deserve them, as a strenuous and public 
admirer of the first one. I will return it when read, and 
make no ill use of the copy, if granted. Murray would 
send mo out any tiling safely. If ever I return to England, 

1 should like very much to see the author, with his per* 
mission. In tlio mean time, you could not oblige me more 
than by obtaining mo the jienisal I request, in French or 
English,—all’s one for that, though 1 prefer Italian to 
eitlier. I have a French copy of Valhek, which I liougiit 
at Lausanne. I can read PVcnch with great pleasure and 
facility, tliougli 1 neitiier speak nor write it. Now Italian 
I can speak witli some fluency, and write sufficiently for 
my purposes, but 1 do n\ like their modem prose at all; it 
is very heavy, and so diderent from Machiavelli. 

“ They say Francis is Junius;—I tliink it looks like it. 

I remember meeting him at Karl Grey’s at dinner. Has 
not he lately married a young woman; and was not he 
Mad.imc I’ailoyrand’s catalicre servatte in India years ago? 

“ I read my dcatli in tlie papers, wliich was not true. I 
sec they arc marrying the remaining singleness of the royal 
family. They have brought out Fariu with great and 
deserved success at Coveiit-ganlcn; that’s a good sign. I 
tried, during tlie directory, to have it done at I>ury-lano, 
but was overruled. If you lliiuk dT coming into this cwntry, 
'ou will let me know |>erh^)S beforel^d. 1 suppose 
Moore won’t move. Hose is here. I saw him the other 
night at Madame Albrizzi’s; he talks of returning in May. 
My love to the Hollands. “Ever, &c. 

“P. S. TJicy have been crucifying Othello into an opera, 
Otdlo^ by Rossini;) Uic music go^, but lugubrious; but 
ns for the words, all the real scenes with lago cut out, and 
the greatest nonsense instead; the handkerchief turned 
into a fnUet^douXf and tlie first ringer would not blade hk 
face, for some exquisite reasons assigned in the pre&ce. 
Singing, dresses, and muric, very good.” 


LETTER CCCLXVUI, 

TO MR. MOOSE. 

“Venice, Mardi 16,1818. 

•my DEAR TOM, 

“Since my last, which I hope that you have received, I 
have had a leUer from our friend Samuel.^ He talks of 
Italy this summer—^won’t you come with him? 1 don’t 
mow whetlier you would like our Italian way of life or not 

V * ♦ V 

“They are an odd people. The other day I wa. telling 
girl, ‘you must not come to-morrow, because Marguerita 
IS coming at such a time,’—(they are both about five fept 
.en inches high, with great black eyes and fine fingers-«fit 
x> breed gladiators frean—and 1 had som, difficult to 

* A continustfon of Vathek, by Mr. Beckfwd. | tblfln. 
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prevent a battle upon a rencontre once before ,)—' unless 
you promise to be friends, and’—the answer was an inter¬ 
ruption, by a declaration rf war against the other, which 
■ho said would be a ‘Guerra di Candia.’ Is it not odd, 
that the lower order of Venetians should still allude pro¬ 
verbially to that famous contest, so glorious and so fat^ to 
the KepuUic? 

“ They have singular expressions, like all the Italians. 
For example, ‘ Viscere'—as we would say, 'my love,’ or 
‘my heart,’ as an expression of tenderness. Also, ‘I would 
go for you in the midst of a hundred kmvet !— ‘Maxza ben} 
excessive attachment,—blerally, ‘ I wish you well even to 
killiitg.’ Then they say, (instead of our way, ‘do you think 
•I would do you so much harm?’) ‘do you think I would 
oasasanute you in such a manner T—' Tempo perjide} bad 
weather; ‘Strado perjide,’ bad roads—with a tliousand 
other allusions and metaphors, taken from the state of 
, society and habits in the middle ages. 

‘I am not so sure about moxxo, whether it don’t mean 
mama, i. e. a great deal, a mass, instead of the interi>retation 
I have given it. But of the other phrases I am sure. 

“Throe o’tli’clock—must ‘to bctd, to bed, to bed,’ as 
mother Sidduns (that tragical friend of tlie mathematical 
wife) says, * * * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Have you ever seen—I forget what or whom—^no 
matter. They tell mo Lady Melbourne is very unwell. 
I shall bo so soriy. She was my greatest friend, of the 
feminine gender;—when I say ‘friend,’ I mean not mistress, 
tor that's the antipodes. Tell me all about you and every 
body—liow Sam is—how you like your neighbours, the 
Marquis and Marchusa, &c. &c. ‘Ever, &€.“ 


LETTER CCCLXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAV. 

“Venice, March 25,1818. 

“I have your letter, with the account of‘Beppo,’ for 
wliich 1 sent you four new stanzas a forlnight ago, in case 
you print, or reprint. 

***•>!**** 

‘Crokor’s is a good guess; but the style is not English, 
it is Itabon;—Berni is the original of oil. Whistlecrall 
was my immediate model; Rose’s‘Animali’ I never saw 
till a few days ago,—^they are excellent. But (as 1 said 
alxive,) Bcmi is the father that kmd of writing, which 1 
think suits our language, too, very well;—^we shall see by I 
tlio experiment, if it does, I shall send you a volume in a 
year or two, for I know the Italian way of life well, and in 
time may know it yet bettor; and as for the verse and tlie 
passions, I have them still in tolerable vigour. 

‘If you tliink that it will do you and the work, or works, 
any good, you ma^put my name to it; but Jirst consult the 
Imauiing ones. I* will, at any rale, show tliem that I can 
write cheerfully, and repel the charge of monotony and 
I mannerism. “ Youre, Slc.” 


LETTER CCCLXX. 

TO MR. MUKRAV. 

‘Venice, April 11,1818. 

‘ Will you send me by letter, packet, or parcel, half a 
dozen rf the coloured prints from Holmes’s miniature, (the 
latter done shortly before I left your country, and the prints 
about a year ago;) I shall be oUigod to you, as some people 
here have asked me for the like. It is a picture oC my 
upright sel^ done for Scrope B. Davies, Esq. 

“Why hav* you not sent me an answer, and lists of 
■dtperiben to the translation of the Armenian Eustims? 
t£ whielt I sent you printed copeB of the prospectus (in 


1S7 

French,) two moons ago. Have you had the letter?—I 
shall send you another;—you must not neglect my Arme¬ 
nians. Tooth-powder, magnesia, tincture of myrrh, tooth¬ 
brushes, diachylon plaster, Peruvian bark, are my personal 
demands. 

** Stnihan, Twton, Lintnt of th« timUs 
P&trtMi and pnbliaher of rhymea, 

For thee the bard up Piodue cllrobe, 

My Murray. 

To thee, with hope and terror dumb. 

The uiidedg'od MS. author* come; 

Thou priutest all—and eelleet lome-^ 

My Murray. 

** ITpon thy table’* bai^e to green 
The laat new Quarterly i* leen t 
But vltere it thy new Maguxine, 

My Murray? 

“ Along thy ipruceat bouk-shclve* ihlne 
The work* thou deemeel moat diviD»~“ 

The' Art of Cookery,’ and mine, 

My Murray. 

Tour*, Travela, Eeaayi, too, I wl*t, 

And Scrmoiia to thy mill bring griet; 

And then thou bact the ' Navy Liet,* 

My Murray. 

* And Heaven forbid I ahonld condude 
Without Uie ‘ Board of Longitude,* 

Although this narrow paper would, 

My Murray I’* 


LETTER CCCLXXI. 

TO MR. MURRAT. 

“ Venice, April 12,1818. 

“This letter will be delivered by Signor Gioe. Bata. 
Missiaglia, proprietor of the Apollo library, and the prin¬ 
cipal publisher and bookseller now in Venice. He sets 
out for London with a view to business and correspondence 
with the English booksellers; and it is in the hope that it 
may bo for your mutual advantage tliat I furnish him with 
tliis letter of introduction to you. If you can be of use te 
liiin, citlior by recommendation to oUiers, or by any per- 
iunal attention on your own part, you will oUige him, and 
Ratify me. You may also perhaps both be able to derive 
dvantage, or estabUsh some mode of literary communica- 
ion, pleasing to the public, and beneficial to one another. 

“At any rate, be civil to him for my sake, as well as for 
llic honour and glory of publisbere and authors now and to 
come for evermore. 

“ Witli him I also consign a great nmuberdTlVIS. letters 
written in English, French, and Italian, by various English 
sstablisdied in Italy during the kurt century;—the names 
of the writers. Lord Hervey, Lady M. W. Montague, (hers 
are but few—some billets-doux in French to Algarotti, and 
one letter in English, Ilalkaii, and all sorts of jargon, to the 
same,) Gray, the poet, (one letter,) Mason, (two or three,) 
Garrick, Lord Chatham, David llume, and many of less 
note,—all addressed to Count Algarotti. Out of tliose, I 
think, with discretion, an amusing miscellaneous volume of 
etteis might be extracted, provided some good editor were 
lisposcd to undertake the selection, and preface, and a few 
notes, &c. 

“The proprietor of these is a friend of mine, 

^1 great name in Italy,—and if you are disposed to pub¬ 
lish, it will be for his benefit, and it is to and for him that 
you will name a price, if you take upon you the w<»k. I 
would edit it myself, but am too fiir and too lazy to 
undertake it; but I wish thatH could be done. The letters 
of Lord Hervey, in Mr. Bose’s opinion and mure, are 
good; and the short French love-letters eerttanly are Lady 
M. W. Montague’s—the Prench not good, but the senti¬ 
ments beautifiil. Gray’s letter good; and Mason’s tolera¬ 
ble. The whole correspondence must be weU uiesdsd; but 
this being done, a snudl and pretty popular voliane migfal 
be made of it—There are many ministers’ letter*—Onyr 
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the ambanador at Naplea^ Horace Maun, and others of gestion, you may do as you please. Bin lecoUect it ia not 
the same kind of tninial. to be published in a garbled or mutUated state. I reserve 

• 1 thought of a preface, defending Lord Hervey against to my friends and myself the right of correctly the press, 
Papers ftttacki but Pope—-guoad Pope, the poet—agains —if the {Hd>licaUon continue, it is to ccaitinue in its present 
all the world, in the unjustifiable attomptit begun by War- j form. ^ 

ion, and carried on at this day by the new school of critics * * * * • u- i * c 

and aciibbiers, wdio think themselves poets because they d< “As Mr. * * says tlmt ho did not write this letter, &c., 
noi write like Pope. I have no patience writh such curset; I am ready to bebeve him; Imt for the firmness of my for- 
humbug and bad taste; your whole generation arc not mer persuasion, I refer to Mr. * * * *, who con inform 
worth a Canto oC tire Ke^te of the Lsock, or the Kssay on you how sincerely I erred on this point. He has also the 
Man, or the Ounciaii, or * any thing that is his.’—But it is note—or, at least, had it, for I gave it to him with my verbal 
throe in the nnj I must go to bed. comments therouptm. As to ‘Beppo,’ 1 will not alter or 

“ Yours alway, Stc.** suppress a syllable for any man’s pleasure but my owra 

“ You may tell them tiiis; and add, that nothing but force . 
or necessity shall stir me one step towards the places to 


LETTER CCCLXXII. 

TO MR. 3d:URRAr. 

“Venice,Ai)rU17,1818. 

•A few days ago, I wrote to you a letter requestu»g yo« 
to desire Hanson to desire his messenger to come on from 
Geneva to Venice, because 1 won’t go from Venice t< 
Geneva; and if tois is not done, the messenger may be 
damned, with him who mis-sent him. Pray reiterate m) 
request. 

“ With the proofs returned, 1 sent two additional stanzas 
for Canto Fot^: did they arrive ? 

* Your monthly reviewer has made a mistake: Cavdieri 
alone is well enough; ’ Cooafier’ aerverUe^ has always the 
mute in conversation, and omitted in writuig; so that it is 
not fur the sake of metre; and pray let Griffiths know this, 
with my compliments. I humbly conjecture that I know 
as much of ltdian society and language as any of his peo~ 
pie; but to make assurance doubly sure, 1 asked, at the 
Countess Benzona’s, last night, the question of more than 
one person in the office; and of these ^cavalien* serventT (in 
the plural, recollect,) I £)und that they all accorded in pro^ 
nouncing for 'cavalier servente’ in the singular number. I 
wafo Mr. * ♦ * ♦ (ot whoever Griffith’s scribbler may be) 
would not talk of what ho do n’t understand. Such fellowi 
are not fit to be intrusted witli Italian, even in a quotatimi. 

« « * 

“Pid you receive two additional stanzas, to be mserted 
towards the close of Canto Fourtii? Respond, tliat (if 
not) they may be sent 

•Tell Mr. * * and Mr. Hanson, that they may as wel 
expect Genova to ccmie to me, as tiiat 1 should go to Ge¬ 
neva. The messenger may go or return, as he pleases; I 
won’tstir: and I look upon it as a piece of singular absurdity 
in those who know me, imagining that I should—not to say 
maliccy in attempting unnecessary torture. IfJ on the occa¬ 
sion, my interests should suffier, it is th&r neglect tliat is to 

blame; and they may all be d - d together 

* * * ' 

• It is ten o’clock, and time to dress. 

“Yours, &C.’’ 


LETTER CCCLXXni. 

TO MR. MURRA7. 

“April 23, 1818. 

* The time is past in which i could foel for the dead,— 
or I should feel for the death of Lady Melbourne^ the best, 
and kindest, and ablest female I ever knew, dd or young. 
But' I have supped full of horrors f and events of this kind 
have only a kind of numbness worse than pain, like a vio¬ 
lent blow on the elbow or the head. There is one link less 
between England and myself. 

“Now to business. 1 presented you with Beppo^ as 
part of the contract for Canto Foukh,—considering the 
price you are to pay (or the same, and intending to eke 
you out in case of public caprice or my own poetied failure. 
If you choose to suppress it entirely, at Mr. t * * *’s sug- 


which they would wring me. 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

•If your literary matters prc«per, let me know. If 
‘ Beppo’ pleases, you shall have more in a year or two in 
the same mood. And so, ‘ Good morrow to you, good 
Master Lieutenant.’ “ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCLXXIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Palazzo Mocenige^ Canal Grande^ 
“Venice, June 1,1818. 

“Your letter is almost the only news, as yet, of Canto 
4th, and it has by no means settled its fate,—at least, does 
not tell mo how the ‘Poeshic’ has been received by the 
public. But I Bi^pect, no great tilings,—firstiy, from Mur¬ 
ray’s ‘ horrid stillnesssecondly, from what you say about 
the stanzas ruiimng into each other,* wliich 1 take 7tot to 
be^ours, but a noliim you have binned with among th« 
The fact is, tliat Uie terza rima of the Italians, 
which always runs on and in, may have lid me int(j expe¬ 
riments, and carelessness into ronncil—or coni^eit into care¬ 
lessness—^in either of which events failure will be probable 
and my fair woman,' supeme,’ end in a fisli; so that Chikle 
Harold will be like the mermaid, my family crest, with the 
Fourth Canto for a tail lliereunto. I won’t quarrel with 
the public^ liowever, for the ‘ Bulgars’ are generally right; 
and if 1 miss now, I may hit oiioilier time:—and so 'the 
»ods give U.S joy.’ 

“You like Bcpjio; that’s right. * + ♦ ♦ 1 have 
not had the Fudges yet, but live in hopes. I need not say 
that your successes are mine. By-the-way, Lydia White 
is here, and has just borrowed my copy of 'L^a RooUh. 

“Hunt’s letter is probably tlie exact piece of vulgar cox¬ 
combry you might expect from his situation. He is a good 
man, witli some poetical elements in liis diaos; but spoiled 
by the Christ-Church Hospital and a Sunday newsjiaper, 

*lo say nothing of the l^ry Jail, w^ch ccMiccitcd him 
into a martyr. But he is a good mat/. When I saw 
Rirmni’ in MSS., I told him that I deemed it good poetry 
at buUotn, disfigured only by a strange stylo, ilis answer 
was, tliat his style was a syisteni, or upon systein^ or some * 
such cant; and, when « man talks of system, his case is 
hopeless: so 1 said no more to him, and very little to any 
one else. 

“He believes his trash of vulgar phrases textured into 
compound barbarisms to be old English; tmd we may say 
of it as AimweU says of Captain Gibbet’s regiment, when 
the Captain calls it an' old corps,’ —*■ the Mest in Europe 
if 1 may judge by your uniform.’ He sent out his 'Foliage 
>y Percy Shelley, and, of all the ineffiable Centaurs tliat 
were ever begotten by Selfdove upon a Night mare, I think 
tills monstrous Sogittaiy the most prodigious. He (Lei^ 
H.)is an honest Charlatan, who has persuaded hhnaeir 

* Mr. Moore had Raid, In Mi leUer to bim, that (Mi practice of earrjrliig 
one ^nva into another, wae *' lomathinf Mm takii^ on faon« 
alace n^out batUug.*' 



129 


LETTERS, 1818. 


iulo a belief nf his own imprestures, and talks Pencil in pure 
simplicity of heart, taking himself (as poor Fitzgerald said 
of Wmself in the Morning Post) for Vales in both senses, 
or nonsenses, of the word. Did you look at tlie transla* 
tions of his own which he prefers to Pope and Cowper, and 
sayf so?—^Did you road his skimble-skamble about ♦ ♦ 
being at the head of his own ynfesmn in the eyes of Own 
who fiillowed it? 1 thought tliat poetry was an art, or an 
attribute, and not a prafesaon ;—but be it one, is that ♦ ♦ ♦ 

* * * at the head eSyaur profession in yoor eyes? 1 ’ll 

be cursed if ho is of mine, or ever shall bo. He is the only 
one of us (but d' us he is not) whoso coronation I would 
t^jioso. ]jet them take Scott, Campbell, Crabbe, or you 
or me, or any of tlic living, and tlirone him;—but not this 
ru w Jacob Bchtiien, this ♦ * » ♦ 

* * * whose pride might hove kept 

him true, even had his principles turned as jiervertcd as hl« 
emilieant fioctry. 

“ But Leigh Himt is a good man, and a good father— 
sec his Udes to all the Masters Hunt;—^a gissl husband— 
see liis Sonnet to Mrs. Hunt;—a good friend—see hi.s 
Epistles to diflerent people;—and a great coxcomb, and a 
very vulgar |H'.rson in every thing about him. But tliat's 
uot' i. fault, but of circumstanuts. 

♦ * 

1 * ♦ * ♦ 

*1 do not know any gf)od model for a life of >Sheridaii 
iMilth.'tJof Samge. Kecollect, however, thaltlic Ulo ol' 
such a mjin may be made far more amusin« than if ho had 
been a 'Vilberforfeand tliiR wilhoul oUeudiiif^ llu; liviii", 
or in .'litJitw the dead. The Whigs abuse lum; iiowever, 
Ih iju.erlofl them, and such blunderers deservi* m nlwr 

nor coni|jassion« As for liis creditors,—rciiu inber, 
h-i.eridan newr had a shillings ^tnd was tlirown, wiili {rreal 
powetrs and passions, into llie thick of the world, and jduced 
u|Kni the {>ijuiack'ufsuccess,withnoolher external means 
!0 sup[»ort him in iiis e.levation. Did >\>x * * * pay /n'.s* 
dobtrv /—or dill Sheridan talic a subscription? Was the 
Duke of Norfolk’s drunkenness more excusable (ban Jjis'/ 
Were his intrigues more notorious tliaii those of all his 
contom|)oraries? and is his memory to be blasUnl, and 
theirs respeett'd? Don’t let yourself be led away by 
clamour, but compare him with tlie coalilioucr Fox, and 
tlie. |)ensioncr Burke, as a man of principle, jmd with ten 
hurxdred thousand in personal views, and with none in 
talent, flrr he beat them all out and out. Wilhoul means, 
wiUiout connexion, without character (whicli might l>c fulse 
at first, and made him mad aflenvard from desperation,) In 
beat tiiem all, in all he ever attempted. But alas, pooi 
human nature! Gtx)d niglit—or, rather, morning'. If i: 
four, and tlio dawn gleams over the Grand Canal, and ur 
s^iadows the Rialto. I must to botl; up idl night—but, uj 
G eorge Phiipa says, ‘it’s life,though, damme, il’.s life!’ 

“Kver yours, “B. 

“ Ex(!uso erroril—‘tio time fi»r revision. The post go« 
f»ul at. noon, an(>I slia’ n’t up tiien. 1 will write agaii 
BOOH about yoiir^^/ttra for a publication.’* 


LETTER CCCLXXV. 

"Since you desire the story of Margarita Cogni, yon 
»hall bo told it, Uiough it may be lengthy. 

“Her face is the foie Venetian cast of the oW time; her 
igure, foough pcrha|>s too tall, is not less fine—-and taken 
litogcthor in the natimial dress. 

“In the summer of 1817, * ♦ ♦ * and myself were saiin- 
oring on horseback along the Brenta one evening, when, 
jnong a group of peasants, wo remarked two girls as the 
>retticst wo had seen for some time. About tiiis period 
here had bc^ great distress in the country, and I had a 
»tdc relieved some cf tlie people. Generosity makes a 
great figure at very Utile cost in Venetian Uvres, and niiiiu 
17 


had [irobably been exaj^craied os an Kngliahtnao’s. 
Whether tliey remarked us looking at tliem or no* I know 
not; but one of them caUed out to me in Venetian, ‘Why 
do not you, who relieve others, Uiink of us also T I turned 
round and answered her—‘Cara, lu sei troi>po bella e 
giovane per aver* bisogna del’ soccorso mio.’ Sho an¬ 
swered, ‘ If you saw my hut and my food, you would not 
say so.* AU this passed half jestingly, and I saw no more 
of her for some days. 

"A few evenings after, we met with tliese two girls 
again, and tliey addressed us more senously, inmiring us 
of die truth of their statement. They were cousins; Mar- 
g«ita married, Uie otlicr single. As 1 doubted still of tho 
circumstances, I took die business in a different light, and 
made an appoinliiient with them for die next eve4utig. 

^ 4 . 

* * In short, in a few evenings we arranged our 
affairs, and for a long space of time she was the wily ono 
who preserved over mo an ascendancy which was ofl«Q 
disputed, and never impaired. 

“The rea.sons for this wore, firsUy, her personvery 
lark, fall, the Venetian face,veiy fine black eyes. She 
was two-and-twenfy years old, * ♦ * 

* * *. She was heskles a thorough Vene- 

ian in her dialect, in her thought.s, in her cwintenance, in 
•very thing, with all their naM t?t and pantaloon humour, 
lesidos, she could neither read nor write, luid could not 
>laguo me with letters,—except twice that she paid six- 
►eneo to a public scribe, under the piazza, to make a letter 
»r her, upon some <.K;casion when I w'as ill and could n<H 

see her. In otlier rc.<pects, slic was somewhat fierce and 
‘ prejioiente.’ tliat is ovorbeuring, and used to walk in when¬ 
ever it suited luT, with no very groat regani to time, place, 
nor per.-tm.s; and if sho found any women in her way, she 
liiiorkcd tln'iii dowTi. 

“ Wlien 1 first knew her, T was in ‘relaziwK?’ (liaison) 
with la Signora * *, who was silly enougli one evening at 
J )olo, accomjKiniitl by some (tfher fi^mule friends,to threaten 
her; for the giiKsipsof the Villeggiatura had already fixmd 
out, by the neighing of my horse ono evening, that I used U> 
‘rid<‘- lute in llic nigiit’ to meet the Forimrina. Margarita 
direw back In-r veil (fazziolo,) and repli«<l in very explicit 
Venetian: ‘ Fim ore not his un/v.: ! am not his mfe: you 
I arc hiK Donna, and i am his Jhnua: your husband is a 
Aeecf», and mine is anotlicr. F(?r flio re.sf, what right have 
you to reproach me? If he prefi rs mo to you, is it my 
iault ? If you wish fo secure him, tie him to your potticoat- 
-Iring. But do not think to speak to me without a reply, 
because you happen to he richer than I am.* Having de¬ 
livered tins pretty piece of elorjiienee (which I translate 
as it was traii.slated to me by a bystander,) she went on 
her way, leaving a numerous audience, with Madame * ♦, 
to [lonilcr n< her leisure on the dialogue between them. 

‘‘Wljen I came to Venice for the winter she foUowod ; 
and as she found herself out to he a favourite, she came to 
me pretty oficn. But she had inordinate si}tft.lovo, and was 
not tolerant of other women. At the ‘Cavalchina,* the 
masked ball on thti last night of tho Carnival, where all the 
world goes, she snalch(ed off tho mask of Madame Con- 
tariiii, a lady noble liy birth, and decent in conduct, for no 
other reason but Inxauso she hup;>ened to be leaning cm 
rny arm. You may Rtfp|>ose what a cursed ooisu this madr; 
‘)Ht (his m only one of her pranks. 

“ At last sho quarrelled witli her hiLsband, and one oveir- 
mg ran away to my hou.se. I told her this would not db; 
the said she would lie in tlie street, but not go l>ack to him; 
-hat ho beat her, (the gentle tigress!) spent her money, and 
scandalously ncgiecte<l hw. As it was midnight, I let her 
tav, and next day there was no mwing her at all. Her 
tushand camo roaring and ci-ying, and entreating her to 
oineba«jk—notsh#! Ho then applied to the polka, and 
ley afiplied to riic: I told thorn and her hacbmid to take 
icr; X ^d not want her; she had come, and I could not 
liinghcr outvof the window; but tliey might conduct her 
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rwugb that or tJje door ifthey chose it. She went before r&teiy mixed with ferocity, md gave me tfie idea of a tigress 
D commissary, but was ob/^ed to return with that * bocco *ver her recovered cubs. 

Ico^’as she called the pot)r man, wJio had a phthisic. In **1501 her reign drew near a close. She became (|U}te 
ew days she ran away again. After a precious piece ingovemabJo some montljs ailer, and a concurrence of 
work, fdie fixed herself in my house, really and truly omplaints, some trut^ and many falser' a lavounto has 
ihootmy consent; but, owing to my indolonco, and not o friends’—determined me to part with her. I told-her 
ing able to keep my coimtenance—Ibr if I begmi in a [uietly that she must return hmne, (she had acqinrod a 
ge, she always fimshed by making me laugh with some iiffident provision for herself and mother, &c. in my 
enetian pantaioonery or another; and the gipsy knew :irvice,) and she refused to quit the house. 1 was firm, 
is well enough, as well as her other t>owors of persuasion, nd she went throalening knives and revenge. 1 told her 
id exerted them wifii the usual tact and sucf^ess of all hat 1 liad seen knives drawn befiire her time, and tliat if 
le-thingahigh and low, they arc all alike for that. he chose to begin, there was a knife, and fork also, at her 
* Madame Bonzoni also took her under her protection, ci'vice on tlio table, and that intimidafion would not do. 
nd then her head turned. She was always in extremes, The next day, while I was at dinner, she walked in, (having 
it her crying or kiughing, and so fierce when angered, tliat Token ojien a glass d<H)r that led from the hall below to 
ho was the terror of men, women, and cluldren—for she the staircase, by wey of prologue,) and advancing straiglit 
>ad the strength of an Amazon, witfi the temper of Mexlea. up to t he table, snatched the knife from my hand, cutting 
■Jhe was a fine animal, but quite unUimoable. I was the me slightly in the thumb ui the operation. Whether she 
wily person tliat could at all Uetip her in any order, and ncant to use llus against herself or me, I know not— 
-vhen she saw mo really angry (wMcPthey tell me is a Tohahly against neitlior—but Klctciier seized her by the 
tavage sight,} she subsided, she had a tliousand anns, and diKarined her. 1 then called my boatmen, and 
roolcrios. In her lazziolo, the dress of the lower orders, lesired them to g(rt the gomlola ready, and conduct her to 
■he kjoked beautiful; but, alas! slie longed for a hat and !icr own hon.se again, seeing earefuUy tJiat, she did herself 
featliers; and all I exmld say or do (and I said much) lo mischief by the way. Slio seemed quite quiet, and 
could not prevent this traveslie. 1 put tlie first into tlie walked down stairs. I resumed my dinner, 
fire; but 1 got tired of burning them bcfctfe she did of buy- “We heard a great noise, and went out, and met them 
ing tlicm, so that she made herself a figure—for they did oti the staircase, carrying her up stairs. She hail tlirown 
not at all become her. herself into the canal. That she intended to destroy 

“Then she would have her gowns with a toil—like ii lerself, 1 do not believe: hut when we consider tlie fear 
1a<ly, fors[>otli; notluiig would serve her but M’abita ctdla wonK^n and men who can’t swim have of deey> or oven of 
coud^ or cua (tliat is tlie Venetian for ‘ la cola,’ the tail or shallow water, (and Uie Venetians in particular, though 
train,) and her cursed pronunciation of the word niadc they live on tin; waves,) and that it. was also night, and 
mo luugli, there was an end of all controversy, and slie dark, and very cold, it sliowa that she had a devihsh spirit 
dragged Uiis diabolical tail afier her every where. 3f some sort within her. They had got her out without 

“111 the mean time, she beat the women and stopped my iiinch difliculty or damage, excepting the saltwater she 
letters. I found her one day ptmd<;ring over one. Sh had swallowcil, and the wetting she had undergone, 
used lo try to find out hy llieir shajic whether they were “ I foresaw her inteiition to refix herselfj and sent for a 
feminine or no; and she used to lament her ignorance, and surgeon, inquiring bow many hours it would require to 
ac'tually studied her alphabet, on purpose (as she declared rcjstore her from her agitation; and he named tlie time. I 
l*> open oil letters addre^odtoinc,and read tlieir contents llien said, ‘I give you that time, and more if you require it; 

“I must not omit to do justice to her housekeeping quali- but at tlie exjiiration of this prescribed period, if a/ic does 
ties. Afier she came into my house as ‘ donna di govemo ‘ not leave' the house, I will.' 

the expenses wore reduced to less than half, and cviTy “All my p(50pl<; were consternated. They had always 
body dki Ihcir duty better—the apartments were kepi been frightened at her, and were now paralyzed; they 
in onler, and every thing and every Ixxly else, cxcey wantetl me to apply io tlie jiolice, to guard myself, &c. &c. 
herself. like a pack of snivelling servile boobies, as they were. I 

“ That she hatl a sufficient regard for me in her wilt did nothing of the kind, thinking that 1 might as well end 
way, I had many reasons to believe. I will numtion one tliat way as another; besides, I had been used to savage 
In the autumn, one day going to tlie IjuIo with iny gori- women, and knew their ways. 

doliers, we were overtaken by a heavy stpiall, anti th “1 liad her sent home qi lietly after her recovery, and 
gcMidola put in peril—dials blown away, boat filling, oar never sow her since, except twice at the Ofiera, at a dtelance 
kwt, tumbling sea, thunder, rain in torrents, night coming, among the audience. She made many attempts to roUim, 
and wind unceasing. On our return, after a tiglit struggli but no more violent ones.—^Aiid tliis is the story of Mar- 
1 found her mi Uio open steps of the Mocenigo [lalace, or garita Cogn, as far as it relates to me. 
the Grand Canal, witli her great black eyes fiosliiiig “1 forgot to mention that she weui verydevout, and would 
Uirough her tears, and tlie long dark hair, which wa* cress herself if she heard the prayer Ume strike. * * 

streaming, drenched with rain, over her brows and breast ♦ 

She was perfectly exposed to the storm; and the wiii< “She was quick in reply; as, for instance—One day 
blowing her hair and dri'ss about her thin tall figure., and vhen she had made mo very angry wiUi beating somebody 
the lightning flashing around her, and tiie waves rolling at ir other, I called her a* core, (a cttic, in Italian, is a sad 
her feet, made hor look like Medea alighted from he affront.) I called her *Vacca.’ She turned round, curt- 
chariot, or tlie Sibyl of the that was rolling arouni sied, and answered, ‘ Vacca tua, 'celenzo,' (i. c. ecccitcnza.) 

her, tlio only living tiling witliin hail at dial moment cxcep ‘ Four cow, please your Excellency.' In short, she was, as 
ourselves. On seeing me safe, she did not wait to greet I said before, a very fine animal, of considerable beauty 
me, as might have been expected, but calling out to me— and energy, witli many gcKid and several amusing qualities, 
Ah! can' della Madonna, xe esto il tempo {lor andar' a' but wild os a witch and fierce os a demon. She used to 
Lido?' (Ahl dog of the Virgin, is this a time to go t< boa.st puHicly of her ascendency over me, contrasting it 
Lido?) ran into tlie house, and solaced herself witii scold with fiiat of otlier women, and assigning for it sundry 
ing the boatmen for not foreseeing Uie' temporale.* I an reasons, * * *. True it was, that they all tried to get her 
told by the servants that she had only been prevented from away, and no one succeeded liU her own absurdity beljied 
coming in a boat to look after me, by 4hc refusal of oil th« them. * 

gpadolicrs of tlio cumd to put out into Uie harbour in sue! “ I omitted to tell you her answer, when I reproached her 
a moment; and that then she sat down on the steps in al At «iatclung Madame Cuntarini's mask at (ne Cavalcbina. 
<bs diickost of the squall, and would neither be removec 1 represent^ to hor that she was a lady of high birth, '.una 
nor comforted. Hor joy at seeing me again wt^ modo Dama,' &c. She answered, 'Se ella b dama nd (io) son 
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Veneziana;’—sho is a lady, I am a Venetian.’ Thii 
would have been line a hundred years ago, tlio pride of the 
nafion rising up against the pride of aristocracy:* but, alas! 
Venice, and her people, and her nohhjs^ are alike returning 
fast to the oceari; aiid where tlu re is no iudependence, 
thc^e can be no real scJt-resjiccU I believe tJiat I mistook 
or misstated one of her phrases in my letter; it sitould 
^ have been—‘Can’ della Madonna, cosa vus' tu? csto non 
6 tempo per andar* a Lido?”’ 


t LETTER CCCLXXVI. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“Venice, .Tunc 18,1818. 

“nnsinesB and the utter and inexplicable silcnci'of all 
my corrospondenbJ renders me impatient and tnmbk'soinc. 
I wrote to Mr. Hanson tor a balance wliidi is (orou«fht to 
be) in his hands;—no ans^vtT. I expected tlic messeni'^ct' 
witli the Newstcail papers two montlis u" 0 , and instead of 
him, T received a rcrpnsilion to proceed to Gem‘va, which 
(from *■ who knows my wishes and <‘pinions about 
apprtiaching England) could only be irony or insult. 

“ I must, therefore, trouble ywi to pay into my hankers’ 
immcfluitvly whatever sum or sums you can make il con¬ 
venient to do on our agreennuit; otherwise, I shall bo put 
to the mvresi and most immediate incoiivenieiH’e; and 
this at a time when, by every rational prospirt, and calcu¬ 
lation, I ought to be in the recei(»l ol' considcraM4' simrc. 
Pray do not neglect iliis; you have no idea to what iirc.>i)- 
veiuonce you will otherwise put me. *• + had sonic al'surd 
notion alninf the dispasal of this money in annuity, (ortuxi 
knows what,) whicti 1 merely li.sten(?d to wh<‘ii lie W'jis 
here to avoid S4|ua!»hles and sermons; hut I have occasion 
for the principal, and had never any serious idea of 
apjffopriatiiig it otherwise tlian to answiT my personal 
expenses, llobhousc’s wish is, if possible, to force me 
back to England: lie will not succeed; and if he clitl, I 
would not stay. I halo the country, and like this; and all 
foolish opposition, of course, merely add.s to tlie f'clmg. 
Your silence makes me doubt the success of Canto Fourth. 
If it has failed, I will make such deduction as you think 
proper and fair from the original ngrccnn'nt; hut I I'ould 
wish whatever is tt» bo paid were remitted to m«‘, without 
delay, llmnigh the usual cluiunci, by coui'se of post. 

“When I tell you that I have not heard a word from 
England since very early in May, 1 have made the cuk'- 
giiim of my friends, or the f)er«ons wlio call lheraselvc,s so, 
since I have written so often and in the greatest anxiety. 
Thank God, the longer I am absent, the less cause J see 
fi»r regretting the country or its living contents. 

“I am yom?», &c. 

•P.S. Toll Mr. * * * that * * * ♦ 

i- * ^ 

and that I will never forgive him, (or any body,) the atrocity 
erf* Ihcir late silence at a time when I wished jiarticularly 
to hear, for every reason, from my friends." 


LETTER CCCLXXVn. 

TO MB. MURRAY. 

“Venice, July 10,1818. 

“£ have received your letter and the credit from Mor^ 
lands, &c. for whom 1 liavc also drawn ujion you at sixty 
days’ sif^t for the remainder, accevding to your proposition. 

“ I am still waiting in Venice, iu expectancy of the arrival 
of Hanson’s clerk. What can detain him, 1 do not know; 
but 1 trust that Mr. HoWiouse and Mr. Kinnaird, when 
their political fit is abated, will take die trouble to impure 


and expedite him, as J have nearly a hundred thousand 
f^ds depending upon the completion of the sale and tbo 
.signature of tlic papers. 

“ T'hc draft on you is drawn up by Siri and Willhalm. 

hope that the Ibrin Is (jorrect. 1 signed it two or three 
Jays ago, desiring Ihein to forward it to Messra. Morlaod 
and Ransom. 

“Your projected editions for November had better be 
postponed, as J have some things in project, or preparation, 
tliat may be of iwe to you, Uiougli not very important in 
Uu'insolves. I have completed on Ode on Venice,* and 
have two Htorics, one serious and one ludicrous, (h It 
llcppo,) not yet finished, and in no hurry to lie so. 

“ You talk of the letter to Hobhouse being much admired, 
ami H[>cak of prose.f I think of writing (for your fidl 
«.‘ditjon) some Memoirs of my fife, to prefix to tliem, upon 
the same nuxlcl (though far enough, I fear, from reaching 
it,) of Giflbril, Hume, &c.; and this without any intcntiiRi 
of making disclosures, or remarks U|Mm living people, wliich 
would be unpleasant to llieni: Imt 1 think it might be donf^ 
and u'oll done. Hi»wcvcr, this is lo be consulered. I have 
iiudtriah in plenty, but the greater part trf* them could not 
be used by me, nor for Uiese hundred years to come. 
However, there is enough without theso, and merely as a 
literary man, to make a preisice fi»r .such an edition as you 
meditate. But this i;' by-lliowuy; 1 have not ntodo up my 
mind. 

“J enclose youa wife on the subject of‘JP«ri.wia,’]; which 
Ho)>bou.s(; can dress for you. It is an extract of particu¬ 
lars from a history of Ferrara. 

“f trust you have bis*!! attentive to MLssiaglia, for Iho 
English have tlie cltaracler of neglecting die itdiaus at 
present, which 1 hope you will redeem. 

“ Yours in haste, • B" 


LETTER CCCLXXVni. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Vciuce, July 17,1818, 

“I suppose (liatiVglietti will tak<? whatever you offer, but 
till his return from Vienna I can make him no proposal; 
nor, indeed, have, you autliorizixl me lo do so. The three 
French notes arc by Lady Mary; also another half* 
Engllsh-Krench-Italian. They are very pretty and pas¬ 
sionate; it is a {lity that a piece of one of them is lost. 
Algarotti seems lo have treated her ill; but she was much 
his senior, and oil women are used ill—«r say so^ whether 
they are or not. 

♦ ♦ * ♦ ♦ 

“1 shall be glad of your boerfts and powders. I am still 
in waiting i(>r Hanson’s clerk, but luckily not at Geneva. 
All my g»K)d friends wrote lo mo to hasten tlure to meet 
him, hilt not one had the good sense, or tlie good nature, to 
wriU' afti^rward to l(rfl me that it would be time and a 
journey tlirown away, as he could not set off f<»r some 
moiiUis after the perkxi apfioinlcd. If 1 fuul takiui the 
journey on tlie gi-iiicral suggestion, I never woukl have 
s|K>k«n again to one of you ns long as 1 existed. I have 
written to request Mr. Kinnaird, when tlie foam of bis 
jKrfitics is wiped away, lo extract a positive answer from 
that * * * * and not to kei^p me in a state d* suspense 
upon the subject. I hope that Kinnaird, who has my 
power of attorney, keejis a look-out. upon the gentleman, 
whicli is the more necessary, os 1 have a great dislike to 
tlie idea of coming over to lo<rft after him myself. 

“I have several things begun, versii and prose, but none 
in much forwardness, 1 have written some six or seven 
{rfu els of a Life, which I mt'aii to contittuo, and send you 
w'lien finished. It may perhaps serve fijr your projected 
editions. If you w'^td tell me c.\actly (for I luiow nothing 


• Sit! JW?#- 204. Tbo iwo wenf MMejipa aiid Don Jm 
t i)cili('atioi|^)f ib«' 4lh ('unto of Cbii^ IJbirokl. 

; ;.Vi Uar.Jiii”, NoleUi}. 


t i'biJtK ttardd, Canto IV. lUosa 19:—“ Siuki like a sea n et;.! i 
V1icUC(||.SIk' I'uSC.** 
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\ have no correspondents, except on business) the slate 
the reception of our late pubticati(»is, and the feeling 
*n tliom, without consulting any delicacies, (I am loo 
sMtod to require them,) I should know how and in what 
nnor to proceed. 1 should not like to g^vc them too 
>ch, w>uch may prolmbly have boon the case already; 
t, as I tell you, I knciw nothing. 

~I once wrote from the fulness of my nund and tJic love 
fame, (not as an end, but as a mean^ to obtain tiiat 
luence ovot men’s minds wlxicb is power in itself and in 
consequences,) and now from habit and front avarice; 
that the efibet may probably be as different as the 
spiration. I have the saino facility and indeed necessity, 
composition, to avoid idleness, (though idleness in a hot 
Hiritry is a pleasure,) but a much greater indidoronce to 
hat is to bocomo of it, after it has served my immediate 

Jrpose. However, I sfiould on no account like to - 

It I won’t go on, like the ar<dibisliup df Granada, as I am 
siy sure that you dread the fate of GU Bias, and with 
ood reason. “Yours, &c. 

“P. S. I have written some very savage letters to Mr. 
lobhouse, Kinnaird, to you, and to Hanson, because the 
ilenco of so long a time made mo t<3ar off my remaining 
agsof patience. I have seen one or tW(» late Eiiirlisli 
ublications which are no great things, except Rob Roy. 
shall bo glad of Whistlecraft.” 


LETTER CCCLXXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Aug. 2G, 1818. 

•You may go on with your wlilion, witliout calculating 
on tlie Meinfjir, which 1 shall not imlilish at present. It is 
nearly finished, but will he too long; and there are. fw> many 
tilings, winch, out of regard to the living, cannot be nieii- 
tioned, tliat 1 have written with too much dcjlail of that 
which inicrestcil me least; so tluit rny autobiographical 
Essay would resemble the tragedy of Harnlel at tlie 
country theatre, reeilod ‘with tlie part of llarnlet left 
out by particular desire.’ 1 shall kei‘p it among my 
papers; it will be a kind of guUopo.sf in case of douUi, 
and prevent some of the lies which would otherwise be 
told, and destroy some which have lie.cn told already. 

“ The Tales alsf) are in nn untiny led state, and I can 
fix no time f>r their completion; tlicy are also not in the 
best manner. You must not, iliercfore, calculate uj)on any 
thing in limo for diis edition. The Memoir is already 
above forty-four sheets of very large, long paper, and will 
be aliout lifiy or sixty; but I wish to go on leisurely; and 
when finislieil, although it might do a good deal for you at 
tlie iim«>, I am not sure that it would serve any g()od pur¬ 
pose in the end either, as if is full of many passions and 
prejudices, <jf which it Inis been impossible for me to keep 
clear;—have not the patience. 

“ Enclosed is a list of books which Dr. A glictti would 
be glad to receive by way of jirice for his MS. letters, if 
you are disposed to purchase at the rate of fifty pounds; 
sterling. These ho will bt' glad to have as part, and the 
rest / will give him in OKmey, and you may carry it to 
the account of ImhiIos, &c. which is in balance against me, 
deducting it accordingly. So ihat the letters are yours, if 
you like tlifiin, at this rale; and be and I are going to 
bunt for more Lady Montague letters, which ho thinks of 
finding, i write in haste. Thanks for the article, and 
believe me, « Yours, kc/* 
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easily found; I forget the number, hut am probably tire 
only person in Venice who don’t know it. There is no 
comparison between him and any of tliu other mecbcai 
people here, f njgret very much to hear of your indis|K)- 
sition, and shall do myself the honour of wmiing upon you 
(he moment I am up. 1 write tins in bod, and have qtiiy 
just received the letter and note. I In g ymi to bcli'evo 
I that nothing but the extreme lateness of my hours could 
huve prevented me from rejilying immediately, or coming 
in jicrson. I liavc not been called a minute.*^ have the 
I honour to be, very truly, 

•Your most obedient servant, 

“By ROW.” 


LETTER CCCLXXXL 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Venice, Sept. 19,1818. 

“ An English newspaper here would be a prodigy, and 
an opposition one a monster; and, except some extracts 
from cAtracls i» the vile, garbled Paris gazettes, noUiing 
of the kind reaches the Venelo-Lombard public, who are 
perhaps the most oppressed in Europe, My corres|Kmd- 
onces with England are mostly oti business, and chiefly 
wilh rny Solicitor, Mr. Hanson, who has n<j very exalted 
notion, or extensive c^incepiion, of an author’s attributes ; 
for he once took up an Edinburgh Review, and, kxikmg at 
it a minute, said to me, ‘So, 1 see you have got info liic 
magazine,’—which is the only scntenc^e I ever heard him 
utter uj>oii literary matters, or the men thereof. 

“My fii-st news of your Irish aijotheosis has, conse¬ 
quently, been from yourself. But, as it will not be forgotUm 
in a hurry, either by your friends or your enemies, I hojie 
to have it more in detail from some of the firmer, and, in 
the mean limo, I wish you joy witli all my heart. Such a 
nomeut must liav<3 been a good deal betttT (ban W'est- 
minsfer-Ablwjy,—besides being an assurance of Vtai one 
lay (many y« ars hence, I trust) into tiie liargain. 

“ I am sorry to perceive, liovvever, by tlic close of your 
letter, rhat even ^ou liave not escaped the‘surgit amari, 
&.C. and tliHt your damned dejiuty has been gathering such 
‘dew fr<»tn the still irxl Bermooilies’—or ratlicr vex^ums. 
Pray, give me some items of the affair, as you say it is a 
serkms one; and, if it grows more so, you sliould make a 
(rip over heni for a few months, to sec how things turn 
out. 1 suppose you are a violent admirer of England by 
your slaying ho long in it. For my own part, I have passed 
between the age vf one-aiKl-lwenfy and tbirly, luUf the in- 
ervonient yi^ars out of it without regretting any thing, ©x- 
•jept that I ever returned to it at all, and the gloomy pro»- 
pect before mo of business and parentage obliging me, one 
lay, to return again,—at least, for the transaction of affairs, 
die signing of papers, and inspecting of cljjidren. 

“1 have hero my natural dauglilcr, by name Allegro,—a 
pretty little girl enough, and reckoned Iili16 papa. Her 
mamma is English,—but it is a long story, and—tliero’s an 
end. Bhe is about twenty months old. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“I have finished the F;^st Canto, (a long one, of alwut 
180 octaves,) of a poem in tlie style an<l mamicr of ‘ Beppo, 
encouragcil by the good success of the same. It is calle.<l 
‘Don Juan,’ and is meant to be a little quietly facetious 
upon every thing. But I douhl whether it is not—at least, 
as far as it has yet gone—too free for these very modest 
days. However, 1 shall try the experiment, anonymously 
and if it do n’t take, it will be discontinued. It is dedicated 
to Southey in good, simple, savage verse, upon the * ♦ ♦ 
politics,* and the way he got them. But the bore of 
?.opying it out is intolerable; and if I hod an amanuensis he 


TO TAPT. BASIL HALL. 


“Veniw, Aug. 31,1818. 

“•deaii wr, 

“Dr. AgKottiift the be.st physician, not only in Venice, 


would be of no use, as my writing is so difficdt to dedphta* 

*' Mjr iHiem ’• Epie, And (« m»&tU to l>e 

TXvided in twelve bonke, each book cootAiningt 


but ill Italy: liia renidence is on the Grand Canal, and 


* The dedication to Southey was iiippreteed. 
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“I *>»:« «-• C-to dso ocv* .rnr^lot 

New cbarectert, &c. &c. a poem m the Stylo 01 Boppo^ond have Miize{^)a to Bnisli 

besides. 

The are two a W which I send y<»i as a brick .i„ referring to the mistake in stanra 132, T take the 
of my Babel, and by wlach you can judge of the texture of app„rt„„i,y to desire diat in future, in all parts of my 
the structinc. writings referring to religion, you will be more earefiil, and 

“fn writing the life of .Sherid^ never mmd the angry „„t forgot that it is possible that in addressing the IVity a 
uea of Uie humbug Whigs. RcTOllcct that he was an blunder may become a blasphemy; and I do not ch.»se to 
Inshman and a dever foUow, and Uiat me have had some suger such infamous imrversions of my words or of my 
very pleasant days with lum. Do n t forget tliat he was at intentions. ' 

Bchool at Harrow, whore, in my time, we used to show his «i ti,o Canto by accident.” 
name—R. B. Sheridan, 1766—as an honour to Uio walls. 

Remember *♦♦♦*♦ 


Depend upon it tliat there were worse folks going, of that LETTER CCCLXXXIII. 

gang, tlian ever Sheridan was. to mb. MTJKBAr. 

“ What did Parr moan by‘haughtiness and coldness? kv ' T on isio 

1 listened to him with admimig ignorance, and respectful cnice, an. 20,1819. 

silence. Wliat more could a talker for fame have?—they il*tl * i , tt*. , 

1 1 , r, . , j T. . n • 1.1 I The oiimions wmch I have asked of Mr. Hobhouse 

do nt like to be answered. It was at Payne Knight’s I , ,, . .... 

. 11 . r. 1 .u r ij nd others were witli regard to the poetical merit, and not 

met him, where he gave me more Greek than I could carry . i, . .i .c i j . .i . ei ■’ !• i_ 

.. T, ,1 , .. , ijA. .1- as to what they may think due to the conn of die day, wluch 

away. But I certamly meant to (and dwi) treat lum with ,-..i i t. ■ j 

, .e I 1 e ' dill reads ttio Batli Guide, Littles Pmims, Prior, and 

e mos respec u ei rcncc. Ilhaucer, to say nothing of Fielding and Smollet. If 

“I wish you gimd night with a Venetian hcncdiclion, „,i,u 


TO MB. MTJBBAr. 

“ Venice, Jan. 20,1819. 

“The o[iinions wliich I have asked of Mr. Hobhouse 
•nd others were witli regard to the poetical merit, and not 


1 -IIS I you giKiu mgui wm. a v eucuaii iiemuici.m , above-mentioned cx- 

‘B.r,edetlote,elatermchetifara!-‘Mayyou ^ may publish anonymously, or netatoff. 

aiui tho which you wi l fno/rc—is it not pretty / You , ,, ' . to * e. •.. . 

,, ... 1 j , il i „ n the latter event, prml 50 on my account, fw pnvalo 

would thmk It stui prettier if you had heard It, as 1 did two i * t « bv ... V.. 


aiui the fitrth which you will make' —is it not pretty ? You 
would think it still prettier if you had heard it, as 1 did two 
hours ajro, from U»c lips of a Venetian girl, with largo black 
eyes, a face like Faustina’s, and tlio figure of a Juno—tall 
and cnorgotic as a i^ytlioneas, witli eyes fiasliing, and her 
dark hair Hinjaming in the moonlight—one of those women 
w h * may bf5 made! any thing. 1 uni sure if I put a ponia rd 
iiiU. the hand of this one, she would plunge it where 1 told 
and into me, if I otfended her, I like this kind of 
animal, and am sure that 1 should have preferred INJedea 
to any woman that ever breaihiid. You may, perhaps, 
wonder dial I don't in that case + + ♦ 

4- ♦ + j(s + ♦ 4 

I could hav<‘ forgiven the dagger or the bowl, any thing, l>nt 
the »leliboral(! desolation piled upon rnc, when I sIockI alone 


*^1 have written to Messrs. Kinnaird and Hobhouse, to 
lesirc that tiicy will not erase more than I have stated. 

“The Second Canto of Don Juan is finished in 206 
itanzas.” 


LETTER CCCLXXXIV. 

TO MU. MUHRAY. 

“Venice, Jan. 25,1819- 

“ You will do me the favour to print privately (for private 
:tributiou) fifty copies of * Don Juan.’ The list of the 
men to whom 1 wisli it to be presented, I will sen<l here- 


upon my hearth, with my huuseliolcl gids shivered arouiid 

r • • 9 T 1 ;oll('cfivc edition: I do not approve of being published 


l.)o you suppose I have ftvgottcn or fiirgiven it ? It has 
Ctiinparatively swallowed up in me every other feeling, and 
I am only a s[>ectatnr upon earth, till a tenfold opportunity 
otfi ns. Tt may come yet. There aie ollicrs more to be 
blamed than ♦ ♦ 4^ ajid iliese iJiat my 

eyes are fixed uncea^gly.* 


LETTER CCCLXXXIT. 


TO MR. MURRAY. 


“ Venice, Sept. 24,1818. 


leparatoly. l^nt Don Juan entirr, omitting, of conrsi*, ll»e 
incs on C/astlcreogh, os I am not on the spot to moot him. 
have a Second Canto ready, wliich will bo sent by-and- 
jy. By this post, I have written to Mr. Hobhou8<^ 
ddressed to your caro. “Yours, &.c, 

“P. S. I have acquiesced in Uic request and repre- 
ciitation; and liaving done so, it is idle to detail niy 
irgumeiits in favour of my own self-love and ‘Ponshie/ 
jui I proUfU. If llie |>ocm has |)oetry, it would stand; if 
not, fidl; the rest is Meatherand prunella,’ and has nevei 
yeX affected any human production ‘pro or con.’ Duinesa 
s tlie only anniliilutor in such cases. As to the cant of 


“ In the one hundred and tliirty-second stanza of Canto lie iluy, I despise it, as 1 Iiave ever done all its otlier finical 
4Ui, tho stanzfl? runs in tlie manuscript .osliioris, which become you as paint became the ancient 

Britons. If you admit, tliis prudery, you must omit half 
i^Uhou, never yet af human >.”rong ^ j L Fontaine, Shakspoare,* Beaumont, Fletcher. 

I.e/r tlie nnbalancedicale, great Ncmeeis! xiiwi-v^ ^ J « j •. ^ 

vTassmgcr, Ford, all the Charles Second writers ;t m short, 
and not ‘lost,’ which is nonscrftc, as what losing a scale umrihing of most who have written before Pope and are 
means, I know not; but leaving an unlialancod scale, or a reading, and much of Pope himself. Read him — 

scale unbalanced, is mtelligiblc.t Correct this, I pray,—not of y„u efo n’t—but do—.rnd I will forgive you; though 

for die public, or the {loctry, but I do not clioosc to have i|,o hievitable consequence would bo that you would bum 
blunders made in addressiug any of tlie deities so seriously (j| j have ever writtei^ anil all your other wretched 
as this IS addressed. “Your.s, &c. Claudians of tho day (except Scott and Crabbe) into tha 

“P. S. In the translation from die Spanish, alter bargain. I wrong Claudian, who teos a poet, by naming 

’* In iitcrouing .quadron. flew, Ilim with such lellows ; but he was tho ultimus Romaiw 

to— orum,’ tho tail of die comet, and these persons are the tail 

To . aiiahiy «,...dron pv*. f “ a w^teoat for ^kay; but teing 

boffi taiUy I have compared the one with tho other, tiiou^ 
• “What does ‘thy waters waMed them mean (m the unlike, like all Hmilos.! I write in a passion and a 
Canto?) T'hat ii not me-l C(Misult tlie MS. ^ • 


* Don Jiian, Ctinto T. 36.~<Marino Faliero, Act 9, Scene S. 

1 Corrected In this edition. | Tbie iJMiage ronmint uiicorrected. 


* Don Joan, Canto IV. ilnnKa 18. 
t See Don Juan, Canto IV. etaora 18. 
i See Letiere to ilowiec and Dkekwood. 
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ooco, and I was up till six this morning at the CatniTsl 
11 protat, as I did in former letter." 


LETTER CCCLXXXV. 

TO MH. MtriUlA.;. 

“Venice, Feb. 1,1819. 

-After one of the concluding stanzas of the First Canto 
- Don Juan,’ which ends witli (I forget the number)— 

“ To hafc, 

when the oHgiim) dust, 

A booh, a d—d bad picture, and worn butt,* 

«rt the following stanza:— 

** What are the hoiiea of mao, &c. 

•I have written to you several letters, some with addi- 
»ns, and some upon the subject of the poem iUclf, which 
/ cursed puritanical committee have protested against 
blishirig. But wu will circumvent them on that point, 
lave not yet begun to copy out the Second Canto, which 
finished, from natural laziness, and tlio dL^couragement 
tiic milk and water they have thrown u|>on the First, 
iay all lliis to therti as to you, that is, for you to say to 
:»!, for I will have nothing underhand. If they hud told 
o the poetry was bad, I would have acquiesced; but they 
y the contrary, and then talk to me about morality—the 
St time I ever heard the word from any body who was 
3t a rascal tliat used it for a purjKise. 1 maUitain that it 
the most moral of poems; but if people won't discover 
le moral, that is tlicir fault, not mine. 1 have already 
.'littcn to beg that in any case you will print Jifty fi>r 
rivate distribution. I will send you die list of persons to 
.'horn it is to be sent afterward. 

“ Within diis li^l fortnight 1 have been rather indisposed 
vith a rebellion of stomach, which would retain notlung, 
liver, 1 supp<»c,) an<l an inability, or fantasy, not to be 
■ble to eat of any tiling with rclisli but a kind of Adriatic 
ish called ^scampi,’ which happens to ho the most indi- 
'estiblo of murine viands. However, witliin Uicse last two 
•ays, I am better, and very truly yours.” 


LETTER CCCLXXXVI. 

TO MH. MUHR.W. 

“Venice, April6,1819. 

*Thc Second Canto of Don Juan was sent, on Saturday 
«st, by post, ill four packets, two of four, and two of three 
rheets each, containing in all two hiuidred and seventeen 
stanzas, octave measure. But 1 will permit no curtail* 
meats, except those mentioned about Castlereagli and * 
♦ ♦ + + You sha’n’t make ermtirUs 

of my cantos. The poem will please, if it is lively; if it is 
slujrtd, it will fail; but I will liavc none (*f your damned 
cutting and slasliiiig. If you please, you may pu)}|Lsh 
'mmnyimusbf; it wtlj, {H:r)iaps, he bettor; but 1 will battle 
’my way against tliem all, like a porcupine. 

) * So you and Mr. Foscolo, &,c. want mo to undertalcc 
tv^iat you call a ^great work?’ an Epic Poem, J suppose, 
;Cflr some such pyramid. I'U try no such thing; I hate 
tasks. And tlien ^ seven or eight years!’ God send us all 
‘well this day three montlis, let alone years. If one’s years 
5can *t bo better (^mployed tlian in sweating poesy, a man 
;had better bo a ditcher. And works, loo!—is Childe 
^'Harold ucRliing? You have so many jioems, is it 

-^DOlhiug to have written a human one? without any of your 
>iwom-out macluncry. Why, man, 1 (;ould have spun the 
^thoughts of the Four Cantos of tliat poem into twenty, had 
'il wanted, to book*make, and its passion into os many 
Xmodem tragedies. Since you want lengthy you shall have 
^ough for I'll mBdte Fifty CantOs.f 

* In th« print«d vmiloti ** a wretebod jiicture.** 

18«a XU. tuuisa So. 


“And FoscoI<^ loo! AVby does fte not do scmiething 
more Uian the Letters of Ortis, and a tragedy, and pam¬ 
phlets? Ho has good fifteen years more at his command 
than J have: what has he doi«; all that time?—proved ids 

i genius, doubtless, but not flved its fame, nor done bis 
utmost. 

“Besides, I mean to write my best work in Italian^ and 
it will take me nine years more thonnighly to master tiie 
language; and then if my fancy exists, and I exist too, I 
will try what I can do rMy. As to the estimation of the 
Engli^ whicli you talk ofj let them calculate what it is 
worlli, before they insult me witii their insolent condo- 
sconskon. ♦ 

“I have not written for their pleasure. If they are 
plcas<*d, it is that tliey chose to be so; 1 have never fiat- 
lercd their opinions, nor their pride; nor will 1, Heitiier 
will I malce ‘Ladies’ books’ ‘al dilottar Ic feminc e la 
)lebe.’* 1 have written from the fulness of my mind, from 
lassion, from impulse, from many motives, but not for their 
sweet voices.’ 

“1 know the precise worth of popular applause, for few 
scriliblers have had more of it; and if 1 chose to swerve 
into their paths. I could retain it, or rtisume it. But I 
rither love ye, nor fear ye; and though I buy with yc and 
^ell witli ye, I will neither eat witli ye, drink with ye, nor 
[iray with ye. They made me, without my sear<*h, a 
•species of popular idol; they, without reasrai or jiKlgmcui, 
leyoiul the caprice of thedr good pleasure, threw down ibo 
image from its pedc.stah it was not broken witli the fall, 
and they would, it seems, agsuii replace it,—but tliey shall 
not. 

“You a.sk about my health: about the beginning of tlie 
year I was in a state of great exhanslion, attended l)y such 
debility of stomach that iioUiirig remained upon it; and I 
was obliged to reform iny ‘way of life,’ which was conduct¬ 
ing me from tlie ‘yellow leaf to tlic ground, with all 
deliberate speed. 1 am better in bealtli and morals, and 
very much yours, &c. 

“P. S. 1 have read Hodj^on’s ‘Friends.’ ♦ + + ♦ 
He is right in defending Pope against the bastard )>elic4ins 
oi'lbc poetical winter day, who add insult to their parricide, 
by SI icking the l>lood of tlic parent of English real poetry— 
p<x‘lry witiiout fault—and tlicn spurning the bosom which 
fed tliem.” 


LETTER CCCLXXXVri. 

TO THE EDITOR OF OALlONANl’s MESSENGER. 

“Venice, April 27,1819. 

“ SIR, 

“In vario!is numbers of your Jounial, I have seen men¬ 
tioned a work eiitiUed ‘the Vampire,’with th(5 addition of 
iny name as tliat of die author. I am not tlie auUior, and 
never hoard of the work in question until honV. In a more 
recent [lajier I perceive a formal annunciation of ‘tho 
Vampire,’ with llic additit)n of an account of my ‘ residenc-e 
in the Island of Mitylcne,’ island which 1 have occa¬ 
sionally soiled by in the course of travelling some years 
ago through the Levant—and where I should have no 
objection to reside, but where I have never yet resided. 
Neitlier of tliesc performances are miiie^ and I presume 
that it is neither unjust nor ungracious to request that you 
will favour me by contradicting the advertisement to which 
I alliulc. If die book is clever, it would be base to deprive 
die real writer, whoever he may be, of his honours; and if 
stupid, 1 desire the resjionsibility of netbody’s dulness but 
my own. You wiU excuse the trouble I give you, the 
imputation is of no great importance, and as long as it was 
contined to surmises and reports, 1 should liave received 
it, as I have received many others, in silence, But the 

* CiiUdc IlttroU, Cftuto Hi. lUuub 11% 
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formality of a public acl?erti«oment,ofa book I never wrote, 
and a residence where 1 never resided, is a little too much; 
particularly as I have no notion of tlic contents of llic one, 
nor the incidents of the other. I have besides, a personal 
dislike to * Vampires/ and the little acquaintance 1 imve 
witl^ thorn would by no means induce mu to divulge their 
secrets. You did mo a much less injury by your para¬ 
graphs about ‘ my devotion’ and ‘ abandonment of society 
for tlie sake of religion,’ which appeared in your Messenger 
during last Lent, all of which arc not founded on fact, but 
you see I do not contradict them, because they arc merely 
personal, whereas llie others in some degree concern the 
reader. You will oblige me by com)»!ying with my retpiest 
of contradiction—I assure you that I know uoihing of the 
work or works in question, and have the lionour to be (as 
tlie correspondents to Magaziiois say) ‘ your constant 
reader,’ and very Obt. humble servi. 

" Hvkon.” 


LETTER CCGLXXXVllI. 

TO MK. MUUKAV. 

‘^Venice., MayJo, !S19. 

+ * * * * * 

“ 1 have got your ext rant, and the ‘ Vanipin;.’t' I need 
not say it is ruU mine. There* is a rule to gt> by: you are 
iny pubhslx^r, (till we quarrel,) and wliat is not pubUshed 
by you is not written by me. 

4= ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

Next week 1 set out for Romagna—at least in ail 
pothttbility. You liad better go on with the j»tiblicati(uis, 
ilbuul waiting to hear farther, for I have other tlungs in 
iny head. * Mazoppa’ and t)»e separate?—wliat 

think you 7 Juan auotiyiwntx^ withnU the Drdie.ution; tor 
I won’t be shabby, and attack {Southey under cloud of 
night. “ Yours, &c.” 

Jn another letter on the subject of tlto Vampire, arc 
the following particulars. 

LETTER CCCLXXXIX. 

TO MB. MITRRAY. 

The story of Shelley’s agitation is true.f T can’t t<5ll 
what seized him for he don’t, want courage. He was once 
with me in a gale of wind, in a small boat, right under (he 
rocks between Meillerie and St. Gingo. Wo w<*rc five in 
Uie boa^—a servant, two boatmen, and ourselves. Tlie 
sail was mismanaged, an<l the bt>at was tilling fast. 1I( 
can’t swim. I stripped off my coal, made liim strip off 
his, and take hqld of an oar, telling him that I thouglit 
(being myself an exp«^rl swimmer) T could save him, if he 
would not struggle when I took hold of him—unless we 
got smashed against the rocks,which were higli and sharp, 
with an awkward surf on them at that mintitc. Wo were 
then about a hundred yards fr(gn shore, and the boat in 
peril. He answered me, with the greatest coolness, ^ thai 
he had no notion of being saved, and that 1 woiild have 
enough to do to save myself,and begged not to trouble me. 
Imckiiy ,the boat righted, and, bailing, w© got round a poiiii 

* By Dtjctor PoUdort. 

t Tills story, as (givon to tha Preface to the “Vampire,” is as follows:— 
‘‘ apiwars, that one eveiiine l.oni B. Mr. P. U. Shrllry, tw Jwlipe, 
ami llir ifrntlerntm brforr hUik 1<^ to, afu-r having prnisfd a Orrman work 
Culled PhatitBsmai^Mria, liexan rrlaliiig irhoHi when IiIih lonUblr 

bavinK irriled the iM'^iiiiiins of Cliriamhel. On « oin»i'’li«Wrd, the whole 
took soslrunKa hold of Mr. ShetWyN mind, thut he Kiuideidy started m*. 
and mil out of die room. The pliy»iclau and Lord Bynm f.illowed, ami 
disecverwl him leaniiiR ajpiinst a maiite!'()ierc, with mid drops ol per. 
fpiration tricklio( down his fare. After havincffiTon him soinethinffti 
refresh him, npou inquiring into the cause of hU alarm, tht-y foiiml that 
his wild ImaKlimtUm having picturetl to him the bosom of one of the ladiei 
with eyea, (which was rejxnted of a lady in the neightmorhood wtiere he 
lived,) "ha was ub%ed to leave the room in order to destroy the im- 
Dfesiion '* 


into St. Ginfro wliero the inhabitants came down and 
embraced tiic boatmen on tlieir esca{>e, the wind haring 
I been liigh eiiougb to tear up some huge trees from the 
Alps above u.s, as we saw next day. 

“And yet the same Shelley, who wasas coola-s it was 
possible to be in such r.ircumslaiiee.s, (of wbieli I am no 
judge myself, as the chance of swimming naturally give. 
soltpo.s.session when near shore,) certainly bad the fit of 
fantasy which Jbilidori describes, though not cxactli/asht 
leseribes it.. 

“ The .story of the agreement to write, the gbost-lxsiks 
is true; but the ladies are not sisters. * » + ♦ 

**♦ + ♦*** ♦* 
Mary Godwin (now Mrs. Slndley) wrote Frankenstein, 
which you have reviewed, thinking it Shelley’s. Methinks 
it is a wonderful Ixxik fir a girl of nineteen, not nineteen 
idecd, at that lime. 1 enckise you the beginning of mine,* 
jy whieh you will see how far it resembles Mr. Colburn's 
mblication. If yon elesise to publish it, you may, stating 
K\ai, anil with sueh explanatory proem as you please. I 
lever went on with it, as you will perceive by the dale. 

1 began it in an old accounl-lsiok of Miss Alilbanke’s, 
which I kept because it contained the word ‘ Ilonsehold,’ 
written by lier twice on the inside blank ptigo of the eo- 
. ers, being the only two scraps I have in Ilie world in her 
writing, eseept her name to the Deed of Separation, llci 
elters'l sent haek, except those of the ipiarri'lling eorre- 
ipondeiiee, and those, being documents, are placed in the 
lands of a third person, with copies of several of my 
vn: so that I have no kiist of memorial whatever ol 
ler, but these two words,—.and her uetions. I have tom 
he leaves conlniliing the part of the Tale out of tlie 
lok, and enclose them with this sheet. 

* + ♦**♦ 

“What do you mean? First you seem hurt by my 
letter, and then, in your next, yon talk of its ‘ power,’ 
and so firth. ‘ This is a d—d blind story. Jack; but 
never mind, go on.’ You may he sure I said nothing on 
oiiyM-w to plague you,but if you will put me ‘ in a plircnsy, 

I will never call you Jm\< again.’ I remember nothing 
of the epistle at present. 

“ What do you mean by Polidori’s Diary ? Why, I defy 
oim to say any thing about me but he is welcome. I have 
nothing to reproach me with on his score, nnd I am much 
inistaki n if that is not his oum opinion. Hut why publish 
the name of the two girls? and in sueh a manner ?—what 
a hhmdering piece of exculpation! He asked Pictet, &c. 
todinner, and of course was left to entertain them. I went 
into society solely to present him, (as I told him,) that he 
might return into good company if he chose; it was the 
best thing for his youth and circumstances: for myself, I 
had ilone with society, and, having presented him, with¬ 
drew to mv own ‘ way of life.’ It is true that 1 returned 
without entering Lady Dalryiniilc Hamilton’s, because 1 
.saw it full. It is true that Mrs. Hervey (she writes novels) 
fainted at my entrance into Copet, and then came hack 
again. On her fainting, the IJucliesso do Broglie ex 
■faimed, ‘ This is loo much at sirety-Jivr. years of ago I 

lever gave ‘ the English’ an opportunityof avoiding me 
; out I trust that if ever I do, they will seixe it. With ro- 
I gard to Mazeppa anti the Ode, you may join or separate 
' them, as you please, from the two Cantos. 

“ Don’t suppose I want to put you out of humour. I 
have a great respect for your good and gentlemanly quali- 
' tics, and return your personal friendship towards me; and 
altliough I tliink you a little siKiiled by ‘ villainous com¬ 
pany,’— viits, iiersonsof honour about town, authors, and 
fashionables, together with your ‘ I am just going to call at 
Carlton Himse, are you walking that way ?’— I say, no^ 
withstanding ‘ pictures, taste, Shakspeare, and the nmsi- 
cal glasses,’ you desorve and |>OBsess the esteem of those 
whose esteem ts ^orth having, and of none more (how¬ 
ever useless it may he) Uian yours very truly, &c- 

* S«e rrugiieat, pose 278. 
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“ P. S. Make my roapecto to Mr. Gifford. I am pep 
bcUy aware tliat ‘ Don Juan’ must set us all by the ears, 
Hit that is my concern, and my beginning. There will 
tc the ‘ Edinburgh,’ and gll, too, against it, so tlial, like 
‘ Rob Roy,’ I shall have my hands full.” 


LETTER CCCXC. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Venice, May 25,1819. 

“ I have received no proofs by the la.st |)Ost, and shal 
probably have quilted Venice before tlie arrival of Ihe 
next. There wanted a few stanzas to the termination of 
Canto First in the last proof: the next will, I presume 
contain them, and the whole or a portion of Canto Second; 
but it will lie idle to wait for farther an-swcrs from me, as 1 
have directed that my letters waitfor my return, (perhaps 
in a month, and probably so;) therefore do not wait for 
farther advice from mo. You may as well talk to the wind, 
and bettor—for it will at least convey your accents a little 
farther than they would otherwise have gone; whereas / 
shal! neither echo nor acquiesce in your ‘e.xquisitc reasrais.' 
You may omit the note of reference to Hobhousc’s travels, 
in Canto Second, and you will put as motto to the whole 
* esl propric ctimrauma 

“A few (lays ago I seat you all I know of Polidori’s 
Yainpire. Ho may do, say, or write what ho pleases, bui 
Iwisliho wouldnotattributo to me his own compositions. 
If he has any thing of mine ia his posse.ssion, the manu¬ 
script will put it beyond controversy; but I scarcely think 
that any one who Imows mo wotild believt? tlie tiling iu 
the Magazine to be mine, even if Uiey saw it in my own 
hyoroglypliics. 

** I write to you in the agonies of a sirocco, which annihi¬ 
lates me; and I liave been fool (‘tiough to do four things 
since dmiior,which areas well omitlcd in very hot weather, 
lady, ♦ * ♦ ♦; 2d]y, to play at billiards from 10 to 12, 
under the influonco of lighted lumps, that doubled the heat; 
3il!y, to go afterward into a rod-hot conversazione of the 
Countess llenzoni’8;and 4ihly, tol>egiiithis letter at three 
in the morning: but being begun, it must be iinished. 

“ Kver very truly and affectionately yours, 

“B. 

P. S. I })utition for tooth-brushes, powder, magnesia, 
Mac’^nssaroil, (or Russia,) t/icaaslica, and Sir Nl. Wrax- 
all’s Memoirs of his Own Times. I want, liesidcs, a bull¬ 
dog, a terrier, and two Nnwfoundland dogs; and 1 want 
(is it Buck’s ?) a life of Ilic/iard 3d, advertised hy Long¬ 
man, hng ago; I askini for it at least throe years 

since. See Longman’s advertisoinonts.” 


LETTER CCCXCI. 

TO MR. HOFPNER. 

A journey in an Italian June is a conscription; and 
if I was not the most constant of men, I sliould now be 
swimming from the Lido, instead of smoking in Uie dust 
Padua. Sliould there be letters from England, let 
them wait my return. And do look at my house and (not 
lands, but) waters, and scold and deal out tlie moneys | 
to Kdgecombe’*^ with an air of reluctance and a shake of| 
the head—and put queer (juesUons to him—and turn up 
your nose when he answers. 

“ Moke iny respects to the Consuless—and to the 
Chevalier—and to Scotia—and to all the counts and 
countesses of our acquaintance. 

** And believe me ever 

Your disconsolate and afflctionate, &c.” 

* A cl«r1t of (he Kagliih Coniulftte, whom he at thU time employed to 
loatrolhiiaccouttU. 


LETTER CCCXCn. 

TO MR. HOPFRER. 

** Bologna, June 6,1819. 

I am at length joined to Bologna, where 1 am settled 
like a sausage, and shall be broiled like one, if this weether 
continues. Will you Uiank Mengaldo on my part for tho 
Ferrara acquainfanco, which was a very agreeable one, 
I stayed two days at Ferrara, and was much pleased with 
tlic Count Mosti, and the little tho shortness of tho time 
permitted nio to sec of his family. I went to his conver¬ 
sazione, which is very far superior to any tiling of foe kind 
at Vcnicii—the women almo.st all young—several pretty 
—and foe men courteous and cleanly. The lady of foo 
mansion, who is young, lately married, and with child, 
apfieared very pretty by canfoelight, (I did not see her by 
day,) pleasing in her nuinners, and very lady-like, or 
thorough-bred, as we call it in England,—a kind of thing 
which reminds one (tf a racer, an antelope, or an Italian 
greyhound. She seems very fond of her husband, who is 
amiable and accomplished; he has lieen in England two 
or three timers, and is young. The sister, a Countess 
somebody—I forget what—(they are both Maffei by birth, 
and Veronese of course)—is a lady of more display; sho 
sings and plays divinely; but I thought slie was a d—d 
long lime about it. Her likenii.ss to Madame Flaliaut 
(Miss Mercer that was) is sometliing quite extraordinary- 
I had but a bird’s-eye view of these people, and shall 
not probably see them again; but I am very ronch obliged 
to Mengaldo for letting me sec tliem at all. Whenever I 
mo(rt with any tiling agre<‘ahle in this world, it surprises 
me so much, and pleases me so much, (wlo'ii my passions 
are not inlorestcd one way or Ific other,) tliat I go on 
wondering for u week l«» (’(unc. I feel, loo, in great ad¬ 
miration of the Cardinal Legale’.s red stockings. 

“ I found, too, Huch a pretty epitaph in die Certosa 
ccmetciy, or rafoer two: on© was 

* Mariini Luigi 
Inijilyrtipacc 

tlie other, 

' Ijucrctltt Ptciiii 

Implora etvriiA qulclc.' 

That was all; but it apiu ars to mo th<it Ihoae two and 
throe wordsoomprisc ami com]iros3 all that lam be said on 
the siihjeet,—and then, in lluliaii, they arc absolute music. 
They contain doubt, hoiie, and humility; notliiu^ eon bo 
more pathetic liian tlie ‘ implora’ and tlie modesty of tlie 
request;—tlioy have had enougli oflifit—they want notliing 
but rest—tiiey implore it, and ‘ ctorna quiele.’ It is like a 
Greek inscription in some ^ooii old hoatlicn ‘City of the 
Dead.’ Pray, if I amsliovelled into tlie Lido churchyard 
in yonr lime, let me have the ‘ implora pace,’ and nothing 
else, for my epitaph. I never met with any, ancient or 
HKsiem, tliat pleased me a tcntli part so much. 

‘‘ Tn about aday or two after you receive this letter, I will 
thank you to desire Kdgecomlie to prepare for my return. 
I shall go back to Venice before 1 village on the Brcnta. 
I shall stay but a fcw days in Bologna. I am just going 
out to see sights, but shall not {iresent my introductory 
letters for a day or two, till I have run over again the place 
and pictures; nor perhaps at all, if I fiml that I have books 
and sights enough to do without tlie inliabitants. After 
tliat, I shall return to Venice, where you may expect me 
about the eleventh, or perhaps sooner. Pray make my 
thanks acceptable to Mengaldo; my respects to the 
Consuless, and to Mr. Scott. 

“ I hope my daughter is wdl. 

“ Ever yours, and truly, f 
“ P. S. I went over the Ariosto MS. &.c. &c. again at 
Porrara, with the castle, and cell, and house, &c. &c. 

“ One of tlie Ferrarose asked me ifl know ‘ Lord By- 
ron,’ an acquaintance of his noui at Naples 1 told him 
‘iVo.” which was truo both ways; for I knew not an 
impostor, and, in the otlier, no one knows himself. He 
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stared when tdd that I was *the real Simon Pure.’_ 

Another askeci me if I had not tranMaicd ‘ 'J’asso.* Y 
see wlidt Fame is! how accurate! how boutuilexjt! 1 do i 
know how others feel, but I am always the lioliier and th 
better looked on when I have got rid of mine; it sits <«i m 
like armour on the Lord Mayor’s champion; and I got ri 
of all\liehuskof literature, and the attendant bubble, 1 
answering, that 1 had not translated I'asso, but a nomi 
sake had; and by the blessing of Heaven, 1 looked so iitti 
like a poet, that every body believed me ” 


LETTER CCCXCIU. 

TO MK. MUllRAV. 

“ l?ologna, June 7,1819. 

ell Mr, Hobhouse that I wrote to him a few days agf> 
from Ferrara. It will therefore be itlle in him or you i< 
for any farther answers or rctimis of f)r<X)rs fi 
Venice, as I have diretacnl that no English lotler.s be sot 
aficr m<‘. The publication can be proceeded in witiiou 
and 1 am already sick of your remarks, to wliich I tliii 
Clot the least attention ought to he paid. 

“ Ttii Mr. Hobhou.se, that since I wrote to liim, 1 ha 
jjvailot) in, sv.lf of my Ferrara letters, and found the swict 
iui.<!; younger and belter there tliaii at Venice. I ai: 
very much pleased with the little the shortness ofiny sta 
pel inittcd me i<* see of the Gonfaloniere Count Mosti, atn 
liis fr.iuUy and friends in general. 

“ I have iM‘en picture-gazing this morning at tlie ramou>i 
OouuMm ijUio and Guido, lH>th of wliieli arts superlative, 
ufiervvard went to the beautiful ctniiete-ry of liologna 
.*<'V'*.»' llie walls, ainl found, liesidcs tlit? siijM'rb burial 
v;ro!iml, an original of a (/usitxle, whoremintltxl t>iie td'iln 
grave-digger in llamUst. lie has a colleclion of capuchins 
skulls., iaheltcd on the fireheatl, and taking down ones ol 
theni, said, ‘ This was BroUier Do-siderio Borro, who tiiet 
fortv—one of iny Iwsl friends. J bcggeil hi.s head ol’liii 
l^rr'thren after his decease, and they gave it me. I pul i 
in hme, and then boiled it. Hero it is, teeth and all, in 
excellent preservation. He was the merriest, clevercsi 
fl’ilin, i tver knew. Wherever he went Ju; hronglit joy 
and whenever any one was melancholy, the sight </ liiii 
was enough to make him cheertul again. He walked s< 
actively, you might have taken him for a dancer—he joke 
—he laughed—oh! he was sucJi a Frate as J never saw 
before, nor ever shall again!’ 

“Tic loU me that he had himself planted all the cvpresse® 
in the cemetery; tliat he had the greatest attachment 1 
them and to his dead people; that since 1801 they had 
buried fifty-three tlioii.soikj persons. In showing soini 
older monuments, there was tliat of a Roman girl t>f twenty, 
with a bust by Bernini. She was a princess Barlorini, 
dead two centuri^ ago: he said, that on oficning her 
grave, tliey had found her hair comfiletc, and ‘ as yellow a.s 
gold.’ Some of Uio epitaplis at Ferrara pleased me more 
than the more splencfid monuments at Bologna; fur in- 
•slance 

* Martini Luigi # 

]m)i)oni pace i* 

‘ Lucrezis Hcuii 

liQpioro oiema quiete.* 

Can any thing be more full of patlios? ThtMW few wwds 
say all that con be said or sought; the dead had had 
enough of life; all they wanted was re.st, and this they 
implore! There is all the helplessness, and humble 
and deathUke prayer, that can arise from the graves— 
^implora pace.’ I hope whoever may survive me, and 
shall see me put in the fiireigners’ burying^ground at the 
Liik), within tlie fortress by the Adriatic, will see those two 
words, and no moi^ put over me. I trust they won’t diiiik 
of ‘ pickling, an^ bringing me home to (!Jlod or Blunderbuss 
• Hall,’ 1 am sure my bwiM would not rest in an English 
grave, or my clay mix with the eartlt of tliat country. I 
18 


believe the thought would drive me mud on mv deatlibed, 
could r suppose that any oi* my friends would be base 
enough to <-onvey my carcass liack to your soil.—1 would 
not even feed your worms, ifl could help it. 

“So, as Shakspeare says of MowI>ray, tiio banished 
Duko.cjf Norfolk, who died at Venice, (see Richard 2d,) 
that he, after fighting 

* Apoinsl iilnck Pii-nna, Turks, luwt Narnceus, 

AikI witli works of war. lelireil liimself 

To TUtly, niid tharTial I'mice, t^ve 

Ilia hociy to tliut pleasant ronitiry's rnrlh, 

And hta piiic sonl unto Ika < Iwiel, 

Under wliose colours he (mil fought no loitg * 

! “Before I lefl Venice, I had returned lo you your late, 
and Mr. Hohhouse’s, sheets of Juan. Don’t wait fur 
farther aaswors from me, but address yours lo V'emee, as 
usual. 1 kixjw nothing of inv own movements; I may 
return llicrc in a few da vs, or not P>r some time. All tins 
Jepends on circumstances. 1 Idi Mr. J loppner very well. 
My daughter Allcgra was well too, and is growing pretty; 
■ier hair is growing ilarker, and her eyris ur«* blue. Her 
'eiTiper and her ways, JMr. Iloppinir says,are like iniiM?, as 
eoil as her fi'atures; she will make, in that case, a nia- 
lageable young lady. 

“1 have never heard any tiling of Ada, the littk? Electra 
•I Illy M 3 ’<x*na\ * * * *. But tlu'rc will 

•omc a day of rei-konlng, even il'I should not live to sec it. 
have at least seen Romilly** .shivered, who was one of 
iiy assassins. When tliat man was doing liis worst to 
iproot rny whole family, Ire<!,hran<’h, and blossoms—when, 
lifter taking iny retainer, he went ovtT to them—when ho 
Ails bringing desolation on iny hearth, and destruction on 
iiy liousehold g<»<lsf—did he tliink that, in less than three 
cars, a natural event—a severe, ilomestii’, but an expected 
ind common calamity—would hiy his carctus.H iu a cross- 
oad, or sliimp his name in a A%‘rdiet ofl.unac) ! J )id he 
wlio in Ins sexagenary ♦ ♦ rcftoct or consider what 
HI/ fi^eliiigs must have been, when wili*, and child, and 
iister, and narnt?, and fame, and countiy', were lo be my 
'«irrificc on his legal nltur^and this at a moment wrlieii my 
lealth was dorluiing, my fortune (‘inharrassed, and my 
iiind Iiad been sliakcn by nuiiiy kinds of disapi»funtinent— 
vliile. I wsis young, Jirid miglit hsivo ndbrmed what 
iiiglit he wrong in inv comluct, and retrieved what was 
iiTplexing in my aflairs! But In^ is in his grave, and * 
* What a long letter I have se'ribbled! 

“Yours, &c. 

“P.8. Here, as in Greece, they strew Mowers on tho 
>mbs. I saw a quantity of roHi-lcaves, and entire roses, 
cattere^l over the grnvos at Ferrara. It has the most 
leasing eflecl you can imagine.” 


LETTER CCCXCIV. 

TO MR. HOI'l’NKR. 

“Ravenna, Juno 20,1819. 

♦ * * ♦ 

“I wrote to you from Padua, and from Bologna, and 
ince from Ravenna. I find my situation very agreeable, 
ut want my horses very much, tlicre being good riding in 
'ic oiivirmis. 1 can fix no lime fiir my n^Uirn to Venice— 
may be soon or late—<jr not at all—it all dejx'iidfl on tho 
lonna,} whom T found vtiry seriously in bed with a cough 
d spitting of blood, &c. all which has subsided. * 

foimd all the people here firmly persuaded tliat she would 
ever recover;—they were mistaken, however. 

“My letters were useful as far as I employed them; and 
like both the place and people, tliwigh X do n’t trouble the 
itter more than I can help. She manages very well— 
e ^ 4; 4^ ^ ^ ^ 

• ncmilJv. 1U. euicidtf. 

t Se« 8W. ' I TlufC'oimiMBGuiccioli. 
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♦ ♦ * * ♦ but if X come away with a 

stiletto in my gizzard eome tine aftcntoim, I ahati not be 
aatoniidied. I canH make him out at ail~-he visits me 
frtiquenUy, and t^es me out (iike Whittington, the Lord 
Mayor) in a coacti and tix horses. The fact a{>pears to 
be, that he ui conydetely governed by her*^or dial matter, 
80 am 1. The pooide here don’t know what to make of 
us, as he had the ciiaracter of jealousy with tdl his wives— 
this is the third. He is the richest of the Ravennese, by 
their own account, but is not po|Milar among them. 

« Si ♦ « « * 


fne, ail you, with your nonsensical prudery?—^ubUedi 
the two Cantos, and then you will see. I desired Mr. 
Kinnaird to speak to you on a little matter cd* business; 
eiilier he has not spoken, or you have not answered. You 
arc a pretty pair, but I will be even with you both. I 
perceive that Mr. Hobhouso has been challenged by 
Major Cartwright.—Is Uie Major ‘so cunning of imee?* 
rtfhy did not tiiiey fight?—they ought. 

'‘Yours, &c.* 


Now doi pray, send oflTAugustine, and carriage and cattle, LETTER CCCXCVI. 

to Botogna, without fail or delay, or I shall lose my re- 

niaining shred of senses. Do n*t forget this. My coniinj^ | **®***’*‘®®* 

going, and every thing depend upon her entirely, jual os “Ravenna, July 2,1819. 

Mrs. Hoppner (to wliom T remit my reverences) said in “Thanks for your lettor and for Madame’s. X will an- 
tbe true spirit of female prophecy. swer it directly. Will you recollect whether I did not 

“You are but a shabby follow not to have written before, consign to you one or two receipts of Madame MocenigoV 
“And I am truly yours, &c.” fo|. house-rent—(I am not sure of thi& but think I did—if 


LETTER CCCXCV. 

TO MR. MUKRAr. 

“ Ravenna, June 29,1819, ! 

“The letters have hern forwarded from Venice, but I 
trust ihttl you will not liave wai'ed for farther alterations— 
I will make none. You ask me to spare Roinilly—ask the 
worms. Xlis dust cun sutfer noilung from the truth being 
spoken—ami if it rmdd^ how diil he behave to me? You 
may talk to the wind, which will carry the sound—and to 
the caves,» hich will ec-ho you—but 7iot to me, on the sub¬ 
ject td* a * * * who wronged me—whether dead or 
^ive. 

“I have no time to return you the proofo—publish willi- 
out them. I am glad you tiiink foe poesy go(^; and a.8 to 
‘ thinking of the ctTecI,’ think you of tlie ^e, and leave lue 
to pluck the (lorcLiptiics who may point their quills at you. 

“1 liave l^cii here (at liavennu) these four weeks, 
having left Venice a month ago;—1 came to see my 
‘Arnica,’ the Countess Guiccioli, who has been, and still 
continues, very unwell. * ♦ ♦ 

4 ♦ 4 4 4 4 


nor, they will be in my drawers)—and will you desire Mr. 
[Jorville* to have the goodness to see if Edgecombe has 
'eceipUt to all payments hiiherto made by him on my ac¬ 
count, and tliat there are no d^is at Venice? On yoiu* 
nswer, I shall send order of farther remittance to carry 
m my household expenses, as my present return to Venice 
s very problematic^; and it may happen—but 1 can say 
lothing positive—every tiling with mo being indecisive and 
indecided, except foe disgust which Venice excites when 
airly compared with any other city in this part Italy. 
When I say Friucc, I mean the Kmedans—the city itself 
,s superb as its history—but the people arc what I never 
bought foem till they taught me to think so. 

* The best way will be to leave AHegra with Antonio’s 
spouse till 1 can decide scsnething about her and myself— 
but X Uiought that you would have had an answer from 

Mrs. V-r.f—You have had bore enough widi me and 

line already. 

“I greaily fear that foe Guicci<4i is going into a con¬ 
sumption, to which her constitution tends. Thus it is 
witli every thing and every body for wliom 1 foel any Uuiig 
like a real attachment;—* War, death, or discord, doth 
lay siege to tliem.’ I never even could keep alive a dog 
that 1 likcHl or that liked me. Her symfitoms are ob^ti- 


She IS only twenty years old, but not of a stremg consiitu- 
tk.u. 4 *♦♦♦ + ♦ ■ 

She has a perpetual cough, and an uitemuttent fever, but 
bears up most gcdlanily in every sense of the word. Her 
ht»band (this is his third wife) is Uie richest noble of 
Ravenna, and almost of Romagna; he is also not the 
youngest, being upwards of threescore, but in good pre¬ 
servation. All fois will appear strange to you, who d«> not 
understand foe meridian morality, nor our way of life in 
such respects, and I cannot at present expound the ditrer- 
f>nce;—but you would find it much tlie same in these parts. 
At Faenza there is Lord * * * * with an opera gir!; and 


date cough of the lungs, and occasional fever, &c. &c. 
and there are latent causes of an erupiitm in foe skin, 
which she foolishly repelled into foe system two years 
ago; but T have made them send her case to Aglietti; 
and have begged him to come—if only for a day or two— 
to consult upon her state. * 4 4 

44 4444 44 

4 4 4 4 4 4 4 

If it would not bore Mr. Dorville, I wish he would keep 
an eye on Edgecombe and on my other ragamuffins. I 
!uight have more to say, but 1 am absorbed about La 
Gui. and her illness. 1 cannot tell you foe effect it has 


at the inn in Uic same town is a Neapolitan Prince, who 
serves foe wtfb of foe Gonfaloniore of that city. I am on 
duty here—so you sec ‘Cosi fan tutfi e tuUe.’ 

“ I have my horses here, saddle as well as carriage, and 
rkle or drive every day in the forest, the Pinda^ the scene 
of Boccaccio’s novel, and Drydeu’s fable of Honoria, &c. 
&c.; and I see my Dama every day 4 4 4 4 4 
but I feel seriously uneasy about her health, wliich seems 
very precarious. In losing her, I should a being who 
has run great risks on my account, and whom I have 
overy roastm to love—but I must not tliink fois possible. 
I do not know what 1 sboidd do if she died, but I ought to 
blow my brains out—and I bcq>e that I should. Her hus¬ 
band is a very poUte persemoge, but I wish he would not 
carry me out in his coach and six, like Whittington and 


upon me. 

The horses came, Ac. &c. and I have been galloping 
through the pine forest* daily. 

“Believe me, &c. 

“P. S. My benediction on Mrs. Hoppner, a pleasant 
journey among the Bernese tyrants, and safe return. You 
ought to bring back a Platonic Bernese for my reformation. 
If any tiling bapjiens to my present Arnica, X have done 
with the passion for ever—it is my last love. As to liber¬ 
tinism, 1 liave sidkened myself of that, as was natural in 
foe way I wont on, and I have at least derived that advan¬ 
tage from vice, to love in the better sense of the word. 
This will be my last adventuret—I can hope no more to 
inspire attachment, and I trust never agw to feel iC* 


bis cat. 


“You ask me if X mean to continue Don Juan, S:c. 
How should X know? What encouragement do you giv* 


* Tb«Y1tr.CoDikul oTMr. Hof>{«er. 
t Alt Englisli Uily» who proposed takingcbsr|p of AUesm; 
j See ilia iinea, 4S7. 
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LETTER CCCXCVII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

* Ravenna, August 1,1819. 

“ [Address your answer to Venice, however.] 
•Dpn’t bo alarmed. You will si>e me defend myse 
ayly—that is, if 1 happen to be in spirits; ami by aptnV; 
don^t mean your meaning of the word, but the spirit of 
buU-dog when pinched, or a bull when pinned; it is the 
that they mako best sport; and as my sensations unde 
an attack are probably a happy compound of the unitec 
energies of these amiable animals, ym may perhaps se 
imat Marrall calls *rare sport,’ and some good tossin; 
and goring, in the course Ute controversy. But I mu 
be in the right cue first, and I doubt I am almost too fai 
off to be in a sufficient fury for the purpose. And tlion 
have ctfeminated and enervated myself with love atid th 
summer in these last two months. 

“f wrote to Mr. Hobhouse the other day, and tbrefoh 
at Juan would either fail entirely or succeed eoinfdetely; 
there will be no mediiim. Appearances are n»)t favour¬ 
able; but as yrw write the day after jjublication, it can 
hardly l>e decided uhat opinion u'ill predominate. You 
seem in a fright, and doubtless with cai»e. Come what 
may, I never will flatter the million’s canting in any shape, 
(./innimstances may or may not have placed me at tirae.«i 
in a situation to lead tltc public opinion, but the public 
opinion never led, nor ever shall lead, me. 1 will not sit 
on a degraded throne ; so pray put Messrs. * * or * *, 
<»r Ti»m Moore, or * * * U|>on it; they will all of them 
be tninsported witli their coronation. 

^ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

!'. S. The Countess Guiccioli is much better titan the 
wiLs, 1 sent you, before leaving Venice, the real original 
‘sketch whicli gave* rbe to the * Vampire,’ &c. JJid you 
get it?” 


LETTER CCCXCVIII. 

TO MU. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, August 9,1819. 

^ ilt ^ * * * 

• Talking of blunders reminds me of Irelainl—Ireland 
of Moore. Wlial is this I sec in Ualignani about ‘ Ber¬ 
muda—agent—<leptily-~*-appcaI—attachment,’&c. ? What 
is the matter ? Is it any thing in which his friends can be 
of use to lum 1 Pray inform me. 

**Of Don Juan I hear nothing farther from you ; ♦ ♦ 
but die pa|>er8 do n’t seem so fierce as the letter you sent 
me seemed to anticipate, by dieir extracts at least in 
GaiigiianPs Messenger. I never saw sttch a set of fel¬ 
lows as you are! And then die pains taken to exculpate 
the modest publishsr—he remonstrated, forsooth t I will 
write a preface that shall cxcul|>atc you and * * *, &c. 
com{»lcieiy on that point; but, at the same time, I will cut 
you up l^e gourds. You have no more soul than die 
C^ount de Caylus (who assured his friends, on his death¬ 
bed, that he had none, and that he taust know better than 
diey whether he had one or no^) and no more bkxid than 
a wate^-mckin! And I see there hadi been asterLsk!>^ and 
what Perry used to caU*d<»mned cutting and slashing’— 
hut, never mind. 

“ I vmte ui haste. To-morrow I set off for Bedogna. 
1 write to you with thunder, U^tning, See. and all the 
srinds of heaven whistfiog through my hair, and the racket 
of preparation to hoot. *My mistress dear, who hath fed 
ray heart upon smiles and wine’ for the last two months, 
set off with her husband for Bdogna this morning, and it 
seeips that 1 follow him at three to-morrow morning. I 
cannot teH how our rommice w2l end, but it hath gone on 
hitherto most er%tically. Such perils and escapes 1 Juan’s 
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are as child’s play in comparison. The fools think that 
all my poesfoe is always allusive to my mm adventures: I 
have had at one time or another better end more* extra¬ 
ordinary and perilous and pleasant than these, ei-ery day 
of the wt«k, if I might U’H them; but liiat must never he. 
“I bo{>e Mrs. JVl. has accouched. 

“Yours ever.* 


LETTER CCCXCIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Bologna, August 12,1819. 

“ I do not know how far I may be able to reply to your 
letter, for I am not very wcdl to-duy. I-ast night I went 
to tlic representation of Alfiori’s Mirra, the last two acts 
of winch threw me into convulsions. I do not mean by 
that word a lady’s hysterics, but the agony of reiiiclant 
I tears, and the dioking sfiuddiT, which I do not ofivn under* 
go for fiction. 1’bis is but tbo second time lor any thing 
ind«T reality; the first was on seeing Kean’s Sir Giles 
Ivcrrear^h. 'I’hc worst was, that the ‘ 1 fama,’ in whoso 
iox I was, went ofl'in the same way, I retillv beiitn'c* more 
‘ fright llian any other S 3 m)pafjiy—at least with the 
ayers; hut slie has k*en ill, and 1 have been ill, and we 
re all languid and pathetic this nioriiiug, with great 
xpendilure of sal volatile. But, to return to your letter 
" the 23d of July. 

“You are right, Gifti>rd is right, OrahlK; is right, Iloh- 
ousc is riglit—you art; all right, and 1 ant all wrong; hut 
o, pray, let me have that pleasuro. Cut me up root and 
>ranclt; quarter me in Uie Quartiirly; send round my 
Jisjecii membra jioctie,’ like tliose of the Levite’s con- 
iihine; make me if you will a s{M‘ctac)e to rntsi and 
ngds; hut do n’t ask me to alter, for 1 won’t;—i arn 
linate and lazy—and there’s the truth. 

But, nevertheless, I will answer your friend I’crry, who 
)jee.t.s to tlie quick succession of fun and gravity, as if in 
tut case the gravity did not (in intention, at k-ast) htdgltteii 
:»eftm. Ilis metaphor is, that‘we arc never KcoivlMiti 
td drenched at tlio same time.’ Blessings on his <LKpe- 
ence! Ask him tlicse questions bout ‘scorehiug and 
Irenching.’ Ditl he never play at cricket, or walk a mile 
hot weather? LHd lie never spill a dish of tea over 
liinself in handing the cup to his charmer, to the great 
hame of lus nankucii broeehes ? Ptd ho never swim in 
sea at noonday with the sun in his eyes and on lus 
head, whieh all the foam of ocean <^ould not cool ? Did 
be never draw hi.s foot out of too liot water, d—ning his 
< ami lus valet’s ? 

\Vas he over in a Turkish bafli—that marble pai odiso of 
sherbet and * * ? "Was he ever in a cauldrtm of boiling 
oil, like St. John ? or in the sulphureous waves of h—1? 
(where lie ought to he for his ‘scorching and drenching 
at the same time.’) Did ho never tumble into a river or 
lake, fishing, and sit in his wet clothes in the boat, (O' cm 
the hank afterward,‘scorched and drenched,’like a truo 
sportsman? ‘Oh for hrcatli to utter T—hut make him my 
compliments; he is a clever fellow fur all timt—a very 
clever fellow. 

* You ask me for the plan of Donny Johnny*. I haue no 
plan; I had no plan; but I had or have materials; though 
i^ like Tuny Lumpkin, ‘I am to be snubbed so when I am 
in spirits,’ the poem will be naught, and Uie poet turn 
serious again. If it don’t take^ I will leave it ofl' where it 
is, with ail due res[)ect to the public; hut if conUnuod, it 
must be in my own way. You might as well mode 
Hamlet (or Diggory) * act mad* in a strait waistcoat as 
trammel my buffijonery, if I am to be a bufloon; their 
gestures and my thoughts would only be pitiably alwurd 
and ludicrously constAuned. Why, man, thw soul of such 
writing is its Ucense; at least tlie Hherty of tliat license, '€ 


* See Utter 884 


* Don Coulo XIV. Staiuse 101. 
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one Uke»—^ that one should abuse it. It is Bke Tnal 
by Jury and Peerage and the Habeas Corpus—a very 
fine tiling, hut chiefly in the rcwr«o/t; because no one 
wishes tt» 1)0 tried tor the mere pleasure of proving his 
pu»3Cssioii of the privilege. 

“But a Iriice with these reflections. You are loo 
earnest and eager alsiut a work never intended to be 
serious. Do you suppose that 1 could have any intention 
but to pggle and make giggle ?—a playftd satire, with as 
little poetry as could be hclp<‘d, was w'hat 1 meant. And 
as to tiio indecency, do pray, read in Boswell w hat /o/m- 
•071, tho sullen moralist, says of iVior and Paulo Purgante. 

“‘Will you got a favour done for me? You can, by 
your govemrnoiit friends, Crtrftcr, Canning, or my (ild 
Bchoolfi’llow Peel, and 1 Here it is. Will you 

ask them to ui)point [inillKrtit atdury or emolument) a noble 
Italian (whom I will nanic nflenvard) consul or vice- 
consul fi)r Ravenna? He is a man very large pro- 
perty~>nohle too; hut ho wishes to have a British proteo 
lion in cast; of e.hangt's. Ravenna is near the sea. He 
wants 710 emolument wlialt vt;r. That his oflice might be 
useful, I know; os 1 lately sent otf from Huveima to 
Trieste a poor devil of an Kiiglish sailor, who had re¬ 
mained there siek, sorry’, and fwnnyless (having been sot 
aslann: in 1B14,) from the want of any accredited agent 
able or willing to help him homewards. Will you get 
this done ? If you do, I w*ill then semi his name, iiud 
cemdition, sulijoct of course to rejection, if 710 / ajiprovcd 
when known. , 

“ 1 know tliat in die T^evant you make consuls and vicc- 
con^ls, perfietmdly, of foreigners. This man is a patri¬ 
cian, and has twelve iliousand a year. His motive is a 
Bntish protection in case of new invasions. IX) n’t you 
dunk Crokor would do it for us? To he sure, my hUeresi 
ifl rare 1! but perhaps a brotlwr wit, in the Tory liras might 
do a good turn at the ntjuest of so harmless and long 
absent a Whig, purticiilariy as there is no salary 
burthen of any sort to he annexed to the office. 

“1 can assure you, I sliould look upon it as a great 
oMigation; but, alas! that very circumstance may, very 
probably, o|»eratt* to llie contrary—iiideed, it ought; but 1 
have,at least, been an honest and an open enemy. Among 
your many splemiid governmrait connexions, (!onld not 
you, tliink you, get our Bibulus made a Consul ? or make 
me one, that I may make him my Vico. You maybe 
assured tliat, in caso of aecident.s in Italy, he would bo no 
feeble adjunct—as you would lliink, if you knew iiis patri¬ 
mony. 

“ What is all this about Tom Moore ? but why do 1 
ask ? since (he state of luy own affairs would not permit me 
to be of use to him, fluHigh thc'yarc greatly improved since 
1816, and may, wi^ sonu^ more luck and a litdc prudence, 
become quite clear. It seems liis claimants are uimeriem 
merchants ? There goes bemads! Moore abused Amc- 
nca. It is always thus in Uio long run:—Time, tlie 
Avenger. You have seen every trampler down, in turn, 
from Buonaparte to the simplest individuals. You saw- 
how some were avenged even upm my insignificance, and 
how in turn ♦ • * paid for his atrocity. It is on odd 
world; but the watch ha.s its mainspring, affer all. 

*So the Prince has lK‘en repealing Lord Edward Fitz¬ 
gerald’s ibrleiture ? £coo un' soru^! 1 

“ To be the father of Uie faiiiurlcts, ftc.* ' 

* There, you dogs! there’s a sonnet for you: you won’t 
have such as dial in a hurry from Mr. Fitzgerald. You 
may publisli it with my name, an ye wool. He deserves 
all praise, bad and good; it was a very noble piece of 
principality. Would you lilio an epigram—a translation ? 
^ If fjr allver, or for gokt, 

You coulil melt ten thousand {limplM 
Into half H dozeu dimples, 

Tliea your face we miglit behold, 

Lookkiz doubtless much niDi-e snugly, 

Yet er’i) than U would be d'—<d ugly. 

* See Pttems, p. 494. 


“This was written on some Frenchwoman, by Rul- 
liieres, I believe, “Ytairs/ 


LETTER CCCC. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Bologna, August. 23,1819. 

‘1 send you a letter to Rol»crts, signed * Woriley CIul- 
terbuck,’* which you may publish in what form you please, 
in answer to his article. I have had many prot^s of roenV 
ahsurtiity, hut he beats all in folly. Why, the wolf in 
sheep’s clothing has tumbled into the very trap! We’ll 
strip him. Th*f letter is writleii in great haste, and amid 
a thousand vexatiiais. Your letter only came yesterday 
so that tliere is no lime to polish: the pcwl g*)cs out 
to-morrow. The date is ‘ Little Pkllington.’ I^et ♦ + 
correc t the prt'ss: he knows and can read tlie handwrit- 
itig. Coulimie to keep the caimufmutts about ^Juan;’ U 
lu*4>s us to light against overwhelining iiuniliers. I have 
a thousand di’^traclions at present; so excuse haste, and 
wonder 1 can act or write at all. Answer by post, as 
usual. “Yours. 

“ P. S. If I had had time, and been quieter and nearer, 
1 would have cut liim to ha^i; but as it is. you con judge 
for yourselves.” 

LETTER CCCCI. 

TO THE COUNTESS OUICCIOLA. 

[Written in tlie last page her copy uf Madame Do 
Staefs “Coriiina.”j 

• My <lcarest Teresa,—! have read this book in your 
garden my love, you were absent, or else 1 could not have 
read it. It is a favourite book of yours, and the writer 
was a friend of mine. You will not understand theso 
ICnglish words, and others will not understand tliem,— 
w hicli is the reason 1 have not scrawled them in Italian. 
But you will recognise the handwriting of him who pas¬ 
sionately loved you, and you will divine tliat, over a book 
which was yours, he could only think of love. In tliat 
word) beautiful in all languagos, but most so in yours— 
Arnar 77110 —is comprised my existence here and here¬ 
after. 1 feel 1 exist hero, and 1 fear that 1 shall exist 
hereafter,—to wlud purpose you will dt*cidi5; my destiny 
rests with you, and you are a wmnan, eighteen years of 
age, and two out of a convent. 1 wish that you had stayed 
tliere^ with all my heart,—or, at least, that 1 had never met 
you in your married state. 

“ But all this is too late. 1 love you, and you love me, 
—at least, you so, and ac2 as if you did so, which last 
is a great consolati<«i in oil events* But / more than 
love you, and cannot cease to love you. 

“ Tliink of me, sometimes, when tlie Alps an<l the ocean 
divide us,—but tiiey never will, unless y<Ai wish it 

“Byron. 

“ Bologna, August 26,1819.” 


LETTER CCCCIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Bt^gna, August 2^ 1819. 

“ I wrote to you by last post^ enclosing a buffooning let¬ 
ter for publication, addressed to the buffoon Roberts, who 
has tliougbt proper to tie a canister to his own tail. It 
was written ^hand, and in tlie midst of ciroimstanceB 
not very favourable to facetiousness, so that there may) 
perhaps, be more bitterness than enough for that sort of 
small acid punchyou will tell me. 

« See puce 896. 
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*Kecp the (wwwM/mwM, in any case: it helps what fi; might prove it by relun^ tlic money: as for his Parme- 
tiwre may be. But if the matter grows serious ahou san passport, I should have valued it more if it had been a 
Dm Juan^ and you feel yourself in a scrape, or me eithei Parmesan cht‘ese. lie answered in high terms, and said 
ou»i that I am ike author. / will never shri-nk; and if yoi that if it were in die mtmiing (it was about eight o’chxjk in 
do, I can always answer you in die question of Guadmo the evening) he would have satuifarthn. I then lost my 
ain to his rmnistcr—each being on his own coals.* temper: ‘As for that,* 1 replied, ‘you shall Iiave it 

“IVish that I had been in better spirits; but I am oui dircedy,—it will be mutual satisfaction, I can assure you. 
of sorts, out of nerves, and now and then (I begin to fear^ Yon arc a thief, and, as you say, an officer; my pistds 
out of my senses. AH diis Italy has done for me, am are in the next room loaded; take one of the candles, 
not England: I defy nil you, and your climate to boot, t' examine, and make your choice of weaj»oiis.' lie replied 
make me mad. But if ever I do really become a bedla* that pistols were JEngluh weajxms; he always fought with 
mito, and wear a strait waistcoat, let me bo brought bad the siwrd. 1 told him dial 1 was able to accommodate 
wnong you; your people will then be proper company. him, having diree re^mental swords in a drawer near us; 

“I assure you what 1 here say and feel has noditng t' and he might take the longest, and put himself on guard, 
do with England, either in a literary or personal point o “All this passed in jirosencc of a third pt*rs<»n. He 
view. All my present pleasures or plagues are ns Italiai. then said JVb, but to-morrow morning he would give nio 
as the opera. And after all, they arc but trifles; for a! the meeting at any time or place. 1 answered that it 
this arises from my ‘Dama’s* being in the country fo was not usual to appf>ini meetings in the presence of 
three days, (at Capo-fiumc.) But as I could never live witnesses, and that we had best speak man to man, and 
^but for one human being at a time, (and, I assure you, that appoint time and instnmiciits. But as the man wesent 


one has never been myself as you may know by the con- 
8 oqu»:nces, for the selfish arc successful in life,) I feel alone 
and unhappy. 

“ I have sent for my daughter from Venice, and I rid 
daily, .and walk in a garden, under a purple canopy o 
gra|M!s, anfl sit by a fountain, and taUc with the garden* 
of his to<^s, which seem greater than Adam*}^ and will; 
his v^'ife. and with his son s wife, who is the youngest of 
the party, and, 1 tliink, tallcs host of the three. Then I 
rtwisited the Canipo Santo, and my old friend, the sexton, 
has t wo—but one the prettiest daughter imaginable ; and 
I ann4sc myself with contrasting her beautiful and inm>- 
CO’ ^ face of fifteen, with the skulls with which he has 
p' opled several cells, and particularly with that ofonci skull 
dated 1766, which was once covered (the tradition goe.« 
by the most lovely features of Bologna—noble an<i ricli 
VVhen I look at lhe.s<?, and at this girl—^wheii I lliink o 
what they t/«re, and what she must 1x5—why, then, my 
de ar Murray, I won’t shock you by saying wliat I tfiiiik. 
It is little matter what becomes of us ‘ bearded men,’ but 
T <lon’l like the notion of a heauliful woman’s lasting less 
than a beautiful treo—than her own picture—her own 
shadow, which won’t change so to tlie sun as her face 
to the mirror.—I must leave oflj for my head aches coii- 
sumedly. 1 have never lK5cn quite well since the night 
of the representation of Alfieri’s Mirra, a fortnight ago. 

“Yours ever.” 


LETTER CCCCni. 

TO MR. MtrRRAV. 

“ Bologna, August 29,1819. 

• I have been a rage lliese two days, and am still 
bilious therefrom. You shall hear. A captain of dra- 
gCK>n% * *, Hanoverian by Inrth, in the Papal troops at 
present, whom I had (^liged by a loan when nobody 
would lend liim a paul, recommended a horse to me, on 
sale by a Lieutenant * *, an c^flcer who unites the sale 
of cattle to the purchase of men. I bought it. The 
next day, <« shoeing the horse, wc discovered the thrush, 
*—the animaJ being warranted sound. I sent to reclaim 
the contract and the money. The lieutenant desired to 
Bpeak with me in person. I consented. He came. It was 
his own {mrticular request. He began a story. I asked 
him if he would return the money. He said no*~-‘but he 
would exchange. He asked an exorbitant price for his 
odier horses. I told him that he was a thief. He 
said he was an qfficer and a man of h<mour, and pulled 
odt a Parmesan passport signed by General Count Nei^ 
perg. I answered,that as he was an officer, I would treat 
him as such; and that as to his being a gentleman, ho 

* ** Att I now repoakig oa a bed of roeea V Robsrtson. 


was leaving the room, the Lieutenant * *, before he could 
shut tlie d«x>r after him, run out, roaring ‘ lx?lp and mur¬ 
der’ most lustily, and fell into a sort of hysteric in the anns 
of about fifty pofiplo, who all saw that 1 had no w(5apun 
of any sort or kind alnxit me, and fi>llowe(i him, asking 
him what the devil wa.s the mailer v\ith liiin. Notliing 
would do: he ran away wilh<mt his hat, and went to bed, 
lU of tlio fright. He then tried his complaint at the 
lolicc, wliich dismissed it as frivolous. He is, 1 believe 
gone away, or going. 

“ Tlie horse was warrantor!, but, I b<5rievo, so wortled 
hat die villain will not he obliged to refund, according to 
aw. He endeavoured to raise up an indictment of assault 
and battery, but as it was in a public inn, in a frequented 
street, tfu^rc were too many witnesses to tlio contrary; 
jhI, as a military man, he has ixX rut a martial figure, 
.'vcn in the opinion of the priests. He ran dl‘ in snrh a 
lurry that he left his hat, and never missed it till he got 
o his hostel or inn. The faets are as I tell you, 1 can 
issiirc yiMi. He began by ‘ corning Captain (rrand over 
mr‘,’ or I should never have tliought of trying his ‘cunning 
in fence.’ But what Could I do ? He talked trf*‘hr)nour, 
Jid satisfaction, and his eommlssionhe prodtieed a mili¬ 
ary pa8sj>ort; there are severe piunshments I’or regular 
lueJs on the continent, and triHing ones fi>r fnirmttrcs, so 
■liat it is best to fight it out directly ; he had rolihed, and 
hen wanted to insult mewhat could I do? My 
»aiH5nce was gone, and the weaixms at hand, fair and 
:(]ual. Be.sido.s, it was just after dinna*, when my digo*- 
ion was harl, and 1 don’t like to be disturbed. Hia 
friend * + is at Forli; wo sliall meet on my way back to 
Ravenna. The Hanoverian seems the greater rc^e of 
le two; and if my valour does not oor.e away like 
Acres’s—‘Odds fliiiLs and triggers!’ if it should be a 
ainy morning, and my stoniacli in disorder, there may bo 
omelliiiig for ftic olaluary. 

“Now, pray, ‘Sir Lucius, do not you look ujH>n me as 

very di-ased gentleman?’ I send my Lieutenant to 
natch Mr. Hobhouse’a Major Cartwright: and so ‘goiid 
morrow to you, good master Lieutenant.’ With regard 
o other things, I will write soon, but I have been quanreliing 
and fooling till I can scribble no more.” 


LETTER CCCCIV. 

TO HR. HOPPNER. 

“October 22,1819. 

“lam glad to hear of your return, but I do not know 
>w to congratulate you—unless you tliiidt differently cd* 
ifenice from what*I think now, and you thought alwa^. 

am, besides, about to rcaiew your troubles by requesting 
/ou to be judge between Mr. Edgecombe and myself 
in a small loatter of ini|)uted peculation and irrf^ar 
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Bocounts on the part of that phoenix of secretaries. As I 
knew that you bad not parted friends, at the same time 
that I refused for my own part any judgment but yours, I 
otfered him bis choice of any person, the feast scoundrel 
native to be found in Venice, as his own umt>ire; but 
he expressed himself so convinced of your impartiality, 
that be declined any but you. This is in his favour.- 
The paper within will explain to you the default in his 
accounts. You will hear his explanation, and decide, ifj 
it so please yon. I shall not ajrpcal from the decision. 

"As he complained that his salary was insufficient, I 
determined to have his accounts examined, and the en¬ 
closed was die result.—It is idl in black and white with 
documents, and I have despatched Fletcher to explain 
(or rather to perplex) the matter. 

* I have had much civility and kindness from Mr. Dor- 
ville during your journey, and I thank him accordingly. 

“ Your letter reached me at your departure,* and dis¬ 
pleased me very much:—not that it might not be true in 
its statement and kind in its intention, hut you have lived 
lung enough to know how useless all such representations 
ever are and must be in cases where the passions arc 
concerned. To reason witli men in such a situation is 
tike reasoning wrtii a drunkard in his cups—the only 
answer you will get from him is that he is sober, and you 
are drunk. 

“Upon that subject we will (if you like) be silent. 
You might only say what woidd distress me witliout 
answering any purpose whatever; and 1 have too many 
obligations to you to answer you in the same style. So 
that you should recollect that you bare also that advan¬ 
tage over me. 1 hope to see you soon. 

“I suppose you know that they said at Venice, that I 
was arrested at Bologna as a Carbonaro —a story about 
as true as their usual conversation. Moore has been 
here—I lodged him in my house at Venice, and went to 
see liim daily i hut 1 could nut at that time quit La Mira 
entirely. You and I wore not very far from meeting in 
Switzerland. With my beat respects to Mrs. Hoppner, 
believe me ever and truly, &c. 

*P. S. AUegra is hero in good health and spirits— 
shall keep her with me till I go to England, which will 
perhaps be in the spring. It has just occurred to me that 
you may not perhaps like to undertake the office of judge 
between Mr. Edgecombe and your humble servant—Of| 
course, as Mr. Liston (tire comedian, not the ambassador) 
says, ‘it is all hoptiomd f but I have no other resource. I 
do not wish to fuid liim a rascal, if it can be avoided, and 
would rather tliink him guilty of carelessness than cheat¬ 
ing. The case is this—can I, or not, give him a character 
for honesty ?—It is not my intention to continue him in 
Dty service.” 


LETTER CCCCV. 

TO MH. BOPFHEIl. 

“October 96,1819. 

■You need not have made any excuses about the let¬ 
ter ; I never said but that you might, could, should, or 
would have reason. I merely describ^ my own state of| 
inaptitude to listen to it at that time, and in those circum¬ 
stances. Besides, you did not speak from your oum 
authority— but from what you said you had beard. Now 
my blood b<& to hear an Italian speaking iU of another 
Italia^ because, though they lie in pardcular, they speak 

* Mr. BoppDfr, before bb departure from Venlee for SvHterlsnd, 
bod wriUMt o letter to Lord Byron, rnireeling him *' toieove Re'mim&r 
while yet he bed e whole ekln, end urciog him not to rUk tbc eefenr of e 
prrtoii be appeared eo elaeerety attadted to~-ae well ae hie aw»~4or the, 
gratifieatiou of a momentary paMion, which could only be a Murtse of i 
re(r«t to both parUee.” la the wroe letter Mr. Hoppaer informed bitn 
of eome report# he bad beard lately at Venice, which, tbouch powlhly, 
Iw mld,ui^'iaded,hadinu(dt btereneed hie anxietyreepeciTnf the con 
•rquencee tff the Cfmaexiot) formed by itlm.—Afbore. * 


truth in general by speaking ill at all— and although they 
know that they are trying and wishing to lie, they do not 
succeed, merely because they can say nothing so bad of 
each other, that it not, and must not be true from die 
atrocity of their long-debased national character. 

“ With regard to Edgecombe, you will perceive a most 
irregular, extravagant account, without proper documents 
to support it. He demanded an increase salary, which 
made me suspect him; he supported an outrageous extra¬ 
vagance of expendiuire, and did not like the dismission of 
the cook; ho never complained of him—as in duty bound 
—at the dme of his robberies. 1 can only say, that the 
house expense is now under <me-haif of what it then was( 
as he himself admits. He charg^ for a comb eighteen 
francs,—the real price was eight. He charged a passage 
from Furina for a person named lambelli, who paid it 
herself, as she will prove, if necessary. He fancies, or 
asserts himself the victim of a domestic complot against 
him;—accounts are accounts—prices are prices let 
him make out a fair detail. / am not prejudiced against 
him—on the contrary, I supported him against die com¬ 
plaints of his wife, and of his former roaster, at a time 
when I could have cj-uslicd him like an earwig, and if be 
is a scoundrel, he hi the greatest of scoundrels, an un¬ 
grateful one. The truth is, probably, that be diought I 
was leaving Venice, and determined to make the most of 
it. At [nesent ho keeps bringing in aecount after account, 
though he had always money in hand—as I believe you 
know my system was never to allow longer than a week’s 
bills to run. Pray read liim this letter—I desire nothing 
to be concealed against which he may defend himself. 

“Pray how is your little boy? and how are you— I 
shall be up in Venice very soon, and we will be bilious 
together. I bate the place and all diat it inherits. 

“ Yours, icc." 


LETTER CCCCVI. 

TO UK. BOPPHEB. 

“October 28,1819. 

“I have to thank you for your letter, and your com¬ 
pliment to Hon Juan. 1 said nothing to you about it, 
understanding that it is a sore subject with the moral 
reader, and has been the cause oC a great row; but I am 
jlad you like it. 1 will say nothing about die shqiwreek, 
except that 1 hope you thiidi it is as nautical and technical 
as verse could admit in the octave measure. 

‘The poem has not sold well, so Murray says—‘ but the 
best judges, &c. say, &c.’ so says that worthy man. 1 liave 
never seen it in print. The Third Canto is in advance 
about one bundr^ stanzas; but the failure of the first two 
has weakened my estra, and it will neither be so good as 
the former twe^ nor completed, unless I get a htde more 
riscaldato in its behalf.* 1 understand the outcry was 
beyond every thing.—Pretty cant for people who read 
Tom Jones, and Roderick Random, and the Bath Guides 
and Ariosto, and Hryden, and Pope—to say nothing of 
Litdels Poems, Of course I refer to the morality of these 
works, sod not In any pretension of mine to compete with 
them in any thing but decency. 1 hope yours is the Patki 
edirion, and that you did not pay the London price. 1 
have seen neither except in the newspapers. 

‘ Fray make my respects to Mrs. H. and take care of 
your little boy. All my household have the fever and 
ague, except Letcher, AUegra, and rayeen, (as we used to 
say in Nottinghamshire,) and the hones, oiod Mutz, and 
Moretto. In the beginning of November, perhaps sooner 
I exiiect to have the pleasure of seeing you. To-da^r 1 
got drenched by a thu^er-skimi, and my horse and groom 
too, and his horse aU bemired up to the middle ia a c ress 

•SuUturSM. 
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road. It WM Munnier, at noon, and at five we were 
bewinlered; but the tightning wu sent perhaps to let us 
know that the summer was not yet over. It is queer 
weather for the S7th of October. 

“Yours, dtc.” 

LETTER CCOOVII. 

TO an. in7aKA.T. 

“Venice, October 29,1819. 

“^ours of the 15th came yesterday. I am sorry that 
you no not mention a large letter addressed to your ears 
fry Lady Byron, from me, at Bologna, two montls ago. 
Pray tel! me was this letter received and forwarded? 

, “ You say nothing of the vice-consulate for the Ravenna 

patrician, from whi^ it is to be inferred that the thing will 
not be dono. 

‘ t ‘I had written about a hundred stanzas of a Third 
C&'-to to Don Juan, but the reception of the first two is 
no encouragement to you nor me to proceed. 

“ I had also written about six hundred lines of a poem, 
the Vision (or Prophecy) of Dante, the subject a view cf | 
Italy in the .ages down to the present—supposing Dante 
to speak in his own person, previous to his death, and 
cnihracing all topics in the way of prophecy, like Lyco- 
phmn's Cassandra; but this and the other are both at a 
stand-.still for the present. 

“ I gave Moore, who is gone to Rome, my lifis in MS. 
in 78 fidit) sheets, brought down to 1816. But this I put 
into his hamls for Ais care, as he has some otlier MSS. of j 
mmc—a J'lUrnal kept in 1814, &c. Neitlier are for pub- 
liratioii during my hie, but when I am cold, you may do 
v’hn vou please. In the mean time, if you like to read 
iM m you may, and show them to any body you like—1 
care not. 

“ The Life is Memoranda, and not Confesmna. I have 
led out all my Uma, (except in a general way,) and many 
other of the most important things, (because I must not 
compromise other people,) so tliat it is like tlic play of| 
Hamlet—‘The part of Hamlet omitted by particular 
desire.' But you will find many opinions, and some fun, 
with a detailed account of my marriage and its conse¬ 
quences, as true as a party concerned can moke sucli 
account, for I suppose we are all prejudiced. 

* I have never read over this Life since it was written, 
so that I know not exactly what it may repeat or contain. 
Moore and I passed some merry days together. 
a a * * a 4 4 

“ I probaUy must retaim for business, or in my way to 
America. Pray, did you get a letter for Hobliouse, who 
will have told you the contents ? I understand tliat the 
Venezuelan commissioners had orders to treat witli emi¬ 
grants ; now I want to go tliere. I should not make a bad 
South American iilanter, and I should take my natural 
daughter. Allegro, with me, and settle. I wrote, at length, 
to Hobhouse, to got information from Perry, who, 1 sup¬ 
pose, 18 the beat topographer and trumpeter of the now 
“l^publicans. Pray write. “Yours, ever. 

“ P. S. Moore and I did nothinig Init laugh. He will 
toll you of • my whereabouts,’ and all my proceedings at 
this present; they are as usual. You should not let those 
fellows publkh false ‘ Don Juansbut do not pot my name, 
because I mean to cut Roberts up 13te a gourd in the pre¬ 
lace, if 1 conUnue the poem.” 

LETTER CCCCVIII. 

TO KH. BOPFHXK. 

. * October 29,1819. , 

“The Ferrara story is of a piece with all the rest ofj 
the Venetianemanufacture,*—^you may judge: 1 only 


changed horses there since 1 wrote to you, after my viirit 
in June lost. Convent,’ and ‘oarry ^jf,’ quotha! and 
’girl.’ I should like to know who has been carried ofi( 
except poor dear me. 1 have been more ravished myself 
than any body since the Trojan war; but as to the 
arrast, and its causes, one is as true as the other, and 
I can account for the inventiun of neither. I supinse it 
is some confusion of the tale of the Pornaretta and cTMe. 
Guiccioli, and half a dozen more; but it is useless to 
unravel the web, when one has only to brush it away. I 
tdiall settle with Master E., who looks very blue at your 
m-deeisum, and swears that he is the best arithmetician in 
Eungie; and so 1 think also, for he makes out two and 
two to be five. 

* You may see me next week. 1 have a hoiso or two 
more, (five in all,) and 1 shall re|jos8ess myself of Lido 
and I will rise oarher, and we will go and shako our livers 
over the beach, as heretofore, if you like—and wo will 
make the Adriatic roar again with our hatred of that now 
empty oyster-shell, without its pearl, the city ofVenice. 

“Murray sent roc a letter yesterday: the impostors 
have published two new 7%trd Cantos of Don Juan 
the devil take the impudence of some blackguard book¬ 
seller or other therq/or.' Perha|is I did not make mysetf 
understood; he told me the sale had been great, 1200 out 
of 1500 quarto, 1 believe, (which is nothing, after, selling 
\Sf>00 of the Corsair in one day;) but mat the ' beat 
judges,’ &c. had said it was very fme, and clever, and par¬ 
ticularly good English, and poetry, and all those consola- 
toiy tiungs, which arc not, however, worth a single copy 
to a bookseller: and as to the author, of course I am in a 
1 —ned passion at the bad taste of the Umes, and swear 
there is uotliing like posterity, who, of course, must know 
more of the matter than their grandfiithers. There has 
been an eleventh commandment to the women not to read 
it, and what is still more extraordinary, tliey seem not to 
have broken it. But tliat can be of little import to them, 
»K>r tilings, for the reading or non-rending a lg;nk will 
never 

“Comit G. comes to Venice next week, and I am re¬ 
quested to consign liis wile to him, which shall bo done. 

* * * What you say of the long even¬ 

ings at the Mira, or Venice, reminds mo of what Curran 
said to Moore:—‘ So I hear you have married a pretty 
woman, and a very good creature, too—on excellent croa- 
Lure. Pray—um!— Juno do you pare your eveningt ?' It 
s a devil of a question tliat, and perhajis as easy to 
answer witli a wife as with a mistress. 

If you go to Milan, pray leave at least a Pice-Con»aI 
—the only vice tliat will ever bo wanting at Venice. 
D'Orville is a good fellow. But you shall go to England 
in the spring with me, and plant Mrs. Hoppner at Berne 
with her relations fiir a few months. I wish you had been 
here (at Venice, I mean, not the Mira) when Moore was 
here—we were very merry and tipsy. He hated V cnico 
ly-thc-way, and swore it was a sad place. 

•So Madame Albrizzi’s death is in danger—poor wo¬ 
man! ♦ ♦♦♦*♦ 

Moore told me that at Geneva they had made a devil of 
a story of the Fornaretta:—‘Young lady seduced!—sub¬ 
sequent abandonment!—leap into the Grand Canal?— 
and her being in the ' hospital <£fouM in consequence ? I 
slioiild like to know who was nearest being made ‘ybu,’ 

and be d-d to them! Don’t you think me in the 

interesting character of a very Ubused gentleman? I 
hope your little boy is well. Allegrina is flourishing like 
a pomegranate blossom. “Yours, &c." 


LETTER CCCCnC. 

TO mi. MOKnav. 

* “ Venice, November 8,1819. 

“Mr. Hoppner has lent me a cigiy of ‘ Don Juan,’ Paris 


* Sm lj«u«r ItlO. 
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edition, which he tells me is read in Switzerland by clergV' 
men and ladies, with considerable approbation. In th 
Second Canto, you must alter Ae 48th stanza to 
* 'T wu tuid the eunleai dsy went down 

Which if withdrawn wouiii but diecloee the frown 
Of one whoae hate U tnaik’d but to aeeail; 

Thue to their liopelees eyea Uie n^ht wai •bowU) 

And grimly darkled o'er their faces pale 
And the dim deenlate deep; tweire day« had Fear 
Been tiieir familiar, and now Deatli was here.* 


her to Prance or America, change my name, and lead a 
jqtaet provincial life. All this may seem odd, but I have 
■got tlie poor girl into a scrape; and as neiUier lier With, 
nor her rank, nor her eonnezions by With or marriage, 
.are inftrior to my own, 1 am in honour boimd to support 
! her through. Besides, she is a very pretty woman—ask 
Moore—and not yet one-ond-twenty. • 

“If she gets over tliis,and 1 get over my tertian, I will 
perhaps lo^ in at Albemarle-street, some of tliese days, 

! en pvmanl to Bolivar. 


LETTER CCCCX. 


TO MB. BSKKES. 


* I liave been ill those eight days with a tertian fever 
caught in tlie country on horseback in a thunder-storm. 

Yesterday I had the fourth attack: the two last were very 
smart, the first day as well as the last being preceded by 
vumiting. It is the fever of tlie place and the season 
I feel weakened, but not unwell, m the intervals; excej 
headache and lassitude. “Venice, November 20,1819. 

“ Count Guiccioli has arrived in Venice, and has pre- “A tertian ague which has troubled me for some rime, 
sented his spouse (who had preceded him two months for and the indisixisition of my daughter, have prevented inff 
her health and the prescrifitions of Dr. Aglietti) with a Irom replying before to your welcome letter. I have rat 
paiier of condimms, regulations of hours, and conduct, anc been ignorant of your progress nor of your discoveries, 
morals, &c. &c.&c. which he insists on her accepting, and I fust that you are no worse in healtli from your 
and she pereiste in refusing. I am expressly, it sliould labours. You may rely upon finding every body in Eng- 
scom, excluded by diis treaty, as an indispensable pre- land eager to reap tlie fruits of tliem; and as you have 
liminary; so that they are in high dissension, and whai >1™« tnofo ‘han other men, 1 hope you will not limit your- 
the result may be, I know not, particularly as they are self to saying less than may do justice to the talents and 
consulting friends. you have bestowed on your perilous researches. 

“To-night, as Countess Guiccioli observed me poring The first sentence of my letter will have explained to you 
over ‘Don Juan,’ she stumbled by mere chance on the why I cannot join you at Trieste. I was on the point of 
137th stanza of tlie First Canto, and asked me what it setting out for England, (before I knew of your arrival,) 
meant. I told her, ‘Nothing,—but “your husband is when my child’s illness has made her and me dejiendent 
coming."* As I said this in Italian with some emphasis, cn B Venetian Proto-Medico. 

she started up in a fnght, and said, ‘ 07i, my Gud, is he “R is now seven years since you and I metwhich 
coming .7* thinking it was Tier oiisi, who either was or ought time you have employed hotter for others, and more 
to have been at the theatre. You may suppose we honourably for yourself, than I have done, 
laughed when she found out Uie mistake. You will be “In England you will find considerable changes, public 
amused, as I was;—it happened not three hours ago. end private,—^you will see some of our old college eon- 

“I wrote to you last week, but have added nothing to teni()orarics turned into lords of the treasury, admiralty, 
the Third Canto since my fever, nor to‘The Prophecy and the likcy—others become reformers and orators,— 
of Dante.’ Of the former tlicre arc about a hundred many settled in life, as it is called,—and others settled in 
octaves done; of tlie latter about five hundred hnos—per- death; among the latter (hy-lhc-way, not our fellow-col- 
haps more. Moore saw tlio Tliird Juan, as far as it then legions,)^ Sheridan^ Curran. I.ady Melbourne, Monk 


went. I do not know if my fever will let me go on with 
either, ami the tertian lasts, tlioy say, a good while. I had 
it in Malta on my way home, and the malaria fever in 
Greece the year before that. The Venetian is not very 
fierce, but I was delirious one of tlie nights with if, for 
an hour or two, and, on my senses coming back, found 
Fletcher sobbing on one side of the bed, and La Contessa 


ewis, Frederick Diuglas, &c. &c. &c.; but you will 
ilill find Mr. * living and all his family, as also * 

*Shmild you come up tliis way, nnd 1 am still here, 
'mi need not bo assured how glad I shall be to see you { 
long to hear some part, from you, of that which I expect 
n no long time to gee. At length you have had better 


Guiccioli weeping on the other; so that 1 had no want of| brtune tlion any traveller of equal enterprise, (except 
attendance. 1 have not yet taken any physician, because, Humboldt,) in returning safe; and aOer the fate of the 
though I fiiink they may relieve in chronic disorders, such Brownes, and the Parkes, and the Burckhardts, it is hardly 

_-_I .1_i:i._ 9^^ C._ 4-^ /*!_-U .1___ •_1.. .1___1_t_ _•_ 


us gout and the like, &c. &c. &c. (though they can’t cure 
them)—just as surgeons are necessary to set bones and 
tend wounds—yet I tliink fevers quite out of their reach, 
and remediable only by diet and nature. 

° I do n't like the taste of bark, but I suppose that I must 
take it soon. 

“ Tell Rose tliat somebody at Milan (an Austrian, Mr. 
Hoppner says) is answering his book. William Bankes 
is in quarantiiie at Trieste. 1 have not lately heard from 
you. Excuse tliis paper; it is long paper shortened for 
the occarion. What folly is tliis of Carlile’s trial ? why 
let him have the honours of a martyr ? it will only adver¬ 
tise the books in question. 

* Yours, &c. 


css surprise than satisfaction to get you back again. 
“Believe me ever 

“ and very affeclionately yours, 
•Bvbow.” 


LET’J’ER CCCCXI. 

TO MB. MCBBAT. 

“Venice,Dec. 4,1819. 

“You may do as you please, but you are about a hope¬ 
less experiment.''' Eldon will decide against you, were it 
only that my name is in the record. Yen will also recol- 
‘ P. S. As I tell you that the Guicdali business is on lect that if the publication is pronounced against, on the 
the eve of exploding in one way or the other, I will just grounds you mention, as indecent and hUaphemous, that / 


add, that without attempting to influence the decision of 
the Contessa, a good deal depends upon it. If she and 
her husband make it up, you will perhaps see mo in Eng- her, except 
land sooner than you expect If nc', I shall retire wiUi 


3 se all right in my daughter’s giuardianskip and ahtcatim, 
a short, iiii paternal authority, and every thing concerning 
♦ * ♦ ♦ * 


’cixdUt lliU edliitm. 


* Mr. Murray had cotnmetwed a suit afptUvrt a Icortitm l>ooJisatlAr. for 
.n iafriiigcoieot of lua sopyri|^t, in publwiiof a pirated adlUon of Don 
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It WM to decided in Shettey’e case, because he had wrii 
ten ctueen Mab, &c. &c. However you can ask th 
iBvryers, ^ do as you like: I do not inhibit you tryin, 
the quesUon; I merely state one of the consequences t 
me. With regard to die copyright, it is hard that yo’ 
shtmld pay for a nonentity: X will therefore refund i 
which J can very well da not having spent it, nor begui 
upon it; and so we will be quits on that score. It lies 
my banker’s. 

* Of tlie Chancellor's law I am no judge; but take 
Tom Jones, and read his Mrs. Waters and Molly Sei 
grim; or Prior’s Hans Carvel and Paulo Purganti; Smo 
feu’s Roderick Random, the chapter of Lord Struuve 
and many others; Peregrine Pickle, the scene of th 
Begga’ Girl; Johnson’s Zjmdon, Car course expression: 
for instance, the words ‘ ♦ and ‘ Anstey’s Bai 
Guido, the ‘Hearken, Lady Betty, hrarken;’—^lake U] 
in short. Pope, Prior, Congreve, Drydcn, Fielding, Smo 
letl, and let the Counsel select passages, and what be 
V nines of their copyright, if his Wat Tyler decision is I 
pass into a precedent?* I have notliing more to say 
you must judge for yourselves. 

“ 1 wrote to you some time ago. I have had a tertiai 
ague; my daii;^itcr Allegra has been ill also, and I havi 
been almost obliged to run away with a married woman 
hut with some dilficulty, and many internal struggles, 
reconciled the lady with her lord, and cured the fever ( 
the child witli bark, and my own with cold water. 1 thin 
of setting out (iir England by the Tyrol in a few days, s: 
that t could wish you to direct your next letter to Calais 
Excuse my writing in great haste and late in the morn 
ing, or teghi, wtncliever you please to call it. The Thin 
Cniit i of‘Hon Jiian’is completed, in about two liunrirer 
slirir.as; very decent, I believe, hut do not know, and 
.IS useless to discuss until it bo ascertained, if it may o 
may not be a pro|>cny. 

“ My present determination to quit Italy was nnlooke 
tor; but I have explained the reasons in letters to m; 
sister and Douglas Kinnaird, a week or two ago. M 
progress will depend upon the snows of the Tyrol, an. 
Jie health of my child, who is at present quite recovered 
-but X hope to got on well, and am 

“ Yours cveiy and truly. 

“P. 8. Many thanks for your letters; to which you art 
not to consider this as an answer, but as an acknowledg¬ 
ment.” 


LETTER CCCCXU. 

TO THE COtrlTTESS OUlCCtOLI. 

•You are, and ever will be, ray first thought. Bui 
at this moment, X am in a state most dreadful, not know¬ 
ing which way to tfcoide;—an the one band, fearing tha 
I should compromise you for wer, by my return to Ra¬ 
venna and the consequences of sucli a steji, and, on the 
other, dreading that I sliall lose both you and myself, and 
aH that I have ever known or tasted of happiness, by never 
seeing you more. 1 pray of you, I implore you to be 
comforted, and to believe that I cannot cease to love you 
but with my life.” * * * * ‘‘Igoto 

save you, and leave a country insupportaWe to me with¬ 
out you. Your letters to P * * mid myself do wrong 
to my motives—but you will yet see your injustice. It is 
not enough that I must leave you—from motives of which 
ere long you will be convinced—it is not enough that 1 
must fly frmn Italy, with a heart deeply wounded, after 
having passed all my days in solitude ^ce your depar¬ 
ture, sidt both in body and mind—but I must also have to 
endjtro your reproaches without answering and without 
daeerving them. Farewell!— in that one word is com¬ 
posed the death of my happiness.” 

* See Letter 881. 
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LETTER CCCCXIIL 

TO THE COtJBTESS GUICCIOLl. 

• P * ♦ ♦ wfll already have tolil yon, toii/i her acem- 
tomed niblirmb/, that Love has gained the victory. I could 
not summon up resolution enough to leave the country 
where you are, wititout, at least, once more seouig you. 
On yoiirse^/; perhaps, it will depend, whether I over again 
shall leave you. Of tlie ro.st wc shall s|ieuk when we 
meet. You ought, by this time, to know which is most 
conducive to your wrdfare, my priwencc or my absence. 
For myself, I am a citisen of the world—all countries are 
alike to mo. You have ever been,since our first acquaint¬ 
ance, the xite diject of my thoughts. My oitiiiion was, that 
the best course I could adojit, both for your peace and 
that of all your family, would h.ive been to depart and go 
far,/or away from you;—since to have been near and not 
approach you would have been, for me, impossible. You 
have however decidetl that 1 am to return to Ravenna. 1 
shall accordingly return—and shall do—and he all tliatyou 
wish. I cannot say more.” 


LETTER CCCCXXV. 

TO MB. HOPHNEK. 

“MY DEAR HOPPNER, 

“Partings arc but bitter work at best, so that X shall not 
enture on a second with you. Pray make my respects to 
Mrs. Hoppner, and assure her of niy itnahcrahle rever- 
'nce lor the singular getodness of her dia(K>aition, which is 
■tot without its rcw.ard even in this world—for those who 
.re no great believers in liuman virtues would liscover 
■nooglt in her to give them a better opinion oftheii fellow- 
ereatitres, and—^what is still more difticnlt—of the ,nse.lv<«, 
s being of the same species, however inferior in a) priKielv- 
ing its nobler models. Make, too, what excuses you can 
for my omission of llic ceremony of leave-taking. If we 
all meet agaui, I will make my humblest apology; if not, 
recollect that I wished you all well: and, if you can, for- 
;cl that 1 have given you a great deal of trouble. 

“ Yours, &c. &c " 


LETTER CCCCXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, December 10,1819. 

“ Since I last wrote, I have changed my mind, and shall 
lot come to England. The more X contemplate, the more 
dislike the place and the prospect. You may therefore 
eddress to me as usual here, though I mean to go to 
another city. I have finished the Third Canto of Don 
'uan, but the things I have read and heard discourage all 
irthor publication—at least for tlie present. You may 
•y the copy question, but you ’ll lose it: the cry is up, 
■nd cant is up. X should have no objection to return the 
irice of the copyright, and have written to Mr. Kinnaird 
ly this post on fee subject. Talk wife him. 

“X have not fee patience, nor do I feol interest enough 
the question, to contend wife the fellows in their own 
lang; but I perceive Mr. Blackwood’s Magazine and 
me or two others of your missives have been hyperbolical 
n their praise, and diabolical in their abuse. 1 like and 
dmire Wilson, and he should not have indulged himself 
1 such outrageous license.* It is overdone and defeats 
tself. What would ho say to the grossness without pge- 
on and fee misanthropy without feeling of Gulliver’s 

• ThU b on* of ttiB manr fnlattkr* Into which hi* dutance from th* — 
jf litemry operation* lecFhim. Tb« ueiivbman to whom ih« hoctUa 
irUet* in Uw Maiazlne 1* liar* attributed, ha* new, elthar then or 
line*, written upon the luhjeeiof th* nohl* poet’* character orfenlua, 
"iUioitt glTing vent to a feeliitf of admiration a* cstboalaitic m ii (a 
ay* »rcK)u*utl]|and iwwerfulTy eaprewMd.—Afoor*. 
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Travels?—When he talks of lady Byron’s business, he 
talks of what he knows nothmg about; and you may tell 
him that no one can more desire a public investigation of 
that affair than 1 do. 

* I sent homo by Moore {fw Moore only, who has my 
journal also) my Memoir written up to 1818, and I gave him 
(oavo to show it to whom he pleased, but not to on 

any account. You may read it, and you may let Wilson 
read it, if he Eke*—not for his public opinion, but his 
private; lor I like tlie man, and care very little about his 
magazine. And 1 could wish Lady B. herself to read 
it, that she may have it in her power to mark any thing 
mistaken or misstated; ns it may probably appear after 
my extinction, and it would bo but fair she should sec it, 
—that is to say, herself willing. 

“Perhaps I may take a journey to you in tim spring; 
but I have fxen ill and am iiulolent and inde<;isive, because 
few things interest me. 7'hesc fellows first abused me 
for being gloomy, and now they arc wrotli tliat 1 am, or 
attempted to be, fa<;elious. I have got such a cold and 
headach tliat I can hardly see w hat I scrawlthe win¬ 
ters here are as sharp as invvllcs. Some time ago I 
wrote to you rather fully about my Italian affairs; at pre¬ 
sent I can siiy no more except tliat you sliall lit-'ar farther 
by-aud-by. 

“Your Blackwood accu.sos me of treating w'omcn 
harshly: it may be so, but 1 have been fhoir martyr; my 
whole life lias been sacrificed to them and by them. I 
moan to leave Venice in a few days, but you will address 
your letters here aa usual. When I fix elsewhere, you I 
shall know.^’ | 


LETTER CCCCXVL 

TO MR. HOrPREB. 

“Ravenna, December 31,1819. 

•I have been hero this w'cek, and was obliged to put on 
my armour and go the night afl<T my arrival to tlio Mar¬ 
quis Cavalli’s, where there w(*rc^ between two and three 
liundred of the best conijiany 1 have seen ui Italy,— 
more beauty, more youtli, and more diamonds among the 
women tlian have Imjcu seen these fifty y<jars in the Soa-j 
So<Iom.*—I never saw such a diflercncc between tw'o j 
places of tile same latitude (or platitude, it is all one,)— 
music, dancing, and play, all in tlie same sftUe. The G.’s 
object appeared to be to parade her foreign lover as 
much as possible, and, faith, if sht; seemed to glory in the 
scandal, it was not for me to be ashamed of it. Nobody 
seemed surprised;—all the women, on tlic contrary, were, 
as it were, delighted with the cxccUont example. The 
vice-legate, and all the other vices, were as polite as could 
be;—and I, who had acted on tlie reserve, was fairly 
obliged to take the lady under my arm, and look as much 
like acicisbeo as I could on so short a notice,—to say 
notliing of the emlMvrrassmcnt of a cocked hat and sword, 
much more fumiidable to me thou ever it will be to tlie 
enemy. 

“ 1 write in great haste—do you answer as hastily. I 
can understand nothing of all tliis; but it seems as ifj 
the G. bad been presumed to bo ’planted, and was deteiy 
mined to show that she was not,—p/on/orion, in this 
hemisphere, being the greatest moral misfortune. But 
this is mere conjecture, for I know notliing about it— 
except thfitt every body are very kind to her, and not die- 
courteous to me. Fathers, and all relations, quite agree- 
aUe. “ Yours ever, 

“B. 

“P, S. Best respects to Mrs. H. 

“I wmild send the oompbinmta the season; but the 

' Oehenun of the wntera f thou Sea-j^odom !’* 

Marino Patiero, 


season itsdf is *0 litde compliment»iy with mow and 
rain that I wait for sunshine.” 


LETTER COeeXVn. 

TO MK. MOOKE. 

‘January 8,18S0. 

“ MV DEAH MOORE, 

•• < To-tiuy it ie ray wcfldingf-tlay, 

Anti all (be folke would stare 
If wife should dlue at Edmonttm, 

And I ahouhi dine at Ware.* 

Or t/ius,— 

** Here *s a bo^y new year I but with reason» 

I beg you ’ll permit me to say— 

Wisli me rnany returns of the aeoson, 

Out us fev as you please of the day. 

“My this present writing is to direct you that, if ^ 
chooses, she may see the MB. Memoir in your possession. I 
tvish her to have fair play in all cases, even though it wffl 
(tot be published till after my decease. For this purpose, it 
were but just tliat Lady B. should know what is there said 
of her and hers that she may have full power to remark on 
or respond to any part or parts, as may seem fitting to 
herself. This is fair dealing, 1 presume, in all events. 

“ To cliangc the subject, are you in England 1 1 send 
you an t^itaph for Castloreagh. 

« 

Anotlier for Pitt- 

“ with death doom’d to grapplo 
Brneatii Hits cold slab, he 
Who lied In the Clwipel 
Now lies ill the Abbey. 

“ Tho gods seem to have marie me poetical this day:—'• 

“ In digging up your boiien, Tom Paine, 

Will. (?obbcit has done well: 

You visit him on earth again, 
lie ’ll visit you in heU. 

“You come to him on earth again. 

Ho ’ll go wiih yon to hell. 

“ Pray lot not those vcrsiculi go fortli with my name, 
except among Uie initiated, because my friend Hobhouse 
has foaiiitsi into a reformer, and ] greatly fear, will sub¬ 
side into Newgate; since the Honourable House,accord¬ 
ing to Galignani’s Reports of Parliamentary Debates, 
arc menacing a prosecution to a pamphlet of his. I shall 
be very sorry to hear of any thing but good for him, par¬ 
ticularly in these miserable squabbles; but these are tho 
natural effects of taking a part in them. 

“Por my own part, I had a sad scone since you went. 
Count Gu. carao for his wife, and none of those conse¬ 
quences which Scott prophesied ensued. There was no 
damages, as in England, and so Scott lost his wager. But 
there was a great scene, for she would not, at first, go 
back with him—at least, she did go back with him ; but 
he insisted, reasonably enough, that all communication 
should be broken oft’ between her and me. So, finding 
Italy very dull, and having a fever tertian, I packed u^ 
my valise and prepared to cross tlio Alps; but my daugh¬ 
ter fiill ill, and detained me. 

“ After her arrival at Ravetma, the Gmccioli foil ill 
again loo; and, at last her father (who had, all along, op- 
jtosed the liaison most violently till now) wrote to me to 
say that she was in such a state that he begged roe to 
come and see her,—and tliat her husband had acquiesce^ 
in consequence of her rela|>se, and tliat he (her father) 
would guarantee all this, and that there would be no far¬ 
ther scenes in consequence between them, and that I 
should not be compromised in any way. I set out soon 
aHer, anti have been here ever since. I found her a good 
deal altered, but getting better;— all this comes of reading 
Corinna. ” 

“ The Carnival is about to begin, and I saw about two 
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or three hunA*ed people at the Marquis CavalU’s the othe: 
evening, with as much youth, beauty, and diamonds amon, 
the women, as ever averaged in the like number. M; 
appearance in wudng bn the GuiccioU was cunsidt^rod a" 
a thing cd*course. The Marquis is her uncle, and natu- 
ridiy considered me os her relation. 

“ Thq paper is out, and so is the letter. Pray write. 
Address to Venice, whence tlie letters will be forwarded. 

“ Yours, &c. «B.” 

LETTER CCCGXVIU. 

TO Mil. UOPPETfiK. 

“Ravenna, .Tanuary 20,1820. 

“ I have not decided any tiling about remaining at Ra- 
veima. 1 may slay a day, a week, a year, all niy lif* \ be 
all tliis depends upon what I can neither see nor foresee. 

* I came because I was called, and will go the moint nt tlial 
Ii perceive what may render my departure proper. M) 
attachment has neither tlie blindne ss of the beginning, iioi 
the microscopic accuracy of lb? close to such liaisons 
but ‘ linio and the hour’ must decide upon what 1 do. 1 
ean as ye! say notliing, because I hardly know any Uiing 
beyond I have told you. 

• I '• roi. to you last post fir rny moveables, as tlicrc h 
no getting i*. lodging with a chair or table here re.aly ; juk 
asT have already some things of the sort al Bologna wliieh 
I had last sumii<ei there for my daughter, I have direct<‘d 
them to be moved; and wish the like to be done wiiii 
those of \ rio<‘c, tliat I may al b'asl. "i*l out of ilic; ‘ Alber- 
go Tm .eri ib*,‘ wliicli is Unpcruil in all true of iJu 

etatlir*. Buffini may be paid for his poison. I f>rgol 
‘o you and Mrs. Htippner for a wliolc treasure 

v\‘ f<'»ys for AUegra bt;fore our departure ; it was very kind, 
and we arc very gralcfiii. 

“ \'otir account of the wedding of the Go\(Tnor’s party 
is Vf-ry < iiierlaining. Ifyoiidonot understnud (he con¬ 
sular exceptjons, 1 do; and it is right that a man of lio- 
n»)ur. and a w’omsui of jirohitv, should lin<l it so, particu¬ 
larly in a place where there are not ‘ten righteous.’ As 
to nobilirv—in England none arc strictly noble but j»oer.<, 
not even peers’ sons, though titled by courtesy ; nor knights 
ofthe i»arler, unless of the peerage, so that Castlereagl 
himself would iiartily j>ass tltrougli a foreign herald’s or-» 
deal till tlie death of his father. ' 

“ Tlio snow Is a foot deeji hen*. There is u theatre, and 
opera,—the Barber of .Seville. Balls begin on Mtinduy 
next. Pay the porter for never looking after tJn; gate, and 
ship my chattels, and let me know, or let (/aslclli let me. 
know, how my lawsints go on—^but fee liim only in pro- 
Donion to his success. Perhaps we may meet in the 
spring yet, if you are for England. I see Hobhouse has 
got into a scrape, which does not please me; ho should 
not have gone so deep among those men, wiUioul calculat- 
mg the consequences. I used to think myself the most, 
imprudent of all among my friends and acquaintances, 
but almost begin to doubtit< 

“Yours &c.** 


LETTER CCCCXIX. 

TO MR. HOPl'NER. 

“Ravenna, January 31,1890. 

•You would hardly have been troubled wit!) the remo¬ 
val of luy furniture, but there is none to be had nt?arer than 
Bologna, and I have been fain to liave that of Uie rooms 
which I fitted up for my daugliter there in the summer re¬ 
moved here. The expense will be al least as great of the 
land carriage, so that you see it was necessity, and not 
choice. Here they get ©very thing from Bologna, cxctjpi 
some lighter articles from Forli or Faonza. 

If Scott is relumed, pray remember me to him, and 


plead lazineBs the whole and sole cau-so of my not reply* 
mg:—dreadful is tlie exertion of letteiN-writing. The 
Carnival here is less boisterous, but we have bails 
^ and a the-alir. I carried .Bunkes to Iwth, and he carried 
away, I believe, a much more favourable impression of 
the society here tlian of that of Venice—recollect tliat I 
spook of tlie native society only. 

“ I am drilling very hard to learn how to double a shawl, 
and should succeed to awlmiration if I did not always dou-’ 
blc it the wrong side out; and then I sometimes confuse 
ajid bring away two, so as to put all the yervonti out, be¬ 
sides keeping their Servile in Uie cold til! every Inxly can 
get back their property. But it is a dreadfully moral 
place, for you musi not l<K»k at, any IxkIv’s wife except 
your neighbour’s,—if you go to Ilic next dwr but om*, you 
are scolded, and presumed to be perlidious. And then a 
•elaaioiie or an ainici/.ia scem-s to bo a regular affair of 
from five lohfte<‘n years, at which perifKl, if there occur 
a widowhoixl, it fjiiishes by a spo.sali/.io; and in the moan 
lime, it has so imuiy rules of its own ihal if is not much 
.x tter. A tnau actually h<*couie.s a piece of female pro- 
[>crt 3 ’,—they won't let tlu'ir y< rvomi marry until there is 
■L vacancy for lliemselves. 1 know two instances of tliis 
II om? family In.'nj. 

“ To-night there wa.^i a —* T.ottery after the ojiera: it 
is an (xJd eereinony. Bank(>.<^ and I took tickets of if, and 
bufliioued together very merrily, lie is gone to Firtme. 
Mrs. J ** should iiave sent you my |)ostscript; Uiere 
was no occasion to have bore d you in person. I never 
interfere ui any liody’s squabbles,—slic may scratch your 
face herself. 

“ The w'cather here lut« been dreadful—snow several 
i’ot-- a hroki^ down abridge, and lloixled heaven 
..nows how many campi; then rain came—and it is still 
tbawuig—so that, my saddle-horses have a sinecure ti 
the roatls hecome more praciicahle. Why did l.egagivo 
away the go.it? a bloeUliead—1 must have liim again. 

“ Will you pay JVlissiaglia anil the Butfo Huffini of the 
liran Breingna, I li< ard from Moore, who Is at Paris; 
' had previously written to him in London, but he ha.s not 
•et got my letter, apjiarunUy. 

“ Behove mo, &c.* 


LETTER CCCCXX. 

TO MR. MITRRAV. 

Ravenna, February 7,1820. 

“ I have bad no letter from yon these two montiis; but 
lince I came hero in December, 1819, I sent you a letter 
or Mowe, who is God knows —in Paris or London, 

pre.snme. T have copied and cut tlie Third Canto of Don 
uan inU) twoy l)ecau.se it was too long; and I tell you this 
leforehand, because iu case of any reckoning between 
rou and me, these two arc only to go for on«, as tins was 
he original form, and, in fact, tlio two together arc not 
anger Umn one of the first; so remember tliat 1 have not 
node this division to ihauhk upon ym; but merely to sup- 
iross some te<liousncss in tlie aspect of the thing. I 
hould have served you a pretty trick if I had sent you, 
ir example, cantos of 50 stanzas each. 

« T am translating the First Canto of Puld’s Morgantn 
Vlaggiore, and have half done it; but iJie.se last days of 
ho Carnival confuse and inUsrrupt every thing. 

“J have not yet sent off the Cantos, and have some 
loubt whether tlicy ought to be published, for they have 
lot tlio spirit of the finst. The outcry has not frightened 
lUt it has hurt we, and 1 have not writli'n con amore this 
iiiiu. It is ver^' decent, however, nnd as dull as ‘ the last 
cw comoily.’ 

“I iliink my lran.sla»ons of Pulci will make you stwo. 


• Tlic word here, Ulu* under tbe ml, it III«eitle. 



LETTERS, 182a 


148 


It muM be put the origioal, stanza for stanza, and verse 
for verse; and you will see what was permitted in a Ca¬ 
tholic country and a bigoted ago to a diurcbman, on the 
score of reli^un;—and so tell those buffoons who accuse 
me of attacking the Liturg}'. 

“ I write in the greatest haste, it being the hour of the 
Corso, and I must go and buffoon with the rest. My 
daughter Allegra is just gone with the Countess G. in 
Count G.’s coach and six, to join the cavalcade, and I must 
follow with all the rest of the Ravenna world. Our old 
Cardind is dead, and the new one not ^jjointed yet; but 
the masking goes on the same, the vice-legate being a 
good governor. Wo have had hideous frost and snow, but 
all is mild again. “ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCXXr. 

TO MB. BAITKES. 

“ Ravenna, February 19, 1820. j 
■ 1 have room for you in the house here, as I had in | 
Venice, if you think fit to make use of it; but do not ex- j 
pect to find the same gorgeous suite of tapestried halls. 
Neither dangers nor tropical heats have ever prevented 
your penetrating wherever you had a mind to it, and why 
should the snow now !—Italian snow—fie on it!—so 
pray come. Tita’s heart yearns for you, and mayhap 
for your silver broad pieces; and your playfellow, tlie 
monkey, is alone and inconsolable. 

“I forget whether you admire or tolerate red hair, ; 
that 1 radier dread showing you all that I have almut me 
and around me in this city. Come, nevertheless,—you 
can pay liante a morning visit, and I will undertake that 
Theodore and Honoria will bo most happy to see yon in 
the forest hard by. We Goths, also, of Ravenna hope 
you will not despise our arcIi-Gotli, Theodoric. I must 
leave it to these worthies to entertain you all the fore part 
of the day, seeing that I have none at all myself—the 
lark, that rouses me from my slumbers, being an afternoon 
bird. But, then, all your evenings, and os much as you 
can give me of your nights, will be mine. Ay! and you 
will find me eating flesh, too, like yourself or any other j 
cannibal, except it be upon Fridays. Then, there arc i 
more Cantos (and be d—d to them) of what tlie cour-1 
teous reader, Mr. Saunders, calls Grub-street, in my 
drawer, which I have a little scheme to comimt to your 
charge for England; only 1 must first cut up (or cut 
down) two aforeswd Cantos into throe,because I am grown 
base and mercenary, and it is an ill precedent to let my 
Meemnas, Murray, get too much for his money. I am 
busy, also, with Pulci—^tranelasting—servilely translating, 
stanza for stanza, and line for Ime—^two octaves every 
night,—the same allowance as at Venice. 

* Would you call at your banker’s at Bologna, and ask 
him for stone letters lying there for me, and burn them ?— 
or I wfil—so do not burn them, but bring them,—and be¬ 
lieve me ever and very affectionately 

* Youra, * Byrob. 

“P. S. I have a particular wish to hear from yourself 
something about Cyprus, so pray recollect all thatycsi 
can.—Good night.” 


LETTER CCCCXXU. 

TO mu mnutAT. 

” Ravenna, Feb. SI, 18S0. 

• The bull-dogi will be very agreeable. I have only 
lathis country, who, though good, have not the tena- 
‘i and stoicism in endursnee of ray canine foi¬ 
st, than pray lend them by the readiest oon^ 

* thsDsa Iwa, CwUn tll, 8taii» 105. 


veyance—perhs^ best by sea. Mr. Kinnaird will di»- 
burse for them, and deduct Irom the amount on your ^ 
plication or that of Captain Tyler. 

«I see the good old King is gone to his place. One 
can't help being sorry, though blindness, and age, and in¬ 
sanity are supposed to be drawbacks on human felicity; 
but I am not at all sure tliat tlie latter at least mi|ht not 
render him happier than any of his subjects. 

“ I have no thoughts of coining to tlie coronation, thougii 
I should like to see it, and fhoi^ I have a right to be a 
puppet in it; but my division with Lady Byron, which 
has drawn an equinoctial line between me and mine in 
all other things, will operate in this also to prevent my " 
being in the same procession. 

“ By Saturdayls post I sent you four packets, contain-' 
ing Cantos Third and Fourdi. Recollect that these two 
cantos reckon only as one with you and me, being in fact 
the third canto cut into two, because I found it too tong. 
Remember this, and do n’t imagine that there could be any 
other motive. The whole is about225 stanzas, more or less, 
and a lyric of 96 lines, so that they are no longer than the 
first einffle cantos; but the truth is, that I made the first 
Uio lung, and should hare cut those down also had I 
thouglit better. Instead of saying in future for so many 
cantos, say so many stanzas or pages: it was Jacob Ton- 
son’s way, and certainly the best; it prevents nustakes. 

I irnghl Iravc sent you a dozen cantos, of 4D stanzas each, 
—^those of ‘ The M'mstrol’ (Beattie’s) are no longer,— 
and ruined you at once, if you do n’t suffer as it is. But 
recollect tliat you arc not pinned dmim to any thing you 
say in a letter, and that, calculatuig even these two cantos 
ns one only (which they were and are to be reckoned,) 
you are not l»und by your offer. Act as may seem fair 
to all parlies. 

“ I have finished my translation of the First Canto of 
the ‘Morgante Maggiore’of Pulci, which I will transcribo 
and send. It is the parent, not only of Whistlecrafl, but 
of all jocose Italian poetry. You must print it side by 
side with the original Italian, because I wish the reader 
to Judge of the fidelity; it is stanza for stanza, and often 
line for line, if not word for word. 

'‘You me for a volume of manners, &c. on Italy. 
Perhaps I am in the cose to know more of them tlian 
most Englishmen, because 1 have lived among the na¬ 
tives, and in parts of the country where Englishmen 
never resided before (I speak of Romagna and this place 
particularly;) but tliere are many reasons why I do not 
cliooso to treat in print on such a subject. I have lived 
in their houses and in the heart of their families, sometimes 
merely as ‘ amice di casa,’ and sometimes as ' amice di 
cuore’ of the Dama, and in neither case do I feel myself 
authorized in making a book of them. Their moral is 
not your moral; their life is not your life; you would not 
understand it; it is not English, nor French, nor German, 
which you would all understand, f he conventual edu¬ 
cation, the cavalier servitude, the habits of thought and 
living are so entirely different, and the difference becomes 
so much more striking the more you live intimately with 
them, that I know not how to make you comprehend r 
people who are at onqp temperate and profligate, serious 
m their characters and bt^oons in their amusements, 
capable of impreasions and passions, which are at once 
Hidden and durable (what you find in no other nation,) 
and who actually have no society (what we would cidl 
so,) as you may see by their comedies; they have no 
real comedy, not even in Goldoni, and that M becawa 
they have no society to draw it from. 

“ Their conversariemi are not society at all. They go 
to the theatre to talk, and into company to hold their 
tonguoi. The women sit in a circle, and the men gather 
into groupes, or thw play at dreaiy Suo, or ' lotto reale,' 
for small sums. Their academie ate concerts lik^our 
own, with better music and more form. Their best things 
are the carnival balls, and masquerades, when every bo^ 
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ruai is*d tat w waekg. After their dinners and suppers 
they make extempore verses and biifibon one anotiier; 
but it is in a bum^ which you would not enter into, ye 
of the north. 

“ In their houses it is hotter. I should know something 
of the matter, having had a pretty general experience 
ainoov tlieir women, from the fisherman’s wife up to tlie 
Nobil Uama, whom I serve. Their system has its rules, 
and its fiuiesses, and its decorums, so as to be reduced to 
a kind of discipline or game at hearts, which admits few 
deviations, unless you wish to lose it. They are ex¬ 
tremely tenacious, and jealous as furies, not permitting 
their lovers even to mairy if tliey can help it, and keeping 
them always close to them in public as in private, when- 
' over they can. In short, they transfer marriage to adul¬ 
tery, and stike the not out rd* tliat commandment. The 
reason is, tliat they marry for tlicir parents, and love fn- 
themselves. They exact fidelity from a lover as a debt 
of honour, while they pay the husband as a tradesman, 
tiuit is, not at all. You hear a porson’s character, male 
‘or female, canvassed, not as depending on their conduct 
to tlieir husbands or wives, but to thoir mistress or lover. 

If I wrote a quarto, I do n’t know tiiat I could do mure 
tlian amplify what I have hero noted. It is to be observed 
that while they do all this, the greatest outward respect 
IS to be puid to the husbands, not only by die ladies, but 
iiy iieir Servonti—particularly if tbo husband servos m 
one himself (whicli is not often the case, however;) so 
ihiit you would uficn suppose them relations—tlio Ser- 
venle making the figure of one adopted into the family 
.Soiiietunes toe ladies run a little native and elope, nr 
divide, nr make a scene; but this is at starting, generally 
when toey know no better, or when tliey fall in love will 
f f<>; igncr, or some such anomaly,—and is always reck- 
uued unnermsary and extravagant. 

“You inquire after Dante’s Prophecy: I have not dent 
iiiori' than six hundred lines, but will vaticinate at lei.siire 

“ Of toe bust I know nothing. No cameos or .seals arc 
to be cut here or elsewhere that I know of, in any good 
style. Uobhouse should write himself to 'I'horwaldson: 
toe bust was made and paid for three years ago. 

‘■Pray tell Mrs. Leigh to request I.ady Byron to urge 
forward toe transfer fnim toe funds. I wrote to Lady 
Byron on business this post, addressed to toe care of 
Mr.D.Kinnaird.” 


UETTER CCCCXXni. 

TO MB. BAmxS. 

“ Ravenna, February 26,1820. 

“ Pulci and I are waiting for you with impatience; but 
1 suppose we must give way to toe attraction of toe Bo¬ 
lognese galleries for a time. I know nothing of pictures 
myselfr ^ care jilmost as little; but to me there are 
none like the Venetian—above all, Giorgione. I remem¬ 
ber well his judgment of Solomon in the Mariscalchi 
in Bologna. The real mother is beautiful, exquisitely 
t beautiful. Buy her, by all means, if you can, and 
take her home with you: put hq; in safety—for be as¬ 
sured there are troublous times brewing for Italy; and 
as I never could keep out of a row in my life, it will 
be my fate, I dare say, to be over head and ears in it; 
but no matter, these are toe stronger reasons for coming 
to see me soon. 

“ I have more of Scott’s novels (for surely they are 
Scott’s) since we met, and am more and more delighted. 
I think that 1 evmi pr^er toem to his poetry, which (by- 
tke-way) I redde for the first time in my life in your 
rooms in Trinity college. 

" There are smne curious commentaries oa Dante pre- 
sdWed here, whieft you should see. Believe me ever, 
faithfully and^noet r^eotionately, 

” Yours, &C. 


1820 . 

LETTER CCCCXXIV. 

TO UB. MVKBaV. 

“ Ravenna, March 1,1820. 

“I sent you by last post toe translation of toe First 
Canto of the Morganto Maggiorc, and wish you to ask 
Rose about toe word ' sbergo,’ i. c. ‘ usbergo,’ wliich 1 
have translated catraas. I suspect toat it means liehnd 
also. Now, if so, which of toe senses is best accordant 
with toe text? 1 have adopted cuirass, but will be ame¬ 
nable to reasons. Uf too natives, some say one, oiid 
some t’ other; but tliey arc no great Tuscans ui Ro¬ 
magna. However I will ask Sgriccl (too famous unpru- 
visatore) to-morrow, who is a native of Arezzo. The 
Countess Guiccioli, wire is reckoned a very cultivated 
young lady, and the dictionary, say cuanus. 1 have writ- 
ton cuirass, but fieh/iet runs iii my bead nevertlieless—and 
will run in verse very well, wliilk is die principal point. 

1 will ask die Sposa Spina Spinelti, too, die Florentino 
bride of Count Gabriel Huspoiii, just imported from Flo 
rence, and get die sense out of somebody. 

” I have just been visiting die now Cardinal, who ar¬ 
rived toe day before yesterday in his legation. He seems 
a good old gentleman, pious and simple, and not quite 
like his predecessor, who was a bonvivant, in the worldly 
sense of die words. 

‘Enclosed is a letter which I received some time ago 
from Dallas. It will explain itself. I have not answered 
it. This conics of doing people good. At one tune or 
anodier (includmg copyrights) this person has had about 
fourteen hundred jHiunds of my money, and be writes 
what he calls a posthumous work about me, and a scrubby 
letter accusing mo rf treating him ill, when I never d^ 
any such touig. It is true dial I left off letter-writing, 
as I liave done with almost every body else; but I cant 
see how dial was misusing him. 

“ I look upon his epistle as die consequence my not 
sending him another hundred pounds, which he wrote to 
me for about two years ago, and which I thought proper 
!o withhold, be having had bis share, niediought, of what 
I could dispone upon others. 

“ In your last you ask mo after my articles of domestic 
wonts: I believe they ore as usual; toe bull-dogs, mog- 
lesia, soda-powders, tooth-powders, brushes, and every 
tiling of toe kind which aro here unattainable. You still 
ask ino to return to England: alas! to what purpose 7 
You do not know what you are requiring. Return I must, 
probably, some day or other (if I live,) sooner or later; 
but it will not be for pleasure, nor can it end in good. 
You inquire after my health and spirits in large letters : 
my health can’t be very bad, for I cured myself of a sharp 
tertian ague, in three weeks, with cold water, which bad 
leld my stoutest gondolier for months, notwithstanding 
ill toe barlt toe apothecary,—a circumstance which 
lurprised Dr. Aglietti, who said it was a proof of peat 
itamina, particularly in so epidemic a season. I did it 
out of dislike to toe taste of batk (which I can't bear,) 
and succeeded, contrary to the prophecies of every body, 
by simply taking nothing at all. As to sptrks, they ars 
unequtd, now high, now low, like other people’s, I siqipose, 
and depending upon circumstances. 

“ Pray send me W. Scott’s new novels. What are 
toeir names and characters 7 I read some of his former 
ones, at least once a day, for an hour or so. The lost ora 
too hurried; he forgets Ravenswood’s name and calls him 
Edgar and then Natman ; and GHrder, toe cooper, is 
styled now OUbert, and now Mm; and be don't make 
enough of Montrose; but Dalgetty is excellent, and so Is 
Lucy Ashton, and toe b—h her mother. What is Ivane 
hoe? and what do you call his other? are there tun? 
Pray make him write at least two ayear: I like no read¬ 
ing 80 well. , 

“ The editor of toe Bologna Telegrajfii has sent me a 
p^ier with extracts from Mr. Mulookli (bis nnw alwtys 
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reminds me of Muley Molocti of Morocco) ‘ Athuism 
answered,’ in which their is a long eulo^m of my poesy, 
and a great ‘corapatimento’ for my misery. I never could 
understand what they moan by accusing me of irreligion. 
However, they may have it their own way. This gen¬ 
tleman seems to be my great admirer, so I take what he 
says in good part, as he evidently intends kindness, to 
wliiclt I can’t accuse myself cf being invincible. 

“ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCXXV. 

TO MK. MUBKAY. 

“ Ravenna, March 5,1820. 

• In case, in your country, you should not readily lay 
hands on the Morgonte Maggiore, I .send you the original 
text of the First Canto, to correspond with tltc translation 
which I sent you a few days ago. It is from llie Naj)les 
edition in quarto of 1732,—dated FUircrm, however, by a 
trick of the trmle, which you, as one of the allied .sove¬ 
reigns of ilie profession, will perfectly understand witliout 
any farther spiegazioiie. 

“ It is strange tliat here nol)ody understands the real 
precise meaning of’ shergo,’ or ‘ ii-sluTgo,’* an old Tuscan 
word, which I have rendered aiirass (but am not sure it is 
not hdnui.) I have asked at h ast twenty people, learned 
and ignorant, male and female, including poets, and (vffi. 
cers civil and military. The dictionary says cuirai.% but 
gives no authority; and a female friend of mine says 
posUitfeb/ ruifoss, whirh makes me doubt the fact still 
more than before. Ginguene says, ‘ bonnet de fer,’willi 
the usual superfiiual decision «f a Frene.hman, so tliat I 
can’t believe him; and what between the dictionary, the 
Italian woman, and the Frenchman, there’s no trusting 
to a word tliey say. 'i'lie context too, which should dtv 
cide, admits equally of either meaning, ns you will per¬ 
ceive. Ask Rose, Hobhoiise, Merivale, and Foscolo, 
niid vote with the majority. Is Frere a good Tuscan? 
if he be, botlier him too. 1 have tried, you see, to he as 
acoiirate a,s I w<dl could. This is my third or fourtl 
totter, or packet, witliin the last twenty days.” 


> LETTER CCCCXXVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, March 14,1820. 

'Enclosed is Dante’s Prophecy—Vision—or what not. 
Where I have left more tl«m one reading, (wliich I have 
dene often,) you may adopt tltat which GiH'ord, Frere, 
Rose, aud Hobhouse, and others of your IItican Senate 
tliink the best, or least bad. The preface will explain ail 
that is explicable. Those ore but the first four cantos; 
if approved, I will go on. 

“ Pray mind in printing; and let some good Italian scho¬ 
lar correct the Italian quotations. 

‘Pour days ago I was overturned in aa open carriage 
between llie river and a steep bank:—wheels dashed to 
pieces, slight bruises, narrow escape, and all that; but no 
harm done, though coaclunaiq footman, horses, and vclii- 
clo were all mixed together like macaroni. It was owing 
to bad driving, as I say; but tlio coacluuan swears to a 
start OB the part of the horses. We went against a post 
an the verge of a steep bank, and capsized. I usimlly go 
out of the town in a carriage, and meet Uie sadiile horses 
at the bridge; it was in going there that wo boggled; but 
I got my rile, as usual, after the accident. They say here 
it was all owing to St. Antonio of Padua (serious, I as¬ 
sure you,)—who does tliirteen miracles a day,—that worse 

* Vrixrto ii obviously ibe name bb hauberk, li^tergeon, &c. all from 
(he OthrmAnhalaebtrg, or covering of liie »eck. Sue Gray'a llard, “ 
•orfaMbedk’ctviaWd maU.** 


did dot como of it. X have no objecticai to this beiug lus 
fourteenth in the ibur-and-twenty hour*. He presides over 
overturns wid all escapes therefrom, it seems \ and they 
dedicate pictures, &c. to him, aa the sailors once did to 
IjNoptune, after high Homan fashion.* 

' “Yours, in haste.** 


LETTER CCCCXXVn. 

TO MR. MVHHAY. 

“ Havonna, March 20,1820. ' 
“Last i>ost I sent you, ‘The Vision of Dante,*—first 
four cantos. Enclosed you will find, line for Zinc, in third 
rhi/me {tirza rimo,*) of which your British blackguard 
reader as yet understands nothing, Fanny of Rimini. You 
know that she was bom liere, and married, and slain, frcMH 
('ary, Boyd, and such people. I have done it into cramp 
English, line, for line, and rhyme for rhyme, to try tlie pos¬ 
sibility. You fiad b(?st append it to (he poems already sent 
by last tlirec posts. I shall not allow you to play Iho tricks 
you did last year, with tlie prose you ^?05f-scrib«d to Ma- 
zeppa, which 1 sent to you not to be published, if not in a 
perMKlical pajier,-—and tliere you tacked it, witliout a word 
of explanation. If this is jjublished, ])uhli^ it with the ari- 
ginaty aud together with the Pulci translation, or tlie DatUe 
miidlion. I suppose )'ou liavc both by now, and llie Juan 
long before. 


LETTER CCCCXXVni. 

TO MR. MUKRAV. 

“ Ravenna, March 23,1820. 

“ I have received your letter of the 7th. Besides the 
four packets you have already received, 1 have sent tlie 
Pulci a few' days after, anrl since (a few days ago) the 
first fourCantos of Dante’s Prophecy, (the best tiling 1 ever 
wrote, if it be not uidiUeUigiUc^) ami by last post a literal 
traaslation, word for word (versed like the original) of the 
cjiisodc of Francesca cd* Rimini. 1 want to hear what 
you think of the new Juans, and tiio translations, and the 
Vision. They are aU things that arc, or ought to be, very 
diflercnl from one another. 

“If you choose to make a print from the Venetian, you 
may; hut she do D*t corresjxind at all to the cliaracter you 
mean her to represent. On the contrary, the Gontessa G. 
does (except tliat she is fair,) and is much prettier tlian 
the Fomarina; but I have no picture of her except a mi¬ 
niature, which is very ill done; and, besides, it would not 
be proper, on any account whatever, to make such a use 
of it, even if you had a copy. 

“ Recollect tliat the two new Cantos only count with us 
for one. You may put the Pulci and Dante together: per- 
hajis that were best. So you have put your name to Juan 
after all your panic. Y'ou are a rare fellow.^—I must now 
put myself in a passion to continue my prose. 

“I have caused write to Thorwaldsen. Pray bo care¬ 
ful in sending my daughter’s picture^—mean, that it be 
not hurt in tlio carriage^ for it is a journey rather long 
and jolting.” 


LETTER CCCCXXIX. 

TO MR. MITHRAY. 

t “Ravenna, March 28,1820. 
“Enclosed Is a * Screed of Doctrine* for you, of which I 
will trouble you to acknowledge the receipt by next post, 
Mr. Hobhouse must have Uic correction of it for the press. 
You may show it first to whom you please. 

* Bee Pueme, p. 489. 

t Letter in &aawer to Mr. Bowlet, page 280. 
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“I wish to know what became of my two Epistles froe 
St. Paul, (translated from the Armenian tlireu years ag< 
and more,) and of tho letter to Roberts of last autunu 
which you never have attended to? There are two pack 
ets with this. 

“P. S. I have some thoughts rd'piiblislung tho ‘Hint 
from IJoraco,’ written ton years ago—if Hobhouso ca 
rummage them out of my papers left at his father’s,—^wif 
some omissions and alterations previously to be made wbc" 
I see the proofe.” 


LETTER CCCCXXX. 

* TO MK. MUnilAir. 

“Ravenna, M.arch 29,1820. 

“Herewith you will receive a note (enclosed) on Popi 
which you will find tally with a part of tho text of last ])osi 
I liave at last lost all patience with the atrocious cant an< 
nonsense about Pope, with which our present ♦ *s a, 
overflowing, and am determined to make such hi;a 
against it as an individual can, by j)rose or verse; and 
will at least do it witli good will. There is no bearing ii 
any longer; and if it goes on, it will destroy what hid 
goiKl wniiiig or taste remains among us. 1 hoiie them art 
eli" a few men of taste to second me; but if not. I’ll ballli 
it alone, convinced tliat it is in the best cause of EnglisI 
literature, 

“I have sent you so many packets, verse and prose, 
lately, that you will be tired of die postage, if not of the. pe¬ 
rusal. I want to answer some parts of your last letter, hu 
I have not time, for I must ‘boot and saddle,’ as my Ca|>- 
lam '‘raigengilt (an officer of the old Napoleon Italian 
tnmy) is in waiting, and my groom and cattle to boot. 

“ You have given me a screed of metaphor and what 
n.'t aliout Puid, and manners, ‘going without clothes, like 
our iSaxon ancestors.’ Now, tho Saxons dul not wUIt- 
out dothes; and, in the next place, they arc not my an- 
eeslois, nor yoiun either; for mine were Norman, ai«l 
yours, I take it by your name, whore Gad. And, in the 
next, 1 differ from you about the ‘refinement’whicli ha 
banished the comedies of Congreve. Are. not tho comc- 
dic.s of Sluriilan acted to tho thinnest houses ? I ktwui (as 
ex-committed) that‘The School for Scandal’was the uxtrst 
stock-jnece upon record. I also know that Congreve gave 
up writing because Mrs. Contllvre’s balderdash drove his 
comedies off. So it is not decency, but stupidity, that does 
all this; for Sheridan is as deeenl a writer as need be, and 
Congreve no worse than Mrs. Ocntlivre, of whom Wilkes 
(the acto^ said, ‘not only her play would he damned, but 
she too.’ He alluded to ‘A Bold Stroke for a Wife.’ But 
last, and most to tho purpose, Pulci is not an indecent 
whiter—at least in his first Canto, as you will have per¬ 
ceived by this time. 

“ You talk of r^/lfument ;—are you all more moral ? are 
you so moral ? No sucji thing. / know what tho world 
is in England, by my own proper experience of the best 
^f it—at least of tho loftiest; and I have described it 
every whore as it is to bo fiiund in all places. 

“ But to return. I should like t^see the proofi of mine 
answer, because there will be sometliing to omit or to 
alter. But pray let it be carefully printed. When con¬ 
venient let me have an answer. “Yours.” 


where nobody can point more than a shilling or two y— 
other card-tobles, and as much talk and coffoo as you 
please. Every hotly does and says what Uiey please; 
and I do not recollect any disagreeable events, except 
being three times falsely accused of flirtation, and once 
being robbed of six sixpences by a noblenmn of the city, a 
Count * * ♦. I did not suspect tile illustrious dclin- 
jqiicnt; but Ulc Countess V * ♦ * and the Marquis L ♦ * -c 
told me of it directly, and also that, it was a way ho hail, 
of filching money when he saw it before him; lint I did 
not ax him for tlic cash, but contented myself with telling 
him that if he did it again, 1 should aiituipate the law. 

“ There is to be a theatre in April, and a fair, and an 
opera, ami another opera in .lime, biisides the lino weatlier 
of nature’s giving, aisl the rides in tlie Forest of Pine. 
Witli my best respects to Mrs. Hoppnor, believe nn, 
ever,&c. “BynoN. 

“P. S. Could yon give mo an item of what books re¬ 
main at Venice ? 1 do n't want them, but want to know 
whether the few tliat arc not here are there, and were not 
lost by tile way. 1 hope and trust yon have got all your 
wine safe, aisi that it is drinkable. Allegra is prettier, I 
’.liink, but as obstinate as a mule, ami as ravenous as a 
mltiire: health good, to judge of die complexion—lenqier 
olcrablo, hut for vanity and (lertinaeity. She liiinks hcr- 
ielf handsome and will do as she iileascs.” 


LETTER CCCCXXXII. 

TO MK. MtTIlKAy. 

“Ravenna, April 9,1820. 

“ In the name of all tho devils in the print ing-office, why 
o n’t you write to acknowledge the receipt of the second, 
ird, and fourth packets, vix. the Pulci translation and 
iriginal, the. Panticles, the Observations on, &c. ? You 
irgct that you keep mo in hot water till I know whetlicr 
ley are arrived, or if I must have titc bore of recopying. 
♦ ♦ * ♦ ♦ 

“ Have you gotten the cream of translations, Francesca 
' Rimini, from tho Infcnio ? Why, I have sent you a 
'arehouse of trash within tho last month, and you have 
o sort of feeling about you: a pastry-cook would have 
ad twice the gratitude, and tliankcd mo at least for the 
iiantity. 

“ To make, the letter heavier, I enclase yon the Cardi- 
lal Legate’s (our Campeims) circular for his craivcrsa- 
ionc this evening. It is tlie anniversary of the Pope’s 
ar»-tion, and all polite Christians, even of the Luflienui 
■ced, must go and be civil. And tliero will be a circle, 
'id a faro-lahle, (for shillings, tliat is, they do n’t allow 
igh play.) and all tlie licaiily, nobility, and sanctity of 
avennn present. Tho Cardimal himself is a very good- 
itiircd little fellow, bishop of Muda, and legato hero,—a 
jccnt believer in all the doctrines of the church. Ho 
is kept his hmisekeopcr tliese forty years * ♦ ♦ ♦ ; 
It is reckoned a pious man, and a moral liver. 

“ I am not quite sure that T won't be among you this 
jtumii, for I find that business do n’t go on—^wliat with 
uste.es and lawyers—as it should do, ‘ with all delibe- 
ite speed.’ They differ about investments in Ireland. 
Betwocn tho devil and deep tea, 

Belweeo lawyer aod iniatee, 


LETTER CCOCXXXI. 

TO MR. HOPPKER. 

“ Ravenna, March 31,1820. 

“Ravenna continues much the same as I described it. 
Conversazioni ffil Lent, and much better ones than any at 
Venice.. There are Bmall games at hazard, that is, faro. 


am puzzled; and so mucli time is lost by my not being 
jon the spot, what with answers, demurs, rejoinders, that 
may be I must come and look to it; for one says do, 
ami t’ other do n’t, so that I Imow not which way to turn: 
it perhaps they can manage without mo. 

“Tours, &c. 

“ P. S. I have begun a tragedy on the subject of 
no Paliero, tlie Dt^e of Venice; but you slia’n’t see it 
..esc six years, if you do n’t acknowledge my packets with 
nore quickness and precision. Aboaj/t write, tf but a 
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Sne, by ratam df poit, when ajw thing arrives, which ia to get h Mhorelbr me; but should like to |*”f*|***^ 
not a mere letter. of its safety in leaving Venjcc. 1 would n(*ioee it fcr itt 

“Address direct to Ravenna; it saves a week’s time, weight in gold—there is none sudi in Ila^, as I take it 


and miKih postage.” 


“I wrote to you a week or so ago, and h<^ you are in 
good plight and spirits. Sir Humphry Davy is hero, and 
was last night at the Cardinal’s. As I had boon thw 
last Sunday, and yesterday was warm, 1 did not gc^ whid) 

1 shoaU have done, if I had thou^t of meeting the man 
of chemistry. He called this morning, and I abeJI go in 
search of him at Corso time. 1 believe to-day, Iwing 
Monday, there ia no groat conversazione, and only the ^ 


LETTER CCCCXXXUL 

TO MB. uiriiK.ir. 

* Ravenna, April 16,1820. 

“Post after post arrives without bringing any acknow- _ _ 

edgment from you of the different packets (excepting the Suniiy one at the Marchese Cavalli’s, where I go'as a 
irst) which I have sent within the last two months, all of relaium sometimes, so that, unless he stays a day or twoj 
which ouglrt to be arrived long ere now; and as they .g should hardly meet in public. 

were announced in other tetters, you ought at least to say « The tlieatre is to open in May for the fiiir, if there ia 
whether they are come or not. You are not expected to not a row in all luly by that time,—the Spamsb business 
vmto frequent or long letters, as your time is much occu- laa get them all a constitutioning, and what will be the 
pied; but when parcels that have cost sorne pains in the ,nd no one knows—it is also nocessoty thereunto to have 
composition, and groat trouble in the copying, are sent to a beginning. “Yours, &c. 

you, I should at least bo put out of suspense, by the im- up. g. ftly benediction to Mrs. Hoppner. How is 
mediate acknowledgment, per return of post, addressed your little boy? AUegra is growing, and has increased 
rffreetfy to Rownrui. I am naturally—knowing what con- in good looks and obstinacy.” 
tinental poms are—anxious to hear that they arc arrived: 
especially as I loath the task of copying so much, that if 

there was a human being that could copy my blotted LETTER CCCCXXXV. 

MSS. ho should have all they can ever bring for his 

trouble. AH 1 desire is two lines, to say, such a day I TO MR. murrat. 

received such a packet. There arc at least six unac- _ « -i bo ioba 

knowledged. This is neitlier kind nor courteous. ^ , . Ravenna, Apnl 23, im 

“I h^e,besides, another reason for desiring youtobc The proofs dofft contain the ^ stanzas of Caitto 
speedy, which is, that there is that brewing in Italy I*®* “‘“va. 

which will speedily cut offall security of communication. yo« long that the new Cant** were not 

and set all your Anglo-travellcrs flying in every direction, fM, and I also tolrl yw o reason. Recollect, I do not 
with their usual foititudo in foreign tumults. The Spa- “‘>'‘8® 1“ P'*'’'’”'’ suppress them, if 

nish and French affairs have set the Italians in a ferment; - o“ 1*®> ^ ^ 

and no wonder: they have been too long trampled on, stanzjw about tlioso two impostors, 

This will make a sad scene for your exquisite traveller, ^ ”'‘PP°“ 'V'H.B've you great pleasure,) but I can 

but not for the resident, who naturally wishes a people to ^ nor replace; but I give 

redress itself. I shall, if permitted by the natives, remain .'ou leave to put it all into the fire,if you like,or not to 
to 886 what will come of it, and perhaps to take a turn ^ think tliat s sufncie^. . , 

with them, like Dogald Dalgetty and his horse, in case of . ‘“W you I wrote on with no good-wiil-that I 

toisiness; for I shall think it by far die most interesting ^ been, not fn^lened, but ^ by die outcry, Md,l^ 
spectacle and moment in existence, to see the Italians *atwl>en I «v«‘e November, 1 was ill m Wy, 
send the barbarians of all nations back to their own dens. ™ v®vy great distress of mind about some private 
I have lived long enough among them to feel more for *“8® “y '' ^ ”®5“ “ 

them as a nation than for any other people in existence, r®’ "“I h) make it lighter, out it in ^o-but I can’t piece 

But Uiey want union, and they want principle; and I “ “’S®*®’' ^ f ,» 

doubt their success. However, they will tiy, probably, spoon or spoil a horn,’-and diere’s m end; for thereb 
and ifthey do, it will be a good cause. No Italian can ”® ^ ^®''® y°" ®^®® ‘® ”“PP™w ^ 

hitean Austrian more than I do: unless it be the Eng- whol^ if you like it. 

Uah, the Austrians seem to me the moat obnoxious race “About the MorgmUe Maggwe^ I wont a Um 
under the sky. omitted. It may circulate, or it may not; but all the 

“But I doubt, if any diing be done, it won’t be so qoi- criticism on earth sha’nt toudi aline, unless it be because 
etly aa in Spain. To be sure, revolutions are not to be “ Iradlw translated. Now you say, and I say, and 
made with rose-water, whore there ore foreigners as 
masters. 

° Write white you can; for it is but the toss up of a 
paul that there will not be a row that will somewhat re¬ 
tard the mail by-and-by. 

“Youns&c.” 


LETTER OCCCXXXIV. 


TO MR. aOPFRXR. 


“ Ravenna, April 16,1820. 


others say, that the translation is a good one; and so it 
shall go to press as it is. Pulci must answer for his own 
irreligion; I answer for die translation only. 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ ■ 

“Fray let Mr. Hobhouse took to the IteHm next tinr-. 
in the pnofa: this tin.e, while 1 am scribbling to you, they 
are corrected by one who passes for the prettiest woman 
in Romagna, and even the Marches, as far as Ancema, 
be die other who she may. 

“1 am glad you like my luiswer to your inquiries about 
Italian society. It is fit you should like aameOung, and 
be d—d to you. 

“ My love to Scott. I shall dunk higher eff knighthood 


* 1 have caused write to Siri and Willhalm to send with ever after for his being dubbed. By-the-way, he is the 
Yineenza, in a boat, die camp-beds and swords left in first poet tided for his talent in Britain; it has happened 
Jieir care when I quitted Venice. There are also seve- abroad before now; but on the continent tides are univer- 
ral pounds of ttnifnia bat powder in a japan case; but sal and worthless. Why do n’t you send me Ivtnhoe and 
1 M djjU'y getting it a'zay from V. wifoout the Monastery? I have never written to Sir Walter, for 
, I vmMPHli tt ventured. I am get it in here, by 
dHus of an kequaintance in the customs, who has offered * or Don fuu. 
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1 knnv^he ha*) atliousaiid thiiigS) and I a thua'^aiul nothin, 
to do; blit 1 hope to soe him at AbiioUtford brforo vor 
«Jid I will sweat his claret for him, though Ualit 
abstemioasnoss has made my brain but a sliilpit concen 
fot a Scotch sitting ‘inter pocnla.’* I love Scott, an* 
Moore, and all the better bretlircn; but T iuite and ub)i< 
tliai j^dle of waton>worm8 whom you Iiavc taken inti 
yotir troop. 

“ Yours, &c. 

•P. S. You say that one^df is very good; yi^u arc 
wrong; for, if it were, it wwld be iJiii finest pmuii in exist¬ 
ence. PVhere is the pot^try of which oftf^haij ia good ? ii 
it the j3Sncid '/ is it MiUorCn? is it Ih'i/tlcn'H / is it any 
(»ic’s except pope's »ind Ctoldsmilh’s, of which all is goot) ? 
and vet these last two are die |K)ets your {)ond (KH'.ts 
would explode. But if one-Zw/f of tlic two now (lantos be 
good in your opinioo, what tlm devil would you have more ? 

* Ko—no; no poetry is generally good—only by fits and 
s»arts—and you arc lucky to gel a sparkle here andtlierc 
\V>u might as well want a midnight all stars as rln nic ui 
|M>rfect. 

“We af-c on the verge of a row here. I.asl night th<*y 
have ov erwritten all the city walls with ‘lt)> with tfie re¬ 
public!’ and ‘Deatli to the Pope!'&e. &,c. 'I’lns would 
be notliin? in Tiondon, where the walls arc privileged. But 
linv" it . a different, tiling: tlioy are not used to sni'l 
)u Iff jjwlitical inscriptions, and die police is all on tlic 
alert, and Ute Cardinal glares pale diroiigh all liLs purple. 

“April 24th, 1820, 8 o’chick, r. m. , 
PliC {lolice have been, all noon and after, .searHiing 
f‘>r th. in w rib(!rs, but have’! caught none ns yet. They 
iuii.' i fu/o been all night about it, for the ‘l.ivc. repuliiics 
to Popes and Priests,’ are innuini’rabli', atid 
j'H-'Urt'd over all the palaces: ours has plenty. 'I’hcrcis I 
•Down with the Nobility,’ too; they are down enough al- 
T'-.uly, for that mailer. A very heavy rain and wiuil hav- 
it.:' come on, I liid not. go out and ‘skirr the countrybut 
I shall mount to-morrow, and lake a cnuicr among the 
iMNu-aufrv, wlio are a savage, resolute rare, always riding 
Willi guns in their hands. I wonder they do n’t suspect 
die ‘-.f'renadt'rs, for they play on the guitar here all night, 
as m Spain, lo their mLstrcsse'i. j 

“’ralkiiig of politics, as Oak'b Ciuotem savs, pray look 
at die roiu'lnsim of my Ode on IVtUirlm^ wrilti'n m tlie yvnr 
l8l,X and, comparing it with the Duke d« Beriis c.iiia- 
slrophe in 1820, txdl me if I have not as gofal a right to the 
chiu ueler of ‘ VaU’S,' in both senses of tlio word, as I'klz- 
gf'iald Olid Colerhlgc? 

* Crim»ou team will fallow yel—’ 

and have not they ? 

• I can’t prtitctid to foresee what will happen among yon 
Englishera at this distance, but 1 vaticinate a row in Italy; 
in whilli case, I do n’t, know that I won’t have a finger in it. 

1 dislike the Austrians, and think the Italians InfamouKly 
opt>res.-^od; ami if thby bogiii, why, T will reconunend ‘the 
cre<‘tu>n eff a sconce up<m Drumsnab,’ like Dugald Dal- 
getiv.” 

LETTER CCCCS3KXV1. 

TO ME. MCrnKAY. 

“Ravenna, May 8,1820, 

^ Prom your not having written again, aii uilention which 
your letter of the 7th ultimo indicated, T have to presume 
tliiitihc ‘Prophecy of Dante’ has not lM*en found more 
wortliy than ite {tredecessors in the eyes of your illustrious 
synod. In that case, you will be ui some perjiloxity; to 
«mI which, I repeat to you, that you arc not to consider 
yourself as hound or pledged to puhiUh any thing because 
H IS *n>*e, but aways to act acccading to your own views, 
or opinions, or th^e of your friends; and to be sure that. 

* tSve nep{io, Slaasa 76. 
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ymi will in no degree offend me by ‘ dijcliniiig the article,’ 
to use a tecluiical jilirase. U’lic petae ol>servatiQns on 
John Wilsons attack,* 1 donut inlemi for publication at 
this time; aial 1 bend a copy of verses to Mr. Kuiiiuird, 
(lliey were written last, year on cnissing the Pi>,) f which 
must not be published eitlier. I moiitioii Ibis, because it 
is probable he may give you a copy. Pray recollect tliis^ 
a.s tlicv are mere verses of society, and written uptai pri¬ 
vate feelings and ]jas.sii»iis. And, nioretivej-, I can’t con- 
..•nl to any niutilations or omissions of Paid: tlic original 
has been ever free from such in Iluly, tim capital of Ohris- 
iunity, and llie translation may bo so in hngltind; though 
l^ou will think it strange Uial tlivy slioiild luive allowed 
ich /reed(»/w lor many cenliinos to the iVlorgiUite, wliilc 
he oilier day tlicy confiscated tlu* whole inui.>luti»ajof the 
*\)urth Canto of (niilde Harold, and have pi^rsecuted 
.coni, die translator—si> he \Nriles im^, and so I i.ould 
lavc told him, bad he ca>nsuiled me before its publication. 
Phis shows how much more politics inti rest nieii in these 
larts than religion. Half u dozen invi'clives against ly- 
anriy confiscuti* Chiklc Harold in a mouth; and eiglit- 
!nd-lwc*i)ty cant«>s of (jui/.ziog monks and knights, and 
hurch goviTument, arc let lovise fi>j eeiilurie.s. I copy 
jconi's account. 

“ ‘Non igimivra forso ch<‘ lu inia versioiie del 4*’ (.^'imto 
el (Uiiidi^ Harold fit cmifiscala in ogui parte.: ed io sfesso 
no dovuto sotirir vessazioin idiretiuuto ridic^de (pianto iUi- 
>era!i, ad arte die alciini versi fo-ssero eschisi dullaccn- 
ura. Ma siccomc il duieto non fa d'ls'dinurlo cho ao 
crescere la cunosilh »-osi (|U(*l carme .snirilalia^riccrcato 
piu die niui, e p<‘iis(> di fiirio nstanipure in litgliiUcrra 
•n/.a nulla eselud<*ro. Sciawurata <'uiKli/jcujc di rpiesta 
lapairia! se patria si pun chiainare itna terra cosl av- 
viliia dalla ftirtuiia, dagli uotumi, <)a s<i medcsima.’ 

Lv«>};e will translate tills to you. Has ho had Ids letter? 
enclosed it to you niontliR ag<». 

“Tills inti-.ndeil jiieceof publn'alioTi i .shall dlssaudelilm 
orn, or he may charicc to see tiie insdie of »St. Angelos, 
.’he last sentence of ills letter is the common iuid patlieiic 
•nliineut of all Ins countrymen. 

“ Sir 1 lumpliry Davy was here last lortidghi, and 1 wa.s 
bis ('onjjHiny in tin* house of u vi*ry pnMfy j talian lady of 
•■aiik, will), l)V wav of ilwphniiig iier Iciiriiing iii piescnco 
at elM-niist, ih'‘n ileserilnng liis fourtccnlh a.'iccn- 
iiii ol'.Moiait V*'suviu.'-, asked ‘if there was not a similar 
oleano in Jrdniul/' i\ly o:ily notion of an Irrsli volcano 
msisfi'd of tlie lain* of Killainey, wldi-li I naturally con- 
f“iv(Hi hc*r to mean; hut on second ihouglits 1 dlviin.*d that 
le alluded to /cclaiid andtoHeda—and so it proved,though 
he saslainoil her volcanic topography for wwiie linio with 
II tlic amiabk) pitrfiuacity of‘the foniinie.’ She sfK«i 
Lfter tuni<*d Ui iii(‘, and a.sko<l me various questions about 
•ir Huinj)hry’’s piiilosnphy, and I cxphiined as well as an 
■racle his skill in ga.sen safety lamjis, and ungluing the 
’onipeian MSS. ‘ But what do you call him ?’ said she. 

A groat dicinlst,’ (juolh 1. ‘ What can he do?’ repeated 
lady. ‘ Almost any thing,’ said I. ‘ Oh, then, nuo 
aro, do pray beg him to give me iM>mel})irig to dye my 
yebrows black. I have tried a thousand things, and tho 
olours all come off; and l)esidcs, tlicy do n’t grow; can’t 
le invent sonielliing to make them grow?’ All tliis with 
le greatest earnc.stucss; suid wliat you will be surjiriscd 
she Is neitlicr ignorant nor a f<K)l, but really woU txhi- 
:atod and clever. But they speak like children, w htm first 
nt of their convents; and, after all, lliis is better Uiaii an 
.nglish blue-stocking. 

“ I did not tell Sir Humphry t)f this last piece f>f philoso- 
ihy, not knowing how he might take it. Davy was much 
.dten with Ravermo, aiwl the puimiti vb luUianmn of tho 
ople, who are unused to foreigners: but he only stayed a 
ay. 

“Send mo Scott’s njveLs and some news. 

• See lf*tt(Pr lo Ihe eilitor of UUckwiHMl'e Mii{;ii«ue, jwge 288. 

t See Popiiw^p, •l-'W. 
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tS, Ihure begun and advanced into tbo second act of i 
a tragedy on the subject of the Doge’s conspiracy, (i. o. the 
aloiy of Marino Faliero;) but my present feeling is ») 
little encouraging on such mattei^ dial 1 begin to think 1 
have mined my talent out, and proceed in no great phan* 
Uisy of hndmg a new vein. 

“P, S. 1 sometimes tliiuh (if the Italians do n’t rise) 
(d* coming over to England in the autumn after the coroiia> 
tirni, (at whidi 1 would not a|>}>ear on account of my family 
■cliism,) but as yet 1 can decide nothing. The place 
must be a great deal changed unce 1 left h, now more 
than four years ago ” 


“P. S. I have looked over the press, but heaven knows 
how. Think what 1 have on hand, and the post goii^ 
out to-Diorrow. Do you remember the epitaph on VoU 
laire'/ 

* Cl-git I’eafanl gltti,* fte. 

* Here liu the epoii'd child 
or the worM wliich ite 

The original is in Grimm and Diderot, &e. &c. &c. 
LETTER CCCCXXXIX, 


LETTER CCCCXXXVIL 

TO MR. MURKAT. 

“Ravenna, May 20,1820. 

“Murray, roy dear, make my respects to Thwnas 
Campbell,* and tell h^ from me, with faith and friend- 
ship, three tilings that he must right in liis poets; Firstly, 
he says Anstey's Bath Guide characters are taken from 
Smollett. ’T is impossible i^tlie Guide was publisshed 
in 1766, and Humphrey Clinker in 1771—dum^, *t is 
Smdlett who has taken from Aastey. Secondly, he does 
not know to whom Cowper idludos when he says that 
there was one wiio ^buiit a church to God, ami then bias- 
{ilieimHi liis name:’ it was ‘Deo erexit VoUtare^* to wlioin 
tiiat luiuiiac'-al Calvinist and coddled poet alludes. Tliird- 
ly, he niiscpiotes and spoils a passage from Shakspeare, 
' to gild rchnod gold, to paint the lily,’ &c.; for Ub^ he puts 
roK, and bedevils in more words than one the whole quo¬ 
tation. 

Now, Tom is a fine follow; but he should be correct: 
(<>r llie tirst is an i/i/u«hre, (to Anstey,) tlie second an 
IffruirmK'Ky iin<i the. tliird a blunder. Tell him ail Uiis, and 
let iuiii take it in good part; for 1 mi^it have rammed it 
into a review and rowed him—-instead of which, i act like 
a Christian. “Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCXXXVUL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

Ravenna, May 20,18^. 

“First and foremost, you roust forward my letter to 
Mmrt dated 2^1 January^ w'liich 1 said you might 0 ]>en, 
but desired you to forvxtrd. Now, you should really not 
forget tliese little things, because dicy do mischief among 
friends. You arc an excellent man, a great man, and live 
among great men,butdo pray recollect your alMtenlfriends 
and a^ors. 

“ In the first place, your packets; then a letter frtvn 
Kinnoird, cm the most urgent business; anc^her from 
Moore, about a coramunication to Lady Byron of import¬ 
ance ; a fourth fnsn the mother of Allegra; and fifthly, at 
Ravenna, the Cmitossa G. is on tim eve of being divorced. 
—But the Italian public are on our side, parbcularly the 
women,—and the men also, because they say that he had 
no business to take the business up now a^er a year of 
toleraticm. All her relations (who are numerous, lugh' 
m rank, and pow’jrful) are furious agmnat him for his 
conduct. I am Mmrned to be on my guard, as he is very ca¬ 
pable of employing facarii —this is Latin as well as Italian, 
so you nanunderstandit;but I have arms, and do n’t mind 
them, thinking that I cotdd pepper his ragamuffins, if they 
do n’t come unawares, and that if ffiey do, one may as well 
end that way as anchor; and it would Imsides serve you 
as an advertisement. 

* Maa TMf i urniir rojw orfun, ac. 

Sa( ba wbu tahe* woman, woman, woman,* Ac. 

“Youni” 


* Baa Don Juan, Canto V. Nota 9. 


TO MR. MOORE. 

"Ratenna, May t4, 1820. 

-1 wrote to you a few days a^. There is also a letter 
of January last for you at Murray’s which will explain to 
you why I am licre. Murray ought to have forwarded 
it long ago. I enclose you an epistle from a country¬ 
woman of yours at Paris, which has moved my entrails. 
You will have the goodness, perhaps, to inquire into the 
truth of her story, and 1 will help her as far as 1 can,— 
though not in the useless way she proposes. Her letter 
is evidently unstudied, and so natural, that the orthography 
b also in a state of nature. 

“ Here is a poor creature, ill and solitary, who thinks, 
as a last resource, of translating yon or me into Frenrdi! 
Was there ever such a notion ? It seems to me the con¬ 
summation of dcs|>air. Pray intjuire, and let me know, 
and, if you could draw a bill on me here for a few hundred 
francs, at your banker’s, 1 will duly honour it,—tliat is, if 
she is not an impostor. If not, let me know, that I mav get 
something remitted by my banker Longhi, of Bologna, for 
I have no correspondence, myself at Paris; but tell her 
she must not translate;—if she does, it will be the beiglR 
of ingratitude. 

I had a letter (not of the same kind, but in French and 
flattery) from a Madame Sophie Gail, of Paris, whom I 
take to be the spouse of a Gallo-Greek of that name. 
Who is she ? and what is she ? and liow came she to take 
an interest in my poeahk or its author ? If you know her, 
tell her, with my compliments, that, as I only read French, 
1 have not answered her letter; but would have done so in 
Italian, if I had not thought it would look like an affecta¬ 
tion. I have just been scolding my monkey for tearing the 
seal of her letter, and spoiling a mock book, in which 1 put 
rose leaves. I had a civet-cat tlio otlier day, too; but it 
ran away after scratching my monkey’s cheek, and I am 
in search of it still. It was the fiercest beast 1 ever saw, 
and like ♦ ♦ in the face and manner. 

“I have a world of things to say; but as they are not 
come to a dkmmement, I do n’t care to begin their history 
till it is wound up. After you went I had a fever, but got 
well again without bark. Sir Humphry Davy was here 
the other day, and liked Ravenna very mucli. He will tell 
you any thing you may wish to know about the place and 
your humble servitor. 

“Your apprehensions (arising from Scott’s) werenn- 
fismded. There are no damaga in this country, but theAj 
will probably be a separaiion between them, as her &mily, 
which is a principal one, by its coimexions, are very mudi 
against him, for the whole of his conduct;—and he is old 
and obstinate, and she is young and a woman, determined 
to sacrifice every thing to her rtfections. I have given her 
the best advice, vix. to stay with him,—pointing out the 
state of a separated woman, (for the priests won’t let lovers 
live ^nly together, unless the husband sanctiona it,) and 
making the most exquisite moral reflectionB,—but to no 
purpose. She says,‘I will stay with him, if he will let you 
remain with me. It is hard that I should be the only wo¬ 
man in Romagna who is not to have her Amioo; but, if 
I not, 1 will not live with him; mul as fbr the consequences; 
. love, tc. &C. &c. —you know how femkies reason on such 
I occasions. 
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* He a^ys He has let it go on, till be can do so no longer. 
But he wants her to stay, and dismiss me; fur he does n* 
like to pay back her dowry and to make an alimony. He 
relatioiw are rather for Uw separation, as they detest him 
—indeed, so docs every body. I’lw! populace and the 
women are, as usual, fortliose who are in ihe wrong, 
viz. tli^ lady and her lover. I should have rctr(;ated, bu 
honour, and an erysipelas which has attacked her, preven; 
mo,—to say nothing of love, for I love her most entirely 
fiiough not enough to persuade her to sacrifice every thin^ 
to a pltfensy. * I see how it will end \ she wilt be the six* 
teentli Mrs. Shuffleton.’ 

My pa[>cr is finished, and .so must Uiis letter. 

“ Yours over, “ B. 

® P. S. I regret that you have not completed the Italian 
Fudges. Pray, how come you to be still in Paris 'I 
Murray has four or five tilings of mine in hand—the new 
Don Juan, which his back*shop synod do n’t admire 
translation ofthc first Canto ofPulci’s Murgante Maggiore 
e.\^eUenta short ditto frmn Dante, not so niudi approv¬ 
ed 4 —the Prophecy td* Dante, very grand and ivorlhy, &.c. 
&c. &c,a furious pr<^e answer to Blackwood’s Obs(?r- 
vations on Don Juan, with a savage Defence of Pope 
iilicly to make a row. The opinions aliove 1 quote from 
Murrav and his IJtican senateyou will form yourowi 
yln*n yc u .see the things. 

‘ ^"ou will have no great chance of seeing me, for I 
begin to think 1 must finish in Italy. But, if you come my 
way, you shall liave a tureen of macaroni. Pray tell me 
yourself and your intents. 

“ M\' trustees are going to lend Earl Blessington sixty 
liiuti .ID t povmds (at six per cent.) on a Dublin mortgage, 
think of my becoming an Irisli absentee!” 


LETTER CCCCXL. 

Itl MR. HOFeirSR. 

“Ravenna, May 25,1830. 
German named Uup|>socht has sent me, heaven 
kn.)ws why, several Deutsche Gazettes, of all wliicli T 
utxh;) .stand neither word nor letter. 1 have sent you thi 
enclosed to beg ytni to trarmlate to me some remarks, 
whn-li appear to bo Gnethe^s upon Miuifred—an<l if I may 
judffe by Iwo notes of admiration (genesrally put after some- 
tlitriir ridiculous by us), and the word * hypocowirisrhi are 
any thing but favouralde. 1 shall regret this, ilir 1 should 
have tH>e.ii proud of Go6the’8 good won!; but I slia’n’r. alter 
iny opinion of him, even though he should be savage. 

“ VVill you excuse tliia trouble, and do me Uiis favour? 
Never mind—sofien nothing—I am literary proof- 
ring had good and evil said in most modern languages. 

“Believe me, &c.” 

LETTER CCCCXLI. 

TO MR. MOORS. 

“Ravenna, June 1820. 

“I have received a Parisian lettft" from W. W, whicli 
I prefer answering through you, if that worthy be still at 
Paris, ami, as he says, an occasionat ’risiter cd* youra. In 
November last he wrote to me a well-meaning letter, 
stating, fw some reasons of his own, his belief that a re- 
miioii might be effected between Lady B. and myself. 
To tills I answered as usual; and he sent me a second 
letter, repeating his notions, which letter I have never an- 
^croti, havii^ had a thousand other things to think of. 
He now wtes as if he believed that Iw had offended me, 
by touching on the topic; and I wish you to assure him 
that { am mit at all so^—but, on the contrary, obliged by 
At the same time acquaint him the 
** ybtt know tkuu as well as I,—and 

there let it end. 


“ I believe that I showed you his e^Hstle in autumn 
He asks me if I have ht^d <d‘ ‘ laureate’ at Paris,*— 

somebody who has written ‘a most sanguinary Epf re* 
against me; but whether in French, or Dutch, or on what 
score, I know not, and he don’t say,—except that (for my 
satisfaction) he says it is the best tiling in Uie fellowi 
volume. If there is any thing of the kind that I ought to 
know, you will doubtless tell me. 1 suppose it to be aome- 
Uiing «f the usual sort;—he says, he do n*t remember the 
audior’s name. 

“I wrote to you some ten days ago, and expect an an¬ 
swer at your leisure. 

“The soparatitm business still continues, and all the 
world ore implicated, including priests and r4irdi»ial.s. I’he 
public opinion is furious against him, becausi^ he ought to 
have cut tho matter short at Jirsty and not waned tw'elve 
months to begin. He has been trying at cvidiim'e, but can 
get none ^icimt; for what would make fifty div<#rces in 
Englimd wmi’t do here—tliero must be the mont dedukd 
proofs. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ It is the first cau.se of llm kind attinnpted in Ravenna 
lor tliose two hundred years; f »r, though llnjy often sepa¬ 
rate, they assign a different inouve. You know tliat tlic 
conlincnid incontinent are more delicate tlian tlie Eng¬ 
lish, and do n’t like procluiining their coroimtem in a court, 
evon when nobody doubts it. 

“All her relations are furious against him. The fatlier 
has challenged htiii—a siip'Trtuous valour, for ho do n’t 
fight, though suspected of tv.o assassinations—one ot' the 
famous Monzoni of Forli. Warning was given me not to 
take such long rides ui the Pino forest without being on 
my guard; so I take my stiletto and a pair of pistols in my 
pocket during my daily rides. 

“I won’t stir from this place till the matter is sotUod ono 
wav or the other. She is as femininely firm as possihlo; 
and the opinion is so much against him, tliat iho odimites 
decline U> undertake his cause, bc<tauHc Uiey say that he 
18 either a Ibd or a rogue—fixil, if he did not discover the 
liaison till now; and rogue, if ht^ did know it, and waited, 
for some bad end, to divulge it. In short, th<Te has been 
notliing like it since the days of Guido di Polenta’s family, 
in llicse parts. 

“If the man has me taken off, like Polonius, ‘say he 
.iiade a g(K)d end’—^or a melodrame. I'he principal se- 
luirity is, that he ha.s not tJu; courage to B|K*nd twenty 
the average [irice of a elean-handed bravo—other¬ 
wise tliero is no want of opportunity, fir 1 rkle about tho 
woods every evening, with one servant, and somelimes nn 

iqiiaintance, who latterly looks a little queer ui solitary 
bits ofbushes. 

“Gocnl-by.—Write to yours ever, &c.* 


LETTER CCCCXLIL 

TO MR. Mtm&AT. 

“Ravenna, June 7,1820. 

“Enclosed is something which will interest you, to 
wit, the opinion of ihn greatest man of Germany—por- 
hafHS cffEurope—^pon one of ilie great men of your adver¬ 
tisements (all * famous hands,’ as Jacob T(m.sonu8ed to 
;ay of his ragamuffins)—in short, a critique of Qoithe» 
ipon Manfrod. There is tlie original, an English trans- 
atioii,and an Italian one; keep them all in your arcliivob, 
or the opinions of such a man as Goethe, whetlior favour 
iblo or not, arc always interesting—and this is more so, as 
favourable. His FawA I never read, for I do n’t know 
jrerman; but Matthew Monk Lewis, in 1818, at Oc^igny, 
ranslated jmwt it to mo woe, and I was natunUly 
Tiu<di struck wiUi it ; but it was the Stoinhatth and the 
lungfrxiuy and smnetlilHg else, mudi more than Faustus, 

* M. LtmurtiM. 
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LF. TTER8, 1830. 


that maJe me write Moiifred. 1 '}m» fimt scciks however, 
atid that of f'austusi are very sintiiar Acknowi(Ml^e fhe^ 
Idler. “Yours over. 

® P. S. I have received Ivanhoc ^oori. Pray s<*nd me 
Bomo looth-jiowder and liiicture of iiiyiTli,by fVaiUySLc. 
Ricciardelto should have been trufuilalcii UteraUyy or not al 
all. As to putting ly/wUlccrafi, it wofit do. 1 ’ll tell you 
why some day or other. Cormvairs a jKHjt,but spoiled by 
the dtitestable schools of the day. Mrs. Homans is a 
poet aiso, but too stiltified and apo8tra[>liio,—and quite 
wrong. Men died calmly before die Christian era, and 
sutce, without Christianity: witnos.s the Romans, and, 
lately, Thistlewooil, Sandt, and Lovcl —meti w/io ovglU fo 
have hem waglied domt with t/ioir mraos, even had they l>e* 
lieved. A deatli-bed is u rnaltor of nerves and conslilu* 
tion, and not of religimi. Voltaire was frightened, Fredo 
rick of Prussia not: Christians tlic same, according to their 
strcngtli rather than tfjeir creed. What dtws II * * H * 
meanhy his stanza? which is octave got driuik or gone 
mad. lie ought to liave his ears boxed witli 'I'hur’s ham¬ 
mer for rhyming so fanlasUcally.’’ 

LETTER CCCCXLIU. 1 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, June 9,1820, 

“ Galignani has just sent nic tJie Paris edition of your 
works, (whwdi 1 wrote to order,) arul I am glad to see my 
old friends witl\ a French laetj. 1 liavc been skimming and 
dipping, ill and ovi r Uiem, like a swallow, and as plcase-d as 
one. It is tlie iirst lime that 1 had seen tlic MelcKlies without 
music; and, 1 do n’t know how, hut 1 can’t read in a 
niusic-hwk—the crotchets couiiomd Uie woitls in niy 
head, tliou^i 1 recollect tlicm perf’Ctly w-lien itung. Music- 
assists my memory Uirough the ear, not tiirough the eye; 
1 mean, tliat her quavers pi^rplex me upon paper, but tliey 
ore alielp when heard. Aiitl thus 7 was glad to see the 
words williout their borrowed robes;—to my mind tliey 
look none (ho worse for llieir nudity. 

“ The biographer has made a bfitch of your life—rail¬ 
ing your fallier ‘a vencredfk old gontlomaii,’and prattling 
of‘Addison,’ and ‘dowager countesses.’ If tliat damnc'd 
fellow was to vrritc my life, I would certainly take his. 
Aiul t}ien,at tlie Dublin dinner,you have ‘made a speech,’ 
(do you recollect, at Douglas 1v.’k, ‘ Sir, he made mo a 
speech?') too conipliincntary to tlie‘living fioeLs,’ and 
somewhat, retlolcnt of universal praise. I am but too 
well off in it, but * ♦ * * 

* jK # % 

“You have not, sent me any poetical or personal news 
of yourself. Why do n’l you complete an Italian Tour of 
tlie Fudges ? I liave just been turning over Little, which 
1 knew by heart in IBOS, being then in my llfteeiith sum¬ 
mer. Hoigh<i! I lM?liove all the niiscUiof £ have ever 
done, or sung, lias been owing to lliat confounded book 
of yours. 

“In my last 1 told you of a cargo of ‘Pooshie,’ which 1 
had sent to M. at his own impatient desireand, now 
he has got il, he do n’t like it, and demurs. Perhajis he is 
right. 1 have no great opinion of any of my lost ship¬ 
ment, except a (raIl^'liLlion from Pulci, which is word for 
word, and verse for verse. 

“ I am in tlic Third Act of a Tragedy; but whctlier it 
w ill be tinished or not, I know not: 1 have, at tills pre¬ 
sent, too many passions of my own on hand to do justice 
to thiKie of Llic dead. Besides the vexatiom mentioned 
in my last, I have incurred a quarrel with the Pope’s 
carabiiiiors, or gens-d’arraerie, who have petitioned the 
Cardinal against my liveries, as resemblmg too nearly 
their own lousy uniform. They particularly object to 
theepauletU^ wbk^ all the worlU with us have upmi 
gala days. My liveries are of the colours coiifumiing to my 
arms, and have been the family hue since Uie year 1066. 


“1 have sent a iraiichaiit reply, as you may suplK*c; 
and have given to understand Uial, if any solUados of tliat 
respectable corjis insult iny servants, I will do likewise 
by their gallant commanders; and I have directed my 
rajiamufllns, six in number, who arc tolerably savage, to 
defenil them.selveK, in ease of aggression; and, on holy- 
days and gauily days, I shall arm the whole set, including 
myseff, in case of accidiuits or treachery. I used to play 
pretty well at the broadsword, once ujKin a time, at 
Angelo’s; but I should like tlie pistol, our national huo- 
caiieer weapon, better, though I am out of practice at 
present. Howe'ver, I cmi ‘wink ami hold out mine iron.* 
It makes me tliiiik (the whole Uiing does) of Romeo tuid 
Juliet—‘now, Gregory, rememhtjr thy sniashing blow.’ 

“All those feuds, however, with tlie Cavalier for his 
wife, and tlie troopers for my liveries, are very tiresome 
to a quiet man, who does his best to please all the world, 
and longs for fellow'sliij) and good-will. Pray write. 

“ I am yours, ^c.” 

LETTER CCCCXL1V. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, July 13.1820. 

“ To remove or increase your Irish aiULi<!ty about my 
Ix'ing ‘ in a whisp,’* 1 answer your letter forlhwilJi; pre- 
mi.sing that, as I am a ‘ JVill of the wisp,’ 1 may chance to 
flit out of it. But, first, a word on the MemoirT have 
no objection, nay, I would rather that one correct copy 
was taken and de]H).sited in hmiouralile. hands, in ease of 
accidents ha])pen«ig to the original; for you know that 1 
have nun(‘,und have never even re-read, nor, indeed, read 
at all what is tliere written; T only know that I wrote 
it with the fullest iuteiitkm tn he‘failhfid and true’in my 
narrativt', hut 7ioi impartial—no, liy the Lord I I can't pre¬ 
tend to 1)0 that, while 1 fe< l. But I wish to give evoi-y 
ImxIv ct>n(a‘rn<‘d the opportunity to contrudief or correct me. 

“1 Jiavo no objciiion to juiy proper person seiung what 
is tlicrc written,—seeing it was written, like every tiling 
else, for the purjKise of being read, however much many 
writings may fail in arriving at that object. 

“With regard to ‘the vvhisp,’lhc Pope has pronounced 
Ihdr separation. The decree came yesterday from Baby¬ 
lon,—it was she and fur frienfls who demamled it, on the 
grounds of her husband’s (the noble Count Cavalier’s) 
extraordinary usage. Ne op|>05ed it with ail his might, 
because of tlie alimony, which has lK*en assigned, with all 
her goods, chattels, carriage, &c. to be restored by him. 
In Italy they can’t divorce. He insisted on her giving 
me up, and he would forgive every tiling,—even the adul¬ 
tery which he swears that he can prove by ‘ famous wit¬ 
nesses.’ But, in tliis country, the very courts hold such 
proofs in abliorreiice, the Italians being as much more 
delicate in public than die English, as tliey arc more 
passionate in jirivate. 

“ The friends and relatives, who are numerous and 
powerful, reply to him—' You yourself arc either fool or 
knave,—fool, if you did not see tlie c-onsequenijes of thf 
afjproximalioii of Uiase two young persons,—knave, if 
you connive at it. Take your choice,—hut do n’t break 
out (after twelve months of the closest intimacy, under 
your own eyes and positive, sanction) with a scandal, 
which can <Mily make you ridiculous and her unhappy.’ 

“ He swore tliat he thought our intercourse was purely 
amicable, and that / was more partial to him than to her, 
till melancholy testimony proved tlie contrary. To this 
(hey answer, ^ai ‘Will orthis wisp’was not an unknown 
person, and that ‘ clamosa Fama’ had not proclaimed the 
purity of my morals;—that her brother, a year ago, wrote 
from Rome to warn him, tliat his wife would infallibty 
he led astray by lliis ignis fatuus, unless he took pr<^[>^ 
measures, all of which he neglect^ to ^ke, &c. &c. 

* All trisli iiliraK fur leiug in & scra{)«. 
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“Now, he says, that he encouragod my return 
Ravenna, to see ‘ in qucmix piedi di aajua aamo,’ and 
has found enough to drown him in. In short, 

* Ce ne I'ut {xis le toul; Ha turame bc plai^iut— 

Proc6—La purvntds ne Joint eii excuse ct (lit 
due dll Dortew veiioii lout ]c mauvuis m6>uise; 
cat homine6toit fou, que sa fumma litoit Buge, 

« On fit caHBer le mariajp:.’ 

It is but to let the women alone, in the way of conflict 
for they are suns to win against tht^ held. Site return 
to her faUier’s house, and I can only see lier under great 
restrictions—^uch is the custom of tlie country. Th 
relations bcliaved very well;—I oflerod any settle¬ 
ment, but tliey refused to accept it, and swear she itlia' n't 
>ive with G. (as he has tried to prove her fuitlilcss,) but 
Utat h shall mamtoin her; and, in fact, a judgment to 
this effect came yesterday. 1 am, of course, in an awk- 
warii situation enough. 

“ I nave heard no more of the carabiniers who protested 
igamst my liveries. They are not popular, those same 
.,'drtiers, and, in a small row, tlie oUier night, one was 
slain, anoUior wounded, and divers put to flight, by some 
of llio Romagnuole youth, who are tlextcrous, and some¬ 
what libera! of the Imifu. The perjMilratorg are not 
discover! >1, but I liopc and believe that none of my raga- 
miitfin-; w re in it, though tliey are somewhat savag 
n'li ereily armed, like mostofUie inhabitants. It is 

tih ir way, imd saves sometimes a good deal of litigation. 

'J’here is a revolution at Najiles. If so, it will pro- 
lulily leave a card at Ravenna in its way to Lombardy. 

^«*Mr publishers seem to have usttd you like mine. 
Murray !ias shuffled, and almost insinuated that iny last 
pro,! •( lif.iR axo.dulL Dull, sir’.—(.Uwme, dull I I l)eli<‘.ve 
’e e.oit. He begs for the completion of my tragedy 
V, ’Vi.iruui ti’aliero, norn' ofwhii'h is yetgonc to KngUind. 
'T'i. hfth act is nirarly completed, hut it is dreadfully long 
— Id sheets of long paper, 4 pagc.s each—aliout 150 vvlien 
putued; hut‘so (ulL of pastime and prodigaliiyMliat 1 
;hink it will do. 

“ Pra} send and publisli your Poem upon me; and 
do n’t lie afraid of praising me loo highly. 1 shall pocket 
my hlosJies. 


) followexl. Dr. Moore’s account is in some respecte false, 
! Md m all fcM>lisl, and flippant. JVmic of the chronicles 
(and I have consulted Saniito, Snndi, Navagero, and an 
aiionymous Siege of Zara, besides tlui histories of Lau- 
gier, Daru, Slsmondi, &c.) state, or even hint, that he 
iM'gged Ills life ; tliey merely say that he did not deny 
tlie conspiracy. He was one of their great men,—coni- 
mandor at the siege of Zara,—heat 80,000 Hungarians, 
killing 8000, and at the same time kept tin* town he was 
Imsieging in order,—took CJaiKi d’Istna,—was ambassa¬ 
dor at Genoa, Rome, and finally Doge, where he foil foi 
treason, in attempting to alter the government, by what 
Sanuto calls a judgment on him for, many years liefore, 
(when Podesta and Captain of Treviso,) having kiwK'ked 
down a bishop, who was sluggish in carrying tln^ host al 
a procession. He ‘saddles him,’ as 'Tlnvai^kum did 
S(juar<;, ‘ with a judgmentbut he docs not mention 
whether he had beoii punWird at tlie lime fitr what 
would appear very stranire, even now, and iimsl have In-en 
still more so in an age of papal power and glory. Sa¬ 
nuto says, that Heaven away his 8en.«!es for this 
biiffot, and induced him to conspire. ‘Fer6 fu permesso 
che il J^^aliero perdette 1’ intellotto,’ See. 

“ 1 do not luiow wiiat your parlour-boarders will think 
:>f tile Drama I have founded upon this extraordinary 
^vent. The only similar one in history is the stoiy of Agis, 
King of Sparta, a prince, uM tlie comnam.s against tlio 
aristocracy, and losing his life therefor. But it shall bo 
st*nl when copied. 

“I should h*‘ glad to know why your Q.nartering' Re¬ 
viewers, at the close of ‘ the Fall of Jerusalem,’ accuse me 
of ]\Tani<iheism? a e.oinpUment lo winch the, sweetener of 
‘ one of the mightiest spirits’ by no means reetmeiles me. 
The }’cK:m they review is very noble ; but could they not 
do justice to the writer W'itbout converting him into my 
religious antiilote? I am not a Manieliean, nor an Ari^ 
eheaii. I sliould like to know what harm iny ‘ poeslites’ 
have done ? T can’t tell what peojile mean by tnokiug me 
a hohgohliii.” 


‘‘ ‘ N^oi actionable!’—Chan/rctfen/er.'^—by * * Uiat’s 
‘ a speech,’ and I won’t jiut up with it. A pretty title 
to giv(' a man for doubting if there be any such plaiic! 

“►So my Gail is gone—and Miss Mahony won’t take 
money. 1 lyn very glad of it—I like lo he generous free 
of i xjjense. But beg her not to translate me. 

“ tfliipmy telUSalignani tliut 1 shall send him a screed 
of doctrine if he don’t be more punctual. Somebody 
re^idivly ddaim iioo^ and sometimes ./ia/r, of liis ni(.'sj*eii- 
gers by tlio way. Do, pray, entreat him to be more 
pK'c.ise. News are worUi money in this remote kingdom 
of Lh«! Ostrogoths. 

“Pray, reply. I should like much to share some of| 
‘ur L'hampagne and La P'itte, but I am tcni Italian for 
Palis in general. Make Murray send my letter to you 
—it is lull of ijiigrams. Yours, fitc.” 

• 

LETTER CCCCXLV. j 

TO MB. MURRAY. 


T.ETTER CCCCXI.VI. 

TO MB. MimnAV. 

“Knvoiina, August 31,1820. 

“I have 'put tny smtT into the tragetly, (as you i/if;) 
hut you know tlial tlicre are d—d souls as w'ell as trage¬ 
dies, Reeellect that it is not apolitical play, fliough it 
riiny look like il : it is slriiuly historical. Reatl the history 
aiui judge. 

“ Ada’s picturo is her mollier’s. I am glad of it—tho 
mother inadi* a good daughter. Serai me Gifibrd’s opi¬ 
nion, aiid never mind the Archbishop. I can noitlier send 
you away, nor give you a Inmdred pistoles, nor a better 
taste: I send you a tragedy, and you asked for ‘facetious 
epistlesa little like your predecessor, who advised Dr, 
Prideaiix to ‘put sonic more humour into his Life of Ma¬ 
homet.’ 

“ Bankes is a wonderftil fellow. There is hardly one of 
my school or college contomjxiraries that has not turned 
out more or l<*s.s celebrated. Peel, Palmerston, Bankes, 
Hoblionse,Tavist(K:k, Bob Mills, Douglas Kmnaird,&c. 


“Ravenna, July 17,1890. 

‘‘ I have received some books, and Q,uarterlics, suid 
EdinUurgha, for alt which I am gratefiil; they contain 
all I know of England, except by Galignani’s newspaper. 

The Tragedyf is completed, !)ut now comes the task 
of copy and correction. Il is very long, (42 sheets of long 
paper, of four pages each,) and I believe mast make mori 
•h‘ty 140 or 150 pages, besides many historical extracts 
as notes, which^I moan to append. History is closely 

hou t'y At. Lumartiiic, iu one of his Poems. 


&c. have all talked and IxMjn talked al>out. 

% S: * A 

“We are here goingtofight a little next month, if die 
Huns don’t cross Uie Po, and probably if they do. I can’t 
say more now. If any thing happens, you have matter fur 
a |Misthumous work in MS.; so pray l»o civil. Depcml 
ipon it, there will be savage work, if once they beffln here. 
The French courage proceeds from vanity, tlio German 
from phlegm, die Turkish from fanaticism and opium, tho 
Spanish from pride, die English from coolness, the Dutch 
from obstinacy, the Ru^ian from iri.‘«en8il>ility,bnf the f(a- 
liun from anger so you 11 see that llicy will spare notlniig. 
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LETTER CCCCXLVa. 

TO MK. MOOBB. 

“Ravenna, August 31,1820. 

“D—o your ‘mezzo caminin’*—^you ^ould say ‘the 
prime of life,’ a much more consolatory phrase. Besides, 
It is not correct. I vras bom in 1788, aiul consequently 
am but Oiirty-two. You are mistaken on another point. 
The ‘ Sequin Box’ never rnme into requisiUon, nor is it 
likely to do so. It were better that it had, for Uien a man 
is not bound, you know. As to reform,! did reform—what 
would you hare 7 ‘Rebellion lay in his way, and he found 
it.’ I verily beUevc that nor you, nor any man of poetical 
temperament, can avoid a strong passion of some kind. It 
is the poetry of life. What should I have known or writ¬ 
ten, had I ^cn a quiet, mercantile politician, or a lord in 
waiting? A man must travel and turmoil, or there is no 
existence. Besides, I only meant to be a Cavalier Ser^ 
rente, and had no idea it would turn out a ronaancr, in the 
Anglo fashion. 

“However, I suspect I know a thing or two of Italy- 
more than Lady Morgan has picked up in her posting. 
What do Englishmen know of Italians beyond their mu¬ 
seums and saloons—and some hack **,enpais»ant? Now, 
I have lived in the heart of their houses, in parts of Italy 
freshest and least influenced by strangers,—have seen and 
become (pors magna fui) a portion of tlieir hopes, and 
fears, and passions, and am almost inoculated into a fa¬ 
mily. This is to see men and things as they are. 

“You say tliat 1 called you ‘(|uiet’f—I don’t recollect 
any thing of the sort. On the contrary you are always in 
scrapes. 

“ What think you of the Q.ueen ? I hoar Mr. Hoby 
says, ‘ that it makes him weep to sec her, she reminds him 
so much of Jane Shore.’ 

** Mr, floby the bootmaker’s heart (s quite anre, 

PurseeiiiE the^ueva mukes him think of Jane Shore; 

Aud, in Diet, • * • • • • 

Pray, excuse this ribaldry. What is your Poem about? 
Write and tell me all about it and you. 

“ Yours, &c. 

“P. S. Did you write the lively quiz on Peter Bell? It 
has wit enough to be yours, and almost too much to be 
any body else’s now going. It was in Qalignani tlie other 
day or week.” 

LETTER CCCCXLVIII. 

TO MB. MtrllKAY. 

“Ravenna, September 7,1820. 

“In correcting the proofs you must refer to the manu¬ 
script, because there are in it various readings. Pray at¬ 
tend to this, and choose what Gilford thinks best. Let me 
hoar what he thinks of the whole. 

“ You speak of Lady “'''’s illness: she is not of those 
who die;—the amiable only do; and those whose deatli 
would do good live. Whenever she is pleased to return, 
it may be presumed she will take her ‘divining rod’ along 
with her; it may be of use to her at home, as well as to 
the ‘ rich man ’d the Evangelists. 

“ Pray do not let the papers paragriqih me back to Eng¬ 
land. They may say what they please, any loathsome 
abuse but that. Contradict U. 

“ My last letters will have taught you to expect an ex¬ 
plosion here; it was primed and loaded,but they hesitatful 
to Are the train. One of the cities shirked from toe league. 
I cannot write more at large for a thousand reasons. Our 
‘puir hill folk’ offered to stnke, and raise toe first banner, 
but Bologna paused; and now’tis autumn, and toe sea¬ 
son half over. *0 Jerusalem! Jerusalem!’ The Huns are 
on toe Po; but if once they pass it on their way to No- 

* I b»d coitfratuWitMl U(m upon arriving at vbat DanU calk th« me 
Roearomla'’« lUCf of thirt 7 *lhree. 

t J miftainn the concluding woitk of bie letter of Uie 9d) of June. 

Moore. 


pies, all Italy will be behind them. The dogs— the wtdvei 
—may they perish like toe liost of Senna^rib! If you 
want to publish toe Prophecy of Dante, you never will 
have a better time.” 


LETTER CCCCXLIX. 

TO MB. MUBHAT. 

“Ravenna, Sept. 11,1820. 

“ Here is another historical note for you. I want to be 
as near truth as toe Drama can be. 

“Last post I sent you a note fierce as Faliero himselll''' 
in answer to a trashy tourist, who pretends that he could 
have been introduced to me. Let me have a proof of it, 
that I may cut its lava into some shiqw. 

“What Gilford says is very consolatory, (of the First 
Act.) English, sterling genuine EngUdi, is a desideratum 
among you, and I am glad that I have got so much left; 
titough Heaven knows how I retain it: I hear none but 
from my valet, atid his is NottinghamMre; and I tee none 
but in your new publications, and toeirs is no language at 
all, but jargon. Evan your * ♦ ♦ ♦ is terribly stUted and 
affwled, with ‘ very, very' so soft and pamby. 

“Oh! if ever I do come among you again, I will give 
you such a ‘ Baviad and Mssviad!’ not at gtxxl as the old, 
but even better merited. There never was such a set as 
your ragamyffint, (I mean not yours only,but every body’s.) 
What with the Cockney’s, and toe Lakers, and toe,fi)tloio- 
ers of Scott, and Moore, and Byron, you are in toe very 
uttermost decline and degradation of literature. I canH 
I think of it witliout all the remorse of a murderer. I wkdi 
that Johnstw were alive again to crush them!” 


LETTER CCCCL. 

TO MB. MCBBAT. 

“Ravenna, Sept. 14,1820. 

“What! not a line ? Well, have it in your own way. 

“I wish you would inform Perry that his stupid para¬ 
graph is the cause of all my uewsjiapors being sharped in 
Paris.f The fools believe me in your infernal couDliy,and 
have not sent on tooir gazettes, so that I know nothing r£ 
your beastly trial of the Clueon. 

“I cannot avail myself of Mr. Gilford’s remarks, be¬ 
cause I have received none, except on the first act. 

“ Yours, &c. 

“ P. S. Do, pray, beg tlie editors of papers to say any 
thing blackguard Uiey please; but not to put me among 
toeir arrivals. They do me more mischief by such non¬ 
sense than all toeir abuse con do.” 


LETTER CCCCU. 

TO SIR. SICRBAV. 

“Ravenna, Sept. 21,1820. ^ 
“ So you are at your old tricks again. 'This is toe se¬ 
cond packet I have received unaccompanied by a single 
line of good, bad, or indifferent. It is strange tliatyou have 
never forwarded any farther observations of G iflbrd’s. How 
am I to alter or amend, if I hear no farther 7 or does this 
silence mean that it is well enough as it is, or too bad to 
be repaired ? if the last, why do you not say so at once, 
instep of playing pretty, wtule you know that som or late 
you must out with toe truth. 

“ Yours, tc. 

“P. S. My sister tells me, that you sent to her to in¬ 
quire where I was, believing in my arrival, ‘dn'iang a ear- 

• S«fi not« to Marino Faliero. % 

t U had been reported that ha had arrived in London to attend the 
<Aueea'a trial. 
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ridt,’ &c. to. into Palace-yard. Do you tliink me a cox- parts of Hobhouae, are all we have of truth or sense upcsi 
comb or a madman, to bo capable of such an exhiUtion ?' Italy. The letter to Julia very good indeed. I do not 
My sister knew me better, and told you, that could not be despise j but if slie knit Uuo-stockings 

mo. Tou might as weU have thought me entering on‘a instead of wearing them, it would be better. Fbu me 
pale horse,’ like Death in the Revelations." taken in by that fate, stilted, trashy style, wliich is a mix¬ 

ture of all tlie styles of the day, which are all bombaitie, 
_ (I do n’t except my oum—no one has done more through 

LETTER CCCCLJl. negligence to corrupt the languagebut it is neither 

English nor poetry. Time will show. 

TO MB. MUBRAT. “I am Sony Gifford has made no fiirther remarks 


"Ravenna, Sept. 23,1820. 

•Got from Mr. Hobhouse, and send me a proof (with 
the Latin) of my Hints from Horace: it has now the 
gonum premature in annum com|dete for its production, 
being written at Atliens m 1811. I have a notion that, 
, with some omissions of names and passages, it will do; 
and I could put my late observations /hr Pope among the 
notes^ with the date of 1820, and so on. As far as versifi¬ 
cation goes, it is good; and on looking back to what I 
wrote about that period, I am astonish^ to see how Sttle 
I have trained on. I wrote better tlien than now; but 
that comes of my having fallen into the atrocious bad 
taste of tlic times. If 1 can trim it fur present publica¬ 
tion, what with the other things you have of mine, you 
will have a volume or two of tmieii/ at least, for there will 
be all measures, styles, and topics, whether good or no. 
I am anxious to hear what Gifford thinks of the tragedy; 
pray lot me know. I really do not know what to think 
myself 

“If the Gormans pass the Po, they will be treated to a 
mass out of die Cardinal de Retz’s Braiiary. * ♦ ’s a 
fool, and could not understand this: Frero will. It is as 
pretty a conceit as you would wish to see on a summer’s 
day. 

* Nobody here believes a word of the evidence against 
the tiueeii. The veiy mob cry shame against their 
countrymen, and say tliat for half the money spent upon 
the trial, any testimony whatever may be brought out of 
Italy. TIus you may rely upon as fact I told you a.s j 
much before. As to what travellers report, what ore tro-' 
vdlcra? Now I have lived among the Italians—^not 
Fiarenord^ and Romed, and galleried, and conversationed: 
it for a few nimiths, and then home again; but been of 
their families, and friendships, and feuds, and loves, and 
r 'Uitcils, and corres|K»udciK;e, in a part of Italy least 
known to foreigner.^,—and have been among them of all 
classes, from die Conte to the Cotitadine; and you may 
be sure of what I say to you. "Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCLIIL 

TO MR. MUBBAY. 

“ Ravenna, Scplcinlicr 28,1820. 

“I thought that I had told you long ago, that it* never 
was intimded nor WTitten with any view to the stage. I 
have said so in the preface loo. It is too long and too 
r^jgular for your stage, the persons too few, and the unitif 
too much observed. It is more like a play of Alfieri’s 
than of your stage, (I say this humbl^ in speaking of that 
great man;) but there is poetry, and it Is equal to Man¬ 
fred, though I know not what esteem is held of Manfred. 

* I have now been nearly as long out of England as 1 
was there during the time I saw you frequently. I came 
home July 14lh, 1811, and left again April 25^ 1816 ; so 
’hat Sept. 28th, 1820, brings me within a voiy few months 
of the same duration of time of my stay and my absence. 
In course, I can know nothing of the public taste and 
feelings, but from what I glean from letters, &c. Both 
seem to be as bad as possible. 

"Irthought Anaetaeiut exedlerU: did I not say so? 
Matthews’s Diaijf most excellent; it, and Forsyth, and 


beyond die first Aet: does be think all die English equally 
.sterling as he thought the first? You did right to send 
the proofe: I was a fool; but I do really detest the sight 
of proofs: it is an absunfity; but comes from laziness. 

“You can steal the two Juans into the world quietly, 
tagged to the others. The play os you will—the Dante 
too; but the Pula I am proud of: it is superb; you have 
no such translation. It is the best thing I ever did in my 
life. I wrote the play from beginning to end, and not a 
single scene wUhoai interruption, and being obliged to break 
off in die middle; for I had my hands full, and my head, 
too, just then; so it can be no great shakes—I mean the 
play; and the head too, if you like. 

"P. S. Politics here still savage and uncertain. How¬ 
ever, we arc all in our ‘bandalicrs’ to join the ‘Highland¬ 
ers if they cross the Forth,’ i. c. to crusli the Austrians 
if they pass the Po. The rascals!—and that dog Livciw 
pool, to say their subjects are happy! If ever 1 come 
back. I’ll wwk some of these ministers. 

‘Sept. 29. 

I open my letter to say that on reading more of tne 
four volumes on Italy, where the author says ‘ declined 
n introduction,’ I perceive {horreaco referens) it is written 
y a WOMAN!!! In that case you must suppress my 
lotc and answer,* and all I have said about the book 
and the writer. I never dreamed of it until now, in my 
‘Xtreine wradi at diat precious note. I can only say that 
am sorry tliat a lady should say any diing of the kind. 
What I would have said to one of the other sex you know 
already. Her book too (as a eke book) is not a bad one; 
)ut she evidently don’t know the Italians, or rather don’t 
ike them, and forgets the ertueea of tlieir misery and pro¬ 
fligacy, {MaUhewa and Forsytii are your men for the truth 

and tact,) and has gone over Italy in company - alwayt 

a bad plan: you must be alone witli people to know them 
well Ask her, who was the ‘descendant of Lady M. IV. 
Montague^ and by whom ? by Algarotti ? 

“I suspect that in Marino Falicro, you and yours won’t 
like the politics which are [wrilous to you in these times: 
but recollect that it is nol a pofi/iod play, and that I 
was obliged to put into the mouths of the characters tho 
. mtiments upon which they acted. I hate all things 
written like I’izarro, to riqiresent France, England, and 
so forth. All I have done is meant to bo purely Vene¬ 
tian, even to the very projiliecy of its present state. 

“Your Angles in general know little of tlie JtaUuns, 
who detest tlicm for their numbers and their Genoa 
treachery. Besides, tlie English travellers have not been 
aimposod of the best company. How could they ?—out 
of lOOjXK), how many gentlemen were there, or honest 
men? 

“MitchelFs Aristophanes is excellent. Send me the 
rest of it. 

“ These fools will force me to write a book about Italy 
myself to give them ‘ tlie loud lie.’ They prate about 
assassination; what is it but the origin cS duelling—and 
‘ a wild justice! as Lord Bacon calls U ? It is the fmmt 
of the modem point of honour in what tho laws can’t or 
tfion’t reach. Every man is liable to it more or less, 
according to circumstances or place. For instance, I am 
living here exposed to it deuly, for I have hafipennd to 
make a powerflil and inprincipled roan my enemy; and 


* Marino Falkro. 
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1 n«ver Bleep the worse for it, or ride in less solitar 
plnceB, because precaution is useless, and one thinks of i 
as of a disease which may or may not stiike. It is true 
that there are those hero, who, if he did, would ‘ live tc 
think ou*t ^ but thsd wtnild not aw^e my bones; I sliould 
be sorry if h would, were tliey <Mice at rest.* 

LETTER CCCCLIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, 8*^^® 6“, 1820. 

* You will have now received all the Acts, corrected, of 
the Marino Faliero. What you say of the *bet of 10( 
guineas’ made by some one who says that ho saw me las’ 
week reminds me of what happened in 1810; you can 
easily ascertain the fact, and it is an odd one. 

* In the latter end of 1811, I met one evening at th- 
Alfred my old school and form-fellow, (for we were witliin 
two of each other, he the higher, though both very ncai 
the top of our remove,) Pcci, tlic Irish secretary. He 
told me that, in 1810^ he met me, as he thought, in St. 
James’-street, but we passed without speaking. He men 
tioned this, and it was denied as impossible; I being then 
in Turkey. A day or two afterwards, lie pointed out to 
his brtRJier a person on the oppcwiite side of die way 
—^ Tlierc,’ said lie ‘is the man whom I took for Byron.’ 
His brother instantly answered, ‘,Why it is Byron, and 
no one else.* But this is not allI was seen by some¬ 
body to write down my name among the inquirers aflcr 
the king’s health, tlicn attacked by insanity. Now, at 
tills very period, as nearly as 1 could make out, 1 was ill 
of a strong fever at Patras, caught ui the marshes near 
Olympia, from tlie malaria. If I had died tliere, tliis 
would have been a new ghost story for you. You can 
easily make out the accuracy of this from Peel himseUJ 
who told it in detail. I sup{)ose you will be of the opinion 
of Lucretius, who (denies tlic immortality of the soul, but) 
asserts that from the ‘ Hying off the surfaces of bodies, 
diesc surfiices or cases, like the coa^ of an onion, are 
sometimes seen entire when they are separated from it, 
so tliat the siia|)cs and shadows of both tlie dead and 
living are frequently behold.' 

“But if they are, are tlioir coats and waistcoats also 
soon? I do not disbelieve that we may be two by some 
imconscioas process, to a certain sign, but winch of these 
two I happen at present to be, I leave you to decide. I 
only hope that t other me behaves like a gemman. 

“ I wTsh you would got Peel asked how far I am accu¬ 
rate in my recollection what ho told me; for 1 do u’t 
hkc to say such things without authority. 

“ 1 am not sure tliat I was not spoken with; but tliis also 
you can ascertain. I have written to you such letters 
that I slop. “ Yours, &c. 

“P. S. Last year (in June, 1819) I met at Count 
Mosti’a, at Ferrara, an Italian, who asked me ‘if I knew 


because he is a man of genius; and, next, because i>e is 
an Italian, and tiierofore the best Judge Italics. Be¬ 
sides, 

* 11« *■ more an antique Roman than a Dane }* 
that is, he is more of the ancient Greek than of the 
modern Italian. Though ‘somewhat,’ as Dugtdd Dul- 
getty says, ‘too wild oinl sa/vage,’ (like ‘Ronald t/ tlie 
Mist,’) 't is a wonderful man, and my friends Hobhouse 
and Rose both swear by him ; and they are good Judges 
of men and of Italian humanity. 

* Here are in all iw worthy voices gain’d :* 

Gifford says it is good ‘ sterling genuine En^ish,’ and 
Foscolo says that the characters are right Venetian. 
Shakspeare and Otway had a million of advantages ove^ 
me, besides the incalculable one of being dearl from one 
to two centurcs, and having been both l)om blackguards, 
(which AH£ such attractioiis to the gentle living reader;) 
let me tlien preserve the only one which I could possibly 
have—that of having been at Venice, and entered more 
into tlie local spirit of it. I claim no more. * 

“ I know what Foscolo moans about C ^aliaidaro’s sjhi^ng 
at Bortrain; Otat's national—the objcclion, I mean. The 
Italians and ib'rench, with those ‘Hags of abomiualion,’ 
their pocket-handkerchiefs, spit there, aiul iiere, and every 
where else—in your face almost, and therefore (hject to 
t on Uie stage as too familiar. But wo who spit nowhere 
—but in a man’s fa(*e when we grow savage—arc not 
ikely to feel this. Remember Massinger^ and Kean’s Bir 
ailos Ovcrreacli— 

' Lord 1 thu* I epit 8t thee and al lliy cohumI !* 

Besides, Caleiidaro does not spit in Bertram’s face; ho 
spits at him, a.s 1 have seen the Mussulmans do upon the 
ground when they are in a rage. Again, he docs not in 
fact demise Bertram, Uiough lie affecls it,—as we all do, 
when angry with one we Uiink our inferior. He is angiy 
.f not being allowed to die m his own way, (although not 
fraid of death;) and recollect lliat he suspected and 
liatrcd Bertram from the first. Israel ]?erlu<'cio, on the 
ither hand, is a cooler and more; conrcntraled Ollow: he 
.cts upon and impulse; Caleiidaro U[)uii impulse 

aiuI example. 

“.So there’s argument for you. 

“The Doge repeats; —fm;, hut it is from engrassing 
•assion, ami because he sees diffln-iU persons, and is 
dways obliged to recur to the aaase uppi'nnosl in his 
iiind. His sptH‘ch»!s are long;—true, hut 1 wrote for the 
■iosety and on tlie Fn'iu h and Italian nuidel rather than 
'ours, which I tliink not very highly otj for all your old 
IrainatistR, who are long enough, loo,God knows:— look 
into any of tliem. 

“ 1 return you Foscolo's letter, because it alludes also 
o his private affairs. I am sorry to see .such a man in 
traits, because I know what they are, or what they were. 

never met but tlireo men who would have held out a 




Lord Byron V I told him no, (no one knows himself you 
know.) ‘Then,’ says he, ‘X do; 1 met liim at Naples 
the other day.’ I pulled out my card and asked liim ifj 
Hiat was the way he spelled his name: he answered, yes. 
1 suspoct tliat it was a blackguard navy surgeon, who 
attended a young travellmg madam about, and passed 
himself for a lord at the posthouses. Ho was a vulgar 
dog—quite (rf* the cockpit order—and a precious repre¬ 
sentative 1 must have hod ctf* him, if it was even so; but 
I do n't know. He passed himself off as a gentleman, 
and squired about a Coimtess (of this place) tlien 
at Venice, an ugly, iHitterod woman, of bad morals ev«i 
for Italy.” 


LETTER CCCCLV. 

TO MR. MVRR-AT. 


ngor to me: one was yourfyeii; the otlier William Bankes, 
mi tlic other a nobleman long ago dead; but of these Uio 
irst was the only one who offered it while I really wanted 
; the second from good-will—but, I was not in need f/ 
Bankes’s aid, and vyould not have a<;ceptcd it if I had, 
^though I love and esteem him;)—and t^ diird — 

“ So you see that I have seen some stmnge tlimgs in 
my time. As for your own offer, it was in 1815, when I 
vas in actual uncertainty erf" five |K)unds. I rejected it; 
jut 1 have not forgotten it, alihought you probably have. 

“ V. S. Foscolo’s Ricciardo was lent, with the leaves 
uncut, to some Italians, now in viUeggiatura, so that I have 
lad no opportunity of hearing tlieir decision, or of rcadmg 
it. They seized on it as Foscolo’s, on account of the 
•oauty of tlm pqier and printing, directly. If 1 find it 
takes, I will reprint it here. The Italians think as highly 


“Ravenna, 8^^® 8°, 1820. 

■Foscolo’s letter is exactly liie tlmig wanted; firstly, 


* Th« ]mrnf;rn|>!t ii IcA Uiui ini[«rfect iu the urfgiiuU. 
t Lettvr 3b9. 
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of Poscoli)«»they can of «ny man, divided and miserable 
as they are, and with neither leisure at present to road, 
nor head nor heart to judge of any tiling but extracts from 
French newspapers and the Lugano Gazette, 

“ We are ^ looking at one another, like wolves on tlieir 
prey in pursuit, oidy waiting for the 6rsl falling on to do 
unutterable things. They are a great world in cliaos, or 
angels iif hell, which you please; but out of chaos came 
liaradisG, and out of hell—do n’t know what; but the 
I>ril went in there, and he was a fine fellow once, you 
know. 

* You need never favour me with any periodical publi¬ 
cation, except the Edinburgh, Quarterly, and an oc-casional 
Blackwood; or now and dien a Monthly Review: for the 
test 1 do not feel curiosity enough to look beyond their 
covers. 

• “To be sure I took in the Editor of the Bntish finely. 
He fell |irecisrly into the glaring trap laid for him. It was 
mcoticeivable how he could be so a^urd as to imagine us 
serious with him. 

“Recollect, that if you put my name to ‘ Don Juan’ in 
these canUng days, any lawyer might op|>oso my guardian 
right of my daughter in cliancery, on the plea of its con¬ 
taining till' parody such are the |ierils of a foolish jest. 

I was not aware of this at tho time, but you will find it 
correct, I believe; and you may be sure that tlie Noels 
would not let it (dip. Now I prefer my child to a poem 
at any time, and so should you, as having lialf a dozen. 

“ Lot me know your notions. 

“ 1 f you turn over the earlier pages of the Huntingdon 
peerage story, you wdl see bow common a name Ada 
was in the e.arly I’lantagenet days. I found it in my own 
pedigree in the reign of John and Henry, and gave it to 
ray daughter. It was also the name Chai'lemagne’s 
sister. I: is ui an early cliapter of Genesis, as the name 
of The wife of Laiuech; and I suppose Ada is the femi¬ 
nine of It is sliort, ancient, vocalic, and had been 

ill my family, for which reason I gave it to my daughter.” 


LETTER CCCCLVI. 

TO MR. UORRAr. 

“Ravenna, S'*™ 12°, 1820. 

' By land and sea carriage a considerable quantity of 
IsKiks have arrived; and I am oliliged and grateful: but 
tiiodin do fiinte leporum, surgit aniari aliquid,’ &c. &c.; 
wliicli, being interpreted, means, 

* t'm Uuuilcful for your books, dear Morrar! 

Bot why uot oood ScoU'a Moiiaolory 7 

tlic only book in four living volumes I would give a baioc- 
colo to BOO— ’bating the rest of the same author, and an 
isT-asiona! Edinburgh and Quarterly, as brief chroniclers 
of the limes. Instead of this, here are Johnny Keats's 
* (Kietry, and throe novels, by God knows whom, except 
that Utcre is Peg * * *’s name to one of them— a spin¬ 
ster whom I thought wo had sent back to her spinning. 
CrMon is very good; Hogg’s Tales niugli, but BACV,and 
wolRome. 

“ Botks of travels are expensive, Ihd I do n’t want 
them, having travelled already; besides, they lie. Tliank 
the. author of’ tho Profligate’ for his (or her) present Pray 
send mo no more poetiy but what is rare and decidedly 
good. There is sireh a trash of Keats and the like upon 
my tables that I am ashamed to look at them. I say 
nothing against your parsons, your Smitli’a, and your 
Croly’s—it is all very fine—but pray dispense me from 
the pleasure. Instead of poetry, if yon wiU favour me 
with a few soda-powders, 1 sh^ be delighted: but all 
prose {’baring froiwfe and novels hot by Scott) is wel¬ 
come, especially Scott’s Tales of My Landlort^ and so on. 

“ Til tho notes to Marino Falieru, it may as be well to 
say tliat ‘ Bvnintende^as not really of the Ten, but merely 
21 
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Grond ChanceUnr, a separate office, (although important); 
It was an arbitrary alteration of mine. The Doges too 
all buried in St. Market before Faltero. It is sm- 
Rular that when bis pMKioceasor, Andrea Dandulo, died, 
Wfi Ten made a law that all tlie futitre Ihgee sliould be 
Imiied tbeir familm, in their own cfmrclies,~.^-(me 
would think by a kind of prc»erUi7nent. So that all that 
Is said of his OTwsirrd JDoges, as buried at St, John’s and 
Paul’s, is altered fr<»m the fact, they being m St. Mttrk'i*. 
M^e a note of this, and put £dUor as the subscription 

“ As I make such pretensions to accuracy, I should not 
like to be twitted even with such trifles on that score. Of 
llie play tliey may say wliat they please, but not so of my 
oosUime and drmn.ptrs. tliey havinfj been real existences. 

“ I omit ted Foscolo in my list of living Venetian uwrt/ucs 
in tfte noteSf cousklorin}? him as an Italian in general, and 
not a mere jirovincial like the rest; and as an Italian I 
have spoken of luni in tlie preface to canto 4tli of Cliildo 
Harold. 

“ The French translation of us!!! oh/ifc .* oinu. /-—and 
the Germiuj; but I do n’t understand the- latter, and his 
long dissertation at the end about tlic Fausts. Excuse 
haste. Of politics it is not safe to speak, but nothing is 
.lecided as yet. 

“ I am in a very fierce humour at not having S<x)tt*» 
Monastery.—“You are too liberal in ejuantity, and some¬ 
what careless of the quality, of your mu^sives. All the 
Quarterlies (fimr in iium))(‘r) I liad Imd before from you, 
and hm of the Edinburgh; but no matter, we idiall have 
new ones by-and-by. No more Keats, I entreat:—flay 
him alive ; if soihc of you do ii’t, I must skin hun myself. 
There is no hearing tlie drivelling idiotism of the manikin. 

I do n’t feel inclined to care farther about * Don Juan.’ 
Wliat do you think a very pretty Italian lady suid tome 
llie olhor day ? She had read it in tlie French, and paid 
me some compliments, witli due duawbacks, u))on it. 

I answered that what sho said was true, but that I sus- 
p<M>hHi it would live longer than Oliildu Harold.— 
but, (said she,) ‘i wouhl nUficr hea>€ the fame of Childe 
Hartibl for three years than an immohi aI/ITV ff IMtn 
JuwiP The truth Is that it is too trvk, and the women 
hate many tilings which strip oflf tJio tinsel of aenthm’ni; 
and tliey are right, as it would rob tlioni of Ihcir weapons. 

I never knew a woman who did not hate I)e Oratnmonie 
MenwiTS fis" the same reason: even Lady * * used to 
abuse them. 

^Rose’s work I never received. It was seized at 
Venice. Such is the liberality of the Hiins, with their 
twohundreil tliousand men, that they claxe not let such a 
volume BB his circulate.” 


LETTER CCCOLVn. 

TO MR. MUHHAV. 

« Ravenna, 16°, 1820. 

The Abbot has just arrived ; many tiianks; as also 
for the MonoMery—^ihen you scfid U f! I 
“ The Abliot will have a more than onlinary inlcrest for 
mo, for an aiuiostor of mine by the motlier’s side, J. 
Gordem of Gight, the liaiulHoiuest of his day, died on a 
scafixdd at Aberdeen for his loyalty to Mary, of wluim he 
was an imputed paramour as well as her relation. Tii.H 
fate was much commented on in tlio Chronicles of tlie 
times. If 1 mistake not, ho had soinetliing to do with her 
sscape from IjOcH Levon, or with her caqitivity tliere. But 
this you will know better than I. 

1 rccoUoct Loch Loven as it were Init yesterday. I 
saw it in my way to England, in 1798, lK*ing tlion ten 
years of age. My mother, who was as haughty as Luci¬ 
fer with her descent from l4ic Stuarts, and her right lino 
fhnn the old Gordons, not the Seyton Gordons, as she dis- 
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ilttuifully termed the duuel bnuich, t<dd me Uie elury, 
alwayi reminding roe how superior her Qordons were to 
the southern Byrons,—notwithstanding our Norman, and 
dways roascut^ descent, which has never lapsed into a 
feroaie, as my mother’s Gordons had dcsie in her own 
person. 

“ I have written to you so often lately that the brevity 
of this w31 be welcome. 

“ Yours, Sic.” 


LETTER CCCCLVm. 

TO MK. aiUaSAY. 

“ Ravenna, 8*'« 17», 1820. 

“ Enclosed » the Dedication of Marino Faliero to 
Goethe. Query,—is his title Raron or not? Ithinkyes. 
Let me know your opinion, and so forth. 

“ P. S. Let me know what Mr. Hobhouse and you 
have decided about the two prose letters and their publi- 
catiiai. 

“ I enclose you an Italian abstract of the German trans¬ 
lator of Manfred's Ap|jendix, in which you will perceive 
quoud wliat GoOthe says of the whole body of Enitlisli 
[Hjetry, (and not of me in particular). On this the Dedi¬ 
cation is fiiinded, as you will perceive, though I liad 
tliougbt of it before, for I look ujKin him os a great man.’" 
“ ‘ IktUoaHan to Baron Goethe, &c. &c. &c. 
sin. 

In the Appendi-v to an English work lately trans¬ 
lated into Gorman and published at Lcqisic, a judgment 
of yours upon English poetry is quoted as follows: “ Thai 
in English poetry, great genius, universal ])ower, a feeling 
of profundity, with sufficient tenderneas and force, arc to 
be found ; but that altogether them do not eomtitute poet*,” 
&c, &c. 

“ ‘ I regret to see a great man falling into a great mis¬ 
take. This opinion of yours only proves that the “ Dic- 
tionary of ten thmsarwl living Engli^ (n/M«r»”lias not been 
translated info German. You will have read, in your 
friend Sclilegcl’s vension, the dialogue in Macbeth— 

There arc ten thoustw^ t 
Mafheth. 6‘<tc»(’, villatii ^ 

Antvtr. Att(horn, ih.'* 

Now, of these ” ten thousand authors,” there are actually 
nineteen hundred and eighty-seven poets, all alive at this 
moment, whatever their ivories may be, as their boohsellors 
well know ; and among these there arc several who pos¬ 
sess a fur greater reputation than mine, although consi¬ 
derably less than yours. It is owing to this neglect on 
die part of your Cierman translators that you are not 
aware of die works of ♦ ♦ ♦ * 


regard our cri tics,who ai'eatbol loin good-natured follows, 
considering their two professions,—taking up the law in 
court, and laying it down out of it. No one can more 
lament their hasty and uufoir judgment, in your parlfou- 
lar, dian 1 do; and I so cxjiressed myself to your friend 
Schlegel, in 1816, at Gopet. 

“ ‘ In ^half of iny “ ten thousand' living brethren, and 
of myself, I have thus far taken uodee of an opinion 
expressed with regard to “ English [loetry” in general, and 
which merited notice, because it was yotiBS. 

“ ‘ Mv principal object in addressing you was to testify 
nay sincere respect and admiration of a man, who, for half 
a century, has led the literal urc of a great nation, and will 
go down to posterity as the first literary character of 
his age. 

I “ ‘ Y<m have been fortunate, sir, not only in the writings 
I which have illustrated your name, but in the name itself 
as being sufficiently musical lor the articulation of poste¬ 
rity. In this you have the advantage of some of youf 
countrymen, wnose names would jierhaps be immortal 
also—^if any body could pronounce them. 

“ ‘ It may, perhaps, be supiiosed, by this apparent lone 
of levity, that I am wanting in intentional respect towards 
you ; but tliis will be a mistake; I am always flippant in 
prose. Considering you, as 1 really and warmly do, in 
common with all your own, and witli most other nations, 
to be by far the first literary character which has existed 
in Europe since the death of Voltaire, I felt, and feel, 
desirous to inscribe to you the following work,—mol as 
being cither a tragedy or cpoeiii, (for I cannot pronounce 
upon its pretensions to be cither one or the oUier, or both, 
or neither,) but os a mark of esteem and admiration from 
a foreigner to the man who has been hailed in Germany 
“the oheat ookthe.” 

“ ‘ I have the honour to be, 

“ ‘ with the truest respect, ■> 

“ ‘ your most obedient 

e ‘ oiiil very humble servant, 

“ ‘ Bybon.’ ” 

” Ravenna, 8*’" Id”, 1820. 

“ P. S. I perceive that in GcriiiJiny, a.s well as in Italy, 
there is a great struggle about what they call ‘ ClaxaeaV 
and ‘ Roman/K .'—terms which were not subjects of clas- 
siFicatiunin I'lugland, at least when I left it four or five 
years ago. Some of llie English scribblers, it is true, 
abused Pope and Swift, but the reason was that they 
themselves did not know how to write either prose or 
verse; but nobody thought them worth making a sent of, 
Perhaps there may be something of the kind sprung up 
lately, but I have not heard iniicb about it, and it w ould 
be sucli bad taste that I shall be very sorry to liclieve it.” 


“ ‘ There is also another, named * ♦ 

* ♦ * ♦ * * 

* * ♦ e 


* 

* 


LETTER CCCCLIX. 

TO MB. MOORE. 


‘“I mention these poets by way of sample loculighlen “ Ravenna, October 17lh, 1820. 

you. They form but two bricks of our Babel, (tViNiison “You owe mo two lette.rs—pay them. I want to 
bricks, by-lho-way,) but may serve for a specimen of the know what you are about. The summer is over, and you 
building. will be back to Paris. Apropos of Paris, it was. not 

“ ‘ It is, moreover, asserted that “ the predominant cha- Sophia Gail, buf Sophia Gay —the English word Gay — 
racter of the whole body of the present English jioetry is who was my correspondent. Can you tell who the is, as 
a ihegiiat and contempt for life.” But I rather suspect yon did of die defimet ♦ ♦ ? 

that, by one single work of prate, you yourself have “ Have you gone on witli your poem ? I have received 
excited a greater contempt for life than all the English the French of mine. Only think of being traduced into a 
volumes of poesy tliat ever wore written. Madame de foreign language in such an abominable travesty 1 It is 
Stafil says, that “ Werther has occasioned more suicides useless toi^, but one can’t help it. 
than the mostbeaiitiful woman and I really believe that ‘ Have you got my Memoir copied? I have begun a 
he has put more individuals out of this world than Napo- continuation. Shall I send it you, as far as it is gone ? 
Icon himself,—except in the way of Ins profossion. Per- “ I can’t say any thing to you about Italy, for the Go- 
haps, illustrious sir, the acrimonious judgment passed by a vemment here look upon me with a suspicious eye, as 1 
celebrated northern journal upon you in particular, and am well informed. Pretty follows!—as if I, a solitary 
the Germans in general,hasraiherindis])osed you towards stranger, could do any mischief. It is because t am fond 
English poetry as well as criticism. But you must not, of rifle and pistol shooting, I belidve ; for they fix* the 
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alarm at the quantity of cartridges I consumed,—the 
wiseacres! 

“ You do n’t deserve a long letter-nnor a letter at all— 
for your silence* Vou have got a new Bourbon, it seems, 
whom they have chnstened ‘ Diou-dfmnd perhaps the 
honour of the present may be disputed. DmI you write 
the good lines on ——, the l.aker ? ♦ + 

“ Thd queen has made a pretty theme for the journals. 
Was there ever such evidence published ? Why it is 
worse than * Little’s Poems’or Juan.’ Ifyoudon’t 

write soOTi, I will ‘ inaico you a speech ’ 

“ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCLX. 

TO MR. MITRRAT. 

** Ravenna, 25,1820. 

“ Pray forward the enclosed to Lady Byron. It is oi: 
bti^ess. 

^ In thanking yoti for the. Abbot, I made four grand 
mistakes. Sir Jolin Gordem was not of Gight, but of 
Bogagicht, and a sou of Huntley’s, He sutfe.roti not fiir 
Ids loyalty, but in an insurrection. He had nothmg to dc 
with Loch Leven, having been dead BOine time at the 
perasl of the Ctueeii’s confinement: and, fourthly, I am 
not sure that he was the (ottieeii’s paramour or no, for 
J^ohertson does not allude to this, tiiough fl'^altcr Scoti 
(ItMut, in tlie list he gives of her admirers (as unfuriimato) 
at the close of ‘ the Ahboi.’ 

“ I must have nuide all these mistakes in recollocling 
niy mother’s account of the matter, although she wa? 
more a(;curate. than I am, being precise upon points of 
gem afogy,like all the aristocratical Scotch. She hail a 
long list of ancestors, like* Sir Lucius O’Trigger's, imwl 
ol* wimm are to he found in the old Scotch Olinniic.lch 
Spalding, &c. inarms ami doing ini.'<chi<‘f. Iromemhe 
well [ja^isitig Loch Levon, as well as the U,uccn’s Ferry : 
we were ou our way to England in 1798. 

** Yours. 

You had better not publish Blar^kwood and the 
Roberts’ prose, t^xcept what regards Pojwyou have 
let Uie time slip by.” 


LETTER CCCCLXI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. | 

"Ravemia, 9 *'>'e 4,1820. 

**1 have received from Mr. Galignani tlie enclosed let¬ 
ters, duplicate^ ami receipts, which will explain tliem- 
selves.’i^ As tiie poems are your property by purchase, 
nght, and justice, all matters o/puNiaiUof^ Ac. Ac. cert for 
you to dearie upon. I know not how for my conif^lianec 
with Mr. Galignani’s request might be legal, and I doubt 
that it would not be honest. In case you choose to ar- 
rangi^ with him, I enclose the permits to you, and in so 
d^ng I wash my hands of the business altogether. I sign 
them merely to enable you to exert power you jtistly 
possess more prq>crly. I will have nothing to do with it 
farther, except, in my answer to Mr. Galignani, to state 
that Uic letters, Ac. Ac. are sent to you, and the causes 
tliereof. 

If you can chedc these foreign pirates, do; if not, put 
the permissive papers in the fire. I can have no view nor 
object wliatever, but. to secure to you your property. 

“Yours, Ac. 

“ P. S. I have read part of the Quarterly just arrived; 
Mr. Bowles sliall be answered :-4tc is not quiU correct 

• Mr.niiK|pMi,ihRdftppU«(itol.ordBvrD»wttht)ieTUwofprocuHnR 
fruin him tuch rict\||ov«r Uimm work* of bU ot which he Imd bitlierlo 
•>cc(i the H>)e ptimteier in Pmnee, m would oiialde him to prvvuitl others, • 
lii future, from ueuriiing the tnme (rliriiege. 
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iu his statement about English Haids and Scotch Re¬ 
viewers. They support Poi»e, I see, in the auarterly; 
let them continue to do so: it is a sin, and a shame, and 
a damnation to tliink that PofK ' / should require it—but he 
does. Those miserable mountebanks of the day, tlie 
poets, disgrace tliemsclves and deny God in running down 
Pope, the most/oidfieM of potiis, and almost of men. 


LETTER CCCCLXU. 

TO MR. MOOKX. 

“Ravenna, Nov. 5,1820, 

“ Tlianks for your letter, wliicli hatii come somewliat 
costively,—^but better late tJiaii never. Of it an<in. Mr. 
Galignani, of tlie Press, hath, it seein.s, been supplanted 
and sub-pirated by another Parisian publisher, who has 
uud;M:iously printed an editiuii of L. B.’» Works, at the 
ultra-liberal \>riee of 10 francs, and (as Galignani pite¬ 
ously observes) 8 francs only for booksellers! ‘horresco 
roferen.s.’ I’hiiiU of a man’s udioU- works produemg so 
Uttle! 

“Galignani setMls me, post haste, a peniilssion/or Aim, 
/rom to ]>uidish, Ac. Ac., nhicJi permit I have signed 
and sent to Mr. Murray, of Aibeinarkvstreet. Will you 
explain to G. that. I bavc? no right to di.spo.se of Murray’s 
works williout his leave? ajid iherefore I iiiu-st refer liiin 
to M. to get the pennit out. of his claws—no easy matter, 
I suspect. I have wriMen to G. to say us mucli; but a 
word of inoiitii from a * great, brother author’ w ould con¬ 
vince him dial I could not honestly have complied with 
his wish, though I might legally. "What I could do I 
have d(rtie, viz. signed the warrant and sent it to Murray. 
Let (he dogs divide tlie carcass, if it is killed to Uieir 
liking. 

“ J am glad of your epigram. It is (kW that we should 
liofh let our w its run away with our sciitiinonts; for I am 
sure tliat we arc both Queen’s men at iKittoni. But there 

no icsisling a clincli—it is so clever! Apropos of that 
—wc liavti ‘ a diptljong’ also in this part of the worlil—not 
a Grech, but a Spanish one—do you understand me ?— 
which is about to blow up the whole aljiliabet. It was 
first pronounced at Na{iles, and U spreading wo 
ore nearer the Barbarians; who are in great force on the 
Po, and will pass it, witli the first legitimate pretext. 

“ There w ill bo the devil to j>ay, anti llicre is no saying 
who will or who will not be sot dow*n in hui bill. If 
honour should ct»mc iinlooktri for’ to any your ae- 
|<|iiaiii:tuicc, make a Melody of it, tliat his ghtist, like poor 
Ytriik’s, may have tlie satisfaction of being plaiiilively 
litied—or still more nobly commemorated, like ‘Oh 
ireatht' not his name.’ In ca.se you should not Uiiiik him 
vorih it, here Is a CHiant for you irtstead— 

“ When B man hath no frwtiom to figlit for at home, 

1 . 1*1 him cointmt fui ihiit of hia neixtilHMire ; 

Let Mni think (if the t'lorivt of Hrei'ce anil uf Rome, 

Anil get knock'd on the head fur hU labour*. 

*' To do gooil to mankliMl la die chlTelront plan. 

And U atwaya ae iioldy rc<)nit«il; 

Then batUe for frretlom wherever you ran. 

And, if not shot or Iwng'd, you Ml get kiiln^ted. 

“ So you have gollen tho letter of ‘ Epi^ams’—I am 
glad ofit.* Youwill not buKo,i(>r I .shall send you mure. 
Here is one I wrote for the endorsement of ‘the Deed of 
Separation’ in 1816; but the lawyers objected to it, os 
lupcrAuous. It was written as we were getting up tlie 
ligning and scaling. * * has the original. 

Endortemmt to the Dtecl of Separatum, in the April of 
1816. 

** A year ago you aworr, fond rtie! 

' To love, to tiunour.’ and to forth: 

Such waa the vow you pledged to me, 

And here 'a elactly wliai *l la worth, 

* Letter 418. 
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“ For the anniversary of January 2,1821,1 have a sma 
grateful anticipation, whicli, in case of accident, I add— 

* To Pcnehpe, January 2,1821. 

Tilii day, of nil our daya, baa doiie 
The Worst for mo and you> 
is just sir years since we were one. 

And Jive since we were hto. 

Pray, excuse al! this nonsense; for I must talk non- 
flense just now, for fJrar of wandurinjf to more serious 
topics, whicli, in the present state of things, is not saio by 
a foreign post. 

" 1 told you, in my lost, that I had been going on witli 
‘Memoirs,’ and have got as far as twelve more sheets. 
But I suspect they will bo interrufitcd. In that case I 
will send tlicm on by post, tliough I feel remorse at mak¬ 
ing a fri<*nd pay so mucdi for postage, for we can’t frank 
here beyond the frontier. 

“I shall be glad to hear of the event of the Q,ueen’s 
roncem. As to the ultimate offoct, the most inevitable 
one to you and me (if they and wo live so long) will be 
that the Miss Moore-s arid Miss Byrons will present us 
with a great variety of gramlchiltlrcn by differenl fathers. 

“ Pray, whore did you get hold of GoiJthc’s Florentine 
hiisband-killitig story? u{K)n such matters,in genera!,! 
may say, with Beau Clincher, in reply to Erranil’s wife— 

® ‘Oh tlwi villain, he hath murdered my poor Timothy! 

“ ‘ Clincher. Uaimi your Timothy!—I toll you, woman, 
your husband has murdered >nr—lie has carried away my 
hue jubilee rlolhos.* 

“ So B<.»wle.s has been telling a story, too, (’t is in the 
(inarterly,) almut the woods of ‘Mwleira,’ and so forth. 
I shall be at Bowles again, if ho is not qtiieU Ho mis¬ 
states, or mistakes, in a point or two. The paper is 
finished, and so is the letter. 

"Yours, fee." 


. LETTER CCCCLXni. 

TO MR. MtrRRAY. 

“Ravenna, 9,1820. 

“ The talent you apjirove of is an amiable one, and 
might prove a ‘ national service,’ but. unfortunately I must 
be angry with a man lieforc I draw his real portrait; and 
I canS: deal in ^genertdsl so Oiat I trust never to have pro¬ 
vocation enough to make a OttHery. If ‘ the parson’ had 
not by many little dirty sneaking traits provoked it, I 
should have been silent, tliough I luxd ofrnnvd Iiim. Here 
follows an alteration: put— 

** Devn, wUb Much deUght in (tamning, 

Thtit if at Itie nsaurrecUou 
Until liim tlic free election 
t)f bia future cnnld be giren, 

*T woutti be ratber IIoll thnu lieaveo; 

that ill to nay, if these two new linos do not ton much 
lonfphen out and weaken the amiability of the original 
thuught and expression. You have a discretionary power 
about showing. I shoiiid tliink that Cridcer would not 
disrelish a sight of these light little humorous things, and 
may be indulged now and then. 

* Why, I do like one or two vices, to be sure; but I can 
back a horse and fire a pistol ‘without thinking or blink¬ 
ing’ like Major Sturgeon; I have fed at times for two 
months together on sheer biscuit and water, (without me¬ 
taphor ;) I can get over seventy or eighty miles a day 
nilmg post, and niimJhK at a stretch, as at Venice, in 
1B1B, or at least I oould do, and have done it oncE. 

“I know Henry Matthews; he is tJie image, to the 
very voice, of his brother Charles, only darker—las cough 
his in particular. The fir.st time 1 ever met him was in 
Scro|>e Davies’s ramns after his brother’s death, and I 
nearly dropped, thinking that it vfas his ghost. I have; 
also dined with him in his rooms at King’s College, i 
Hobhouse once purfiosed a similar Memoir; but I ami 


afraid die letters of Charles’s correspondence with me 
(which ore at WhiUon with my other papers) would 
hardly do for the public; for oiu- lives wore not over strict, 
and our letters somewhat lax upon most sufajoett. 

^ A ^ A A 

“Last week I sent you a correspondence with Galig- 
nani, and some documents <m your property. You have 
now, I think, an opportunity rf ehedcing, or at leskt kmil- 
ing, those JYench repub&xOimu, You may lot all your 
authors piililisb what they please agamit me and mine. 
A publisher is not, and cannot be, responsible for all the 
works that issue Com his printer’s. 

“ The ‘White Lady of Avenel,’ Is not quite so good as 
a real leefl avihentiealed (‘ Donna Bianca’) White Lady 
»f Colallo, or s;ioctre in iJic Marca Trivigiana, who hat. 
been repeatedly seen. There is a man (a huntsman) 
now alive who saw her also. Ilopiincr could tell you all 
ibout her, and so can Rose, perliaps. I myself have no _ 
fiowit of the fact, historical and spectral. She always 
i[>peared on particular occasions, before the deatlis of the 
"amily, &c. &c. I heard Madame Benzoni say, that'she 
knew a gentleman who had seen her cross his room al 
Colalto Castle. Hoppner saw and spoke with the hunts- 
sian, who met her at the chase, and never hunted after¬ 
ward. She was a girl attendant, who, one day dressing 
he hair of a (/ountess Colalto, was seen by her mistress 
o smile upon her hiisliand in the glass. The Countess 
lioil her shut lip in the wall of the castle, like Constance 
Ic Beverly. Kver after, she haunted tlicm and all the 
lolallos. She is described os very beautiful and fair, 
t is well authenticiucd. 


LETTER CCCCLXrV. 

TO MR. MItBRAT. 

“Ravenna, 9''™ 18,1820. 

“ The death of Waite* is a shock to tlic—toetli, as well 
as to the feelings of all who knew him. Good God, he 
and Blahe^ both gone! I left Uiem botli in the most n>- 
just health, and little thought of tlie national loss in so 
sliorl a time as five years. They were both as much 
iiiperior to Wellington in rational greatness, as he who 
[ireserves the hiur and the teeth is preferable to ‘the 
Joody blustering warrior’ who gains a name by breaking 
cads and knocking out grinders. Who succeeds him ? 
Where is tooth-powder, niild, and yet ellicacious—where 
IS tincture—where arc clearing-ro^ and bruehee now to 
10 obtained? Pray obtain what information you can 
ipon these ‘ T^isculan questions.’ My jaws ache to think 
)n’t. Poor fellows 1 1 anticipated seeing both again; 
nd yet they are gone to that place where both teeth and 
lair last longer than they do in this life. I have seen a 
liousand graves opened, and always perecived, that what- 
iver was gone, the teeth and haxr remain with those who 
lad died with them. Is not this odd? They go the very 
:rst things in youth, and yet last the longest in the dust, 
r people will but die to preserve them! It is a queer iFii, 
and a queer death, t^t of mortals. 

“ 1 knew that Waite had married, but little thought that 
he other decease was so soon to overtake him. Then 
le was such a delight, siidi a coxcomb, such a jewel of a 
man! There is a tailor at Bologna so like him! and 
.Iso at the top of Ins profession. Do not neglect this 
ommission. fChe or what can replace him? What 
lys the public ? 

“I remand you the Preface. Do tit forget that the 
talian extract from die Chronicle must be tranetated. 
With regard to what you say of retouching the Juans and 
he Hints, it is all very well; but I can’t furbieh. I am 
ike the tiger, (in poesy,) if I miss the fost spring I go 

t A MUbTAlcS faaIrstrwMr. 




LETTERS, 1820. 


1€6 


growling back to my jungle. There is no second: I can 
correct; I can’t, and I won’t. Nobody ever succeeds 
it, groat or small. Tasso remade the whole of his Jei 
Salem; but who ever reads that version ? all the wor 
goes to the first. Pope added to ‘ The Kaiw of the Loci 
but did not reduce it. You must take my things as the 
happen to be. If they are not likely to suit, reduce the 
admaU accordingly. I would rather give them awa; 
than hack and hew them. I don’t say that you are no 
right; I merely repeat that I cannot better tliem. I musi 
‘ either make a spoon or t^il a horn ^ and there’s ai 
end. “ Yours. 

“P.S. Of the praises of that little ♦ ♦ * Keats, 
shall observe, as Johnson did when Sheridan the acto! 
got a pension, ‘ What! has he got a pension? Then it is 
time that 1 should give op mine!' Nobody could 
prouder of the praise of tlie Edinburgh than I was, o 
more alive to their censure, as I showed in English Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers. At present, aU the men they havi 
ev^ praised are degraded by that insane article. Wh; 
don’t they review and praise ‘Solomon’s Guide ti 
Healtli ?’ it is Isitler sen.se and os much poetry as Johnir 
Keats. 

“ Bowles must be bowled down. 'T is a sad m.atcb ai 
cricket if he can get any notches at Pope’s expense. l! 
he once get into ‘ LartVe grotind,’ (to conUime the pun, bC' 
cause it is litolish,) I think I rould beat him in one inn¬ 
ings. You did not know, perhaps, that I was once (not 
miinphirically, hut reallji) a good cricketer, particularly ir 
hotting, and 1 played in Uie Harrow match against the 
Kumians in 1805, gaining more notches (as one of our 
cliosen eleven) than any, except Lord Ipswich and Brook- 
nitin, on our side.” 


LETTER CCCCLXV. 

TO MR. MirnB.tr. 

“Ravenna, 9'« It, 1890. 

“What you said of the late Charles Bkinner Matthews 
has set me to iny recollections; but I have not been abb 
to turn up any tiling winch would do for tlio purposed Me 
moir of liis brother, even if ho had previously done enough 
during his life to sanction the introduction of anec¬ 
dotes so merely personal. Ho was, however, a very ex¬ 
traordinary man, and would have lieen a great one. No 
one over succeeded in a more surpassing degree tlian he 
did, as far as he went. He was iialolent too; but when¬ 
ever ho stripped, he overthrew all antagonists. His con- 
>|uests will be found registered at Cambridge, particidarly 
his Daumng one, which was hotly and liighly contested, 
and yet easily toon. Hobhouse was his most intimate 
friend, and can tell you more of liim than any man. Wil¬ 
liam Bankes also a groat deal. I myself recollect more 
c^his oddities than td'his academical qualities, for we lived 
most together at a very idle period of my life. When I 
went up to Trinity in 1805, at die age cf seventeen and a 
half, I was roiserahle and untoward to a degree. I was 
■ wetched at leaving Harrow, to whidi I had become at¬ 
tached during the last two years of miistay there; wretched 
at going to Cambridge instead of Oxford, (there were no 
rooms vacant at Christchurch,) wretched fromsome private 
domestic circumstances of difiorent kinds, and consequently 
about os unsocial as a wolf taken from the troop. So that, 
although I knew Matthews, and met him often then at 
Bankes’s, (wlio was my collegiate pastor, and master, and 
patron,) and at Rhode’s, Milne’s, Price’s, Dick’s, Mac- 
namara’s, Farrell’s, Gahey Kiught’s, and others of diat net 
of contcmiHiraries, yet I was neither intimate with him nor 
with any else, except my old schoolfellow Edward Long, 
(with whom I used to pass the day in riding and swim¬ 
ming,') and William Bankes, who was good-naturedly 
tolerant cd my ferdhities. 

* It was not till 1807, after I had been upwards of a year 


away fiom Cambridge, to wliich I had returned again to 
raide fiir my degree, that I became one of Matthews’s 
familiars, by means </Hobhouse, who, after hating me for 
two years, because I ‘ wore a while hat and a gray coat, 
and rode a gray horse,’ (as he says liimself) took me into 
Ids good graces because I had written some poetry. I 
had always lived a good deal, and got drunk occasionally, 
in their company; but now we became really friends in a 
morning. Matthews, however, was not at this period re¬ 
sident in college. I met him chiefly in London, and at 
uncertain periods at Cambridge. Holihonse, in the mean 
time, did great thin^: ho founded the Cambridge ‘ Whig 
Club,’ (which he seems to have Ibrgotten,) and the ‘Ami¬ 
cable Society,’ which was dissolved in consequence of the 
members constantly quarrelling, and made himself very 
popular with ‘us youth,’ and no loss formidable to oil 
tutors, professors, and heads of colleges. William Bankes 
tas gone; while he stayed, he ruled the roast, or rather the 
■oasting, and was father of all mischicEi. 

“Matthews .and I, meeting in London, and elsewhere, 
recame great cronies. He was not good-tempered-Hnor 
am I—Imt witli a little tact, his temper was manageable, 
and I thought him so superior a man, tliat I was willing to 
icrificc something to ids humours, wliich were often, at 
the same time, amusing and provokmg. What became of 
lis popery (and be certainly had many,) at the time of his 
'oath, was never known. X mention this by the way fcar- 
iig to skip it over, and as he wrote remarkably well, both 

Latin and English. We went down to Nowstead to- 
dher, where I had got a famous cellar, and monks’ 
desses from a masquerade warehouse. Wo were a com- 
lony of some seven or eight, with an occasional neiglibour 
ir so fur visiters, and used to sit up late in our friars’ 
dresses, drinking Burgundy, claret, chiunpagno, and what 
lOt, out of tile shdl-cup, and all sorts of glasses, and but 
xining all round the house, in our conventual garments. 
Matthews always denominated me ‘the Abbot,’ and never 
called me by any otiicr name in his good humours, to the 
\iy of his death. The harmony tliesc our symposia 
ras somewhat interrupted, a few days after our assemliliiig, 
ly Matthews’s threatening to tlirow ‘ bold Webstor,’ (as he 
I’os colled, from winning a ftmt-matcli, and a horse-match, 
ho first from Ipswicli to I.ondnn, and tlie second from 
driglithelmstone,) by threatening to throw ‘bold Web- 
tor ’ out of a window, in conseijuence of I know i»t what 
ommercc of jokes ending in this qiigram. Webster came 
> me and said, that ‘ his respect and regard for mo as iiost 
■ould not permit him to call out any of iny guests, and 
tat he should go totown next morning.’ He dkl. It was 
n vain that I re|>roacnted to him that the window was not 
ligh, and that the turf under it was particularly soft. 
Vway he went. 

“Matthews and myself had travelled down from Lon- 
on together, talking all the way incessantly upon one 
lingle tojne. When we got to Lougliborough, I know 
ot what clta.sm had made us diverge for a moment to 
omc other subject, at which he was indignant. ‘Come,’ 
aid he, ‘don’t let us break through—let us go on as we 
legan, to our journey’s end;’ and so he continued, and was 
intcrtaining as ever to the very end. He had previously 
ccupied, during my year’s absence from Cambridge, my 
XHiis in Trimty,with the furniture; and Jones the tutor, 

, liis odd way, had said on putting him in, ' Mr. Mat- 
lews, I recommend to your attention not to damage any 
'the moveables, for Lord Byron, sir, is a young man igf 
umultuoM passions.' Matthews was delighted with this; 
ind whenever any body came to visit him, lieggcd them to 
Sandlo the very door with caution; and used to repeat 
'Mies’s admoiution, in his tone and manner. There was 
large mirror in the room, on which he remarked, ‘that he 
lought his friends were grown uncommonly assiduous in 
Mning to see Mm, but (le soon discovered that they only 
:amc to see themsebies.' Jones’s |diraso of 'tumultuous 
assions,' and the wliole scene had put him into such good 
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bumour, that 1 rerily betieve, that I owed to it a portion ol 
bis good graces. 

“When at Newstead, somebody by accident rubber 
against one of his white silk stockings, one day before 
dumer; course the gentleman apologized. ‘Sir,’ an¬ 
swered Matthews, ‘it may be all very well for you, whc 
have a great many silk stockings, to ^rty otlier people's 
but to me, who have only this one pair, which I have pui 
on in honour of the Abbot here, no apologj' can compen¬ 
sate ibr such carelessness; besides the expense of wasii- 
ing.’ He hsd the same sort of droll sardonic way abou^ 
eveiy thing. A wild Irishman, named F * *, one even¬ 
ing beginning to say something at a large supper at Cam¬ 
bridge, Matthews roared out ‘Silence!’ andtiien, pomting 
to P ♦ '*, cried out, in tlie words of the oracle, ‘ Orson is 
endowed witli reason.’ You may easily suppose that Or¬ 
son lost what reason he had acquired, on hearing tliis 
compliment. When Hobhousc published liis volume of 
poems, the Miscellany (wliich Matthews would call the 
‘ Miss-seU-any,') all tlmt could be drawn from him was, 
that the preface was ‘extremely like Walsh.' Hobhousc 
thought tills at first a compliment; but we never could 
make out what it was, for till we know of Walsh is his 
Ode to King William, and Pope’s epitliet of ‘ knowing 
Walsh.’ When rtic Newstead fiarly broke up for Lon¬ 
don, Hobhousc and Matthews, who were tlic greatest 
friends (lossible, agreed, fur a wliim, to walk together to 
town. They quarrelled by the way, and actually walked 
the latter half of tlieir journey, occasionally passing and 
repassing, without sjieaking. When Matthews had got 
to Higligate, he had spent all his money but tlirecpeuce 
halfpcmiy, and determined to spend tliat also in a pint of 
beer, which I believe he was drinking before a public 
house, as Hohlioiise passed him (still williout spooking) 
for the last time on their route. They were reconciled in 
London again. 

“One of Matthews’s passions was the ‘the Fancy;’ and 
he sparred uncommonly well. But he always got beaten 
in rows, or combats with the bare list. In swimming too, 
he swam well; but with effort and labour, and too high out 
of the water; so that Scrope Davies and myseli^ of whom 
he was tliercin somewhat emulous, always told liim that 
he would be drowned if ever ho came to a difficult pass 
in the water. Ho was so; but surely Scrope and my- 
lelf would have been most hcartly glad that 
•< * The Dcuii IiHtl lived, 

Aim! our predictimi jiruved a lie.* I 

“His head was uncommonly handsome, vory like what 
Pope's was in his youth. 

“ His voice, and laugh, and features, are strongly re¬ 
sembled by his lirothor Henry’s, if Henry bo Ae of King’s 
College. H’is imssion for boxing was so great, that ho ac¬ 
tually wanted me to match him with Dogherty, (whom I 
had backed and made die match for against Tom Bel¬ 
cher,) and I saw them spar together at my own lodgings 
with the gloves on. As he was bentupon it, I would have 
backed Dogherty to ]ileasc him, but die matcli went offi 
It was of course to have been a private fight in a private 
room. 

“ On one occasion, bemg too late to go home and dress, 
he was equipped by a friend, (Mr. Bailey, I believe,) in a 
magnificendy fasluonable and somewluit exaggerated shirt 
anti neckcloth. Ho proceeded to the Opera, and look his 
station in Fop’s Alley. Dunug the interval between the 
opera and the ballet, an acquaintance took his station by 
him, and saluted liim; ‘Come round,’ said Matthews, 
‘come round.’ ‘Why should I come round?’ said die 
other; ‘you have only to turn your head—I am close by 
you.’ ‘That Is exaedy what 1 cannot do,’ answered 
Matthews: ‘don’t you see the state I am in?’ pointing to 
ids buckram shirt-collar, and inflexible cravat; and there 
he stood with bis head always in the some perpendicular 
position during the whole spoctacio. 

“One evening, after dining together, as wc were going 


to the Opera, I happened to have a spiuro Ui>cra ticket, 
(as subscriber to a box,) and presented it to Matthews. 
‘Now, sir,’ said he to Hobhouse afterward, ‘this I call 
courteous in the Abbot—another man would never have 
thought diat I might do better with half a guinea dian 
throw it to a doorkeeper; but here is a man not only 
asks me to dinner, but gives mo a ticket for the ffieatre. 
These were only his oddities, for no man was more liberal, 
or more honourable in all his doings and dealings than 
Matthews. He gave Hobhouse and me, before we set 
out for Constantinople, a most splendid entertainment, to 
whicli we did ample jusfic.6. One of his fancies was dining 
al ail sorts ofout die way places. Somebody popped upon 
Him, in I know not what coffee-house in the Struid—and 
what do you think was the attraction ? 'Why, that hd 
3aid a shilling (I think) to dine with his hat on. This he 
:allvd Ids ‘hat house,’ and used to boost of the comfort of 
leing covered at meal-times. 

“ When Sir Henry Smith was expelled from Cambridge 
or a row widi a tradesman named ‘Hiron,’ Matthews 
(daced himself with shouting under Hiron’s windows 
■veiy evening, 

‘ Ah me! Whai iwrils do environ 
The man who metkilea with hot /liron.* 

‘‘He was also of that baiui of profane scofferF) who^ 
inder tlie auspices of ♦ ♦ ♦ * ^ usod to rouse Lort Maii> 
lel (late bisliop of Bristol) from his shmibers in the lodge 
•f Trinity, and when he appeared at the window foaming 
vith wratli, and crying out, ‘J know yf)it, gentienien, I 
know you!* were wont to reply, ‘We breech lliee to 
*iear us, good JUrt —good Ijorti deliver us!’ (Lort was 
is Christian name.) As he was very free in his specu¬ 
lations upon all kinds of suhjecl.s, although by no metuis 
ithcr dissolute or intemperate in his conduct, and as 1 
as no less independent, our conversation and comrspon- 
lence used to alarm otir friend Hobhouse to aconsidendile 
Icgree. 

“You must be almost tired of my packets, wluch will 
lavo cost a mint of postage. 

“ Salute Gilford and all my fiicnds. 

“Yours, file.** 


LETTER CCCCLXVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, 23,1820- 

“The ‘Hints,’ Hobhouse says, will require a gotjd deal 
of slashing to suit tlie times, which will be a work of lime, 
i<nr I do n’t feel at all laborious just now. Whatovw 
effect they are to have would perhaps be greater in a 
separate Ibnn, and they also must have my name to them. 
Now, if you publish tlicm in the some volume with Don 
Juan, they identify Don Juan as mine, which 1 do n’t think 
wortli a chancery suit about my daughter’s guaniianship, 
as in your present code a facetious poem is suificientdP 
take away a man’s i^t over his fauuly. 

“ Of the state of things here it would be difficult mid 
not very prudent to spe^ at large, the Huns opening all 
letters. I wonder if they can read them when they have 
o|>ened them; if so, they may see, in my most lcqible 

HARP, THAT I THZKK THEM PAMNEP SCOURDRELS AKP 
BARSARiARB, and THEIR EMPEROR a FOOL, ond thcm- 
selves more ^is than he; all which they may send to 
Vienna for any thing I care. They liave got themselves 
masters of tbe Papal pcdice, and are bullying away: but 
some day or other they will pay for all: it may not be very 
so<m, bemuse those unhappy Italians have no consistency 
among themselves; but I suppose that Providenee will 
get tired of them at last, * + * ♦ 

“ Yours, &c.” 
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LETTER CCCOLXVn. 

TO MU. MOOBX. 

“ Ravenna, Dec. 9,1820. 

“ Besides this letter, you will receive th-er. packets, coO' 
taining, in all, 18 more sheets of Memoranda, which, 
fear, will cost you more in postage than they will ever pro 
duce by being printed in the next century. Instead oi 
waiting so long, if you could make any thing of then 
now in the way of reuernon, (that is, after 7t\y death,)' 
should bo very glad,—as, with all due regard to youi 
progeny, I prefer you to your grandchildren. Would no 
Longman or Murray advance you a certain sum now, 
pledging themselves not to have them published till aftei 
tny decease, think you ?—and what say ytm ? 

“Over these latter sheets T would leave you a discre¬ 
tionary power; because they contain, perhaps, a thing or 
two wltich is too sincere for the public. If I consent U 
your disposing of the reversion now, where would be the 
hajrm ? Tastes may change. I would, in your ca» 
make my essay to dispose of them, not publish, now; and 
if you (as is most likely) survive me, add what you pleas' 
from yoiir own knowledge, and, above aU, contradict any 
thing, if I have mis-stated; for my first object is the 
truth, oven at my own expense. 

“ I have some knowledge of your conntrym.an, Muley 
Moloch, the lecturer. He wrote to me several letters 
ujion Christianity, to convert me; and, if I had not been 
a Christian already, I should probably have been now, in 
coiisoi|>ienco. 1 thought there was something of wild 
talent in him, mixed with a due leaven of absurdity,—as 
there must be in all talent let loose upon the world with¬ 
out a martingale. 

“ The. ministers seem still to persecute the Q,ueen * 
^ * ♦ * ♦ * ♦ but they won't go out, the sons 
of b—es. Damn re-Rtmi—I want a place—what say 
you ? You must applaud the honesty of the declaration, 
whatever you may think of the intention. 

‘‘ I havo quantities of paper in England, original and 
translated—tragedy,&c. &c.; and am now copying out a 
Fifth Canto of Don Juan, 149 stanzas. So that then 
will be near three thin Albemarle, or two thick volumes of 
all sorts of my Muses. I mean to plunge thick, loo, into 
the contest iqion Pope, and to lay about me like a dragon 
I'll I make manure of * ♦ * for the top of Parnassus. 

“ Those rogues arc right—toe do laugh at t’ others—eh ? 
—do n’t we ?* You shall see—you shall see what things 
I ’ll say, ’an it pleases Providence to leave us leisure. 
But in these parts they are all going to war; and there is 
to be liberty, and a row, and a constitution—^when they 
can get them. But I won’t talk politics—it is low. Let 
us t^ of the Clueen, and her bath, and her bottle—that’s 
the only motley now-a-days. 

” If there are any acquaintances of mine, salute them. 
The priests here are trying to persecute me,—but no 
matter, “ Yours, &c.” 


• LETTER CCCCI.XVra. 

TO MJi. Mooni. 

“ Ravenna, Dec. 9,1820. 

“ I open my letter to tell yon a fact, which will show the 
state of this country better than I can. The comman- 
dantf of the troops is note lying dead in my house. He 
was shot at a littie past eight o’clock, about two hundred 
paces from my door. I was putting on my great-coat tr 
visit Madame la Contessa G. when I heard die shot. On 
coming into the hall, I found all my servants on the balcony, 

* He here *1!odes to t hiimereua artlete, of which T hiul tohl him, in 
Bi«clwoo(i'i Ma^puine, where the poets of the doj were ail froitijed 
tofetber in it varkiir fanlnstie shipes, with Lora Byron snd litOe 
Moore Iftughingbehiiia,Mif they would SfdU,” At therset of the fniter> 
■Hy.—Afooni. 

^SceDonJuAn Canto T StAnnSd. 


exctaiimng that a man was murdered. I immediately ran 
down,cal^g on Tita (the bravest of them) to follow me. 
The rest wanted to hinder usfrtan grang, as it is the custom 
for every body here, it seems, to run away from ‘the 
stricken doer.’ 

“However, down we ran, and found him lying on hia 
back, almtwt, if not quite, dead, with five wounds, one in 
the heart, two in the stomach, one in die finger, and the 
other in the arm. Some soltliers cocked dieir guns, and 
wmited to hinder me from passing. However, we passed, 
and I found Diego, the adjutant, crying over him like a 
child—a surgeon, who said nothing of his profession—a 
priest, sobbing a frightened prayer—and the cummaiKlant, 
all this timo, rat his back, on the hard, cold pavement, with¬ 
out light or assistance, or any diing around him butconfu- 
"iem and dismay. 

“As nobody could, or would, do any thing liut howl and 
pray, and as no one would stir a finger to move him, for 
Tear of consequences, I lost my patience—made my 
servant and a couple of the. mob take up tlie body—sent 
off two soldiers to tlie guard—despatclied Diego to the 
'Cardinal witli the news, and liod the commandant carried 
jp stairs into my own (piarlcr. But it was too late, be was 
gone—^not at aU disfigured—bled inwardly—not ifttove an 
ounce or two name out. 

“I had him partly stripped—made the surgeon examine 
lint, and examined him myself. Ho had been shot by cut 
'alls, or slugs. I felt one of the slugs, which had gone 
liroHgh him, all but the skin. Every body conjectures 
why be was killed, but no one knows bow. The gun was 
ound close by him—an old gun, half filed down. 

“He only said,' O Dio!’ and ‘Geso!’ two or tliree timetq 
nd a|ipeared to have siiffcrcd bttle. Poor fellow 1 he was 
. bravo officer, but had made himself much disliked by 
he people. I knew him personally, and had mol him idion 
tt conversazioni and elsewhere. My house is full of 
oldiers, dragoons, doctors, priests, and all kinds of [ler- 
ons,—though I have now cleared it, and cla)iped senii- 
icls at the doors. To-morrow the body is to be moved. 
?he town is in the greatest confusion, as you may suppose. 

“You are to know that, if I had not had the body 
ooved, tliey would havo left him there till morning in file 
street, for fear of consequences. I would not clioose to 
et even a dog die m such a manner, without succour 
and, as for consequences, I care for none in a duty. 

“ Yours, &c. 

“P. .S. 7’he lieutenant on duty by the Itoily is smoking 
lis pipe with great com|)osure.—A queer people this.” 


LETTER CCCCLXIX. 

TO MK. Moonx. 

“ Ravenna, Dec. 25,1820. 

“You will or ought to have received the packet and let- 
:er8 which I remitted to your address a fiirlnight ago, (or it 
lay lie more days,) and I shall be glad of an answer, as, in 
hese times and places, packets per post are in some nsk of 
lot reaching their destination. 

“I have been thinidng of a project for you and me, in 
lose we both gel to London again, which (if a Neapolitan 
war do n’t suscitate) may be calculated as possible flir one 
if ns about the spring of 1821. I presume that you, too, 
will be back by that time, or never; but on that yon will 
give me some index. The project, then, is for you and mo 
o set up jointly a neiespoper—nothing more nor less- 
weekly, or so, with some improvement or modifications 
:|ioii the plan of the present scoundrels, who deerade that 
eparlment,—but a newnpaper, which we will edit in duo 
jrm, and, nevertheless, with some attention. 

“There must always be in it a piece of poesy from one 
IT other of us two, leasing room, however, for such dilet- 
anti rhymers as may be deemed worthy of aiipearing in the 
same coluimi; but Ihie must be a mat ywi non; and also 
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U much prose as we can compass. We will take ar 
t0m —our names mul announced, but suspected—and, bj 
the blessing of Providence, give the age some new light 
upon policy, poesy, biography, criticism, inoralily, theology 
and all other uon, ality, and ology whatsoever. 

“ Why, man, tf we were to lake to this in good earnest 
your debts would be paid OS' in a twelvemonth, and by din 
of a little diligence and practice, I doubt not that wo coulc 
distance the commonplace blocdtguards, who have so long 
disgraced common sense and the common reader. They 
have no merit but practice and impudence, both of which 
we may acquire, a^, as for talent and culture, the devil’s 
in H if such proots as we have given of both can’t furnish 
out something better than the ‘ funeral baked moats’ which 
have coUly set fortii the breakfast table of all Qrcat Britain 
for so many years. Now, what tliink you? Let me 
know; and recollect that, if wo take to such an enterprise, 
we must do so in good earnest. Hero is a bint,—do you 
make it a plan. Wo will modify it into as literary and 
classical a concern as you please, only let us put out our 
powers upon it, and it will most likely succeed. But you 
must hue in London, and I also, to bring it to bear, and we 
muet keep it a eecrU. 

“As for the living in London, I would make that not 
difficult to you, (if you would allow roe,) until we could see 
whether one means or otlior (die success of die plan, for 
instance) would nut make it quite easy for you, as well as 
your family t and, in any case, we should have sumo fun, 
composing, correcting, supposing, ins|>ecting, and supping 
together over our lucubrations. If you thi^ this worth a 
Uiuuglit, let me know, and I will begin to lay in a small 
literary capital of composiiiuii fur the occasion. 

“Yours over atfecUonately, 

“B. 

“P.S. If you thought of a middle plan between a iSpee- 
tator and a newspaper, why nut?—only not on a Svn^y. 
Not that Sunday is not an oxcollcnt day, but it is engaged 
already. Wo will call it the ‘ Tciida Rossa,’ the name 
Tassuni gave an answer of his in a controversy, in allu¬ 
sion to the dehcate bint of Tunour die Lame, to his ene¬ 
mies, by a ‘ Tenda’ of that colour, before he gave batde. 
Or wo will call it ‘Gli,’ nr ‘I Carbonari,’ if it so please 
you—or any other name full of ‘iststime and prodigabty,’ 
wliich you may prefer. ♦**♦♦♦ Let me 
have an answer. 1 conclude poetically, with the bellman, 
A merry Christmas to you!’” 


ADDRESS 

TO THE NEAPOLITAK aOVEKWMEKT. 

{^TranMlation from tho original Italian.^ 

* An Englishman, a friend to liberty, having understood 
that the Neapolitans permit even foreigners to contribute 
to the good cause, is desirous that they sliniild do him the 
honour of accepting a thousand louis, which ho takes the 
liberty of offering. Having already, not long since, been 
an ocular wimess of the despodsm of the Barbarians in 
the States occupied by them in Italy, ho sees, with die 
enthusiasm natural to a cultivated man, the generous deter¬ 
mination of the Neapolitans to as-sert. their wc11-w<hi 
indopondonco. As a member of the English House of 
Peers, he would be a traitor to the principles whiedi placed 
the reigning family of England on die throne, if ho were 
not grateftd {or the noble lesson so lately given both to 
people and to kings. The offer which ho desires to make 
is small in itself, as must always be that presented Irom an 
individual to a nation ; but he trusts that it will not be the 
last diey will reemve from his countrymen. His distance 
from the frontier, and the ieeling of to personal incapacity 
to contribute efficaciously to the servto of the nation, 
peavents hil|p,.|rora proposing h'um|plf as worthy of the 
lowest to experience and talent might 

be reqii|iBli7”!But aii|.t more volunteer, to presence 


were not a burden to whomsoever he might serve under 
he would repto to whatever place the Neapolitan govern- 
ment might pomt out, there to obey the orders and parti¬ 
cipate in the dangore of his commanding officer, without 
any other motive than that of sharing the destiny of a 
brave nation, defending itself against the self-called Holy 
Alliance, which but ctanbiues the vice of hypocrisy with 
I despotism.” 

LETTER CCCCLXX. 

TO MK. MOOKE. 

“Ravenna, Jan. 2, 1S3I. 

“Your entering into my project to the Memoir is 
ileasant to me.' But 1 doubt (contrary to my dear Mode ' 
MacF * whom I always loved, and always shall—^not 
miy because 1 really did feel attached to her permnaUy, 
jut because she and about a dozen others of that sex 
'ere all who stuck by me in the grand conflict of 1816) 
—but I doubt, 1 say, whether the Memoir could appear 
in my lifetime;—^and, indeed, I had rather it did not, 
or a man always looks dead after his Life has appeared, 
and 1 should certes not survive the appearance of mine. 
~'he first part I cannot consent to alter, even although 
Mad' dc Staol’s opmion of Benjamin Constant, and my 
•emarks upon Lady Cwolinc’s beauty, (which is surely 
great, and I suppose that 1 have said so—at least, I 
>ught,) should go down to otn grandchildren in unsopbis- 
icated nakedness. 

“ As to Madame de Stael, I am by no means bound to 
Je her beadsman—she was always more civil to me in 
icraon than during my absence. Our dear defrmet friend, 
Matthew Lewis, who was too great a bore ever to lie, 
assured me, upon his tiresome word of honour, that, at 
“'lorence, die said Madame dc StacI was open-moufitef 
against me; and, when asked, in tSwUxerland, why she had 
hanged her opinion, replied, with laudable sincerity, 
hat I had named her in a sonnet with Voltaire, Rous¬ 
seau, &c.&c. and that she could not help it, through 
Iccency. Now, I have not forgotten this, but I have 
jeen generous,—as mine acquaintance, tlie late Captain 
Whitby of llie navy, used to say to his seamen (when 
married to tlie gunner’s daughter’)—‘ two dozen, and 
et you off easy.’ The ‘ two dozen’ were with the cat-’- 
ine-tails;—the ‘ let you off easy’ was rather his own 
D{>inion tlian tliat of the patient. 

“My acquaintance with these terms and practices 
-ises from my having been much conversant with slii|i8 
if war and naval heroes in the years of my voyages in 
he Mediterranean. Wliitby was in the gallant action 
iffLissa in 1811. He was brave, but a ffisciplinarion. 
Wlien he left his fi-igate, ho left aporrof, which was taught 
ly the crew the following sounds—(It must be remarked 
hat Captam Whitby was the image of Fawcett the actor, 
in voice, face, and figure, and that ho squinted.) 

“ The Parrot loquitur, 

“‘WWtby! Whitby! funny eye! funny eye! two do- 
»n, and let you off easy. Oh you —!’ 

“ Now, if Madame de B. has a parrot, it had better b** 
Eught a French parody of the some sounds. 

“ With regard to our purposed Journal, I will call it 
hat you please, but it should be a newspaper, to make 
pay. We can call it ‘ The Harp,’ if you like—or any 
hing. 

“I feel exactly as you do about our ‘art,’ but it comes 
'er me in a kind of rage every now and then, like * 

* ♦ * and then, if I don’t write to empty 

ly mind, I go mad. As to that regular, unuitomipted 
ive of writing, which you describe in your friend, I do 
ot understand it. I feel it as a torture, which I must 
let rid of, but never as a pleasure. On the contrary, I 

uik composition a great pain. . * 

* I wish you to think seriously of the ^niimat scheme— 
ir I am os serious as me can be, in this world, about 
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any thiz^. As to matters bere^ they are hi^ and migh 
—but not for paper. It is much about the state of tiling 
bt^tweon Cain and Abe). There is, in fact, no law 
government at all; and it is wundorful how well thin, 
go on without them. Excepting a few occasional nm 
ders, (every body killing whomsoever he pleases, ai 
being filled, in turn, by a friend, or relative, of tin; d* 
funct,) there is as quiet a society and as merry a Cum 
vai as can be met with in a tour through Europe. I'hei 
is nothing like habit in those things. 

shall remain hero til) May or Juno, and, unless 
‘honour comes unlooked-^,* we may perhaps meet,ii: 
France or England, within the year. 

“ Yours, &c. 

« Of course, I cannot explain to you existing circum¬ 
stances, as they 0 {>en all letters. 

‘‘Will you set me right about your cursed * Champ'’ 
Klys^es T —are they ‘ es’ or ‘ ees’ for the adjective ? 
know notliing of French, being all Italian. Though 
cati read and understand Frt'ncli, I never attempt t< 
speak it; i<>r 1 hate it. From the second part of lh< 
Memoirs cut what you please.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXI. 

TO MU. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, January 4,1821. 

“ I just see, by the papers of Galignani, tliat tliore is 
new tragedy of great expectation by Barry Comwall.* 
or what I have road of his works 1 lilu'd the Dramatic 
Skmche.s, hut tlioiight his Sicilian story and Marciat; 
jC'olviirmj, in rliyme, (piito spoiled, by I know not wita 
alfoi^tation of \Vordswor1h, and ]Vif>t»re, and myself—al 
mixed up into a kind of chaos. J think him very likely 
to prodin;e a good tragf^dy, if he keej> to a natural style, 
and not play tri<?ks to form harluquinad<’s for an audience 
As he (Barry Cornwall is not his true name) was a 
sclioolftdlow of mine, I take more than comiiioii interes 
in his success, and sliall be glad to hear of it speedily 
If I hail been aware that he was in lliat line, I shonli 
have spoken of him in the preface to Marino Faliero 
He will do a world’s wonder if he produce a great tragedy 
I am, however, persuaded, tliat tliis is not to be d<.>ne by 
following the old dramatists,—who arc full of gross faults, 
pardoned tmly for tlie beauty of their language,—^but by 
writing naturally and regularly^ and producing regidor 
tragedies, like the Grecht; but not in muioZio?*,—merely 
the outline of tlie-ir conduct, adapted to our own timci 
;ind circumstances, and of course no chorus. 

“ You will laugh, and say, ‘ Why do n’t you do so ?’ 1 
have, you sec, tried a sketch in Marino Faliero; hut 
many jwople lliink my talent ‘ eM&UiaUtj undromaiic^ anti 
I am not at all clear that they arc not right. If Marino 
Faliero don’t, fall—in the perusal—I shall, perhaps, try 
again, (but not for (lie stage;) and as I think tliat Utm is 
0 ot the principal passion for tragedy, (and yet most of| 
ours turn upon it,) you will not fini^me a popular writer. 
Unless it is !ove,J^ritous, crimhwl^ and hapless, it ought 
not to make a tragic subject. When it is melting and 
maudlin, it does, but it ought not to do; it is then for the 
gallery and second-price boxets. 

“If you want to have a notion of what I am trying, 
take up a trandaHon of any of the Greek tragedians. lf| 
1 said the original, it would be an impudent {ircsiimption 
of mine ; but the translations are so inferior to tlie origi¬ 
nals tJiat I dunk I may risk it. Then judge of the * sim¬ 
plicity of plot,’ &c. and do not judge me by your old mad 
dramatists, which is like drinking usquebaugh and then 
proving a i<)untaiiw.Yet, after all, 1 supposts that you 
do not mean tbat^^its is a nobler element than a clear 

* 8m Ddq .luaa, Csoto XI. SUuoa fiS. 
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spring bubbling in the sun ? and this 1 take to be the dif¬ 
ference between the Greeks and tliose turbid mounte¬ 
banks—always exccptiiig Bon Jonson, who was a scho¬ 
lar and a classic. Or, take up a translation of Alficri, 
and try tlie interest, &c. of these my new attempts in 
tlie old line, by fdm in English; and then tell me fairly 
your opinion. But do n’t measure me by vovk oww old 
or tiew tailors’ yards. Notliing so easy as intricate con¬ 
fusion of plot and rant. Mm. Centlivn*, in comedy, has 
ten times the bustle of Congreve; but arc they to be com¬ 
pared '/ and yet she drove Congreve from tJie theatre,” 


I LETTER CCCCLXXII. 

I TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, January 19,1821, 

“ Yours of the. 29th ultimo hath arrived. I must really 
and seriously request that you will beg of Messrs. Harris 
.)r FI list on to let die Doge alone: it is not an acting 
>lay; it will not serve their puqwse; it will destroy yours, 
llic sale;) and it will distress me. It is not courteous, 
i.s hardly oven gentlemanly, to persist in this appropria- 
ioii of a nmn’s writings to their mountebanks. 

“ I have already sent you !)y last post a short protest 
> the public, (against lliis proceeding;) in case that they 
ors!.st, wliich I trust tliat they will not, you must tlien 
iihhsli it in tlie newspapers. 1 shall not let them edf 
ith that only, if tliey go on; but make a longer appeal 

I that subject, and slate what I think the injustice of 
heir mcKle f»f behaviour. It is hard that I should have 

II tie* lujtloons in Britain to deal with—who yiM 
jhllsh, anti players who vnU act—when there arc tliou- 

aml.-i of worthy nien who can neither get lKx>kseller n(M' 
uanager for love nor money. 

“ ’i'oii never answered mo a word about Gfdignani. 
f you mt'un to use the two dtHsuments, d/j ; if not, hum 
iptn. I do not choose to leave tlieiii in any one’s pos- 
■sston; suppose some one found thorn witlmut the lei- 
'rs, what would they thittk ? why, tliat /had In'cii doing 
\n' ffpjjosile of what 1 done, to wit, referred the wholo 
iinii to you—an act of civility, at least, which required 
lying, ‘ 1 have received your letter.* I thought that you 
light have some liold u})on tiiosc publications by tiiis 
cans; to me it can b<‘. no interest oik? way or the other. 

“ The third canto of Don Juan m ‘dull,’ but you must 
ally put up w ith it: if the first two and tlio two (bUow- 
tg arc tolerable, what do you expect ? jiarticularly as I 
cither dispute witli you on it as a matter of criticism or 
8 a matter of business. 

‘ Besides, what am I to understand ? you, and Pou- 
las Kiniiuinl, and others, write to me, that the first two 
iblishetl cantos arc among the lx.'st that I <!Vor wTole, 
id are reckoned so; Augusta writes that tliey are 
ought ‘rxccroMe’(bitter word that fur an auUwH'—oh, 
ilurray?) as a comfwsition even, and that she hod heard 
much against tliem that she would never read them, 
tid u<w<T has. Be that as it may, 1 can’t alter; that is 
It my n>rtc. If you publish Oic three new ones wifriout 
tentation, they may perliaps succeed. 

“ Pray publish the Dante and the Vuld, (the Prophecy 
'Dante, I mean.) I look upon the Piilci as my grand 
Tfonnance. The remainder of the ‘ Hints,’ whore be 
ry ? Now, bring them all out about tlie same time, 
herwise ‘ the varietif you wot of will be less obvious. 

* I am in bad himmurscano obstructions in business 
ith those plaguy trustees, who objiHit to an advantageous 
tan which I was to furnish to a nobleman on mortgage 
fcausc his property is in Ireland, have shown me how a 
lan is treated in his absence. Oh, if 1 do come back, 
ill make some of tlidso who little dream of it spw%—or 
5y or I shall go down.” ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

« a « V ♦ 
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LETTER CCCCLXXni. 

TO MB. MtTKBAr. 

“January 20,1821. 

“I did not think to have troubled you with the plague 
and poetago of a double letter this time, but I have just read 
in an ftal^ paper, ‘ That Lord Byrun has a tragedy com¬ 
ing out,’ &c. &c. &c. and tliat the Courier and Morning 
Chronicle, &c. 8tc. are pulling one another to pieces about 
him,£tc. 

“Now I do reiterate and desire, that every thing may 
be done to prevent it from coming out on any theatre, for 
which it never was designed, and on which (in tlic present 
state rf the stage of London) it could never succeed. I 
have sent you my appeal by last post, which you inu-et j/ub- 
Ueh in cate of need; and I ref|uirc you even in yonr oum 
name (if my honour is dear to you) to declare that such re- 
prosornation would bo contrary to my wish and to my judg¬ 
ment. If you do nut wish to drive me mad altogether, you 
will hit upon some way to prevent tliis. 

“ Yours, &c. 

“ P. S. I camiot conceive how Harris or Elliaton should 
be so insane as to think of acting Marino Fabero; they 
might as well act the I’romeiheus of vEschylus. I speak 
of course humbly, and witli the greatest sense of the dis¬ 
tance of time and merit between the two performances; 
but merely to show the absurdity of the attempt. 

“ The Italian paper spcitks of a ‘ party against itto be 
sure there would be a party. Ctui you imagine, tliat after 
having luiver flattered man, nor beast, nor opinion, nor po¬ 
litics, there would nut be a party against a man, who is als( 
a popular writer—at least a successful ? Why, all parties 
would bo a party against.” 

LETTER CCCCLXXIV. ' 


mean to present an address atBrandeuburgb-hou8e,'m 
armour,’ and with all possible variety and splendour of 
brazen apparel? 

Tbe Braziert, it seenu, are preparing to paet 
An BxklreM, awl present it (liemseivei al! in bras»-> 

A superfluous imgeanl—for, hy tbe LordHaiij, 

They 'll find where they *re going much more tiwn Utey eanj. 

There’s an Ode for you, is it not?—^worthy 

“ Of • * • the grand mctaqulzzlcal poet, 

A mao of vast merit, though few people know It; 

The fjerusat of whom (as I told you at Mestri) 

I uwc, in gniat part, to my passion for pastry. 

“ Mestri and Fiisina are the ‘ trajects, or common fer- 
iesj’ to Venice; but it was from Fusina that you and I 
embarkfKl, though * the wicked necessity of rhyming* has 
made me press Mestri into the voyage. 

^So, you have had a book defeated to you? lam 
flad of it, and shall be very happy to sec the volume. 

“I am in a peck of troubles al)out a tragedy of mine, 
which is fit only for Uio (♦ + ♦**) closet, and which it 
seems that the managers, assuming a right over published 
poetry, arc determinwl to enar4, whether I will or no, with 
tlieir own alterations by Mr. DilKlin, I presume. 1 have 
wriUen to Murray, to the Lord Chaiiiberiain,and toothers, 
o interfere and preserve me from such an exhibition. I 
want neither the impertinence of their hisses nor the in- 
solcnee of Uieir applause. 1 write only for the. reader^ and 
'are fijr nothing but the mlcfU approbation of those who 
:Utf«e otie’s b(K>k wiUi g«XKl-humour and quiet conUmlmcnt. 

“Now if you wotild also write to our friend Perry, to 
icgofliim to meditate with Harris and Elliston to /or- 
'tear this intent, you will greatly oblige mo. I’lic play is 
:juite unfit for the stage, ns a single glanr:c will show diem, 
and, I hope, fias shown them; and, if it were ever so fit, 1 
will never have any tiling to do willingly with tlie theatres. 

“Yours ever, in haste, &c,” 


TO MU. MURRAV. 

“Ravenna, January 20,1821. 

*If Harris or Elliston persist, aflcr the remonstrance 
which I dcsiretl you and Mr. Kinnaird to make on my be¬ 
half, and wliich I hope will be sufficient—but t/j I say, tlicy 
do persist, then 1 pray you to prtment in person the enclosed 
letter to the Lord Chamberlain: I have said inperxm, be¬ 
cause otherwise 1 shall have neither answer nor know¬ 
ledge that it has reached its address, owing to the ^nso- 
solence of office.* 

“ I wish you would speak to Lord Holland, and to al! my 
friends and yours, to interest themselves in preventing 
this cursed attempt at representation. 

“God help me! at tliis distance, I am treated like a 
corpse or a fool by the few people that I thought I could 
rely upon; and I was a fool to dunk any bettor of them 
than of die rest of mankind. 

“Pray write. “Yours, &c. 

“P. S. I have nothing more at heart (that is, in litera¬ 
ture) than to prevent this drama from going upon the 
stage; in shor^ rather than permit it, it must be mp- 
preased cdtxfg^er, and only fifty copies struck q/^privatety for 
presents to my friends. What cursed fools those specu¬ 
lating buffoons must be not to see that it is unfit for their 
to—or their booth!” 


LETTER CCCCLXXV. 

TO BIR. MOORE. 

Ravenna, January 22,1821. 


LETTER CCCCLXXVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, January 27,1821. 

“I differ from you about the /laute, which I think should 
DO published with the tragedy. But do as you please: 
'ou must be the ImjsI judge of your own crafl. I agree 
ith you al>ont tlie title. The play may be good or bail, 
Dut I flatter myself that it is original as a picture of that 
[ind of passion, which to my mind is so natural, tliat I am 
'.onvinci^ tliat I should have done precisely what the Doge 
lid on tliosc provocations. 

“I am glad of Foscolo’s approbation, 

“Excuse haste. I ImjIicvcI mentioned to you that -" - 
forget what it was; but no matter. 

“Thanks for your compliments of the year. 1 hope 
that it will be pleasanter than the last. 1 speak with re* 
fercncc to Englcmd only, as far as regards myself, where 1 
had every kind ofdisapfKjintmcnt—lost an important law¬ 
suit—and the trustees of Lady Byron refusing to allow of 
on advantageous loon to be made from my property to 
LordB]es8iiigt(Hi,&c.&c. by way of closing tlie tor sctl- 
sons. Thesis anid atondreil other such things, made a 
year of bitter business forme in England. Luckily, things 
were a little pleasanter for me Acre, ebo I should have toon 
tlie liberty of Hannibal’s ring. 

Pray thank Giflbrd for all his goodnesses. The win- 
:er is as cold here as Parry’s polarities. I must now taka 
a canter in the forest; my horses arc waiting. 

I “ Yours ever and truly. 


“Pray got weU. 1 do not like your comptoit. So, 
let me l^ve aline to say you are up and doing again. To¬ 
day 1. am 9S years ^ ag< 

Tturoil^|^e*iruaA,*&c.&(^* ^ 

•Haveyouheaid’^at the ‘Braziers’ Company’ have,or 


LETTER CCOCLXXVn. 

TO MR. MURr AV. 

“ Ravenna, February 2,1821. 

“ Your letter of excuses has arrived. I receive the loi¬ 


ter, but do not admit tlie excuses, except in courtesy at 


* Giffn in his Journal, fWfe 353. 
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from memory) the phra-se — 

* And Tbou who makMl and uumakeet auas 
chanjjfe this to— 

* And Thou who kiiidlost oad who qiiciicheni buus 


[nliajn»y knowing whi<‘.h 

would b« t|*« sovrrrsl; flit- Simni -li irailitiun says hell; 
but it is probably only an allc^^iry of the other state. You 
arc now in possession of my notions on the subject, 

“ You say tlic Dttirc will not be |«ipulur: did I ever 


that is to say, if the verse runs equally well, and Mr. Gif- 7”*^^ fory)q?m/(» i(y? I defy you to show a work of mine 
ford tliinks Uie expression improved. Pray have the iKmnty ^ two) of a popular style or complexion, 

to attend to this. You are grown quite a minister of slat. V ^ difT.^reiit stylo of 

Mind if some of these days you are not tlirown out. * ^ ’ neither a scmle following of the old drama, 

will not be always a Tory, though Johnson says the first 7”’^ ^ erroneous one, nor yet too Frencfi, like 

Wliig was the Devil. succeeded the oklcr writers. It appears to me 

^ You have learned one secret from Mr. Galignani’s English, and a severer approach to the rules, 

(somewhat tardily acknowledged) correspondence: this ^^”*^***^ not dishonoiuable to <mr litora- 

is, that an English author may dispose of liis exclusive *’**’j* * ^^*<‘nq>ted lomakea play witJioiitlove; 

c.»pyright in /Vance,—a fact of some conso(iueiice (in tinu- ^“Cre are neither rings, nor mistakes, nor starts, nor 
of peace) in the case of a jHipular writer. Now I will tell rantmg villains, nor meiodrame in it. All this 

you what you shall do, and take no advantage of you, though tKipularify, hut does not fw^reuade me that 

you wi^rc scurvy enough never to acknowledge my letter l! faulty. W hateviT fiuilts it has will arise 

for three months. UfTcr Galignatii iho refusal of Uie copy- conduct, rather Uion m tlie conce|i- 

right in Franco; if he refuses, appoint any bo<»kscIler in is simple and severe. 


“ So you lyigrammatize uikmi my epigram ? I will pay 
you fiir thaU mind if J do n’t, some <lay. I ncv<*r let any 
one off in tlie long run, (who frst begins.) Remember 
and see if I do n't do you as good a turn. You un- 
latural publLsher! what! quiz your own autlairs ? you 
are a paper cannibal! 

“ In the letter on BowUjs, (which I sent by Tuesday’s 


France you please, and I wdll sign any a.ssigiiment you 
{ilease, and it shall never cost, you a sou on my account. 

‘‘R-ecoUect that I will have iiothuig to do wiilj it, except 
as far as it may secure the copyright to yourself. I will 
Itave no bargain hut with tlio English booksellers, and I 
desire no inlor<5St out of that ermntry. 

“ Now, that ’« fair and open, and a little handsomer than ^ . , , , • • , , , -, w 

your dod«ms siU-nre, to sou wl.at would como of il. You P”®'’) worJ* ^ (alludl^ 

arc an cx.j.dlont follow, n.io caro Moray, but tb.-.r,. is still “ ‘'■•t r.'pul. ...d.on of ‘ Eng isl. Bards ,) mid tl.c 
aUldoleavun of Fleet-street about you now aud thei,-a! ; for 1 be icve that. EnoUsh pirates did not 

enun of the old loaf. You have no right to act su.s,.,oio..s)y "W ’oftEnglaitd Uie second 

With rue, for 1 have given vou no reL'on. I sl.all always ' ""«• P^ay atlend to Uits. Lot me know what you and 
bo frank with you; as, for iii.stanee, whenever you lalk your synod think on Bowles. , • . - 

will, tho votaries of Apollo arithn.oliially, it .should ho in , ^ ""“"f “f ^ ^ “ '? 

guineas, not poun.ls-lo pools, as well as physiciarns, an.' ‘>'• 11 " ^araecn's head with whieh you liayu 

hidd.TS at auctions. scaled your/oii/the larger, in pro^/c, was surely 

“ I shall say no more at tliis present, save that I am I '““‘'J' •"'Jb'r Uian that. , , . 

li ym,fg “ So Fo-scolo says he will get yon n »mt ait better m 

“P.S. Ifyouvcnture, as you sav, to Ravenna tiiis year, he nu-ans a tW-tbal is tho only Uting (liey do 

I will oxcrci.se tbe rites of hospitality wliile you live, and dexterously The Arttt-all but Cai.ovas,and Mor- 
iHiry you handsomely, (though not i 
get ‘ shot or slashed in u creagh or s[i 

frequent here of laic among the native parties. But per-, tt e o *n.i 

haps your visit may he aulicipniod; I may pn>bal>!y come I House of Commons? All tho 

to your country; in which case write to her ladyship tho poem in my 

duplicate of tiio epistle die king of Franco wrote to Prince e taih « n i«-nii tmve nrnn is 


dii-y wliile you live, and a«xierousiy. me /iru^au om ^..anovas, ana ivior- 
ot in holy ground,) if you SWih »«d OM, (I do n’t mean ^, 3 ,)-are as low as 
rsplore,’wliich arc rather '>''«d be: look at the seal winch 1 gave to Wdliam 
lativc n-irtios But ncr- Rankes, and own it. HowcaincGcorgeBankos toquots 


JTolm.” 


LETTER CCGCLXXVm. 

TO MR. MOBIIAY. 

“ Ravenna, Feb. 16,1821. 

“ In the month of March will arrive from Barcelona 
Kignor Curiotii, engaged for tho Opera. He is an ac¬ 
quaintance of mine, and a gentlemanly young man, liigh 
in his profession. I must request your personal kindness 
and patronage in his favour. Pray introduce him to such 
of the theatrical fieople, editors of papers, and others, as 
may bo useful to him in his profession, publicly and pri¬ 
vately. 

“ Tho fifth is so far from being the last of Don Juan, 
tliat it is hardly thi; beginning. I mijunt to lake him the 
tour of Europe, willi a projicr mixture, of siege, battle, and 

_k_..__.J .....I... Ani.iV. r.t. 


Belzoiii 19 a grand traveller, and his English is very 
prettily brekon. 

“As for news, the BarbarianB are marching on Naples, 
and if they lose a single battle, all Italy will ^ up. Il wiH 
bo like the Bpanish row, if they have any bottom. 

“ ‘ IjCtlers opened T—to be sure tliey are, and that ’a the 
reason why I always put in my opinion of the German 
Austrian scoundrels. There is not an Italian who 
loat/ies them more than T do; and whatever I could do to 
scour Italy and tho earth of tiieir infamous oppressuin 
would he done con amore. 

“Yours, &C.’* 


I.ETTER CCCCLXXIX. 

TO MU. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, Fob. 21,1821 .♦ 
“In the forty-fourth page,volume first, of Turner’s Tra- 


• ' ^ 'si 1 r only pcrformeil the ealhiest part < 

made him a cavalfer serveuto m Italy, and a cause for a Phirone to Asia.’ I e,ertainly could not have 

divorce in England, and a sentiineiilal ‘ Werther-iaced |_—.—--— 

man’ inpierniaiiy, so as to show the dilfercnt ridicule;! oI | • ' .Sut —i>ou juau, Cantu Ui sta»i« w®i <kc. 
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forgoitcity what is known to every schoolboy, that Leander I once more oiwns to Pasina, I had i)ecii to the water, 
crossed in tJie ui^ht, and returned towards the morninj Imy watch, wit/iout help or rest, and never touching ground 
My (tbjoct waii, to a^jccrtaiii that the could l> or Umt, ^our hours aitd twenty minutes. To this match, 

criKscd at alt by swimming, and in lliis Mr. Kkenlica. and during tlie greater part of its performance, Mr. 
and myself both succeeded, the one hi on hour and ti Hoppner, tlie consul-general, was witness, and it is well 
minutes, ami tlie other in an hour and five minutes. Th known to many others. Mr. Turner can easily verify 
tide was not in our favour; on die conU-ary, die great dif the fact, if he diiuks it worth while, by referring tp Mr. 
hculty was to bear up against the current, whieli, so fai Hoppner. The distance we could not accurately ascer- 
froin helping us into die Asiatic side, set us down right to lain; it was of course considerable, 
wards the Arcliipelago. Ncidier Mr. Ekenhead, myself “ I crossed the Hellcs|ionl in one hour and ten minutes 
nor, I will venture to add, any person on board die frigat inly. I am now ten years older in time, and twenty in 
from Captain BaUiurst downwards, haii any notion of constitution, than 1 was when I passed the Dardanelles, 
difference of die current on iJio Asiatic side, of which M and yet two years ago I was capable of swimming fiiur 

Turner speaks. I never hcai d of it till this moment, or hours and twenty mimitea; and I am sure that I could 
would have talten the other cour.so. I.ieutoiiaut Ekcn lave coiilhiucd two hours longer, diough I had cm a pair 
head’s sole motive, and mine also for setting out from tin if trowsers, an accoutrement which by no means assists 
EurojK’an side was, that the litde cajic above Sestos was die pcrfoniiancc. My two companions were also four 
a more )iroiiiiiient starling-plane, and the frigate, whtcl hours in die water. Mcngaldo might be about diirty 
lay below, close under dm Asiatic castle, formed a bettei ears of age; Scott about six-and-lwenty. 
jioiiit of view for us us to swim tow ards; and, in fact, w “ Widi this experience in swimming at different periods 
landed immediately below it. if life, not only upon the SPOT, but elsewhere, of various 

“ Mr. Turner says, ‘ Whatover is thrown into die persons, what is there to make me doubt that Leander’s 
stream on this jiart of the European hank, must arrive al '.vploit wa.s perfectly practicable ? If three iiidiviihials 
die Asiatic shore.’ This is so far from being the casi, did more than the passage of the Hcllespmit, why should 
that it wiust arrive in the Archipelago, if left to die current, he have done less ? But Mr. Turner failed, and, natu- 
although a strong wind in the Asiatic direction niightliavi rally seeking a plausible reason for his failure, lays die 
BiieJi an effect occasionally. hlamc on die Asiatic side of die strait. He tried to swim 

“ Mr. Turner alteiiipted die passage from die Asiatic irectly across, instead of going higher up to take the 
side, and failed; ‘ After live-aiid-tweuiyminutes, in whieii 'antage: he might as well have tried tojiy over Mount 
he dul not advance, a hundred yards, be gave it up from Adios. 

complete oxliaiistioii.’ This is very possible, and might “ That a young Greek of the heroic times, in love, and 
have occurred to liim just as readily on the European vidi his limbs in full vigour, might have siiexsiedcd in such 
«de. He should have sot mit a couple of miles higher, ui attemiit is neither wonderful nor doubtful. Whether 
and could then have come out below die European castle, ic oWcmyiteditornot is another question, because he might 
I particularly slated, and Mr. Ilobhousc has done so also, lave had a small boat to save him the Irmihle. 
that wo were obliged to make the, real passsage of one “I am yours very truly, 

mile extend to betweendtree andy(nir,owingtotiiofurce of “Bvbon. 

die stream. 1 can assure Mr. Tumor, that his success “ 1’. S. Mr. Turner says that the swimming from 

would have given me great pleasure, as it would have luropetoAsiawasMhc ensies/jiart ofthe task.’ I doubt 
added one more instance to the proofs of the probahilily. helher Leander Ibund it so, as it was the return ; how- 

Xl is not quite (air iu huii Ui infer, that hecauso be failed, «-r, he had several lioiirs between the intervals. The 

Leander could not succeed. 'I'hcre are still four in- rgument of Mr. Turner‘that higher iqi, or lower down, 
stances on record: a Neapolitan, a young Jew, Mr. Ekcn- he strait widens so considerably that he could save little 
bead, and myself; die two last done in the presence of ahour by his starting,’ is only gooil for indifferent swim- 
hmidreds of English witnesses. tiers; a man of any practice or skill will always consider 

“With regard to die ilifferenceofdio current I porecived lie distance less than the strengdi of the stream. If 
none; it is favourable to dio swinimcr on neither side, but Ckenhead and myself had thought of crossing at the 
may be stemmed by plunging into die sea, a considerable arrowcsi |s)iiit, instead of going up to the Cape above it, 
way above the opposite point of die coast which tin 'e should have been swept down to Teiicdos. The 

swimmer wishes to make, but still bearing up against it; rait, however, is not so extremely wide even where it 

it is strong, but if you calculate woll.yiai may rearJi land, iroadeiis above and Indow the forts. As the frigate was 
My own experience and diat of odiors bids me pronounce tationed some time in die DardancI les waiting for the fir- 
thc passage ofi.eander perfectly practicable. Any young lan, X bathed often in die straits subsequently to our u-a- 
man, in graxl and tolerable skill in swimming, might sue- ect, and generally on the Asiatic side, without perceiving 
cecd in it from dther sale. X was three hours in swim- ' c greater strength of the opjiosuc stream by which llio 
ming across the I'agus, which is much more liazardous, ilomatic traveller palliates lus own failure. Our amuse- 
boing two hours longer dian the Hellespont. Of what lent in the small bay which opens immediately below die 
may bo done in swimming, I will mention one more '.siatic fort was to dim for the i.ahd tortoises, wiiicii we 
instance. In 18J 8, die Chevalier Mcngaldo, (a gentleman eng in on piirproe, as they amphibiously crawled alon,, 
of Bassano,) a good swimmer, wished to swim with my lie bottom. Undoes not argue any greater violence of 
friend Mr. Alexomler Scott and myself. As he seemed urrent than on the European shore. ’With regard to the 
parucularly anxious on the. subject, we indulged him. We iKsicut insinuation that we chose the European side as 
all three started from the island of the Lido and swam to asicr,’ I appeal to Mr. Hohhouso and Captain Bathurst 
Venice. At the entrance of the Grand Canal, Scott and it be true or no, (poor Ekenhead being since dead.) 

I were a good way ahead, and we saw no more of our lad we been aware of any such difference of current as 
foreign friend, which, however, was of no consequence, as asserted, we would at least have proved it, and were 
there was a gondola to hold his clothes and pick him up. ot likely to have given it up in tlie twenty-five minutes 
Scott swam on till past tlie Rialto, where he got out, loss f Mr. Turner’s own experiment. The secret of all this 
from fatigue than from daU, having been four hours in the s Mr. Turner failed, and that we succeeded; and 
water, witbnit rest or stay, except what is to be obtained is consequently disapnointed, and seems not unwilling 
by (loafing on one’s back—this being the condition of our ovcrsliadow whatever ii'ile merit there miglit be in our 
iwrfonnaiice. I continued my coarse on to Santa Chiara, iuccess. Why did ho not trylhe E '^an side? Ifha 
comprising the whole of the Grand Canal, (besides the lad succeeded there, after failing on We Asaatic, his )dea 
distance from the Lido,) and got out where tlie Laguna ould have been more graceful gracious. Mr. Tur- 



LETTERS, 1821. 


ncr nui^ M what fault he pleases with my poetry, or mj 
pcjiitioe; but I recommend him to leave aquatic reSec- 
tions till he is able to swim 'five-and-twenty minutes 
without being ‘ exhausted^ though 1 believe he is the firsi 
modem Tory who ever swam‘agoi/tst the sireaju’ for half 
the time.’’ 


LETTER CCCCLXXX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Ravenna, Feb. 22,1821. 

” As I wish the soul of tlie late Antoine Galignani to 
rest in peac^ (you will have read his death published b)' 
luiiiself, in his own newspaper,) you are requested })arti- 
cularly to inform liis children and heirs, that of theii 

* Literary Gazette,’ to which I subscribed more tlian two 
months ago, 1 have only received one number, notwith 
standing I have written to them repeatedly, if tliey have 
no regard for me, a subscriber, they ought to have some 
fur thoir deceased (>axent, who is imdouhtedly no better 
oil* ill his present residence fur thus total want of atten> 
tion. If not, let me have my francs. I’hey we-re paid by 
Missiaglia, the fVenetian bookseller. Youmay also hint 
to them that when a gentleman writes a letter, it is usual 
io send an answer. If not, I. shall make tliem ‘ a speech,’ 
which will comprise an eulogy on the deceased. 

“ We are here full of war, and within two days of th( 
seat of it, expecting intelligence momently. We sliall 
nc»w sue if our Italian friends are good fur any thing but 

* sliooting round a comer,’ like the Irishman’s gun. Excuse 
haste,—! write with my spurs putting on. My horses 
art' at. the door, and an Italian Count waiting to accom* 

» pany me in my rale. “ Yours, &r. 

“R. S. Pray, among my letters, did yon get one detail¬ 
ing the dealii of the commandant here ? He was killed 
nt'or my <loor, and died in my house. 

“BOWLES AND CAMPRKTX. 

“ To the air of ‘ How uow, M(uUm\c Ptiri^ in llic Beg¬ 
gar’s Opera. 

“ Botplss. 

“ Why, how imw, saticy Tom, 

If you thuH miifcl ramble, 

I will puhliifh aome 
llvniurkm on Mr. C'amiibell. 

“ Catnphetl. 

** Why, how now, DUly BowK-s, 
fte. fte. Ac. 


LETTER CCCCLXXXI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“March 2,1821 
“ This was the beginning of a letter which I meant for 
Perry, but stopped sliort hoping that you would be able to 
prevent tlie theatres. Of course you need not send it; 
but it explains to you my feelings on tlie subject. You 
^ay that ' there is nothing to fear, lot them do what they 
pleasethat is to say, that yoi# would see me damned 
mth great tranquillity. You are a fine fellow.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXXU. 

TO MR. PERRY. 

“ Ravenna, Jan. 22,1821. 

^DEAR SIR, 

“ I have received a strange niece of news, which can¬ 
not be more disagreeable to^f&r {mbiic than it is to me. 
Letters and the it?. / tlie honour to say, Uiat it 

is the intenticxi dt some of the L(Hid(m managers to bring 
ibrward on their stage the poem of * Marino Faliero,’ &c. 
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which was never intended for such an exhibition, and I 
trust wiU never undergo it. It is certainly unfit for it. I 
have never written but for the srfitary reader, and require 
no ciqieriments for applause beyond his silent apprubatiem. 
Since such an attempt to drag me forth as a gladiator in 
the theatrical arena is a violation of all the cwirtesies of 
iterature, I trust that the impartial part of the press will 
step between me and tliis pollution. I say pollution, 
because every violation of a riglu is such, and I claim my 
right as an author to prevent what I have written from 
uung turned into a stage-play. 1 have too much rcsjiect 
for the public to permit this of my own free will. Had I 
sought their favour, it would have licen by a pantomime. 

“ I have said tliat I write only for the reader. Beyond 
tins I cannot consent to any publication, or to the abuse of 
any publication of mine to the purpe^es of histrionism. 
The applauses of an audience would give me no pleasure; 
heir disapprobation might, however, give me fiain. The 
wager is therefore not equal. You may, perhaps, say, 
How can this be ? if their disapprobation gives {min, 
heir praise might afford pleasure ?’ By no means: the 
;jck of an ass or tiie sting of a wasp may ho painful to 
iiosc who would find notliing agreeable in the braying of 
he one or tlie buzzing of the other. 

“ Tliis may not seem a courteous comparison, but I 
iave no other ready; and it occurs naturally. 


LETTER CCCCLXXXin. 

TO MR. MURRAY* 

“ Ravenna, Marzo, 1821. 

‘ DEAR MORAY, 

“ In my {lackct of the 12th imstant, in the last sheet, 
wC the half* sheet,) last {mge, omit the sentence which 
:lefiniijg, or attempting to define, what and who arc gen- 
omen) begins ‘ I should say at least in life that most 
lilitary men have it, and few naval; that several men of 
ink have it, and few lawyers,’ &c. &c. I say, omit tho 
Iioleof that sentence, la'cause, like the ‘ cc^mogony, or 
•reation of the world,’ in the ‘ Vicar of Wakefield,’ it is 
ot murli to the pur|>ose. 

‘In the sentence above, too, almost at the top of the 
same page, after the words ‘ that there ever was, or can 
an arisUmracy of {loets,’ add and insert those words— 
I do not mean that they should write in Uie style of the 
[)ng by a person of ({uality, orjMtrU euphuism; but thera 
lanobilUy of fliought and expre.ssion to be fotmd no less 
n SbakB{)care, Po|)C, and Burns, than in Dante, Alfieri, 
i&c. &c. and so on. Or, if you please, |)crhaps you had 
better omit the whole of the latter digression on the ml- 
gar ])oets, and insert only as far as tho end of the sen- 
mce on Pofic’s Homer, where I prefer it to Cowper’s and 
lole Dr. Clarke in favour of its accuracy, 

“ U{>on all these points, tal«c an o})inion ; talce the sense 
or nonsense) of your learned visitants, and act thereby, 
am very tractable—in prose. 

“ Whether I have made out the case for Pope, I know 
ot; but I am very sure that I have been zealous in the 
ttempt. If it comes to the proofs, wc shall beat the 
>iackgijards. I will show nK»re imagery ui twenty lines 
f Po{>e than in any equal length of quotation in English 
.msy, and ftiat in places where they least expect it. For 
istance, in his lines <m Sporus,—-now, do just read them 
ver—the subject is of no ccmsequcnce (whether it be 
satire or epic)—we are talking of poetry and imagery from 
vUure and art. Now mark the images separately and 
jidimetically 

“1. The thing of 

2. Curd of fiuur’s milk. 

3 . Thehuiterfty, 

4. The1i?Aeel. 

' B«eQod letter is uevar te Bowks. 
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5. Bui; with gilded wings. 

6. Painted cluld of dirt. 

7. Whose iuzz. 

8. We]l~bre<iipanieh. 

9. ShaOuw steams run dimj^ng. 

10. Florid impotence. 

11. Prompter. Puppet xpietiks, 

12. The ectr of Eve. 

13. Eandliar toad. 

14. Half froth,h(dfverum,t^iitaVxiase\( abroad. 

15. Pop at the t/nkl. 

16. Flatterer «X the hoard. 

17. Ampldbious thing. 

18. Now trips alady. 

19. Now struts a lord. 

20. A cherub'sface. 

21. A replik all the rest. 

22. The liabhins, 

23. Pride that Uchs the dust — 

* Bcautjr that shock* you, quirts ihatnoae will trust, 

Wit that can creep, and pride that Hcke the duet.’ 

*‘Now, is there a lino of all the passage without the 
most /hrciWc imagery, (for hid pur]>o£io. ?) Look at tJie 
at the poetry of tlio passage—-at the irmf'ina^ 
Hon: there is hardly a line from which a painting might 
not bo made, and ia. But tliis is nothing in comparison 
with his higher passages iu tlie Essay on Man, and many 
of his other jioems, serious and comic. Tlicre never 
was sne.h an unjust outcry in tins world as that which 
these fellows are. trying against P(>]Ki. 

“ Ask Mr. CJilford if, in Uic fifth act of' tlic Doge,’ you 
could not contrive (whore the senlonco of the Veil is 
passed) to insert tlie following lines in Marino FalieiVs 
answer ? 

* BtaWt it i>e*n. It wtllbeinvain : 

Thv veil which hlnckrnit o’er this hUghled name, 

And hidfK, or weenie Ui hida, Uic«e liiteanicatfl, 

fihall diaw morr gnr-erR than thcthnuHniid pcrtraKi 

Wliicli gliUer round U in tUclr painted trappings, 

Vour delegnted slaves—Uio jieoplc’s tyrants.'* 

“ Yours truly, &c. 

“P. S. Upon puhKc matters here I say little : you 
will all hear soon enough of a general row tliroughout 
Italy. There never was a more foolish step Uian tlie 
expedition to Naples by these follow.s. 

“ I wish U) propose to Holmes, the miniature painter, to 
come out to me Uiis spring. 1 will pay his expenses, and 
any sum in reason. I wish him to talte my daughter’s 
picture, (who is in a convent,) and the Countess G .’s, and 
tJic head of a peasant girl, which latter would make a 
stiKly for Raphael. It is a complete pcosaiK fitce,but an 
Itrtlian peasant’s, and quite in tlie Raphael Fomarina 
style. Her figure is tall, but ratlier large, and not at all 
eom|iar.ibte to iler face, which is really superb. She is 
not sevcniBcn, and I am anxious to have her face while it 
lasts. Madanii' G. is also very handsome, but’t is quite 
in a different style—completely blonde and fair—very 
uncommon in Italy; yet not on English fairness, but 
more likely a Swede or a Norwegian. Her figure, too, 
particularly the bust, is uncommonly good. It must be 
Holmes: I like him because he takes such inveterate like¬ 
nesses. There is a war here ; but a solitary traveller, 
with little baggage, and nothing to do with politics, has 
notiling to fear. Pack him up in the Diligence. Do n’t 
forget.” 

LETTER CGOCLXXXIV. 

TO MB. HOPPNEB. 

“ Ravenna, April 3,1821. 

“ Thanks for the translation. I have sent you some 
bo<4s, which I do not know whether you have read or no 
—youneudnot return them,inany i^sc. lenclosoyou 

* TtwH 11». nevw uiMrted in tUe Trafcily 


also a letter from Pisa. I have neither spared trouble nor 
exjienso in the care of tlic child i and as she was now 
four yeans old complele, and quite above the control of tho 
servants—and as a man living without any woman af the 
mud of bis house cannot much attend to a nursoiy— I 
lad no resource but to place her for a time (at a high 
lension too) iri the convent of Bagna-Cavalli, (twelve 
niles off.) where the air is good, and where she will, at 
ast, have her learning advanced, and Iter morals and 
digion inculcated. I had also another reason ;—things 
vere and are in such a state here, tliat I had no reason to 
>ok U[)on my own personal safety as particularly onsura- 
ilc; and I tliought the infant best out of harm’s way for 
1C present. 

“It is also fit that I should add that 1 by no means 
niended, nor intend, to give a natural child an English 
dueatioii, because with the disadvantages of her birth, 
er after-settlement wmild be doubly difficult. Abroad, 
•ith a fair foreign education and a portion of five or six 
lioiisand poiuids, she might and may marry very rcspcc- 
ahly. In England such a dowry would be a pittance, 
vhilc elsewhere it is a fortune. It is, besides, my wish 
hat she should he a Roman Catholic, which I look upon 
-s the best religion, as it is assiuedly the oldest of the 
arioHs branelies of Christianity. I havtf now explained 
ly notions as to tlic place whore she now is—it is tlie 
>est I could find for die present; but I have no prejudices 
its favour. 

“ I do not speak of politics, because it seems h hopeless 
ulijoct, as long as tliose scoundrels arc lobe permitted to 
ally states out of tlioir indepoiulenco. Believe mo 
“ Yours ever and truly. 

“ P. S. There is a rcfsirt here of a cliaiige in France ; 
ut with what tnilh is not yet known. 

“P. S. My respects to Mrs. H. I have the ‘host 
pinion’ of her countrywomen ; and at my time of life, 
direc-and-diirty, 22d January, 1821,) dial is to say, after 
lie life I have led, a gmd opmion is die only rational one 
'hich a man should entertain of the whole sex:—up to 
tarty, the worst [sissible opinion a man can have of them 
II general, the better for himself. Afterward, it is a 
natter of no importance to them, nor to him eidicr, what 
opinion lie entertains—his day is over, or, at least 
ihould be. 

‘ You sec how sober I am become.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXXV. 

TO MR. MttBKAr. 

“ Ravenna, April 21,1821. 

“ I enclose you another letter on Bowles. But I pre- 
nisc that it is not lilce the former, and dial 1 am not at all 
u-e how muclt, if any, of it sliotilil be published. U|ion 
iiis point you can consult with Mr. Gifford, and think 
wiee before you publish it at all. 

“Yours truly, 

“B. 

“ P. S. You may make my subscription for Mr. Scottls 
widow, &c. thirty instead of the proposed ten pounds: but 
lo not put down my name ; put down N. N. only. The 
cason is, that, as 1 have mentioned him in the enclosed 
aamphlet, it would look indelicate. I would give mere, 
out my disapiKiintments last year about Rochdale and 
the transfer from tho funds render me more economical 
!br the present.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXXVI. 
a 

TO MB. V{)J|LI.£r. 

“ Ravenna, iiitpril 26,1 821 . 

** The child continues doing well, and the accounts 
are regular and favourable. It is gratifying to me litat 
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you and Mrs. ohelley do not disapprove of tlie Bte|i 
which I have taken, which is merely temiiorary. 

“ I am veiy sorry to hear what you say of Keats 
actually true ? I did not think criticism had been so 
killing. Though I differ from you essentially in your 
estimate of his peribrmonces, I so much abhor all unne¬ 
cessary pain, that I would ratlier ho had been seated on 
tho highest peak of Parnassus than have perislicd in such 
a manner. Poor follow! though witli such inordinate 
self-love he would probably have not been very happy. 
I re.ad the review of ‘ Bndymion’ in the Quarterly. It 
was severe,—but surely not so severe as my reviews in 
that and otlier journals upon others. 

“ I recollect the effect on mo of tlie Edinburgh on my 
first poem ; it was rage, and resistance, and redress—but 
not des[K)ndency nor despair. I grant that those are not 
amiable feelings; but, in this world of bustle and broil, 
and especially in the career of writing, a man should 
calculate upon his powers of resUtance before he goes 
iijto the arena. 

* fix|)ect not life from [nio nor rlaiifpir freo, 

Nor docin the doom of man reverh^t fur tlice.’ 

“ You know my opinion of that sccmMiand school of 
poetry. You also know my hi^^h opinion of your owm 
poofry,—because it is of no school. I read f'cnci—hut, 
btisiih's tliat I Uiink tho mhjert ossontially widr;in»ati<;, 1 
am not. an admirer of our old dramalisfa, ax modvU, I 
deny that tho English have hitherto had a. drama at all.: 
Your Cenci, however, was a work of power and poetry. I 
As to nuf drama, pray revenge yourself upon it, by beinj 
as free as I fiavo been with yours. 

‘ I have not yet got your Prometheus, whicli I long to 
soe. I have heard notliing of mine, and do not know 
that it. is yet puhlisluKl. I have published a pamphlet on 
*llie Pope controversy, which you will not like. Had I 
known that Keats was dead—or that lie was alive and 
HO setwitive—I should have omitted sorno remarks ujMm 
his poetry, to which I was provf>kcd by his attack upon 
Po/)r, and my disapprobation of Jaft mmi style of writuig. I 
“ You want me to undertake a great Poem—I liave not | 
tho inclination nor the power. As I grow older, the indif- 
fcroncc-—not to life, for we love it by instinct—^liiit to the 
stimuli of life, increasc>3. Besides, this late failure of the 

Italians has latterly disappointed me f(>r many reasons,~ 
b.'pie public, some person^. My respects to Mrs. S. 

“ Yours ever. 

“P. S. Could not you and I contrive to meet tliis 
summer ? Could not you take a run bore (dune ?'' 


LETTER CCCCLXXXVn. 

TO MK. MURRAVs 

“ Ravenna, April 26,1821. 

^ I sent you by lastparlM a large packet, which will no^ 
do for publication, (1 suspect,) t^ing, as tho apprentices 
^ay, ‘damned low.’ I put off also for a week or two 
sending tho Italian scrawl which will form a note to it. 
The re^n is, that letters being ojfened, I wish to ‘ bide 
a woe.* 

“Well, have you published the Tragedy? and does 
tho Letter take? 

“ Is it true what Shelley writes me, that poor John 
Keats died at Rome of tlie QrUarterly Review? I am 
very sorry for it, though I think he took the wrong line as 
a poet, and was spoiled by Cocknoyfying, and suburbing, 
and versifying Tooke’s Pantheon and Lempriore’s Dic¬ 
tionary. I know, by experience that a savage review is 
hendock to a sucking author; Jmd the one on me (which 
produced the En^isb ’:Hf‘£c.) knocked me down— 
but I got up aga.^s< Instead of burating a blood-vessel, 
I drank three bottles of claret, and begun on answer,. 
finding that there was nothing in the article for which 11 


could lawfully knock Joflroy (m tlie head, in an hcmourable 
way. However, I would not bo the iiereon who wrote 
tlie homicidal article for all the honour and glory in (ho 
world, tiioijgh I by no means approvi; of iJiat sciiool of 
scribbling w'bicb it treats upon. 

“ You see tJie Italians have made a sod business of it, 
all owing to treachery and disunion among lln'rasolves. 
It has given mc^ great vexation. The execrations heai>ed 
upon tlie Neapolitans by the other Italians are quite in 
unison witli those of the rest of Europe. 

“ Yount, &c. 

“P. S. Your latest packet of books is on its way 
here, but not arrived. ICenilworth excellent. Thanks 
for (lie pocket-books, of which I have made presents to 
those ladies who like cuts, and landscapes, and all tliat. 

I have got an Italian book or two which 1 should like to 
send yt)U if I had an o))porfunity. 

“ I am not at present in the very highest heoltli,—spring, 
probably ; so I liavc lowered my diet and taken to Epsom 
salts. 

“As you say my prone i.s gocwl, why do n’t you treat 
with for (he rcvei^ion of (he Memoirs?—cowefi- 

iumally^ rccoUect; not to he piihlishedbcdbro decease, ffe 
has the permission to dispose of them, and I advised liim 
to do so.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXXVm. 

TO MR, MOORK. 

“ Ravenna, April 28,1821. • 

“ You cannot have been more disapiHiiiited tlian myself, 
nor sfniiueh ile<*oived. I have been «o at stuiie p<‘rsonal 
risk ;ilso, which is not yet done away with. However, 
no tunc nor circuinstaiicoH shall alter my tone, nor my 
feelings of indignation against tyranny triumphant. The 
[iresent busines-s has been as much a work of treachery 
as of cowardice,—tliough boUimay have done their part. 
If ever you and I meet again, I will liave a talk with you 
u]>on tho subject. At present, for obvioas reasons, I can 
write but little, as all letters are opened. In mine they 
shall always find my .sentiments, but noUiing that can 
lead to the oppression of others. 

“ You will please to recollect tliat the Neapolitans are 
nowhere now more execrated liian in Italy, and not blame 
a whole people hr Uio vices of a province. That would 
be like condemning Great Britain because iliey plunder 
wrcdcs in Comwdl. 

“ Anil now let us be literary a sad falhng off, but it is 
always a con8<jIaUoii. If ‘ Olhellos occupation be gone,’ 
let us take to the next host; and, if we cannot contribute 
to make mankind more free and wise, we may amuse 
ourselves and those who like it. WJiat are you writing ? 
I have been scribbling at intervals, and Murray will be 
publishing about now. 

“Lady Noel has, as you say, been ilangcrously ill; hut 
it may console you to learn that she is dangerously well 

ain. 

“ I have written a sheet or two more of Memoranda 
for you; and I kept a little Journal for about a month or 
two, till I Imd tilled the paper-book. I tlien left it of^ as 
tilings grew busy, and, ailcrward, too gloomy to set down 
without a painful feeling. This I should be glad to send 
you, if I had an opportunity; but a volume, however 
small, do n’t go woU by such posts as exist in this Inquisi¬ 
tion of a country. 

“ I have no nows. As a very pretty woman said to me 
a few niglits ago, with the tears in her eyes, as she sat at 
tho harpsichord, ‘Alas! the Italians must now return to 
making operas.’ I fear that and maccaroni are their forte, 
and ‘motley their only wear.* However, tliere are some 
higli s[)irits among tliem still. Pray write. 

^ “ And believe mo, 
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LETTER CCCCLXXXIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Uuvenna, May Sj 1821- 

^'I'hough 1 wrote to you on the 28th ultimo, I must 
acknowledge yours of this day, with the lines.* They 
are sublime, as well as htmuiiful, and in your very boat 
mcKxl and manner. 'I'hey arc also but too true. How* 
ever, do not confound Uic scoundrels at the heel of the 
boot with tlieir betters at the top of it. I assure you that 
there are some loftier spirits. j 

“Notliing, however, can be bettor tlian your poem, or 
more deserved by the Luzzarom. They are now abhor- 
r(fd and disclaim(*d nowhere more than here. We will 
talk over these tilings (if we meet) some day, and I will 
recount niy own aitventurcs, some of wliich have been a 
litUe hazai^uus, perhaps. 

“So you have got the letter on Bowles? I do not 
recollect to have said any tiling of i/ou that could offend,*— 
certainly, iiolliing int(;iitionaUy. As for * *, I meant 
him a compUiiieni. I wrote (he whole off-hand, without 
copy or corrcciioii, and expecting tlicn every day to 1x5 
called into tlie field. What have 1 said of you ? I am 
sure 1 forget. It must bo soinetlung of regret for your 
approbation of Bowles. And did you not approve, he 
says 7 WouJil I had known that befcire! J would have 
given him s<»me more gruel. Mjl^mlenlion was to make, 
fun of all these fellows; but liow 1 succeeded, 1 do n\ 
ktit>w. 

“ Ak to Pope, r. have always regarded him as the great¬ 
est name in our pix-.try. Itopend upon it, tlio rest are 
barbarians. He Is u Ureek Temple, with a Gothic Cathe¬ 
dra) on one hand, and a Turkish Mo.«ir}Uu and all sorts of 
fantfunlic pagrxJas and <‘unvciiliclc8 about him. You may 
call Shaks^ieare. and Milton pyramids, if you please, but 1 
prefer the Teniph*- of Thtiseus or the iPorUicnon to a 
mountain <^lHimt brickw’ork. 

“ The Murray has written to me but once, the day of its 
publication, when it sccmwl prosperous. But I Imve 
heard of laic from England but rarely. Of Murray’s 
other publications (of mine) I know notliing,—nor whe¬ 
ther ho ha» publisheti. He was to Imve dune so a month 
ago. I wish you would do sometliing, or that we were 
tugetlter. 

• Ever yours and affectionately, 


LETTER CCCCXC 

TO MK. Mtr&KAY. 

“Ravenna, May 10,1821. 

I have jiKt got your packet. I am obliged to Mr. 
Bowles, and Mr. Bowles is obliged to inc, ftir having 
restored him to good-humour. He is to write, and yoti to 
publish, what you please,and subject. I desire 
nothing but fair play for all parties. Of course, after the 
new tone of Mr. Bowles, you will mt publish my defence 
^ Qtlchrist: it would be brutal to do so afler his urbanity, 
for it is rather too rough, Idee lus own attack upon Gil- 
ehrist. You may teU him what I say there of hie jUts- 
aionary, (it is praised, as it deserves.) However, and if] 
there are any passages not peratmal to Bowles, and yet 
bea?^ the question, you may add them to the 
reprint (if it is reprinted) of my first Letter to you. Upcm 
this consult GHlbrd; and, above all, do n’t let any thing be 
added wdiich cBin personally afiect Mr. Bowles. 

“In the endosed notes, of course, what I say of the 
democraey of poetry cannot apply to Mr. Bowles, but to 
the Cockney and water washing^tub schools. 

“ 1 and trust that EUiston itxmH be permitted to 
act the drama ? Surely he might ha’Je the grace to wait 

* ** A}r, (iovrnto Um duit with them, ilarB* as the/ a..;/* ac. ftc. 


for Kean’s rotum before he attempted it; though, even 
then, J should be as much against the attempt as ever, 

“ I have gerf: a small packet of books, but neither Walde- 
grave, Oxford, nw S^t’s novels among them. Why 
don’t you republish Hudson’s Childe Harold’s Monitor 
and Latm(vmastix ? tliey are excellent. Think of thisf— 
they are ail for Pope. “ Yours, ftc.” 


I-ETTER CCCCXCI. 

TO MR. HOPPICER. 

“Ravenna, May 11, 1821. 

, “If 1 hod but known your noti<m about Switzerland 
l>efore, 1 should have ado{^ed it at once. As it is, I sliaD 
let the cdiild remain in her convent, where she seems 
healthy and happy, for the present; but 1 shall feel much 
obliged if you will inquire, when you are in tlie cantons, 

^ alK>ut the usual and bettor modes of education there fur 
I females, and let mo know the result of your opinions. It 
' is some consdation that botli Mr. and Mrs. ^lelley haw 
written to approve entirely my placing the child with the 
nuns for the present. I can refer to my whole conduct, as 
liuving neitlier spared care, kindness, nor expense, siiice 
the child was sent to me. The people may say what 
they please, I must content myself witli not deserving (in 
this instance) that they should speak ill. 

“ The place is a country town, in a good air, where 
there is a large establishment for education, and many 
cliildren, some of considerable rank, placed in it. As a 
tmaUry Utwn, it is less liable to objections cS every kind. 
It has always aptioared to inn, that the moral defect in 
Italy docs not ]>roceed from a amvcnhial education,— 
because, to my certain knowledge, they came out of their 
convents innocent even to ignorance of moral evil,—but to 
the state of socioty into which Uicy arc dirt^ctly plunged 
on comuig out of it. It is like educating an infant on a 
mountain-top, and then taking him to the sea and throwing 
him into it and desiring him to swim. The evil, however, 
though still too general, is ])art1y wearing away, as tiie 
women are more permitted to marry from attachment; 
this is, I believe, tlic case also in hVunce. And, after aQ, 
what is the higher society of England ? According to 
my own experience, and to ail that 1 have seen aiMl heard, 
(and I have lived thiTe in lh<; very highest and what is 
called tl)C hest^ no way of life can be more corrupt. In 
Italy, however, it is, or rather was, more ^HemaSizi'd ^ 
but «owj, tlioy tliemselves are ashamed of regviar Serven- 
tism. In England, the only homage which they pay to 
• virtue is hypocrisy. I speak of course, of tlie tone oi high 
life,—tlic middle ranks may be very virtuous. 

"1 have not got any copy (nor have yet had) of the 
letter on Bowles; of course 1 should be delighted to send 
it to you. How is Mrs. H.? well again, J hope. Let rne 
know when you sot out. I regret that 1 cannot meet you 
in the Bernese Alps this summer, as I once hoped and 
intended. With my best respects to Madam, 

“I am ever, &c. 

“ P. S. I gave to a iq'isiciancr a letter for you sometime 
I ago—has he presented himself? Perhaps you could 
introduce him to the Ingrams and other dilettanti. He is 
simple and unassuming—two strange things in his profes¬ 
sion—and ho fiddles like Orpheus himself or Amp^ion; 
*1 is a pity that he can’t make Venico dance away from 
the brutal tyrant v^o tramples upon it.” 

LETTEP CCCCXCU. 

»^5l* 

^lay 14,18S1. 

“A Milan paper states that the play has been repre¬ 
sented and universally condemned. As remonstrance 
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haa beon Tajn, complaint would be useless. I presume, 
however, for your own sake, (if not for tnine,) that you 
and my oilier friends will have at least published iny dif^ 
Cerent protests against its being brought ui>on the stage at 
all; and have shown that Klliston (in spite of the writer) 
fortxd it upon tiio theatre. It would be nansemso to say 
that this lias not vexed me a good deal, but 1 am not 
dejected, and I shall not take the usual resource of bla¬ 
ming the public, (which was in the right,) or my friends for 
not preventing—what tliey could not help, nor I neither— 
& forced representation by a si>oculatjng manager. It is 
a pity, that you did not show them its ui\fi.tntss llio 
stage before the play was ynUiehedf and exact a promise 
from die managers nut to act it. In case of thoir refusal, 
we would not have published it at all. But this is too 
late. “ Vours. 

“P. S. I enclose Mr. Bowleses loiters; thank him in 
my name for their candour and kindness.—AI kq a letter 
for Hodgson, which pray forward. The Milan paper 
states that I ‘ brougld Jonmrd the ^lay i I V This is 
pleasanter slili. But don’t let yourself be worrieil about 
it; and if (as is likely) tlie fully of Elii.ston clieclis thi^ 
sale, 1 am ready to make any deduction, or tlie entire 
cancel <if your agreement. 

“ You will of course not publish my defence of Gildirisf, 
as, after Bowles’s good humour upon the subject, it would 
he to») savage. 

* Let me hear from you the particulars; for, as yet, I 
have only the simple fact. 

“ If you knew wliat 1 have had to go through here, on 
accoiml of the failure of tliese rascally Neajioiitans, you 
would be amused: but it is now apparently over. They 
seemed disposed to thr<»w the wliole project and plans 
of tliese parts upon me cliietiy.’* 


LETTER CCCCXCm. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“May 14,1821. 

“ If any part of tlie letter to Bowles has (imintenti<si- 
ally, as far as 1 remember the contents) vexc^d you, you 
are fully avenged; for I see by an Italian paper that, nol- 
wiihstaiiding all my remonstranros through all my friends, 
(and yourself among the rest,) the managers persisted in 
attomjiting die tragedy, and that it has been ‘ unanimously 
histsed!!’ This is the consolatory phrase of tlic Milan 
pa[>er, (whiclt detests me cordially, and abuses me, on all 
occasions, as a Liberal,) with tlie addition, that I ‘brought 
the play out' of my own good-will. 

“ All this is vexatious enough, and seems a sort of dra¬ 
matic Calvinism—prcde.«:tiiicd damnation, without a sin¬ 
ner’s own fault. I took ^l tlie pdns poor mcMrtai could to 
prevent this inevitable catastrophe—partly by appeals of* 
ail kinds to the Lord Chamberlain, and partly to the 
fellows themselves. But, as remonstrance was vain, com- 
jdaint is useless. I do not understand it—for Murray’s 
iwier of the 24tb, and all his j>receding ones, gave me the 
strongest hopes tliat there would* 9o no re)>resen(ation. 
As yet, I know nothing but the fact, which 1 presume to 
be true, as die date is Paris, and the SOlli, I’liey must 
have been in a hdl of a hurry for this damnation, since I 
did not even know that it was published; and, witliout its 
being first publlsbed, the histrions could not have got hold 
of it. Any one might have seen, at a glance, that it was 
utterly impracticable for the stage; and tliis little accident 
will by no means enhance its merit in the closet. 

“ Well, patience is a virtue, and. I supfKwe, practice will 
make it perfect. Since last yeay(spring, tliat is) I have 
lost ^lawsuit, of great imrtorfaAt^, on Rochdale collieries 
—have occasione<’- a (iivOrco—have harl my poesy dis¬ 
paraged by Murray and the critics—my fortune refused 
to bo*placcd on an advantageous settlement (in Ireland) 

23 


I by the trustees—my life threatened last month (they put 
about a paper here to excite an attempt at my assassina¬ 
tion, on account of jiolilics, and a notion which the priests 
disseminated tliat 1 was in alcague against the Germans) 
—^d, filially, ray inotlicr-in-law recovered last fortnight, 
and my play was damned last week !* Those are like 
‘the eighl-and-twcnty misfortunes of Ilarlocjuin.’ But 
tlicy must be liome. If 1 give in, it shall be after keeping 
up a spirit at least. I should not have cared so much 
about it, if our southern neighbours had not bungled us oil 
out of freedom fiir these five huiidrcd years to come. 

“Did you know John Keats? They say that he was 
killed by a review of him in the Quarterly—if lie be dead, 
which 1 really don’t, know.f I don’t understand that 
yiddinfr sensitiveness. What 1 feel (as at this present) is 
an immense rage fir eight-and-forty hours, and then, as 
usual—unless this time it should last longer. I must get 
on horseback to quiet me. “ Yours, &c. 

“ Francis I. wrote, after the battle of Pavia, ‘ All is lost 
c.xcept our honour.* A hissed autliur may reverse it— 
^Nothing is lost, except our honour.’ But the horses 
are waiting, and lin; paper full, i wrote lost week to 
you.” 


LETTER CCCCXCIV. 

TO MB. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna,May 19,1321. 

“By the papers of Thursday, and two letters of Mr. 
KinnairdjX perceive, that the Italian Gjizeltchad lieil most 
ftalically, anrl that the drama had not been hissed, and 
tliat my friends had interferetl to prevent tlio representa¬ 
tion. So it seems they contiimo to act it, in spile of us 
all; for this we must ‘tronhlo ihiunat ’size.’ T.el it by all 
means be brought to a plea: I am determined to try tho 
right, and will meet the expenses. Tho reason of tho 
I.onibard lie was that the Austrians—who kciqi iqi an 
Inquisition throughout Italy, and a lifttotnnnics of all who 
think or speak of any tiling but in favour of their despo¬ 
tism—4iave for five years past abused me in every form 
in the Gar.eite of Milan, &c. 1 wrote to you a week ago 
on the subject. 

“Now, I should be glad Ui know what compensation 
Mr. Elliston would make me, not only for dragging my 
writings on the stage in^^w days, but hr iM^ing the cause 
that I was kept for four days (iVom Runtlay to Thursday 
morning, the only fiost days) in the bclUf that tlio tragtdy 
had been acted and ‘ luianimonaly hissed ;’ and tliis with 
the addilimi that / ‘had brought it upon the stage; and 
consequently that nono of my friends liad attended to my 
request to the contrary. Suppose that I had hurst a blood¬ 
vessel, like John Keats, or blown iny brains out in a fit of 
rage,—neither of whiidi would have, bis n unlikely a few 
years ago. At present 1 am, luckily, calmer than I used 
to be, and yet I would not. pass those four days over again 
ftir—T know not what. 

“I wrote to you to keep up your spirits, fiir reproach is 
ustdess alv\'ays, and irritating—but my feelings were very 
miH’li hurt, to lift dragged like a ifladiatorto the fate of a gla¬ 
diator by tliat ‘ retiof iuA^ Mr. Elliston. As to his defence 
and offers of romponsation, what is all this to tho pnr- 
' fiose ? It is like Imuis tlie XIV. who insisted upon buy- 
' ing at any price Algemon Sydney’s horse, and, oo his 
refusal, on taking it by force, Sydney shot his horse. I 
I could not shoot my tragedy, but t would have flung it into 
I the Are rather tlian have had it represented. 

“ I have now written nearly throe acta of another, (in¬ 
tending to complete it in five,) and am more anxious than 
over to bo jireserved from such a breach of all literary 
courtesy nnd gentlem^ly consideration. 

• .See Utter 49» r Bee Don Juaw, Canto Xt. Stan» 60. 
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“ If we succeed, well; if not, previous to any future publi 
cation we will request a jrromise not to be actedj which I 
would even pay for, (as money is Uieir object.) or 1 will 
not publish—which, however, yon will pnjbably not much 
regret. 

* The Chancellor has behaved nobly. You have also 
conducted yourself in the most satisfactory manner; and 
Z havo no lault to find with any bcnly but the stageplayers 
and their proprietor. I wais always so civil to Elliston 
personally that he ought to havo been tlie last to attempt 
to injure me. 

“ There is a most rattling thunder-storm pelting away 
at this present writing; so that I write neither by day, nor 
by candle, nor tordiUght, but by lightning light: the flashes 
are as brilliant as the most gaseous glow of tlie gas-Hglit 
C(»mpariy. My cliimney board has just been thrown down 
bv a gust of wind; I thought it was the ‘Bold Thunder’ 
aiid ‘ Brisk Lightning’ in person.—JViree of us would bt 
loo many. There it goes—agiun! but 

' 1 tax not yoii,ypett!rrH!iitit, wiihuiikhuliiear * ' 

I never aiave jrc/rmjJre, nor raWd wjwn you 

a« I have done by and upon Mr. Elliston. 

“Why do you not write? You should at least send 
me a line of particulars: I know nothing ycl but by Galig- 
natu and the Honourable Douglas. 

“ Well, ami howdo<^floiirPope controversy go on? and 
th(! pamphlet ? It is impossible to write any news: the 
Austrian scoundrels rummage all letters. 

“ ]*. S. I could have sent you a goml deal of gossip aud 
some retd information, were it not that all letu^rs pass 
ihmuglt tin*! narburiaus’ inspection, and I liavo no wish to 
infirm them of any thing but my utter abhorrence ofllicm 
and Uwiirs. They have only contjuered by treachery, 
however.” 


LETTER CCCCXCV. 

TO THE COUNTESS CUKCIOLI. 

“ You will SCO here confirmation of what I told you the 
other day! I am aacrifired in tsvery way, without know¬ 
ing Uie why or the wherefore. The trag<’dy in question is 
not (nor ever was) written for, or adapted to, the stage; 
nevertheless, the plan is not romantic ; it is rather regular 
than otherwisein point of unity of time, indeed, per¬ 
fectly regular, aud failing liut slightly in unity of place. 
You well know whether it was ever my intention to liavo 
it acted, since it was written at your side, and at a period 
assuredly ralh<?r more tragical to me as a man than as an | 
autfwr ; for ytm were in atfliction and peril. In tlie moan 
time, I learn from your Gazette that a cabal ami party 
has been formed, while I myself have nevor taken the 
slightest stop in the business. It is said that the author 
roiid it aloud!!!—hero, probably, at Ravenna ?—and to 
whom? perhaps to Fletcher!!!—that illustrious litcraiy 
character, &c. 


“ You will oblige me, then, by causing Mr, Gazette of 
France to contradict liimscl^ which, I suppose, ho is used 
to. I never answer a foreign aiticiam; but this is a mere 
matter of /ad^ and not of tyjnniom. I presume that you 
have English and French interest enough to do this 
fir me—though, to bo «iir<j, os it is nothing but the tmih 
which wc wish to state, the insert ion may be more difficult. 

“ As I have written to you often lately at isome length, 1 
won’t boro yon farther now, than by beggmg you to com¬ 
ply with my re(|uest; and I presume the ‘esprit du corps,’ 
(is it ‘ du’ or ‘ de T for this is more than I know) will suffi¬ 
ciently urge you, os one of ‘ours,* to set this affair in its 
real aspect. Believe mo always yours ever and most 
aflectionately, “ Bykon.” 


LETTER CCCCXCVII. 

TO MU. HOPPNER. 

“ Ravenna, May 25,1 fl2I. 

“ I am very much pleased with what you say of Swit¬ 
zerland, and will ponder upon it. I woul<l rather she 
marrietl there than here for that matter. For fortune, 1 
sliall make it all that 1 can spare, (if I live and she is cor- 
•ect in her conduct,) ami if I die before she is settled, I 
lave left her by will five tiiousand pounds, which ks a fair 
irovision out of England for a natural child. I shall 
increase il all I can, if circumstances permit me; hut, of 
jurse (like all other human things) this is very uncertain. 

“ You will oblige rae very much by interferiug to havo 
,ho FACTS of Ihc play-acting stated, as these scoundrels 
appear to Ixi cirganizing a system of abuse against mo 
because I am in tiieir I care nothing for thnr cri- 
Heism, t)ut tlio matter of fact. I have written acts 
f another tragedy, so you see they mn’f bully me. 

“ You know, r suppose, that they actually keep a lift 
•f all individuals in Italy who dislike them—it must bo 
numerous. Their suspicions and actual alarms, about 
iny conduct and presumed intentions in the late row, 
were truly ludicrous—thou^jh, n(ft to boro you, T touched 
ipon them lightly. They bolioved, and still believe here, 
)r affix;! to believes it, that the whole plan and project of 
wing was settled by mo, and llic mrofM furnished, &c. 
kc. All this was more fi>mcntcd by the barbarian agents, 
who are numerous liere, (om^ of them was stablxxl yrjs- 
erday, hy-lhe-way, hut not dangerously:)—and although, 
when the Commandant was shot here bclbro my tloor 
,11 December, I took him into my house, where he had 
cv(!ry assistance till ho dii‘d on Fletcher’s bed; an<l 
although not one of them dared to receive him into their 
louscs but myself, they leaving him to perish in tlie night 
11 the streets, they put up a paper about three months 
ago, donoimcing me as the Cliief of the r.iberals, and 
rirring up persons to assassinate me. But Uiis shall 
icver silence nor bully my opinions. All Uiis came from 
he German Barbarians.” 


LETTER CCCCXCVI. 


LETTER CCCCXCVin. 


TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna,May 20,1821. 

“Since I wrote to last week I have rec«iv<xl Eng¬ 
lish letters and papers, by which I perceive tlial w’hat I 
l«K)k for an Ilaliiui trtjth is, after all, a French lie of the 
Gazette do France. Il c^ontains two uUm-falsehoods in 
as many Hues. In the first place, T«ord B. did not bring 
forward his play, but opposed the same; and, scconilly, it 
was not condemned, but is continued to be acted, in de¬ 
spite of publisher, author. Lord Chwicollor, and (foraughl 
I know to the contrary) of audience, up to the first of; 
May, at least—tlie latest date of my Uttters. 


TO MR. MURRAY. 

* Ravenna, May 26,182L 

“ MR. MORAY, 

“ Since I wrote the enclosed a week ago, and for some 
weeks before, I liave not had a line from you: now, I 
diouid be glad to know upon what principle of common 
ir wncommon Ibcling, you leave me without any infomia 
ion but what I derive from garbled gazettes in English, 
and abusive ones in luHan, (the Gormans hating me, as a 
coal-heaver^) wlule all tti^j^^jc^o lias been going on about 
he play ? You shabby fellow^^*:4h.»^<To it not lor two 
I'tiers from Douglas Kinnaird, I should have been ai 
Ignorant as you are negligent. 
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*So, I hear Bowles has lioon abusing Hobhoiise? 
that’s the case, he has broken the truce, like Morillo’ 
successor, atui 1 will cut hiin out, as Codirano did lb 
Esmeralda. 

“Since I wrote the enclosed irnckot I have coniplctoi 


“ About AHegra—*I will lake some decisive 8tej» in the 
course of the year; at present, she is so happy where 
she is, that perhaps she had better have her atphaba im- 
parlisl ill her convent. 

“ What you say of the LkaUe is the first I have heard 


(but not copied out) four acts of a new tragedy. Whei; of it—all seeming to be merged in tlie roiu about the 
1 have, finished the fifth I will copy it out. It is on tlit tragedy. Conliiiuo it!—Alas! what could Dante him- 
Bubjoct of ‘ Sardaiiapalus,’ the last king of the Assyriant self now prophesy about Italy ? I am glad you like it, 
U'he words Queen and Paoilion occur, but it is not ai liowcvcr, but doubt tliat you will be singular in your 
allusion to liis Britannic Majesty, as you may tremulously iphiion. My new tragedy is completed, 
imagine. This you will one day see, (if I finish it,) as 1 “ The Bciizoni is rig-Ar,—I ought to have mentioned 

have made Sardanapalus brave, (though voluptuous, as her Immour and amtahilitp, but I tlioiight at her serty 
history represents him,) and also us amiahk as my poor jcauty would be most agreeable or least likely. Ilmv- 
powers coukl render him:—so that it could ncitlier be ever, it shall be rectified in a new edition; and if any 
truth nor satire on any living monarch. 1 have strictly if the parlies have cither looks or ijiialities whiidi tliey 
preserved all the unities hitherto, and mean to continue visli to bo noticed, lot mo have a miriiilo of them. I 
them in the fiftli, if possible; but not for the stage. Yours, lave. no private nor personal dislike to Venire, ratlier the 


in haste and hatred, you shabby correspondent I 


■onlrary, but I merely speak of what Ls the subject of 
.11 remarks and all writers upon her present state. Lot 
me hear from you before you start. Believe me, 

“ Ever, &c. 

LETTER CCCCXCIX. * p. .s. Did you receive two letters of Douglas Kin- 

To MK. MURRAY. laird’s in !ui cislorse from me ? Remember me to Mcn- 

“ Ravenna Mav "8 ll'^l I Soranzo, and all who care tlinl I should remember 
“Since my last of the 26 th or 25 lh, I ha've dadlcl 

off my fifth act of the tragedy called ‘Sardanapalus.' "• answer to some 9«,r,es of the govern- 

But now comes tire coj.ying ovvr, which may prove heavy '.™*> « I’-''’.'' Neapohlan, arreslerl at 

work-hcavv to the writ.-r as to tire reader. 1 have on snsp.con, who came to br-g me hero ; 

written to ^ou at least six times sans answer, which '«•? withoru breeehe^ and «ma.aprently wuho^^^ 
proves you'to be a-bookseller. I pray you to send 't hfl«'u-^e, I rd,eyed and forwarded hrm to his 
me a cipy of Mr. mangiwm's reformation of ‘ Ung- arrested him at Pesaro or. suigncion, and have 

horm.-.s Plutarch,’ I have the Greek, which is somewhat ■'.‘'arrogated me (evilly and politely, however,) 

.mall of print, and the Italian, which is too heavy in style, ‘ “‘I,,™'*; 

,nd as false as a Neapolitan patrkit proclamation. I pmy , ^ I «rust, wtll get 

« , . j T c 1 r 1 j c him out again, that is to say, it they give him a lair 

you also to send me a Life, published some years tugo, of, i ^ ^ 

the ft/agrerrm ApoUomns of Tyaiia, It is in Engitsh, ““ru’e* , 

J u 1 . na . n/1 i . 1 m« content wiUl tile arielc. Pro v, did vou receive, 

and I think edited or written by what Marlin Marprclaie , ■ , ; ’ 

„ , , • , I 11 . 11 r .1 some iiosts ago, Miioreu hues,winch 1 cuclo.sed to you, 

calls ‘o baumtnc: pnest. I shall trouble you no farther , „ , i,. • on ■' 

vilh this sheet than with the postage. " ” ' 

“ Yours, &c. 

“N. 

“P. S. Since I wroto this, I determined to enclose it (as LETTER DII. 

a half sheet) to Mr. Kmnaird, who will have the goodness 

to forward it. Besides, it saves sealing-wax.” to mh moobe. 


“Ravenna, June 4, 1821. 


LETTER D. 
to mb. mukbay. 

“Ravenna, May 30, 1821. 

“ DEAR MORAE^ 

“You say youdSave written often: I liavo only re- 
emved yours of'the eleventh, which is very short. By 
this po^ in fivV packets, I send you the tragedy of Sar¬ 
danapalus, which is written in a rough hand; perhaps 
Mrs. Leigh can help you to decipher it. You wiU please 
to acknowledge it by return of post. You will remark 
tliat the unities are all strietlt/ observed. The scene 
|»sses ih the same halt always; die time, a summer's 
night, about nine hours, or less, thrygh it iHigins before 
sunset and ends after sunrise. In the lliird act, when 
Sardanajialus calls for a mirror to look at himself in his 
armour, recollect to quote the Latin passage from Juverud 
ujion Oiho, (a similar character, who did the same thing:) 
Gifford will help you to it. The trait is perhaps too 
familiar, but it is historical, (of Otho, at least,) and natural 
in an effeminate character.” 

LETTER fl. 

TO MR. mi •••Wr. 

“Ravenna, May 31,1821. 

•I enclose you another letter, which will only confirm 
wliat 1 have said to you. 


“Yi«i have not written lately, a.s is the usual custom 
with literary gentlemen to console their friends with tlieir 
observations in eases of niagnilude. I do not know 
whether I sent you my ‘Elegy on tlie recaviry of Lady 
Noel;’— 

“ Detioli) iho hle*iinR» of a lucky lot— 

My ploy 18 daniiiM, and Lady No«I nof. 

“ Tho papers (and perhaps your letters) will have put 
you in possession of Muster Ellistcm's dramatic behaviour. 
It is to iKi presumed that ll)c |»lay wasJtUed for tlie stage 
by Mr. DilxUn, wlio is the tailor upon sucli occasions, and 
will liuve token measure with lits usual accuracy. I hear 
that it is still continued to be performed—a piece of ob- 
dinacy (or which it is .somo consolation to think that the 
discoiirlcous hlsirio will be out of pocket. 

** You w ill be surprised to hear tiiat I have hnishc^d 
another trageily in Jive acts, observing all the unities 
strictly. It is called ‘Sardanapalus,’ and was sent by 
last post to England. It is nUfttr the stage, any mi>re 
than tlie oilier was mtendod for it,—and 1 sltali take better 
care this time that they do n’t get liold on’t. 

I have also sent, two months ago, a farther letter rni 
Bowles, &c.; but he scents to be so taken up with my 
respect’ (as he calls it) towards him in the former case, 
tfiat I am not sure that it will be published l»eing some¬ 
what too full of ‘pastitne and prodigality.’ I learn from 
some jirivale biters of Bowles’s, dial you were ‘the gen¬ 
tleman in asterisks,’ Wlio would have dreamed it ? you 
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see what mischief that clergyman has done by printing with him^—else 1 had a savage jc4te or two at his service, 
notes widiont names. Ilow the deuse was 1 to suppose * ♦ * ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

dial tltc first four asterisks nu^ant ‘ Campbell’ and mt «j can’t send you tlie little journal, because it is in 
^Pojji'y and that the blank signature meant Thomas | boards, and 1 can’t trust it per post. Do n’t auj>poBe it is 
IVlcMjre. You sec what comes of being familiar wiihjany thing f)articular; but it will show the intentions of 
parsons. His answers have not yet reached we, hut the natives at Uiat time—and one or two other things^ 
understand from Hohbouse that /le (H.) is attacked ii; chif?/iy personal, like the iormer one, , 

them. If tliat bo the case, Bowles has broken tJie truci «So, Longman don’t bite .—It was my wish to have 
(which he himself proclaimed, by-tlie-way,) and I nnis: made that work ofuse. Could you not raise a sum upon 


have at him again. 

“Did you receive my letters with the two or three con- 
duding ^eels of Memoranda ? 

“ There arc no news here to interest much. A Ger- 
mtui spy {boasting liimself such) was stabbed last week, 
but not mortally. The moment I heard that ho went 
about bullying and boastings it was easy for me, or any 
one else, to foretell what would occur to him, which 1 did, 
and it came to pass in two days after. He has got o^^ 
however, for a slight incision. 

“A row the other night, alxiut a lady of tlie place, 
betwc»*n her various lovers, occashuied a nikliugiil dis¬ 
charge of pistols, but nolwdy w'ouuded. Groat scanduL 
howeverr—planted by her lover— to be tlirashed by her 
husband,* ibr inconstancy to her regular Servente, who 
is coming home post about it, and slio herself retired in 
confusion into tlie countiy, although it is tlie acme rrf* tlie 
opera season. All tlio women furious against her (slie 
herself having been censorious) for hoayg found otU. She 
is a pretty woman—a Countess * ♦ * *—a fine oW 
Visigoth name, or Ostrogoih. 

“The Greeks I what tliink you? They are my old 
acquaintances—hut what to tiunk I know not Lot us 
hope, howsomever. “ Yours, 

« B.” 


LETTER Dill. 

TO Mlt MOORE. 

“ Ravenna, June 22,1821, 

*Your dwarf rtT a letter came yesterday. That is 
rightdteep to your ‘ magnum opus’—magnoperate away. 
Now, if we were hut lt>gother a little to combine our 
* Journal of Trevoux!’ But it is usele^is to sigh, and yet 
very natural,—for I think you and I draw better togetlier, 
in die social line, than ony two other living authors. 

“ I forgot to ask you, if you had scon your own pane¬ 
gyric in the correspondence of Mrs. Waterhouse and 
Colonel Berkeley? To be sure, tludr moral is not quite 
exact; but your passion is fully effective; and all poetry 
of the Asiatic kmd—1 mean Aidatic, as the Romans 
called ^Asiatic oratory,’ and not because the scenery is 
Oriental—must be fried by tliat test only. 1 am not 
quite sure that 1 shall allow tlie Miss Byrons (legitimate 
or illegitimate) to rttad Laila Rookh—in the first place, 
cm account of this said pasintm; and, in tlie seconi^ that 
tliey may n’t discover dial there was a better poet than 
papa. 

“You say nothing of politics—but alas! what can bo 
said? 

*' The world !■ a humlie of hny, 

Mankind are tlw as«p« who pull, 

Each tugs it a-dilTercnt way,— 

And tliv gruftteet of all la John Bull! 

•How do you call your new f>rojoct? I have sent to 
Murray a new tragedy, yclepod ‘Sardanapalus,’ writ ac¬ 
cording to Aristoilo—^1, save the cliorua—could not 
reconcile me u> that. 1 have begun another, and am in 
the second act;—so you sec I saunter on as usual. 

“ Bowles’s answers have rcatthed me; hut I can't go 
on disputing for ever,—jjarticularly in a polite manner. 1 
sup[>nse he will take bouig n'kvit for mleneerl. He has 
been so civil that 1 can’t fiiid it in my liver to be facetious 


it, (however small,) reserving tlie power of redeenimg it 
on repayment? 

“Are you in Paris, or a villaging? If you are wt the 
city, you will never resist tlie Angio-invasion you speak 
of. I do not see an Englishman in half a year; and, 
when I dc, I turn my horse’s head tlie other way. The 
fact, which you will tiiid in Uie last note to the I>oge, has 
given me a good excuse for quite dropping the least con¬ 
nexion with travellers. 

“I do not recollect (he speech you speak but suspect 
It is not the Doge’s, but one of Israel Berluccio to CjJen- 
daro. I ho|ie you think that KUistun behaved shamefully 
-it is niy only comiolation. I made the Milanese fel¬ 
lows contradict their lie, which they did with tlie grace of 
[leople used to it. “ Yours, Sic. 

“B.” 


LETTER DIV. 

TO MB. MOOBE. 

“Ravenna, July S, 1821. 

“How could you suppose that I ever would allow any 
.hing that could be said on your account to weigh with 
Tie? I only regret that Bowles bad not said that you 
ero tlie writer of that note until afterward, when out he 
■oines with it, in a private letter to Murray, which Murray 
ends to me. D—n the controversy! 

“ D—n Twlmle, 

D~-n the bell, 

And il—n the fool wito ning it—Well I 
From fcil tuch plagues I’ll (juickly be delivered. 

I have had a friend of your Mr. Irving’s*—a very 
iretty lad—a Mr. Coolidge, of Boston—only somewhat 
00 full of poesy and ‘ entusymusy.’ 1 was very civil to 
ini during his few hours’ stay, anil talked witli him much 
if Irving, whose writings are my delight. But I suspect 
hat he did not take quite so much to me, from his having 
ixpected to meet a misanthropical gentleman, in wolf, 
ikin breeclics, and answering in fierce monosyllables, 
nstead of a man of this world. I can never got |ieople 
0 understand that poetry is the expression of exated peu- 
ion, and that there is no such tiling as a life of passion 
.ny more than a continuous earthquake, or on eternal 
bver. Besides, who would ever shave themselves in such 
state ? 

“I have had a curious letter to-day from a girl in Eng- 
ind, (1 never saw her,) who says she is given over of a 
leclinc, hut could not go out of the world without thank¬ 
ing me for the delight which my poesy for several years; 
&c. &c. &c. It is s%ned simply N. N. A. and has not 
word rf ‘cant’ or (ireachment in it upon am/ opinions. 
3he merely says that she is dying, and tliat as I bad 
iOTtributed so highly to her existing pleasure, she thought 
■lat she might say so, begging me to bum her letter— 
■hidi, by-the-way, I can not do, as I look upon such a 
letter, in such circumstances, as better than a diploma 
‘Vom Gottingen. I once had a letter from Drontheim, m 
AToruKty, (but not from a dying woman,) in verse, cm the 
:nrae score of gratuktion. These are the things which 
make one at times belfWc one’s self a poet.f But if I 
iiust believe that * *’’***-such fidlows, are 
wets als<^ it is better to be out of Ifie corps. 

' See Memorftndum*, pft|e 268. \ See do. 967. 
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•I am now in the fifth act of ‘PoBcari,’ being tho third 
tragedy in twelve months, besides proses; so you perceive 
that I am not at all idle. And are you, too, busy? I 
doubt that your life at Paris draws too much upon your 
time, which is a pity. Can’t you divide your day, so as 
to combine both ? I have had plenty of all sorts of 
worldly business on my hands last year,—and yet it is 
not so difficult to give a few hours to the Muses. This 
sentence is so Uke ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ that ■ 

“Ever, &c. 

“If we were together, I should publish both my plays 
(periodically) in our joint journal. It should be our plan 
to publish ^ our best things in that way.” 


• LETTER DV. 

TO MK. MCKKar. 

“Ravenna, July 6 , 1821. 

“In agreement with a wish expressed by Mr. Hob- 
house, it is my determination to omit the stanza upon the 
horse of Semiramis* in the Fifth Canto of Don Juan. I 
mention this, in case you are, or intend to be, the publisher 
of the remaining Cantos. 

“At the particular request of the Contessa G. I have 
promised not to continue Don Juan. You will therefore 
look upon these three Cantos as die last of the |>oem. 
She had read the first two in die French translation, and 
never cea.sed beseeching me to write no more of it. The 
reason of this is not at first obvious to a superficial 
observer of foreisn manners; but it arises from die 
wish of all women to exalt the sentiment of tho pas¬ 
sions, and to keep up the illusion which is their empire. 
Nbw Don Joan strijis off this illusion, and laughs at that 
and most other things. I never knew a woman who did 
not protect Rousseau, nor one who did not dislike De 
Graimnont, Gil Bias, and all die comedy of the passions, 
when brought out naturally. But ‘ kings’ blood must keep 
word,’ as Seijcant Bothwell says.” 


LETTER DVI. 

TO MR. MORRST. 

•July 14,1821. 

•I trust that Sardanapalus will not be mistaken for a 
pohtieal play, which was so far from my intention, that I 
thought of nothing but Asiatic history. The Venetian 
play, too, is rigidly historical. My object has been to 
dramadse, like the Greeks, (a modest phrase,) striking 
passages of history, as they did of liistory and mythology. 
You will find all this very unlike Shakspeare; and so 
much the better in one sense, for I look upon bun to bo 
die nxirst of models, though the most extraordinary of 
writers. It has been my object to be as simple and 
ae'^re as Alfieri, and I have broken down the poetry as 
nearly as I could to common langui^e. The hardship 
ia that in these times one can neither speak of kings or 
queens without suspicion rf politics or personalities. I 
mtendod neither. 

“I am not very well, and I write in the midst of un¬ 
pleasant scenes here: they have, without trial or process, 
banished several of the first inhabitants of the cities—diere 
and all around the Roman states—among them many ofi 
my personal friends—so that eveiy thing is in confusion 
and grief: it is a kind of thing which cannot bo described 
without an equal pmn as in b^oldiqg it. 

“You are very niggardly in yoi’. letters. 

“Yours truly, 

“B." 

■ Stuu 6 t. 


LETTER DVU. 

TO MR. MtlRRAV. 

* Ravenna, July 22,1821. 

“ The printer has done wondershe has read what I 
I cannot—my own handwriting. 

“I oppose the ‘ delay till winter.-’ I am particularly 
wxious to print while the winter theatres are closed, to gain 
tira^ in case they try their former piece of politeneas. 
Any loss shall be considered in our ccmtraci, whether 
occasioned by the season or other causes; but print away 
and publish. 

“ I think they must own tliat I have more styles than 
one. ‘ Sardanapalus’ is, however, almost a comic charac¬ 
ter: but for that matter, so is Richard tlie Third. Mind 
the unities, which are my great object of research. I am 
glad that Gifford likes if: as for ‘ the million,’ you see I 
have carefully consulted any thing but the taste of the day 
for extravagant ‘ coups do threalre.’ Any probable loss, 
as I said before, will be allowed for in our accompts. 
The reviews (except one or two, Blackwood’s, for in¬ 
stance) are cold enough; but never mind those fellows; 
I shall send them to the right about, if I take it into my 
head. I always ftjund the English baser in some things 
than any other nation. You stare, but it ’a true as to 
gratitude, —^perhaps, because tlicy arc prouder, and proud 
people hate obligations. 

The tyranny of the Government here is breaking out. 
They have exiled about a thousand people of the best 
families all over the Roman states. As many of my 
friends are among them, I think of moving too, but not till 
I have hod your answers. Conuuuo your atldress to me 
here, as usual, and quickly. What you will not be sorry 
to hoar is, that tlie poor of the place, hearing that I meant 
to go, got together a petition to the Cardinal to ro<]Ue8t 
that he would request roc to remain. I only hoard of it a 
day or two ago, and it is no dishonour to them nor to me; 
but it will have displea-sod the higher powers, who lo<A 
upon me as a Chief of tlie Coal-heavers. They arrested 
a servant of mine for a street-quarrel with an officer, (they 
drew upon one another knives and |iistois,) but as tlw 
g/hcer was out of uniform, and in the wrong besides, on 
my protesting stoutly, ho was released. I was not pre¬ 
sent at the affray, which happened by night near my 
stables. My man, (an Italian,) a vary stout and not over¬ 
patient pereonage, would have taken a fiital revenge after¬ 
wards, if I had not prevented him. As it was, he drew 
his stiletto, and, but for passengers, would have carbonadoed 
tho captain, who, I understand, made but a pour figure in 
the quarrel, except by beginning it. He applied to me, 
and I offered him any satisfaction, either by turning away 
the man, or otherwise, because he had drawn a knife. He 
answered that a reproof would be sufficient. I reproved 
him; and yet, after this, the shabby dog complained to 
the Gonemmenf,—after being quite satisfied, as he said. 
7?iu roused me, and I gave them a remonstrance, which 
had some effect. The captain has been reprimanded 
the servant released, and the business at present rests 
there.” 


LETTER DVni. 

TO MR. HOPPNER. 

“ Raveima, July ^ 1821. 

“ Tills country being in a state of proscription, and aS 
my friends exiled or arrested—^the whole family of Gamba 
obliged to go to Florence for the present—the father and 
eon for politioa—(and the Guiccioli because menaced 
with a cmwent, as her father ia not here,) I have deter¬ 
mined to remove to Switzerland, and they also. Indeed 
my life here is not supposed to be particularly safe—^but 
that has been the case ftir this twelvemonth past, and is 
therefore not the primary consideration. 
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* I have written by post to Mr. Hontsch, junior, Uio 

banker of Geneva, to provide (tf possible) a house for 
me, and another for Gamba^s family, (Urn father, son, am 
dtuightcr,) (Wi die Jwra side of Uic Isdve of Geneva, furnish¬ 
ed, and with staUing (for me at least) fur eight horses. 1 
sliall bring Allegra with me. Could you a^ist me or 
Hentsch in his researches? TheGambas are at Flo¬ 
rence, but have authorized me to treat for them. You 
know, or do not know, that Uicy are great patriots—and 
both—-but the son in particular—very fine fellows, 

I know, for I have seen Uiem lately in very awkward 
situations—not pecuniary, but personal—and they be¬ 
haved like heroes, neither yielding nor retracting. 

^You have no idea what a state of oppression this 
country is in—they arrested above a tiiousoiid ofhigli and 
low lliroughout Hoinagna—banished some and confined 
others, witltout trials yrocesi^ or even accusolion!! Every 
body says they would have done the same by me if tltey 
dared proceed openly. My motive, liowever, for remain¬ 
ing, is because every one of my acquaintance, to the 
amount of hundreds almost, have been exiled. 

* Will you do wfiat you can in looking out for a couple 
of houses fumiakedy and conferring with Ilentsch for us? 
We care nothing about society, and are only anxious for 
a tem^KH’ary and tranquil asylum and individual freedom. 

“ Believe me, &c. ; 

“P. S. Can you give mo an idea of the comjMirative! 
expenses of Switzerland and Italy ? which I have for¬ 
gotten. 1 8{ieak merely of those of decent living^ horses^ 
htc. and not of luxuries or high living. Do not, however, 
decide any thing positively till 1 have your answer, as 1 
can then know how to diink upon iltose topics of trans¬ 
migration, &c. &c. &c.” 


LETTER DIX. 

TO MK. MURRAT. 

"Ravenna, July 30,1821. 

‘‘Enclosed is tlie best account oC the Ihigc Faliero, 
which was only sent to me from an dd MS. the otlicr 
day. Get it translated, and append it as a note to tlie 
next edition. You will (K)rhapb’ he pleased to see that my 
conceptions of his character were correct^ though I regret 
not having met will) this oxtrar^t before. You wUl perceive ' 
that he himself said exactly what ho is made to say about I 
die Bishop of Treviso. You will sec also tliat Mie spoke' 
very little, and those only words of rage and disdain,* after 
his arrest, which is the case in the play, except when he 
breaks out at the close of Act Fiftii. But his speech to 
the conspirators is better in tlie MS. tlian in tlie play. 1 
wish that 1 had mot witli it in time. Dti not forget this 
note, with a tran.slation. ' 

“In a former note to tlie Juans, speaking of Voltaire, I 
have quoted his famous ‘ Zaire, tu pleures^* whtcli is an 
error; it sliould be ‘ 2kure,+ vous pUnvrez, Recollect this, 

“ I am so busy hero about tlioso poor proscribed exiles, 
who are scattered about, and witli trying to get soitki of| 
tliom recalled, tlial I have hardly time or patience to write 
a short ytreface, which will be proper for the two plays. 
However, 1 will make it out cm receiving the next proofs. 

“ Yours ever, &c. 

“P. S. Please to append the letter about the HiUesponi 
as a note to your next op|>ortunUy of the verses on Loan- 
der, &c. &c. &c. in Childe Harold. Do n*l forget it amid 
your multitudinous avocations, which I thii^ of celebrating 
in a Dithyratnbic Ode to Albemarle-stroct. 

“ Are you aware tiiat Shelly has written an Elegy on 
Keats,! and accuses tlie Cluartorly d* killing lum? 

* Who klHM Ji>hn Keati ?' 

' HKy. III. (kilanerly, 

So Mvage. and Tnjlerly •, 

* 'T w.. one of my fenl.,' 

' See Lettn 490. 1 Tliii nolc'hj. omittod. 


‘Who ihotthonnov? 

‘ The i>oet-|irie.t MUmnn, 

(So ready to hill man J 
Or Southey or Barrow.’ 

“You know very well tliat 1 did not approve of 
Kcate’s poetry, or principles of jiootry, or of his abuse 
of Pope; but, as he is dead, oniit tUl that is said about 
him in any MSS. of mine, or publication. His Hyiic- 
rion is a fine monument, and will keep bis name. 1 
do not envy tlie man who wrote the article;—you Re¬ 
view-people have no more right to kill titan any other 
footpads. However, he who would die of an article in a 
Review would probably have died of somolliing else 
equally trivial. The same thing nearly happened to Kilke 
White, who died afterward of a consumption." 


LETTER DX. 

TO MB. MOOBE. 

“Ravenna, August 2,1821. 

“I had certainly answered your last letter, though but 
iriefly, to the part to which you refer, merely saying, 
damn the eontrov(!rsyand <)Uoting some verses ot' 
Seorge Colman’s, not as allusive to you, but to tlie dis¬ 
putants. Did you receive this letter ? It imports me 
to know that our letters are not intercepted or mislaid. 

“Your Berlin drama* is an honour,Hnkno\vn since the 
days of KIkanah Settle, whose ‘ Emperor of Moroeexf 
was represented by the Court ladies, which was, as John¬ 
son says, ‘ the last blast of inflammation’ to poor IJryden, 
who could not bear it, and fell foul of Settle without 
mercy or moderation, on account of tliat and a frontispiece, 
which he dared to put before his play. 

“ Was not your showing the Memoranda to * * some¬ 
what perilous ? Is tlicre not a facetious allusion or two 
which might as well be reserved for posterity ? 

“I know Schogel well—that is to say, I have met him 
occa.sioiially at Copet. Is he not also touched lightly in 
die Memoranda? In a review of Childe Harold, Canto 
4th, three years ago, in Blackwood’s Magazine, they quote 
tome stanzas of an elegy of Sclicgcl’s on Rome, from which 
;hey say tliot I jnigAt have taken some ideas. I give you 
my honour that I never saw it except in that criticism, 
which gives, I tliink, llu-eo or four stanzas, sent them (they 
say) for tlie nonce by a correspondent—perhaps liimscif. 
The fact is easily proved; for I do n’t understand German, 
and there was, I believe, no translation—at least, it was 
the first time that I ever heard oi; or saw, cither transla¬ 
tion or original. 

“I remember having some talk with Schcgel about 
Alfieri, whose merit he denies. He was also wroth about 
the Edinburgh Review of Godthe, which was sharp 
enough, to be sure. He went about saying, too, of the 
French—meditate a terrible vengeance against the 
French—I will prove that Moliore is no poet.’ * * 

“I don’t see why you shtaild talk of'dcciming.’ W(ien 
I saw you, you looked ttomcr, and yet younger, than you 
did when we partetf several years before. You may rely 
upon this as fact. If it were not, I should say nothing 
for I would rather not say unpleasant personal things to 
any one—^Iwt, as it was the pleasant tnrf/t, I tell it you 
If you had led my life, indeed, changing climates and con¬ 
nexions— thinning yourself with fasting and purgatives— 
besides the wear and tear of die vulture passions, and a 
very bad temper besides, you might talk in this way—but 
you ! I know no man who looks so well for lus years, or 
who deserves to lool^ better and to be better, in all re¬ 
spects. You arc a + and, what is perhaps better for 

• Thorr hart bran, a .hrtrl time before, performetl M the Court of 
Berlin, a s]»ect&ck fuuiK^ on the Peom of LaII* Rookh, in which th« 
>aetu Emtieror of RumIh {Knuoated Fenmon, and Um Eo)pi«M 
alia Rookii. 
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your friend^ a good fellow. So, don’t talk of decay, bi 
put in for eighty, aa you well may. 

“I am, at present, occupied principally about tliesi 
unhappy proscriptions and eidlea, which have taken plao 
here on account of politics. It has been a miserabi 
sight to see the general desolation in families. I am doin 
what I can for them, high and low, by such mterest am 
means as I possess or can bring to bear. There haw 
been thousands of these proscriptions witliin the las! 
month in the Exarchate, or (to speak modcmly) th> 
Legations. Yesterday, too, a man got his back broken, ii 
extricating a dog of mine from under a mill-whocl. The 
dog was killed, and the man is in the greatest danger, 
was not present—^it happened before I was up, owing ti 
i. stupid boy taking the dog to baflic in a dangerous spot 
I must, of course, provide for the poor fellow while hi 
’lives, and his family, if he dies. I would gladly have givei 
a much greater sum than that will come to that he hac 
never been hurt. Pray, let mo hear from you, ain 
excuse haste and hot weather. 

‘Yours, &c. 

4 ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“You may have probably seen all sorts of attacks upoi: 
mo in some gazettes in England some montlis ago. 1 
only saw them, by Murray’s bounty, the other day. They 
rjiH me ‘ Plagiary,’ and what not. t tliink I now, in my 
lime, hnvc boon accused of cvmf thing. 

“1 have not given you details of little events here; but 
tlH'y bavi* b»*cn trying to make me out to l»o the chief of a 
c‘»nspiracy, ami nothing hut their want of proofs for an 
Kaglisfi investigation has stopped them. Had it been a 
\Mvor native, the suspicion were enough, ns it has been foi 
hundreds. 

“Why don’t you write on Napoleon? I have no 
siyrits, nor ‘estro’ to do bo. His overthrow, from tli- 
hegimiing, was a blow on the head to me. Since that 
period, we have been the slaves of fools. Excuse this 
long letter, £cco a translation litoral of a French epi¬ 
gram. 

*' £j^1e, boauty and poet, hai too little crimes, 

(She mitlivs her own face, and docs not make ber rhjrmcs. 

“ I am going to ride, having been warned not to ride in 
a particular part of tlio forest, on account of the ultra- 
politicians. 

“ i., there no chance of your return to England, and of 
our Journal? I would have published the two plays in if 
—two or three scenes per nuinlter—and, indeed, all of 
mine in it. If you went to England, 1 would do so still.” 


LETTER DXI. 

TO Mlt. MUtiHAT. 

“ Ravenna, August 10,1821. 

“ Your conduct to Mr. Moore is certainly very hand¬ 
some; and 1 would not say so if I could help it, for you 
are not at present by any means in my good graces. 

*With regard to additions, &c. there is a Journal which 
1 kept in 1814 whidi you may ask lAn for; also a Jour¬ 
nal which you must get from Mrs. Leigh, of my journey 
in the Alps, which contains all the germs of Manfred. I 
have also ke^a a small Diary hero for a few montlis last 
winter, which I would send you, and any continuation. 
You would find easy access to all my papers and letters, 
and do not neglect this (in case of accidents,) on account 
the mass of collusion in which they are ; for out of 
that chaos of papers you will 6nd some curious ones of 
mine and others, if not lost or destroyed. If circum¬ 
stances, however (which is almost Impossible,) made me 
ever consent to a publication in iny lifetime, you would in 
that c.£e, 1 suppose, make Moore some advance, in pro¬ 
portion to the bkehhood or non-Ukelihood of success. You] 
arc both sure to survive me, liowcvcr. 
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‘You must also have from Mr. Moore (ho correspond¬ 
ence between me and Lady Byron, to whom I offered the 
sight of all which regards herself in these papers. This 
is important. He has her letter, and a copy of ray answer. 
I would rather Moore edited me than another. 

“I sent you Valpy’s letter to decide for yoursclfj and 
Stockdale’s to amuse you. I am always loyal with yot^ 
as I was in Ualignani’s affair, and j/ou with me—now and 
then. 

“I return you Moore’s letter, which is very creditable 
to him, and you, and me. ‘ Yours ever.” 


LETTER 0Xn. 

TO MB. MtlREAV. 

“Ravenna, August 16,1621. 
“I regret that Holmes can’t or won’t come: it is rather 
shabby, as I was always very civil and punctual with him. 
But ho is but one * * more. One meets with none else 
among the English. 

“I wait the proofs of the MSS. with proper impa¬ 
tience. 

“So you have published, or mean to publish, the new 
tians ? Ar’ n’t you afriad of the Constitutional Assas- 
linalion of Bridge-street ? When first I saw the naino 
if Murrmi I thought it had been yours ; but was solaced 
ly seeing that your synonyme is an attornco, and tliat you 
.re not one of tlial atrocious crew. 

“1 am in a great discomfort about the probable war, 
and with my trustees not getting me out of tlic funds. If 
the funds break, it is iny intention to go upon the highway. 
All the other KngUsh professions are at present so ungnn- 
lemanly by die conduct of those who follow them, that 
ificn robbing is tlie only fair resource lefl to a man cf any 
irinciples ; it is even honest, in comparison, by being un- 
lisguisod. 

“I wrote to you by last post, to say that you had deme 
he handsome thing by Mooro and the Memoranda. You 
ire very good as times go, and would probably be still 
letter but for tlio ‘ march of events,' (as Napoleon called 
I,) which won’t permit any body to bo better than tlioy 
hould be. 

“Love to Gifford. Believe me, &c. 

S. I restore Smith’s letter, whom thank for his good 
pinion. Is tlio bust bv Thorwaldsen arrived 


LETTER PXIII. 

TO MB. MUHB.V7. 

“ Ravenna, August 23,1821. 
“Enclosed are the two acts corrected. With re- 
;ard to the charges* about the shipwriwik, I think tliat I 
lid both you and Mr. Hobhiiasc, years ago, that there 
■as not a stng/c draunatmee of it not taken from faet; 
at, indeed, from any siiig/c shipwreck, but all from actual 
cts of difforeni wrecks. Almost all Don Juan is reed life, 
ithcr of my own, or from people I knew. By-tho-way, 
iiuch of the description of the fumUure, in Canto Thirty 
taken from TuUy'a Tripoli, (pray note thiit,) and tlio rest 
■om my own observation. Remember, I never meant to 
onceal this at all, and bavo only not stated it, because 
'on Juan had no preface nor name to it. If you think 
worth while to make diis statement, do so in your own 
ay. / laugh at such charge.s, convinced that no writer 
'cr borrowed less, or made his materials more his own.f 
/luch is coincideiiee; fur instance. Lady Morgan (in a 
lally coxeilaU book, I assure you, on Italy) cate Venice an 
xan Heme: I have the very same e.vprcssion in Foscari, 
:id yet poll know that tlic play was written months ago, 

* Ht>nifi criticA hat) arciiwKl him of rtiamaru 
1 Apjivi^ix to the *' Two FvKcain.*’ 
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and aentlo Engluid: the‘Itely’1 received only on the 
16th insL 

“Your friend, like the public, is not aware, that my dra¬ 
matic simplicity is ttw&Aulj/ Greek, and must continue so 
no reform over succeeded at first. I admire the old 
English dramatists; but this is qnite anotlier field, and has 
BOthing to do with theirs. I want to make a regular 
Engli^ drama, no matter whether fcsr the stage or not, 
which is not my object^but a mental theatre. 

“Yours, 

“P.S. Can’t accept your courteous offer. 

♦* Tor Orford ftnd for WRliU^are 
You much more than me you gave; 

Wlticb U not fairly to behave, 

My Murray. 

** Because if a live dog, 't ia aakl, 

Be worth u lion fairly aiMvt, 

A Uoe lord rauai be worth two dead, 

My Murmy. 

** And if, as tite opinion goea, 

Verac hath a better aaie than pfoae>-- 
Certea, I ahouid have more Umn iboae. 

My Murray. 

But now tbia sheet U nearly cramm’d, 

6i>, if you will, faiia’ n’t Ic aiiacnm'd, 

And if you won*t, you may be damn’di 
My Murray. 

“ These matters must be arranged with Mr, Douglas 
Kimiaird. He is my trustee, and a man of honour. To 
him you can state all your mercantile reasons, which you 
might not like to state to me personally, such as, ‘ heavy 
season’—^‘flat public’—’don’t go off'—’lordship writes 
too much’—’ won’t take advice’—‘declining popularity’— 
deductitm for the trade’—make very little’—‘ generally 
lose by him’—’ pirated edition’—‘ foreign edifiem’—’ severe 
criticisms,’ &C., with other hints and howls for an oration, 
which I leave Douglas, who is an orator, to answer. 

“You can also state them more freely to a third per¬ 
son, as between you and me they could only produce 
some smart imstscripts, whicti would not adorn our mu¬ 
tual archives. 

“lam sorry for the dueen, and that’s more than you 
are.” 


LETTER DXIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Ravenna, August 24,1821. 
“Yours of the 5th only yesterday, while I had letters 
of the 8th from London. Doth the post dabble into our 
letters 7 Whatever agreement you make with Murray, 
if satisfactory to you, must be so to me. There need bo 
no scruple, because, though I used sometimes to buffoon 
to myself, loving a quibble as well as the barbarian him- 
scHJ (Shakspoarc, to wit)—‘dial, like a Spartan, I would 
sell my 5/% as dearly as possible’—it never was my inten- 
li(H) to turn it to personal, pecuniary account, but to be¬ 
queath it to a friond—yourself—in the event of survivor¬ 
ship. I anticipated that period, because wo happened to 
meet, and I urged you to make what was possible now by 
it, for reasons which are obvious. It has boon no possi¬ 
ble priuation to me, and therefore does not require the 
acknowledgments you mention. So, forQod’s 8ake,do n’t 
consider it like ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * * 

“By-the-way, when you write to Lady Morgan, wilt 
you thank her for her handsome speeches in her book 
about my books 7 I do not know her axldress. Her work 
is fearless and excellent on the subject of Italy—priw tell 
her so—and 1 know the country. I wish she had fallen 
in with me, I could have tdd her a filing or two that would 
have confirmed her poeitions. 

‘ I am glad fiiat you are saCsiied with Murray, who 
seems to value dead loidsmore than live ones. 1 havei 


just sent him the foUowbg answer to a propontiaB of 
hist' 

' For Orford ami for Woldegravo, 4e* 

“The argument of the above is, that be wanted to 
efint mo of my sizings,’ as Lear says—that is to say, not 
to propose an extravagant price for an extravagant poem, 
as is becoming. Fray take his guineas by all means —/ 
tauglit him that. He made mo a filfiiy offer of pounia 
once, but I told him that, like physicians, poets must be 
dealt with in guineas, as being the only advantage poets 
could have in the association wifii them, as votaries of 
Apollo. I write to you in burry and bustle^ which I will 
expound in my next. “ Yours, ever, &c. 

*P. S. You mention something of an attorney on hie 
way to me on legal business. I have had no warning of 
suib an apparition. What can die fellow want? I have 
some lawsuits and business, but have not heard of any 
thing to put me to the expense of a travelling lawyer. 
They do enougii, in tliat way, at home. 

“ Ah, poor Cliiecn! but porha|)S it is for the best, if 
Herodotus’s anecdote is to bo believed ♦ * 

“ Remember mo to any friendly Angles of our mutual 
acquaintance. What are you doing 7 Hero 1 have bad 
my bands full of tyrants and their victims. There never 
was such oppression, even in Ireland, scarcely 1” 


LETTER DXV. 

TO MR. MCRRAT. 

“Ravenna, August SI, 1821. 

“ I have received the Juans, which are printed so care- 
leealy, especially the fifth canto, as to be disgraceful to me, 
and not creditable to you. It really must be gone alter 
again with the manueaript, file errors ore so gross;— 
words added—dianged—so as to make cacophony and 
nonsense. You have been careless of fills poem becauso 
some of your squad don’t approve of it; to 1 tell you 
that it will bo long before you see any filing half so good 
as poetry or writing. Upon what principle have you 
omitted the note on Bacon and Voltaire? and one of the 
concluding stanzas sent as an addition?—because it ended, 
I sup[K>se, with 

And do not link two virtuous souls for life 
Into that moral emtaur, man and wife f 

Now, I must say, once for all, that I will not permit 
any human being to take such liberties wifii my writings 
because I am absent. I desire the omissions to bo re- 
ilacod (exeept the stanza on Semiramis,)—particularly 
file stanza upon the Turkish marriages; and I request 
that the whole be carefully gone over with the MS. 

“I never saw such stuff as is printed;—Guffeyaz in¬ 
stead of Gufheyaz, Ac. Are you aware that Gulbeyaz 
is a real name and the other nonsense? I copied the 
cantos out carefully, so that there is no excuse, as the 
printer read, or at least pints, file MS. of the plays wifii- 
lUt error. 

“ If you have no feeling for your own reputation, pray 
have some little for mine. I have read over the pqem 
carefully, and I tell you, it is poetry. Your little envious 
knot of parson-poets may say what they please: time 
ill show that I am not in this instance mistsiten. 

“Desire my friend Hobhouse to correct the press, 
sspecially aC the last canto, from the manuscript as it is. 
[t is enough to drive one out of one’s reason to see the 
infernal torture of words from the original. For instanco 
the line— 

** And pair their rbvmes u Yenui jokes her done—* 
is printed— 

“ And pruiee their rhjmee, Re. 

Also ‘preearioue’ for ‘precodout and this line, ataoza ISSk 
" And tiUe eotnif txtrame effect to tire m lender. ** 


' Cometed la thie edlUen. 
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Now do turn to the mannacript and ace if I ever wroti 
auch a hue; it is not verm. 

“ No wonder the poem should fail, (which, however, 
won't you will see,) with such things allowed to cree] 
about it. Replace what is omitted, and correct what is 
ao shamefully misprinted, and let the poem have fair 
play ; and 1 fear nothing. 

* I sue in the last two numbers of the Ctuarterly 
strong itching to assail me, (see the review of ‘ The Eto¬ 
nian ;’) let it, and see if they sha’ n’t have enough of it. 
do not allude to Giflbrd, who has always been my fricni 
and whom I do not consider as responsible for the articles 
written by others. 

“You will publish the plays when ready. I am in such 
a humour alwut this printing of Don Juan so inaccurately 
that I most close this. “ Yours. 

“ P. S. I presume that you have not lost the stanza to 
which I allude ? It was sent afterward: look over my 
letters and find it." 


LETTER DXVI.* 

TO MB. MITBUAV. 

* The enclosed letter is written in bad humour, but not 
without provocation. However, let it (that i-i, the bad 
honiour) go for little ; but 1 must request your serii 
attention to the abuses of the printer, which ought never 
to have been |>ormitted. You forget that all the fools in 
London (the chief purchasers of your publicatioiis) will 
condemn in me the stupidity of your printer. For instance, 
in the notes to Canto Fifth, ‘the Adriatic shore of the 
iftosphorus’ instead of the Asiatic All this may seem 
little to you, so fine a gentleman with your ministerial 
connexions, but it is serious to me, who am thousands of 
miles oft', and have no opportunity of not proving myself 
the fool your printer makes me, except your pleasure and 
leisure, ftirsoolli. 

“ The gods prosper you, and forgive you, for I can’t.” 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 


LETTER DXVH. 

TO MB. MOOKE, 

“ Ravenna, Sept. 3,1R21. 

“ By Mr. Mawman, (a paymaster in the corps, in which 
you and I are privates,) I yesterday expedited to your 
ad<lre.ss, imder cover one, two paper-book.*!, containing the 
Otaour-nal, and a thing or two. It won’t all do—even 
for the posthumous public—^but extracts from it may. It 
is a brief and faithful chronicle of a month or so—parts 
of it not very discreet, but sufficiently sincere. Mr. Maw-' 
man smth that he will, in person or per friend, have it] 
delivered to you in your Elysi.m fields. | 

•If you have got tlie new Juans, recollect that there are 
some very gross printer’s bliindersf particularly in the 
Fifth CanU),—such os ‘praise’ for ‘ pair’—‘ precarious’ for 
precocious’—‘ Adriatic’ for ‘ Asiatic ’—‘ case’for ‘ chase’— 
besides gifts of additional words and syllables, which make 
but a cacoptionous rhythmus. Put the pen tlirough the 
said, as I would mine through Murray's ears if 1 were 
alongside of him. As it is, I have sent him a rattling 
letter, os abusive as (losaible. Though he is publisher to 
the ‘ Board of Longitude^ ho is in no danger of discover¬ 
ing it. 

“1 am packing for Pisa—but direct your letters here, 
till farther notice. “ Yours over, &c.” 

[One of the “ papci'books” mentioned in this letter as 
* Writtio in Uw eovdope of tbe preceding Letter. 
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fo Mr. Mawman lor m©, con*amed a portion) 
to the amount of nearly a hundred of a story, 
relating the adventures of a young Audaltiftian nobleman, 
which had been begun by him, at Venice, in 1817, of 
which the following is an extract.—JV/oorc.] 

* A few hours afterwju’d we were very good fri^idS) 
and a few days after she set out tw Arragon, with my 
son, on a visit to her father and mother. 1 did not ac¬ 
company her immediatciy, having b(;eti in Arragon iMiforo^ 
but was to join die fajpily in their Moorish chateau within 
a few weeks. 

“During her journey I received a very aflcctionate 
letter from Donna Josepha, apprizing me of the wolfere 
of herself and my son. On her arrival at llic clmieaw, I 
received onothor still more afTectionatt*, pi' 0 »!sing me, in 
very fond, ami rather foolish terms, to Join her inimedW 
ately. As i w'as preparing to set out from Seville, I 
received a third—this w^as from her faih«;r, D*n Jose di 
Oardozo, who requested me, in the politest manner, to 
dissolve my marriage. 1 answered him with equal {xilito- 
ticsi^ that 1 would do no such thing. A fourth letter 
arrived—it was from Donna Josepha, in wlucli she in- 
furmL”d me that her father’s letter was written by her 
tarticular desire. I requested tlic reason by return of 
po.st—she replied, by express, that us reason l»ad nothing 
.0 do with the matter, it was unnecessary to give any— 
:)U( that .she vva.s an injured and e.«M‘llent woman. I then 
inf]uired wliy she had written to me llic two preceding 
aflix'tionatc letters, requesting me to CAnne to Arragcai. 
'>Iie answered, that was because she believed me out of 
tny 8cnsn.s—that, being unfit to take care of myself, I had 
•Illy to set out on this journey alone, and make my way 
iviihout ditiiciilty to Don Joso di Cardozo’s, I should them 
lavc found the tendcrest of wives and—a straight woist- 
•oat. 

“ 1 had nothing to roply to this pie.c(^ of atfecliun but a 
•eiti^ration f>f my re.<|ucsi for some lights upon the subject, 
was answered that they would only be related to the 
iiquisitiori. In the mean lime, our domestic discrepancy 
lad become a public topic of discussion ; and tlie worl^ 
vliich always dermles j«i.«;tly, not only in Arragon but in 
Andalusia, delermined that J w'as not only to blame, but 
‘lat all Spain could produce nobo<ly so blamcable. My 
r;ase was suppostnl to comprise all the crimc.s whiclt could, 
nd several which could not, be committed, and little less 
'lan an anto-da-fe was anticipated as tiie result. But 

no man say that we are abandoned by our friends in 
idversily—it was just the reverse. Min© throng«Hl around 
no to coiidenm, advise, and console iik^ witli their d'wap- 
irobation.—They told me all that was, would, or coukl be 
aid on the subject. They shodk their beads—^oy ex¬ 
torted me—deplored me, with tears in tfieir eyes, and— 
ent to dinner.’’ 


LETTER DXVIII. 

TO MR. MURRAV. 

“Ravenna, Sept.4r I82L 

“ By Saturday’s post, I sent you a fierce and furibund 
letter u|>on the subject the printer’s blunders in Don 
uan. I must solicit your attention to the U^ic, though 
ly wrath hath subside into sullenness. 

“Yesterday I received Mr. —, a friend of yours, 
and because he is a friend of yowB; and that’s more than 
[ would do in an English case, except for those whom I 
Honour. 1 was os civU as I could bo among packages 
even to the very chairs and tables, (or X am going to Pisa 
in a few weeks, and have sent and am sending olf my 
chattols. It regretted me that, my books and every thing 
being padied, I coukl yot send you a few 1 meant 
for you; but they were all scalw and baggaged, so as to 
lavo made it a nKHith’s work to get at them again. 1 
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gave him an envebpe, with the Italma aceap in it,* aUu^ 
^ to in ray Gikshriat dofenoe. Hobbouse will make it 
out for you, and it will make you laugh, and him too, the 
epdlmg particuiariy. The ‘ Mericam,' rf whom they call 
me the ‘Capo,’ (or Chiei|) mean ‘Americans,’which is 
the name given in Romagna to a part of the Carbonari; 
that is to say, to the popular part, the troopt ot the Carbo¬ 
nari. They are originally a society of hunters in the 
forest, who took the name of Americans, but at present 
comprise some thousands, &c.; but I sha’ n’t let you far¬ 
ther into the secret, which may be participated with the 
postmasters. Why they thought me their ChieiJ I know 
not: their Chieft are l&o ‘Legion, being many.’ How¬ 
ever, it is a post of more honour than profit, for, now that 
they arc persecuted, it is fit that I should aid them; and 
so I have done, as far as my means would permit. They 
will rise again some day, for these fools of the government 
are blundering: they acUally seem to know nothing, for 
they have arrested and banifbed many of their owm party, 
and let others csca|)e who are not their friends. 

“ What diink’st thou of Greece ? 

“ Address to me hero as usual, tiD you hear farther from 
me. 

* By Mawman I have sent a Journal to Moore; but it 
won't do for the public,—at least a great deal of it won’t; 
—parts may. 

“I read over the Juans, which are excellent. Your 
squad are quite wrong; arid so you will find by-and-by. 
I regret that I do not go on with it, for I had all the plan 
fm- several cantos, and difierent countries and climes. 
You say nothing of the note I enclosed to you, which will 
explain why 1 agreed to discontinue it, (at Madame Guio 
cioii’s request;) but you are so grand, and sublime, and 
occupied, that one would think, instead of publishing for 
‘ the Board of Longitude,' that you were trying to dis¬ 
cover it. 

“ Let me bear that Gifford is better. He can’t be spared 
either by you or me.* 


LETTER DXIX. 


side of you; nothing is ever done m a man’s absence ; 
every body runs counter, because they con. If ever I 
do return to Engla^ (which I sha’n’^ though,) I will 
write a poem to which ' English Bards,’ &c. shall be new 
milk, in comparison. Your present literaiy world at 
mountebanks stands in need of such an Avatar. But I 
am not yet quite Inlious enough: a season or two more, 
and a provocation or two^ will wind roe up to the point, 
and then have at the whole set! 

“I have no patience with the sort of trash you send me 
out by way of books; except Scott's novels, and three or 
four other things, I never saw such work, or works. Ctunp- 
bell is lecturing—Moore idling—Southey twaddling— 
Wordsworth drivelling—Coleridge muddimg— * pid¬ 
dling—^Bowles quibblmg, squabbling, and snivelling.' 
* ♦ will da, if he do n't cant too mucli,nor imitate Southey ; 
the fellow has poesy in him; but he is envious and unhappy, 
as all the envious are. Still he is among the best of the 
day. Barry Cornwall will do better by-aiid-by, I dare say, 
if he do n’t get spoiled by green tea, and the prai.scs of Pen- 
tonville and Paradi-se-row. The pity of these men is, that 
they never lived in Ugh life, nor in solitude: there is i» 
medium for the knowledge of the bii^ or the still world. If 
admitted into high life for a season, it is merely as specta¬ 
tors—they form no part of the mechanism thereof. Now, 
Moore and I, the one by circumstances, and the other by 
birth, happened to be free of the corporation, and to have 
entered into its pulses and passions, fuarumportes/uimus. 
Both of us have learned by this mucli which nothing else 
could have taught us. “Yours. 

“ P. S. I saw one of your brethren, another of the allied 
sovereigns of Grub-street, the other day, Mawman the 
Great, by whom I sent due homage to your imperial self. 
To-morrow’s post may perhaps bring a letter from you, 
but you are the most ungrateful and ungracious of corre¬ 
spondents. But there is some excuse for you, with youf 
perpetual levee of pcditicians, parsons, scribblers, and loun¬ 
gers. Some day I will give you a poetical catalogue of 
them.’’ 


LETTER DXX. 


TO ISB. UUBllAy. 

Ravenna, Sept. 12,1821. 

“By Tuesday’s post, I forwarded, in three packets, the 
drama of Cain in throe acts, of which 1 request the 
acknowledgment when arrived. To the last speech ct 
Eve, in the last act, (i. e. where she curses Cain,) add 
these three lines to the concluding ones— 

** May Ihe gnuw wither fnmi thy foot t the woexie 
Peiiy thae elielter I earth a home I the duet 
A grave • the lun hU light I and Heaveit her God I 

“There’s as pretty a piece of imprecation for you, 
when joined to the lines tUrcady sent, os you may wish 
to meet with in the course of your business. But do n’t 
forgot the addition of the above tlirce lines, which are 
clinchers to Eve’s speech. 

“Let me know what Gifford thinks, (if the play arrives 
in safety;) for I have a good opimon of the piece, as 
poetry; it is in my gay metaphysical style, and in the 
Manfired line. 

“You must at least commend my facility and variety, 
when you consider what 1 hare done within the lost fifteen 
montlis, with my head, too, full of other and of mundane 
matters. But no doubt you will avoid saying any good 
<f it, for fear I should raise the price upon you; that’s 
right; stick to business. Let me know what your other 
ragamuffins are writing, for I suppose you do n’t Idee start- 
aig too many of your vagabonds at once. You may give 
them the start for any thing I care. 

“ IVhy do n't you publish my Pulci —^the very best thing 
1 ever wroter—with the Italian to it^ I wi^ I was along- 

An onoormous kusr bf but recelvod, Uirwaaolog him vtUt 

swaMtuotton. 


TO MB. MOOBE. 

“ Ravenn^ Sept. 17,1821. 

“ The enclosed lines,* as you will directly perceive, ere 
written by the Rev. W. L. Bowles. Of course it is for 
Urn to deny them if they are not. 

“ Believe me yours ever and most affectionately, 

“B. 

“ P. S. Can you forgive this ? It is only a reply to your 
Hues against my Italians. Of course I vi^ stand by my 
lines against all men; but it is heart-breaking to see such 
things in a [leople as the reception rf that unredeemed 
****** in an oppressed country. Your apotheosis is 
now reduced to a level with his welccane, and their grati¬ 
tude to Grattan is cancelled by their atrocious adulation of 
this, &c. &c. &c.* 


LETTER DXXI. 

TO MB. MOOBE. 

“ Ravenna, Sept. 19,1821. 

“1 am in all the sweat, dust, and blasphemy of a uni- 
versal packing of all my things, furniture, &c. for Pisa, 
whether I go for the winter. The cause has been the 
exile of all my fellow Corbonics, and, among them, of the 

• “Thelri»hATBtRr/*Pi>efni» p. 485. IntbUcopjrthe 

tencfl (taken from a Letter of Curran, bi the able Life of that true_ 

man, hit eon) It prefixed ate motto tothe Puem—** And )ralai'l,Uka 
abatiinadoedelephant, knetUof torecrive Uie paltry rider.''~4;iiMI«ro/ 
Owmm, L (/V, vol. (i. page 885. At tbe end of the veraee are these wnrda i 
“(S^ed) w.L, B**, M. A., and written with a view to a BUhop 
rlck,^—itfoore. 
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whole fkinify of Madame G. who, ymi know, was divorced 
frmn her husband last week, ‘on account of P. P. dork of 
this parish,’ and who is obliged to join her father and rela¬ 
tives, now in exile there, to avoid being shut up in a mo¬ 
nastery, because the Pile's decree of separation required 
her to reside in cam paterna, or else, for decorum’s sake, 
in a convent. As I could not say, with Hamlet, ‘Get thee 
to a itiumery,’ I am preparing to follow diem. 

• It is awhil work, this love, and prevents all a man's 
privets of good or glory. I wanted to go to Greece lately 
(as every thing seems up here) widi Iwr brother, who is 
a very fine, brave fellow, (1 have seen him put to the 
prooC) and wild about liberty. But the tears of a woman 
who has left a husband for a man, and the weakness of 
one’s own heart, are paramount to these projects, and I 
con hardly indulge them. 

“ We were divided in choice between Swiuicrland and 
Tuscany, and I give my vote for Pisa, as nearer the 
Mediterranean, which I love for the sake of the shores 
which it washes and for my young recollections of 1809. 
Switzerland is a cursed, selfish, swinish country of brutes, 
placed in the moat romantic region of the world. I never 
could boar die inhabitants, and still less their Fngli.sh 
visiters; for which reason, after writing for some inlomia- 
tion about houses, ui>on hearing dial there was a colony 
of English all over die cantons of Geneva, &c. 1 imme¬ 
diately gave up die thought, and persuaded the Gamhas 
to do the same. 

“ By last [Kist 1 sent you ‘ the Irish Avatar,’—what 
dunk you 7 The last line—‘ a name never spoke but 
with curses or jeers’—must run either ‘ a name only 
uttered widi ctirses or jeers,’ or, ‘ a wretch never named 
but with curses or jeers.’ Becose as Imc, ‘ s[)okc’ is not 
grammar, except in die House of Commons; and I doubt 
^whether we can say‘a name spoken,’ for mmtiimcd. I 
have some doubts, too, about ‘ repay,’—‘ and for murder 
repay with a shout and a smile.’ Should it not be, ‘ and 
for murder repay him with shouts and a smile,’ or ‘reward 
him with shouts and a smile T 
“ So, pray put your poetical pen through the MS. and 
take the least bad of die emendations. Also, if there be 
any fardicr breaking of Priscian’s head, will you apply a 
plaster? I wrote in the greatest hurry and fury, and sent 
it to you the day after; so, doubdess, there will be some 
u -ful construedons, and a radicr lawless conception of 
rhydimus. 

“ With respect to what Anna Seward calls ‘ the liberty 
of transcript,’—when complaining of Miss Matilda Mug- 
gleton, the accomplished daughter of a choral vicar of 
Worcester Cathedral, who had abused die said‘liberty 
of transcript,’ hy inserting in die Malvern Mercury, Miss 
Steward’s ‘ Elegy on die South Pole,’ as her own produc- 
doii, with her own signature, two years after having taken 
a copy, by permission of die audioress—with regard, I 
say, to the ‘liberty of transcript,’ I by no means oppose an 
occasinaal copy to the benevolent few, provided it does 
not degenerate into such licendousness of Verb and Noun 
as may tend to ' disparage my parts of speech’ by die 
• carelessness of the transcribblers. 

“ I do not think that there is mugh danger of die ‘ King’s 
Press being abused’ upon the occasion, if the publishers 
of journals have any regard for their remaining liberty of 
person. It is as pretty a piece of inveciive as ever put 
publisher in the way to ‘Botany.’ Therefore, if 
meddle with it, it is at tkeir peril. As for myself I wdl 
answer any joiideman—though I by no moans recognise 
a ‘right of search’ into an unpublished production and 
unavowed poem. The same apphes to things published 
rant consent. I hope you Idle, at least, the concluding 
lines of the Pome ? 

“ What are you doing, and where are you 7 in England 7 
Nail Murray—^nail him to his own counter, till he shells 
out the thirteens. Since I wrote to you, 1 have sent him 
another tragedy—Cain’ by name—making direc in MS. 
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now in his hands, or bi the printer’s. It is in the Man- 
fret^ metaphysical stylo, and full of some Titanic decla¬ 
mation -Lucifer being one of the dram. pers. who takes 
Cain a voyage among the stars, and, afterwards, to‘ Hades,’ 
where he shows him the phantoms of a former world, and 
its inhabitants. I have gone upon the notion of Cuvier, 
that the world has been destroyed three or four times, and 
was inhabited by mammoths, behemotlis, and what not; 
but not by man till the Masatc period, as, indeed, is proved 
by the strata of bones found;—those of all unknown 
animals, and known, being dug out, but none of mankind. 

I have, Iherefbre, supposed Cain to be shown, in the 
rational Preadamites, beings endowed with a higher in¬ 
telligence than man, but totally unlike him in form, and 
witli much greater strength of mind and persim. You 
may supiwso the small ‘ d’’ ' hich takes place between 
him and Lucifer upon the alters is not quite canonical. 

“ The consequence itt, I xt Cain comes back and kills 
Abel in a fit of dissatisfaction, partly with the politics of 
Paradise, wliich had driven them all out of it, and partly 
liccausc (as it is written in Genesis) Abel’s sacrifice was 
the more acceptable to the Deity. I trust that the 
Rhapsody has arrived—it is in three acts, and entitled 
‘ A Mystery,’ according to die ferraor Christian custom, 
and in honour of what it probably will remain to the 
reader. “Yours, Ac." 


LETTER DXXIL 

TO MH. MOOHE. 

“September 20,1821. 

“After die stanza on Grattan, concluding with ‘His 
iotil o’er the freedom implored and denied,’ will it please 
,’ou to cause insert the following ‘Addenda,’ which 1 
dreamed of during to-day’s Siesta: 

Kver glurioui GrraUtu I &e. &c. kc. 

I will tell you what to do. Get me twenty copies of the 
whole carefully and privately printed off, as your lines 
were on the Naples affair. Send me six, and distrihuto 
the rest according to your own pleasure. 

“ I am in a fine vein, ‘so full of pastime and prodiga- 
ity!’—So, here’s to your health in a glass of grog. Pray 
write, that I may know by return of post—address to mo 
at Pisa. The gods give you joy! 

“Where are you? in Paris? Let us hear. You will 
take care that there be no printer’s name, nor aodior’s, as 
in the Naples stanzas, at least for the present.* 


LETTER DXXin. 

TO MB. MCHKAT. 

“ Ravenna, Sept. 20,1821. 
“You need not send * the Blues,’ which is a mere bufe 
foonery, never meant for publication.* 

• The papers to which 1 allude, in case of survivorsliip, 
are collections of letters, &c. since I was sixteen years 
old, contmned in the trunks in the core of Mr. Hobhwise. 
This coHection is at least doubled by those I have now 
horc, all received since my last ostracism. To these I 
shoidd wish llie editor to have access, not for the purpose 
of abusing cottfidences, nor of hurting tlie feelings of cor¬ 
respondents living, nor the memories of the dead; but 
there are things which would do neither, that I have left 
unnoticed or unexplained, and which (like all such things) 
time only can permit to be noticed or explained, though 
some are to my credit. Tlio task will of course require 
dehcacy; but that will not be wanting, if Moore and Hob- 
house survive me, and, I may add, yourself; and that you 

* See Poemi. p. 467. 
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may all three do so in, I assure you, my very sincere wish. 
I am not sure that long life is desirable for one of my 
tenqrer and constitutional depression of spirits, which (X 
course I suppress in society; but which breaks out when 
alone, and in my writmgs, in spite of myself. It has been 
deepened, perhaps, by some long-post events, (I do not 
allude to my marriage, &c.—on the contrary, Ihol raised 
them by the persecution giving a fillip to my spirits;) but 
I call it constitutional, as I have reason to think it. You 
know, or you do not know, that my maternal grandfather, 
(a very clever man, and amiable, I am told,) was strongly 
suspected of suicide, (he was found drowned in the Avon 
at Bath,) and that anotiier very near relative of the same 
branch took poison, and was merely saved by antidotes. 
For the first of these events there was no apparent cause, 
as he was rich, respccterl, and of considerable intellectual 
resources, hardly forty years of age, and not at all addicted 
to any unhinging vice. It was, however, but a strong 
suspicion, owing to the manner of his death ami his melan¬ 
choly temper. The second had a cause, but it does not 
become me to touch upon it: it happened when I was far 
too young to be aware of it, and I never heard of it till 
after the death of that relative, many years afterward. I 
think, then, that I may call this dejection camlibdienal, I 
hod always boon told that I resembled more my maternal 
grandfather than any of niy father's family—that is, in 
the gloomier part of his temper, fur he was what you call 
a giKxl-naturcd man, and I am not. 

“ The Journal here I sent to Moore the other day; but 
as it is a more diary, only ports of it would over do for 
publication. The other Journal of tlio Tour in 1816,1 
should think Augusta might lot you have a copy of. 

“I am much mortified that Gilford do n’t fake to my 
new dramas. To be sure, tliey arc as opposite to the 
English drama as one tlimg can be to anotiier; but I have 
a notion that, if imdeistood, they will in time find favour 
(though not on the stage) witli the reader. The simpli¬ 
city of plot is intentional, and tlie avoidance of rant also, 
as also the compression of the speeches in the more se¬ 
vere situations. What I seek to show in ‘ tlic Foscaris’ 
is the suppressed passions, rather than tho rant of tlic pre¬ 
sent day. For that matter— 

* Nay, if thmi *lt mouth, 

I ’Q im»t ai well an thou—* 

would not be difficult, as I think I have shown in my 
younger prodiaaions,— not dramoHc ones, to be sure. 
But, as I said before, I am mortified that Gifibrd do n’t 
tike them; but I sec no remedy, our notions on that subject 
being so clilforent. How is he ?—well, I hope;—let me 
know. I regret his demur tho more that ho has been 
always my grand jiatron, and I know no praise which 
would compensate me in my own mind Ibr his censure. 1 
do not mind Heviews, as I can work them at their own 
weapons. “Yours, &c. 

“ Address to mo at Pisa, whither I am going. The 
reason is, that all my Italian friends hero have been exiled, 
and are met there for the present, and I go to join them, 
as agreed upon, for the winter.” 


LETTER 0XXIV. 

TO MB. Musnar. 

“Ravenna, Sept. 24,1821. 

• I have been thinking over our late correspondence, 
and wish to propose to you the following artioles for our 
future; 

* Istly, That you shall write to mo of younielf| of the 
health, wealth, and welfare of all friends; but of me 

no'hing. 

2diy. Trot you fihall send me sodo-powders, tooth* 
powder, tootb-brusihos, or any sudi antMxlontalgic or 


chemical articles, as heretofore *ad libitum,* upon being 
reimbureed for tlie same. 

“ 3dly, Timt you shall not send me any modem, or (a» 
they are called) neio publkationa, in EngUthy whatsoever^ 
save and excepting any writing, prose or verse, of (or 
reasonal)ly presumed to be of) Walter Scot^ Crabbe, 
Moore, Can^ibell, Rogem, Gidbrd, Joanna Baillie, Irving^ 
(tho American,) Hogg, Wilson, (the Isle of Palms man,) 
or any especial singk work of fancy which is thought to 
be oi conskleraWe merit; Voyages and Travelsy provided 
that they are nMer m Greece^ Spe^ jisia MvtWy Al- 
brndoy nor Italyy will be welcome. Having travelled tho 
countries mentioned, 1 know that wliat is said of tliem can 
convey notliing farther which 1 desire to know about 
them.—No other English works whatsoever. 

4th]y. That you send me no peiiixlical works what* 
soiiver—no Kdtnbiirgli, Quarterly, Mmilhly, nor any 
review, magazine^ or newspaper, English or Ibreign, ot 
any description. 

‘^5thly. That you send me no r^inions whatsoever, 
either goody body or md\fferenty of yourscli; or your friends, 
or others, concerning any work, or works, mine, past, 
present, or to come. 

'*6thiy. That all nogotiatimis in matters of business 
between you and me pass through the medium of the 
Hon. Douglas Kinniurd, my friend and trustee, or Mr. 
llubhouse, as ‘ Alter ego,^ and tantamount to myself dur* 
ig iny absence—or presence. 

Some of Uieso projiositioDS may at 6rst seem strange, 
but they are founded. I'ho quantity of trash I have 
‘eceived as books is incalculable, and neither amused nor 
nstnicted. Reviews and magazines are at the best but 
ephemeral and supcrhcial readingwho thinks of the 
grand article of last year in any gtnen Review ? In Uie 
next place, if they regard myselij they tend to increase 
egotism. If favourable, I do not deny tliat the praise 
elates, and if unfavourable, that the abuse irritates. Tho 
latter may conduct me to inHict a species of satire, whteli 
would neither do good to you nor to your friends: they 
may smile now, and so may you; but if I you all 
in hand, it would not be dilFicult to cut you up like 
gourds. I did as much by us powerful people at nine* 
teen years old, and I know little us yet, in thrcc«and* 
thirty, which should prevent me from making all your 
ribs gridirons for your lw‘arts, if such were my pro¬ 
pensity : but it is not; therefore let me hear none of 
your provocations. If any thing occurs so very gross 
as to require my notice, 1 sliall hear of it from my legal 
friends. For the rest, I merely request to be left in 
gnorance. 

“ Tlic same applies to opinions, goofly bad, or ind^ereniy 
if persons in conversation or correspondence. Theso 
do not interrupt, but they soil, llie current of my mhul. 

~ am sensitive enotigli, but not till I am trouhled; and 
fiero I am beyond tlie touch of the short arms of literary 
England, except the few feelers of tho polypus tliat crawl 
over the channels in the way oxU^ct. 

AU tliesc precautions tn England would be useless; 
the libeller or the flatterer would there reach me in spite 
of ail; but in Italy we know little of literary England, 
and tliink less, excep. what reaches us through some 
garbled and brief extract in some miserable gazette. 
For two years (excepting two or three articles cut out 
and sent to you by the post) I never read a newspaper 
which was not forced upon me by some accident, and 
know, upon the whole, as little of England as you do of 
Italy, and God knows that is little enough, wiUi all your 
travels, &c. &c. &c. The English travellers know Ita^ 
as you know Guernsey: how much is that ? 

“If any thing occurs bo ’nolently grote or persema! as 
requires notice, Mr. Douglas Kinnaird will let me know; 
but of praise, I desire to hear nothing. 

“You will say, * to what tends all this ?* I will ansd^r 
THAT to keep my mind free and unbiased by idl paltiy 
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wnd personal irriud>iiitie8 of praise or ceiisure»»fo 
my genius take its natural direction, while my feeUngs 
are like the dead, who know nothing and feel nothing < 
all or au^t that is said or done in tiwir regard. 

•If you can observe these condition^ you will spaj 
yourself and othfnrs some pain; let me not be w(^oc 
upon to rise up; lor if I do, it will not be for a little. 
If you cannot observe those conditimts, we shall ccasc 
U) be correspondents,—but not JriendSi for I sliall alwayi 
be yours and ever truly, « Byron. 

*P.S. I have taken these resolutions not from an^ 
irritation against you or yowr*, but simply upon reflection 
that all reading, either praise or censure, of myself hai 
done me harm. When I was in Switzerland and Greece 
C was o»it o£ the way of hearing cither, and how I lorote 
there /—In Italy I am out of the way of it too; but lat¬ 
terly, t*artly through my fault, and j*artly through youi 
kindness in wishing to send me the newest and mos' 
periodical publicaticnis, 1 have hud a crowd of Reviews, 
&c. thrust upcm me, which have bored me wit!) their 
jargon, of one kind or another, and taken off my atten¬ 
tion from greater objects. You have also sent me a 
parcel of trash jK)etry, for no reason that I can con¬ 
ceive, unless to f)rovoke me to write a new * English 
Bards.* Now this 1 wish to avoid: for if over I do, it 
will be a strong production; and I desire peace as long 
as the fools will keep their nonsense out of my way.” 


LETTER DXXV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“September 27,1821. 

“ It was not Murray’s fault. 1 did not send the MS. 
■ mierturr, but I send it now,* and it may be restored;— 
or, at any rate, you may keep tlie original, and give 
any copies you please. 1 send it, as written, and as I 
read it to you—I have no other copy. 

“By last week’s tim posts, in two packets, I sent to 
your address, at Pari% a lotigish poem upon the late 
Irishism of your countrymen in their roccpthMi of * * *. 
Pray, have you received it 7 It is in ‘ the high Roman 
fashion,’ and full of ferocious fantasy. As you could liot 
well lake up the matter with Paddy, (being of the same 
nest,) 1 have but 1 hope still that I have dune justice 
to his p^at men and his good heart. As for * * *, you 
will And it laid on wiUk a trowel. 1 delight in your ‘ fact 
historical’—is it a fact 7 “ Yours, &c. 

•P. S. You have not answered me about Sclilegel— 
why not 7 Address to mo at Pisa, whither I am going, 
to join the exiles—a pretty ntimerowi body, at present. 
Lot me hear how you are, and what you mean to do. Is 
there no cliance of your rccrossing the Alps ) If the G. 
Hex marries again, let him not want an Epithalamium 
—suppose a joint concern cf you and me, like Stenihold 
and Hopkins 


LETTER 0X,;^VI. 

TO MR. MURRAY, 

•September 28,1821. 

•I add another cover to request you to ask Moore to 
obtain (tf possible) my letters to the late Lady Mel¬ 
bourne from Lady Cowper. They are very numerous, 
and ought to have been restored long ago, as 1 was ready 
to give bock Lady Melbourne’s in exchange. These 
latter are in Mr. Hobhouse’s custody with my other 
papers, and shall be punctually restored if required. 1 

1 The JhMt " Oh Welltoflou,” Don Juao, Csnto IX. Stutu 1, 
fte; which I had mined iu their oi^uel piece at the oijenliis of tlu 
Third Cauto, end tooh for freated that they hod becu euppreeiea by hie 
publisher.—>Meor#. 
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did not choose before to appty to Lady Cowper, as Imr 
mother’s death naturally kept me from intruding upon 
her foeiings at the time of its occun'ence. Some yean 
have now elapsed, and it is essential that 1 should have 
my own epistles. They are essential as confirming that 
part of foe ‘Memoranda’ which refers to foe two pertofoi 
(1812 and 1814) when my marriage with her niece was 
iu contemplation, ami will tend to show what my real 
views and iccUngs were upcm tliat subject 

• You need not be alarmed; the ‘ fourteen years’* will 
hardly elapse without some loortaiity among us: it is a 
long lease of life to speculate upon. So your calculation 
will not lie in so much peril, as foe ‘ argosie’ will sink 
'>efore that time, and ‘the pound erf* flesh’ bo withered 
:>rcviously to your being so long out of a return. 

“ 1 also wish to give you a hint or two, (as you have 
really behaved vciy lumdsomely to Moore in foe busi¬ 
ness, and are a fine fellow in your lino,) for your advan¬ 
tage. If by your own management you can extract any 
□f iny epistles from Lady — (* * * * * * *^^ 
boy might he of use in your collt5ctioI^ (sinking of course 
he namesy and all such circumstanaes as might hurt living 
eelinga, or tliose of' surtivara;) they treat ^ more topics 
han love occasionally. 

>t> 4^ * Si 

“1 will tell you who may happen to have some letters 
f mine in their possession: Lord Powerscourt, some to 
is lute brotlier; Mr. Long of—(I forget his place)— 
•ut tlio fatlier of Edward Long of the Guards, w'ho was 
rownctl in going to Lisbon early in 1809; Miss Eliza- 
leth Pigot, of Soutliwell, Notts, (she may be JMiatreas 
iy this time, for she had a year or two more than 1:) 
hty were not lovoletlcrs, so that you might have them 
athout scru[»Ic. There are, or might be, some to Uio 
ate Rev. J. C. Taltcrsal), in the hands of his brother 
half-broth«*r) Mr. Wheatley, who resides near Canter- 
iry, 1 think. There are suinc of C/liarles Gordon, now 
)f Dulwich; and some few to Mrs. Chaworth; but 
ie.se latter ore probably destroyed or inacccssiblo. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“I mention these people and particulars merely as 
lartro.*!. M<^t of Uiem have probably destroyed tlie 
tiers, which in fact are of little import, many of thorn 
rilten w'licn very youn^ and several at sdiool and 
jllegu. 

“Peel (the second brother of the Secretary) was a cor- 
'-spondent of mine, and also Porter, the son of foo Bisliop 
’ Clogher ; Lord Clare a very voluminous one ; William 
[arrit'ss (a friend of Milinaii’s) anollier; Charles Dnim- 
aond,(sonofthc banker;) WilliamBankes (foe voyager) 
>ur friend; U. 0. Dallas, Esq.; Horlgson; Henry 
Tury; Hobhouse you were already aware of. 

“ 1 have gone tlirough this long list of 

< The cold, ihe rHitlik'u, fiuil the tiead,' 

>ecause I know that,like ‘the curious in frsh-sauce,’ you 
jre a researcher of such thin^. 

“Besides those, there are other occasional ones to lite¬ 
rary men and so forth, complimentary, &c. &c. &c. not 
vorth mucli more than foo rest. Them are some hun- 
Ireds, too, of Italian notes of mine, scribbled with a noble 
>ntempt of the grammar and dictionary, in very Englifo 
Itniscan; for I ipeak Italian very fluently, but write it 
arclessly and incorrectly to a degree.” 

LETTER DXXVIL 

TO MR. MOORS. 

“ September 29,1621. 

“ I send you two rou|^ thingS) prose and verse, not 

' He )jer« edverta to a tMwing remarit In one ol Mr. Aiarr«r ‘e 
net, Rs bie lordebip’s “ Memorend*” were not to be puWiebed ia «• 
,lletline,ttMi eum now paid for the work, StOU. would ipwt prob»bIy, 
ipoQ 4 reaeonable eiUcule'^ou of •urrlver^p, amouat tutiioaw/ W b* 

—i Ibun 80004<—Moore. 
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much m thenuelvei, but wfaicli wiU show, one of them 
the (UUe of dw country, and the other of your friend’s 
mind, when they were written. Neither of them were 
emit to the person concerned, but you will see, by the 
style of theov that they were sincere, as I am in signing 
myself * Yours ever and truly, 

“B.” 

[Of the two enclosures, mentioned in the foregoing 
note^ one was a letter intended to be sent to Lady Byron, 
relative to his money invested in the funds, of which the 
ibtlowing are extracts.] 

"Ravenna, Marta Imo, 1821. 

"1 have received your message, through my sister’s 
letter about English security, &c. Sic. It is considerate, 
(and true, even,) that euch is to be found—but not that I 
^all find it. Mr. ♦ ♦, for his own views and purposes, 
will thwart all such attempts till he has accomplished his 
own, viz. to make me lend my fortune to some client ofj 
his choosing. 

“At this distance—aftor tliis absence, and with my 
utter ignorance rf affairs and business—witli my temper 
and impatience, I have, neither tlie means nor the mind to 
resist. * * * ♦ * ♦ 

Thinking of the funds os I do, and wislung to secure a 
rervesion to my sister and her children, I should jump at 
most expedients. 

“ What I told you is come to pa.ss—the Nea[>olitan 
war is declared. Your funds will fall, and I shall be in 
consequence ruined. That ’a nothing—but my blood- 
relations will be so. You and your child aro provided 
for. Live and prosper—I wish so miieli to boUt. Liv 
and prosper—^you have the means. I think but of my 
real kin and kindred, who may be tlie victims of this ac¬ 
cursed bubble. 

“You neither know nor dream of the consequences of 
this war. It is a war of men with monarchs, and will 
spread like a spark on the dry, rank grass of the vegeta¬ 
ble desert. What it is with you and your English, you 
do not know, for ye sleep. What it is with us here, I 
know, for it is before, and around, and within us. 

“Judge of my detestation of England and of all that it 
inherits, when I avoid returning to your country at a time 
when not only my pecuniary interest, but, it may be, even 
my personal security require it. I can say no more, fur 
all letters ore opened. A short time will decide upon 
what is to be done here, and then you will learn it without 
being more troubled with me or my correspondence. 
Whatever happens an individual is little, so that the 
cause is forwarded. 

" I have no more to say to you on the score of affairs or 
on any other subject." 

[The second enclosure in the note consisted of some 
verses, written by him, December 10th, 1820, on seeing 
the following paragraph in a newspaper. ° Lady Byron 
is this year the lady patroness at the annual Charity Ball 
given at the Town Hall at Hinckly, Leicestershire, and 
Sir G. Crewe, Bart, the priiimpal steward.” These 
verses are full of strong and indignant feeling,—every 
stanza concluding pointedly with the words “Charity 
Ball,”—and the thwght that predominates throu^ the 
whole may be ccdlocted fiom a few of the opening lines 
Moore.] 

* Wtist mstter tlie psnxi of shoabuiS and ratfaar, 

If hia sorrow! In extle be greftt or be small, 

S« the Pberieee^e glories eroiuid her she fstWt 
And Um Saint potrenlsea her ‘ Charity Bali.' 

Wbat matters'—a hearti whl^ though faulty was feelinf y 
^ drivet) to excesses which ouee eould appal— 

That the Sinner should suffer is only fatt dasling, 

As the Saint keeps her charity back for * the Bail.* Ae. Ac. ** 


LETTER DXXVIIL 

TO MR. MOOaS. 

® Septomber-HJO--*October Ij 18S1. 

“ I have written to you lately, both in prose and verse, 
at great length, to Paris and London. I presume that 
Mrs. Moore, or whoever is your Paris deputy, wi^ foiw 
ward my packets to you in London. 

“Xam setting off for Pisa, if a slight incipient mtonnit- 
tent lever do not prevent me. i ibar it is not stro^ 
enough to give Murray nm<;h chance of realizing his thir- 
teens again. I hardly should regret it, 1 think, provided 
you raised your price upon him—as what Lady Holder* 
ness (my sister *b grandmother, a Dutchwoman) used to 
»lt Augusta, her Residee JLegaioo —so as to provide fw 
us all; my bones with a splendid and larmoyante edition, 
and you with double what is extractable during my 
ifetime. 

‘‘I have a strong presentiment Uiat (bating some out* 
jf-thc-vvay accident) you will suiyive me. The differ¬ 
ence of eight years, or whatever it is between our ages is 
nothing. I do not feel (nor am, indeed anxious to feel) 
the principles of life in me tend to longevity. My father 
and mother died, tlie one at tliirty-hve or six, and tlie otlier 
at forty-hve; and Doctor Rush, or somebody else, says 
that nobody lives long, without having one parent, at least, 
an old stager. 

“ I sJuniUli to be sure, like to see out my eternal mother- 
in-law, not so much for her heritage, but from my natural 
antipathy. But the indulgence of this natural desire is 
too mudt to expect from tlic Providence who (>re8ide8 
over old women. 1 bore you with all diis about lives, 
because it has been put in my way by a calculation of 
onsurances which Murray has sent me. I r&tUy diink 
you should have more, if I evaporate within a reason¬ 
able Umc. 

“I wmider if my * Cain’ has got safe to England. I 
have written since about sixty stanzas of a poem, m octave 
stanzas,* (ui the Pulci style, which the fools in England 
think was invented by Whistlecraft—it is as old as the 
lulls in Italy,) called' The Vision of Judgment, by Ctue- 
vodo Rcdiviviis,’ wiUi tills motto— 

' A Daoiul come to Jutlgment, a Daniel: 

1 thank Utee, Jew« for teaching me that word. * 

“In this it is my iiitant to put the siud George’s Apo¬ 
theosis in a Whig point of view, not forgetting the Poet 
Laureate for his preface and his other demerits. 

“ I am just got to the pass where Saint Peter, bearing 
that the royal defunct had opposed Catholic Emanci¬ 
pation, rises up and, interrupting Satan’s oration, de¬ 
clares he will diangc places with Cerberus sooner than 
let him into heaven, while he has the keys thereof. 

“ I must go and ride, though rather feverish and diilly. 
It is the ague season; but the agues do me rather go^ 
than harm. The feel after the is as if one had got rid 
of one’s body for good and all. 

“ The gods go with you!—Address to Pisa. 

“Ever yours. 

“ P. S. Since I conqe back I feel better, though I stayed 
out too late for this malaria season, under tlie thin cres¬ 
cent of a very young moon, and got off my horse to walk 
in an avenue with a Signora for on boor. I thought of 
you and 

'When at eve thou roveit 
By the elar thou loveit.* 

I But it was not in a romantic mood, as I should have been 
(Mice; and yet it was a new wtanan, (that is, new to 
me,) and, course, expected to be m^e love to. But 
I merely mode a few ctmimouplace speeches. I feel 
as your po(« friend Curran said, before his death, ^ a 
mountain lead upon my heart,’ which I believe to.be 

* Sm Don Juta, Canto IT. Ataiiiaff. 



191 


LETTERS, 1821. 


ooaslittitiooal, and that nothing will remove it but thi 
same remedy.” 


LETTER DXXIX. 

TO MR. MOORR. 

• October 6,1821. 

*By this post I have sent my nightmare to balance th 
incubus of Southey’s impudent anticipation of the Apo¬ 
theosis of George the Third. I should like you to take a 
look over it, as 1 tliink there are two or three things in i 
which might please ‘our puir hill folk.’ 

“ By the last two or three posts I have written to yoi 
at length. My ague bows to me every two or tliree days 
but we arc not as yet upon intimate speaking terms. 1 
have an intermittent generally every two years, when the 
climate is favourable, (as it is here,) but it does me no 
harm. What I find worse, and cannnot get rid of, is the 
growing depression of my spirits, without sufficient cause. 
I ride—am not intomporate in eating or drinking—and 
my general health is as usual, except a slight ague, which 
rather dues gorxl than not. It must be constitutional; for 
1 know nothing more than usual to depress me to that 
degree. 

“ How do you manage 1 I think you told me, at Ve¬ 
nice, tliat your spirits did not keep up without a little 
claret. I con drink and bear a good deal of wine, (os 
yoit may recollect in England;) but it don’t exhilarate— 
it makes me savage and suspicious, and even quarrel¬ 
some. Laudanum has a similar efiect; but 1 can take 
mtich of it without any effect at all. The tiling that gives 
me the highest spirits (it seems absurd, but true) is a dose 
of soto—I mean in the afternoon, after tlieir effect. But 
one can't take than like champagne. 

“ Excuse this old woman’s letter; but my lemancholy 
don’t depend upon healtli, for it is just the same, well or 
ill, or here «there. “Yours, &c.” 

LETTER DXXX. 

TO MR. MUHHAV. 


the Old Testament, for the New struek men aa a task’ 
but the other as a pleasure. I speak as a hn/ Irom the re¬ 
collected impression of that period at Abeidoea in 1796. 

“Any novels of Scott, or i«oetiy of die same. Ditto of 
Crabbe, Moore, and tlie Elect; but maie of your cursed 
conunonplace trash,—unless something starts up of actual 
merit, which may very well be, for’t is time it should.” 


LETTER DXXXI. 

TO MB. MUHRXV. 

“October 21^ 1821. 

“(if the errors are in the MS. write me down an ass: 
they are not, and I am content to undergo any penalty if 
lliey be. Besides, the amiikit stanza, (last but one or 
two,) sent afimaml, was that in the M8. loo? 

“ As to ‘ honour,’ I will trust no man’s honour in affaire 
if barter. I will tell you why: a slate of bargain is 
Hobbes’s ‘ state of nature—a stale of war.’ It is so with 
.11 men. If 1 come to a friend, and say, ‘Friend, lend mo 
ive hundred |iounds,’—he cither doe.s it, or says that he 
Mui’t or won’t; but if I come to ditto, and say, ‘Ditto, I 
lavc an excellent hou.se, or horse, or carriage, or MSS. or 
looks, or pictures, or &c. &c. &c. &c. honesdy worlli a 
housand pounds, you shall have them fur five hundred, 
vhat does Ditto any ? why, he looks at them, he hums, ho 
fins,—he liumlmgs, if he can, to get a bargain ns cheaply 
is he can, because it in a bargain.—This is in the blood 
rid bone of mankind; and the same man who would 
md another a thousand pomids without interest, would 
ot buy a horeo of him for half its value if he could help 
. It is .so: tlicre’s no denying it; and therefore I will 
lave as much as I can, and yuu will give os little; and 
there’s an end. All men are intrinsical rascals, and I am 
inly sorry that, not being a dog, I can’t bite them. 

‘ I am filling another book for you with little anecdotes, 
.0 my own knowledge, or well authenticated, eff Sheridan, 
Curran, &c. and such other public men as I recollect to 
have been acquainted with, for I knew most of them more 
ir less. I wilt do what I can to prevent your losing 1^ 
ly obsequies. “ Yours &c.” 


“Ravenna, October 9,1821. 

“You will please to present or convoy the enclosed 
poem to Mr. Moore. 1 sent him another copy to Paris; 
but he has probably left that city. 

“Don’t forgot to send me my first act of ‘Werner’ (if 
Hobhouse can find it among my papers)—send it by the 
post to (Pisa;) and also cut out Sophia Lee’s ‘German’s 
Tale’ from the ‘Canterbury Tales,’ and send it in a letter 
also. 1 began that tragedy m ISIS. 

“ By-the-way, you have a good deal of my prose tracts 
in MS. ? Let me have pnxffs of them all again—I mean 
ihe controversial ones, including the last two or tliree 
years of time. Another question!—The Epistle of St. 
Paul, which I translated from the Armenian, for what 
reason have you kept it back, tiiough you published that 
• staff which gave rise to the ‘Vampire?’ Is it because 
you arc afraid to print any thingrin opposition to the cant 
of the Q,uartoriy about Manicheism? Let me have a 
proof of that Epistle directly. I am a better Christian 
than those parsons of yours, though not paid for being so. 

“Send—Faber’s Treatise on the Cabiri. 

“ Sainte Crrax’s Mysthres do Paganisme, (scarce, per¬ 
haps, but to be found, as Mitford refers to his work fre¬ 
quently.) 

“A common Bible, of good legible print, (bound in rus- 
sia.) I have one; but as it was the last gift of my sister, 
(whom I shall probably never see again,) I can only use 
It carefully, and less frequently, because I like to keep it 
A good order. Don’t forget this, for I am a great reader 
and admirer of those boo^ and had read them through 
and through before I was eight years old,—that is to say, 


LETTER DXXXIL 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

“ Ravenna, October 21,1821. 

‘ I shall bo (the gods willing) in Bologna on Saturday 
lext. This is a curious answer to your letter; but I have 
aken a house in Pisa for the winter, to which all my chat- 
'Is, furniture, horses, carriages, and live stock are ^roady 
•emoved, and I am preparing to follow. 

“ The cause of this removal is, shortly, the exile or pro- 
cription of all my friends’ relations and connexions here 
ito Tuscany, on account of our late politics; and where 
ley go, I accompany them. I merely remained till now 
I settle some arrangements about my daughter, and to 
rive time for my furniture, 4tc. to precede me. I Iravo 
lot here a scat or a bed hardly, except some Jury chairs, 
and tables, and a mattress for file we^ to come. 

“ If you will go on with me to Pisa, 1 can lodge you for 
s long as you Idte, (fiiey write that the house, the Palazzo 
.anfranebi, is spacious; it is on the Amo;) and 1 have 
our carriages, and as many saddle horses, (such as they 
jre in these parts,) with all other conveniences at your 
ommand, as also their owner. If you could do this, we 
nay, at least, cross the Apennines together; or if you 
are going by another road, we shall meet at Bologna, I 
hope. 1 address fiiis to the post-ofiice, (as you desire,) 
and you will probably find me at the Albergo di San 
Marco. If you arrive first, wait tiU 1 con» up, which 
will be (barring tfccidents) on Saturday or Stmday at 
farthest. 
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jMremime you are alone m your voyages. Moore is 
n London moo^.| accocdiag to my latest advices from 
hose cHmaies. 

*lt is better than a lustre (five years and six months 
und some days^ more or less,) since me met; and, lUte 
he man from Tadcaster in the farce, (*Lov6 laughs at 
ijoeksmidis,*) whose acquaintance including the cat and 
he terrier, ‘who caught a lialf{>enny in his mouth,' were 
iH ‘ gone dead,* but too many of our acquaintances have 
aken the same path. Lady Melbourne, Grattan, Shen> 
ian, Curran, &c. &c. almost every body of much name 
}f the old school. But * so am not I, said the foolish fat 
icullkm,' therefore let us moke the most of our remainder. 

Let me find two lines firom you at ‘ the hostel or inn.' 

“Yours ever, &c. 

“B.” 


LETTER DXXXiri. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, Oct. 28,1821. 

■ ‘T is the middle of night by the castle clock,’ and in 
three houre more I have to sot out on my way to PUa— 
ntting up all night to be sure of rising. I have just marie 
them toko off ray bed-clothes^-blankuts inclusive—case 
of temptation from the apparel of sheets to my eyelids. 

“Samuel Rogers is—w is to be—at Bologna, as he 
writes from Venice. 

• I thought our Magnifico would ‘pound you,’ if possi- 
Ue. lie is trying to ' pound’ me, too; but I ’ll specie the 
rogue—or, at least, I ’ll have the odd shilling out of him 
in keen iambics. 

“ Your approbation of ‘ Sardanapalus’ is agreeable, for 
more reamms than one. Ilubhouso is pleased to think as 
you do of it, and so do some others—but the ‘ Arimaspian,’ 
whom, like ‘ a Gryphon in the wilderness,' 1 will ‘ fcdluw 
for his gold,' (as 1 exhorted you to do before,) did or doth 
dnjHirago it—‘stinting me in my sizings.’ HU notable 
ofantons on the ‘ Foscari’ and ‘ Cain’ he hatli not as yet 
{rewarded; or, at least, I have not yet received them, nor 
the prooft thereof diough promised by last poet. 

“ J see the way that he and his (Quarterly people are 
tending—they want a rmo with me, and they shall have it. 
1 only regret that I am not in England for the nonce; as, 
here, it is liardly fair ground for me, isolated and out of 
the way of prompt rejoinder and information, as 1 am. 
But, though backed by ail the c(MTuption, and infamy, and 
patronage of their master rogues and slave ronogadoes. 
if they do emee rouse me up, 

'They had belter gall the dertl, SaUebury.* 

“ I have that for two or three of them, which they had 
better not move me to put in motionand yet, aflor all, 
what a fool I am to disquiet myself about such fellows! 
It was all very well ten or twelve years ago, when I was 
a ‘ curled darting,’ and minded such things. At present, I 
rate them at their true value; but, from natur^ temper 
and Irile, am not able to keep qiuet. 

“Let me hear from you on yom return from Ireland, 
vritich ought to be ashamed to see yoi^ after her Bruns¬ 
wick blaniey. I am of Longman’s opinion, that you 
idiould allow your friemis to liquidate the Bermuda dam. 
Why shodd you throw away the two thousand pounds 
(of Uie mm-gutnea Murray) upon that cursed ^ece d* 
treacherous bfiveiglement ? I dunk you carry the matter 
a Uttle too Ilur and acm{»ilously. When we see patriots 
begging pu^dy, and know that Grattan received a in¬ 
tone from his country, I really do not see why a man, in 
no wlrit inferior to any or all of them, should shrink from 
Mcepting that assistance from his private friends, which 
•very tradeaman receives from his ccHinexions iqum much 
Jgaa ooeasioas. For, afler all, it was not your debt^t 
■moM a pMC«j!iC;;awj»dling agednet you.s As to * * ^ 

and the ‘siw »d>la creatures!’ Ac. Ac. it is all very fine 


and very weti, but tiQ you can persaade me that (bava !■ 
no credit and no se^-<gpplause to be obUuned by being ef 
use to a celebrated roan, I must retain the same opinion 
of the human species, wliich I do of our friend M*. Specie.* 


LETTER DXXXIV- 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Pisa, Novembffl’ Sy 1^1. 

“ The two passages caniKR be altered without makmg 
Lucifer talk like the Bishcq) of Lincoln, which would not 
be in the character the former. The notiem is from 
iluvier, (that of the old toorldsy) as 1 have explained in 
an additional note to the preface. The other passage is 
also in character: if nonsense, so much the b^ter, because 
then it con do no harm, mid toe sillier Satan k made, the 
safer for every body. As to ‘ alarms,’ Ac. do you really 
think such things ever led any body astray ? Are these 
people more impious than Milton’s Satan ? tyc the Pro- 
metoeus d* .^schylus ? or even than the Sadducees d* 
Milman, too ‘ Fall d* Jorusalem' ♦ * ? Are not Adam, 
Eve, Adah, and Abel, as pious as the catechism ? 

“ Gifford is too wise a man to think that such things can 
have any serious effect: who was ever altered by a poem? 
I beg leave to observe, that there is no creed nor personal 
hypothesis of mine in all tliis; but I was obliged to 
m^e Cain and Lucifer talk consistently, and surely this 
las always been }>ermitted to poesy. Cain is a proud 
man; if Lucifer promised him kingd<»n, Ac. it would dots 
lim: toe object of the Demon is to d«prm him still farther 
in his own estimation than he was before, by sliowing him 
infinite tIJngs, and his own abasement, till he falls into too 
fi'amc of mind that leads to toe catastrophe, from nmre 
internal irrilafion, not premeditation, or envy of ^6et, 
(which would have made him contemptible,) but frmn 
rage and fury against the inadequacy of his state to hk 
conceptions, and which discharges itself rather against 
life, and the Autlior of lifi^, than too mere living. 

“ Ills subsequent remorse is the natural effect of looking 
on his sudden deed. Had the deed been premeditaied, Ins 
repentance would have been tardier. 

“ Either dedicate it to Walter Scott, or, if you think he 
would like toe dedication of ‘ the Foscaris’ better, put the 
dedication to * toe Foscark.’ Ask him which. 

“Your first note was queer cnoitgh ; but your two other 
letters, wtto Moore’s and Gifford’s opinions, set all right 
again. I told you bt'fure that T can never recaot any tiling. 
1 am like too tiger: if I miss too first spring, I go grumbling 
bock to my jungle again *, but if I do Ai/, it k crushing. 
* ♦ * You disparaged toe last three cantos 

to me, and kept toem back abwe a year; but I have 
heard from England that (notwillistandingthe erroreoftoe 
press,) toey are well thought of; for instance, by Ameri¬ 
can Irving, which last k a feather in my (fool’s) cap. 

“You have received my letter (open) through Mr. 
Kinnaird, and so, pray, send me no more reviews of any 
kind. I will read no more of evil or good in that lino. 
Walter Scott has not read a review of himself fw totr- 
teen years. 

“The bust k not 7 ^ property, but Hdbhtmse's. I 
addressed it to you as on Adimralty man, great at tlie 
custom-house. Pray deduct toe eiqienses of the same, 
and all others. “ Yours, Ac.” 


LETTER DXXXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Pisa, Nov. 9,1821, 

“ I never read the Memoirs at afi, not even since toey 
were written; andl never will: the pain of writing toem 
was enou^; you may spare me that of a perusal. Mr. 
Moore hu (iv may have) a dkcreiKKuury power to o«ut 
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any repetition, or cxpresriona which do not Bcom good tc 
Atm, who is a letter judge than you or I. 

‘‘Enclosed is a lyrical drama, (entitled ‘a Mystery, 
from its subject,) which, {lerhaps, may arrive in time fui 
the volume. You will hnd it pious enough, I trust—a 
least some of the Chorus might have been written h 
t^icniliold and Hopkms themselves for tliat, and perhap: 
fJirmfclody. As it is longer, and more lyrical and Greo 
tiian 1 intended at first,! have not divided it into acts, bu. 
called what 1 have sent Part Pirstf as there is a siispim- 
sum of the action, which may either close there witJiou' 
impropriety, or be c<mtinued in a way that I iiavc in view 
I wish the brat part to be published before tlic second. 
be('4iii9«, if It do n’t succoerl, it is better to slc^ tlicre tlia: 
to go on in a fruitless exi>crunent. 

desiro you to ^knowledge the arrival of this packet 
by return of |K)st, if you can couvonientiy, with a proof. 

“Your obedient, Ac. 

“P. S. My wish is to have it puLlislied at tlx; satne 
time, and, if pos.*!ibio, in the same voiiiino, with the others, 
because, wlialovor the m(;rit8 or demerits of tlicse pieces 
inav bo, it will |K5rhaps be allowed that ciuch is of a flitlor- 
ciit kind, and in a dilforenl style ; so iliat, including th< 
prose and the Don Jnaiis, &c. I have at least scut yoi 
vetrifiy during tlie last year or two.” 


LETTER DXXXVI. 

TO MH. MOOKE. 

«PLsa,Nov.l6,l821. 

“ There is here Mr. Tuafe, an Irish genius, with whom 
we are acquainted, lie hath written a really rxMlvnf 
• Coimm niary on Dante, full of new and true uiformation, 
and mndi ingenuity. But his verse is such as if hath 
pleased G<xl to endue him withal. Nevortheloss, lie is so 
brriily persuaded of its equal excellence, lliat lie \n'ou'i 
divorce the Commentary from the traduction, a.s I vt n'urctl 
delicately to hint,—not having tlic fear of Ireland befi»re 
my eyes, and upon the presiunption of having shollcnvory 
well in Ids presence (witii common pistxila too, not witli my 
Manton’s) the day before. 

“ But lie is eager to jiublish all, and must he gratified, 
though tlio Reviewers will make him sutTor more, torturer 
than Uiero arc in iiis original. Indeed, the are wcl' 

worth publication; but ho insists upon the translation for 
company, so that they will come out togctlicr, like liody 
C * * t chaperoning Miss * *. 1 read a letter of yours 
to him yesterday, and he begs me to write to you about his 
Poe.sliie. He is really a good fellow, apparently, and 1 
dai e say that his verse is very good Irish, 

“ Now, what shall we do for him “? He says that lu^ 
will risk part of the expense witli the publisher. He wi 
ncv(?r rest till ho is published and abused—for he has a 
liigh opinion of hunsolf—and I see nothing left but t< 
gratify him so as to have him abused as little as possible 
^for I think it would kill him. You must write, then, t< 
Jeffrey to beg him not to review him, and I will do thi 
Bamc to Gifford, through Murra/. Perhaps they might 
notice the Comment without touching tlio text. But I 
doubt the dogs—tlie text is too tempting, * 

♦ * 

“I have to thank you again, as I believe I did before, 
for your opinion of ‘ Cain,’ &c. 

« You are right to allow ——• to settle the daini; but 
I io not see why you should repay him out of your l!c,?acv— 
at least not yet. If you^ccl about it, (as you arc ticklisl 
on such points,) pay him the ’mterest now, and the princi¬ 
pal when you are stremg in cash; or pay lum by instal- 
lyonts; w pay him as I do my creditiffs—that is, mrf till 
they make me. • t> i 

“I address this to you at Paris, as you desire. Reply 
•oon, and believe mo ever. &c. 
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“P. S. What I wrote to you about low spirits », how¬ 
ever, very tnie. At present, owing to the cUmate, he. (I 
can walk down into my garden, and pluck my own (aangos; 
and, by-tlic-wTiy, have g<jt a diarrhena in consei{uence of 
indulging in tliis meridian luxury of propricUirsliip,) my 
spirits arc much belter. You .seem to think tliat I could 
not have written the‘Vision,’ he. under Ute influence of 
low spirits;—Init 1 tliink there you err. A man’s poetry 
is a distinct faculty, or Soul, and has no more to do with 
the every-day individual than the Inspiration with the 
Pytlioness when removed from her trijMid.” 

TV Lord Byron. 

“Fromc, Somerset, Nov. 21, 1821. 

“my Loai>, 

“Mure than two years sinci*, a lovely and beloved wifo 
was taken from me, by lingering disease, after a very short 
union. Slio p(wses.sc(I unvarying gentleness and fortitude, 
and a j»ioly so nuiring as rar«'ly to disclo.so its<'lf in words, 
but .M) influential us lopr<Kince umlijiiu lumevolenco of 
coiidiicr. la till’ last hour of Iif»*, after a fannvell look on 
a lately born and only infant, for whom she had evinced 
'int'.vprossiblo affection, her last wliisjuTs were, ‘God’s 
mi)|‘nies.s! God’s happiness!’ Sinco tho second amii- 
ersary of her decease, 1 have read some papers wliich no 
me had seen during her life, and which contain her most 
ler.nU thoiight.s. I am indu<r«’<f to communicate to youi 
irdship a pa.-isage from tlie-^e puper.«, which, there is no 
oubt, refers to }'ourself; us 1 have more than once- hetuxl 
le writer mention your agility on the rocks at Hastings. 

‘ Oh, my G(kI, I take encouragement from the assur- 
mee of thy Wuril, to pray to Thee in liehalf of one fiv 
whom I hav<’ lately heeii much interested. May tho 
person to whom 1 jdhidc (and who is now, wo fear, os 
inch ili'-liiigiiisltod f n' his ne.gloet of Thee as for tho 
transcendent lalctiis thou hast bestowed on him) bo 
aw'aki-ned to a sense of his ow n danger, and led to seek 
iliat peace iff miiul, in a jiroper sense, of religion, which 
ho ha.s loond this world’s enjoyments unable to prrwuro! 
Dotliou grant that liis future e.vamjihi may he pnxlnctivo 
of far mon; ext(;u.sive benefit than liis pa.sl conduct and 
writings have been of evil; and may tlic Sun of rigliteoua- 
ness, which, we trust, will, at some future jierioil, arise on 
him, b<^ briirlit in projtortion to Uie. durkness of llio.se 
clouds which guilt has raised ar<uiml him, and tho balm 
wliieh it bestows, liealing arul s<s»thirig in proportion to the 
keennesa of that agony which the punishment of his vices 
has inflicted on him! May tlic ho |)0 that the sincerity 
of iny own efnirts for the atlainnient of holiness, and tiio 
afiproval of tny own love to the gr(;at Author of roligiun, 
will render tins prayer, and every otlicr for tho welfare 
of mankind, more cfTicncious.—Cheer me in tlie path of 
dutybut let mo not f irget, that, while we are permitted 
to animate ourselves to oxi'rlion by every innocent moUve, 
these are but the lesser .streams whu;h may servo to 
increase the current, but which, deprived of the grand 
fountain of gowl, (a deep conviction of inborn sin, and 
firm belief in the efficacy of ChristV dealii for tlie salva¬ 
tion of those who trust in him, and really wish to serve 
him,) would soon dry up, and leave us barron of eveiy 
virtue as before. 

July 31«t, 1814. 

“‘Hastings.’” 

“ There is notliing, my lord, In diis extract which, in a 
literary sense, can at ail interest you; but it may, per- 
hafis, apjicar to you worthy of rcflcciitm how deep and 
expansive a coriecm for the happiness of others the 
Christian faith can awoken in the mitlsl of youth and 
jmwperity. Hero is nothing poetical and splendid, as in 
the expostidatory homage of M. Dclamarline ? 
is the subUme, my lord; for tliis intercession was offero^ 
on your account, to the sujircme Source of happiness. It 
sprang from a faifti more confimwl tiian tliat of ^ 
French poet; and front a charity wluch, in combamtoon 
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(rift feift, »howed ite power unimpaired amid ftc Ian 
guore and pmna of approaching dissolution. I will hope 
ftat a prayer, which, T am sure, was deeply sincere, may 
aot be always unavailing. 

“ It would add net/un^, my lord, to the fame with which 
your genius has surrounded you, for an unknown and 
obscure individual to express his admiration of it. I had 
rather be numbered with those who wish and pray, that 
‘wisdom from above,' and ‘peace,’ and ‘joy,’ may enter 
such a mind. “ John Shkppard." 


LETTER DXXXVII. 

TO MK. SHEPPARD. 


Pisa, December 8,1821. 


“SIR, 


* 1 liavc received your letter. I need not say, that the 
extract which it contains lias aflected me, because it woult 
imply a want of all feeling to have read it with indifference 
Though I am not quite sure that it was intended by tin 
writer for me, yet die datc,tlic place where it was written 
with some other circumstances that you mention, rendet 
tins allusion probable. -But for whomever it wtis meant, I 
have read it with all the pleasure which can arise from s< 
melancholy a topic. I say pteasurt —liecauso your brio 
and simple picture of the life and demeanour of the ex¬ 
cellent person whom I trust you will again meet, canno 
bo contemplated without tlie admiration due to her virtuei 
and her pure and unpretending piety. Her last moments 
were particularly striking; and I do not know that, in tin 
course of reading the story of mankind, and still less in my 
observations u|>on tlie existing portion, I ever met with any 
thing so unostcntalioiisly beautiful. Inilisputably, the firn 
believers in the Gospel have a great advantage over nl 
others,—for Uiis simple reason, that, if true, tliey w” 
have their reward hereafter; and if tliero be no h(u 
after, they can be but with the infidel in his eternal sleep 
having had the assistance of an exalted hope, throug' 
life, witliout subsequent disappointment, since (at th 
worst for them) ‘ out of nothing, notliing can arise,’ nr 
oven sorrow. But a man's creed doe.s not depend upo 
Hmndf: who can say, I vriU believe this, tliat, or the otlier 
' and, least of all, that which he least can comprehend. 

have, however, observed, that those who have begun lifi 
; with extreme fiiitli, have in the end greatly narrowed it, at 
Chillingworth, Clarke, (who ended as an Arian,) ISayl ■ 
and Gibbon, (once a Catholic^) and some otliers; whil., 
on the other hand, notliing is more common than fur the 
early skeptic to end in a firm belief, like Maupertuis ant' 
Henry Kirk While. 

“ But my business is to acknowledge your letter, an- 
not to make a dissertation. I am obliged to you for you. 
i good wishes, and more ftan obliged by ftc extract from 
: fto papers of the beloved object whose qualities you have 
I so well described in a few words. I can assure you, dial 
all tlie fame which ever cheatotl humanity into higher m 
tions of its own im|iortaurA! would never weigh in my mli._ 
i against the pure and pious interest whieli a virtuous being 
i may bo pleased to lake in my welfare. In this |Kiint of 
view, I woidd not e.xchange the prayer of fto deceased ii 
my behalf for the united glory of Homer, Ccesar, and Na¬ 
poleon, could such be accumulated upon a living head. D 
me at least the justice to suppose, ftat 
* VulM nullora probeque,' 

however tlie ‘doteriora sequor,’ may have been applied 
my conduct. 

* 1 have fto honour to bo 

“ your obliged and obedient scrvatil, 

“ Bvkon. 

“P. S. I do not know ftat I am addressmg a clergy 
man; but I presume ftat you will not be afironted by ft 
mistake (if it is one) on fte address of this letter. On 


'ho has BO well explained, and deeply felt the doctrines of 
sligion, will excuse the error which led me to behove hrai 
minister.” 


LETTER DXXXVni. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

Pisa, December 4,1821. 

“ By extracts in fte English papers,—in your holy ally, 
lalignani’s ‘Messenger,’—I perceive that ‘the two pcat- 
ist examples of human vanity in fte present ago are 
irstly, ‘ the ex-emperor Napoleon,’ and, secomHy, ‘ lus lord- 
ftip, Stc. the noble iwet,’ mcamiig your humble servant, 
jioor guiltless I.’ 

“ Poor Napoleon! he little dreamed to what vile com- 
larisons the turn of the wheel would reduce him! 

“ I have got here into a famous old feudal palazxo, on 
the Arno, large enough for a garrison, with dungeons be- 
>wi id cells in the walls, and so full of glwsU that the 
lamed Fletcher (my valet) has begged leave to change 
lis room, and then refused to occupy his new room, be- 
cause there, were more ghosts there dian in the other. It 
is quite true that there are most extraordinary noises, (as 
n all old buildings,) which have terrified fte servants so 
us to incomnnxlo me extremely. There is one place 
where people were evidently waited up, for there is but one 
possible passage, broken ftrough the wall, and then meant 
to be closed again upon the inmate. The house belonged 
to the I.anfranchi family, (the same mentioned by llgolino 
in his dream, as his persecutor with Sismondi,) and has 
had a fierce owner or two in its lime. The staircase, &c. 
is said to have been built by Michel Agnolo. It is not yet 
cold enough for a fire. What a climate,! 

“ I am, however, bothf rid about these spectres, (as they 
-tay the last occupants wcre,loo,) of whom I have as yet 
seen nothing, nor, indeed,beard (mpedf) ; but all the ofter 
eiu-s have l«-.cn regaled by all kinds of supernal Ural sounds. 
The first night I thought I heard an mid noise, but it has 
not been repeated. I have now been here more than a 
month. “Yours, &c.” 


LETTER DXXXlX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Pisa, December 10,1821. 

’ This day and this hour, (one, on fte clm-k,) my daugh¬ 
ter is six years old. I wonder when I shall see her again, 
or if ever I shall see her at all. 

“ I have remarked a curious coincidence,* which almost 
looks like a fatality. 

“ My mother, my mfe, my daughter, my half-tisler, my 
tiniers mother, my natural daughter, (ns far at least as I 
am concerned,) and mpsdf, are all only chilelren. 

“ My father, by his first marriage with Lady Conyers, (an 
only child,) bad only my sister; and by his second mar¬ 
riage with on only cliild, an only child again. Lady Byron,, 
os you know, was one, a)so, and so is my daughter, &c. 

“Is not tins rather odd—such a complication of only 
children? By-fte-way, send mo my daughter Ada’s 
miniature. I have only fte print, wliich gives little or 
no idea of her complexion. 

“Yours, &c. 


«B.’ 


LETTER DXL. 


TO MR. MOORE. 


“Pisa, December 12,1821. 

* What you say about Galignani’s two biographies is 
very amusing; and, if I were not Iazy,IwouM certaiiiy 


* See Memorandumig page S61. 
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do what you desire. But 1 duol>t iiiy prosorit stot^k oi 
faretiiHisneMs—tliat is, erf* ^ood strums humour, so as noi 
to let tile cat out oftlit* bag.* 1 wish you would under¬ 
take it. 1 will forgive ami indulge you (like a }>of»e) befon 
hatitl, for any llmig iudicrous, that might keep those fools 
111 their own dear belief lliat a man is u loup garou. 

* J suppose [ told you tliat the Giaour story hail actually 
somi; foundation on facts; or, if 1 did not, you will one day 
find it in a letter of Lord Sligo’s, written to rne ajier the 
publication of the poem. I should not like muivels to rest 
upon any account of my own, and shall say nothing about 
it. However, tho reo^ incident is still remote enough fron 
the poetical one, being just such as, happening to a man 
of any imagination, might suggest such a comfN>sition. 
Tlic worst of any real aiiventures m tliat Uicy involve 
living people—else Mrs. —’s —'s, &:c. wc as ‘ german 
to the lualter’ as Mr. Maturin could dcsiro for his novels. 
♦ ♦ * * * 

® The consummation you mcniionod ffir poor Taafe waf 
near tidciug place yesterday. Riding pretty sharply after 
Mr. Medvvin and mysell^ in turning the corner of a lane 
between Pisa and the liills, ho was spilt,—and, beside? 
losing some claret ontlie spot,l)riiis<‘d himscifa gotxl deal, 
but is in no danger. He was bled, and keeps his room. 
As I was a-head of him some huiidn‘il yards, I did no* see 
the ac(‘i«lenf; hut rnv servant, who was bidiind, did. and, 
says the /wm did not fall—the usual eveuse of doored 
equestrians. As I'aafe piijne.s hiinsrif upon lus liorse- 
mansliif), and his horse is really a pretty horse enough, I 
long for his personal narrativi*,—as 1 never yet met the 
man who w’oiild rlahnatumhU' as bis own priqjerfy 

“Could not yon send me a {>rinled copy oftlie ‘Irish 
Avatar?'—1 do not know what has hi*{;oine of Rogers since 
wc parted at Florence. 

“ Do n’t let the. Angles keep you from writing. Ham 
told me that you were somewhat dissipated in Paris, wliieh 
1 can easily believe. Let me hear from you at your liost 
leisure. “ Ever luid truly, &.c. 

«P.S. December 13. 

“I enclose you somi^ linos, written not long ago, winch 
you mav ilo what you like with, a-s they arc very harin- 
Icss.f Only, if copied, or prinli'd, or set, I could wi.sh it 
more eorreelly than in llic usual way, in wlucli one’s: 
‘nolliings arc inonsiered,’ as Coriolanus says. ! 

“You must really get Taafe pnblislied—ho nevi*r will 
n*st till he is so. lie is just gone uitli his broken head to 
Tjuecoa, at my desire, to try to save a mnn from being 
Imrfd. The Spanish * ♦ +, that has her jiellieoats ovt'r 
Lucca, liad actually condemned a jK»or devil to the stake, 
for stealing the wafi*r-box out of a church. Shelley and 
1, of cmirsc, were up in arms against this piece of piety, 
and have been disturbing every body to get tho sentence 
changed. Taafe is gone to see what can be done. 


LETTER DXLT. 

TO MR. SUELLE7. 

“December 12,1821. 

*MY riE.iR SHELLEr, 

** Enclosed Is a note for you from —. His reasons 
are all very true, I dare say, and it might and may be of 
personal inconvenience, to us. But that does not appear 
to me to be a reason to allow a being to be burnt without 
trying to save him. To save him by any moans but rerrum^ 

* Mr. Unlisitiittii linviiig expi-pmed a wisli to be ri<ri)UbA({ with a ulu'r 
Mumoir of l.mxt nyruti, Tur th<! jiiirpnae of prrAviii:: it In (lir Fr<‘iic 

HltUoii of liin wurka, r hod '<aid .. liih ' >rd 

•hip, that it would be Inita fiiii-HHtiro i>u ihi‘ih>p<*s>(« >ii of iiit until I 
'* Wriumi'lrr bit feHinre*.” if be would wiili- for I lie publir, KitgliHliaH w< 
as French, n srirl <>1 mock-lirruic nccouiit of liiuwlf, outdoia:;, ni horror 
»nd wotidorH, all ihtillindlwrii yet relnlKdut l■oUt■vr<l of him, umi Iciiriii 
eviiu GoclIjr'MNiurv uf tl>p double murder at i-'lurrnCi- lar brliiiui. 

• Moor'^. 

} Suasas wrtUCii uutheruad belwmt riuiviiLOuud Pba, 1:7, 


ftraace, is of course out of iho questiiw; but I do not see 
why a temperate remonstrance sbotild hurt any one. Lord 
Guilford is the man, if he wouW undertake it. Ho knows 
the Grand Duke personally, and mi^ht, perhaps, prevail 
upon him to interfere. But, as he goes to-morrow, you 
must be quick or it will bo useless. Make any use of 
name that you plea.so. 

“Yours ever, &c." 


LETTER DXLH. 

TO MK. MOOKE. 

“ I send you the two notes, which will tell you the rtoiy 
I allude to of the Auto da ]<’<■. Shelley’s allusion to his 

fellow-Beri>ent ’ is a buffoonery of mine. Gofthe’s 
Mephistohlus calls (ho servient who tempted Eve ‘my 
aunt, tlie renowned snake;’ and I always insist tliat 
.Shelley is nothing but one of her nephews, walking about 
on the tip uf his tail.” 

To Lord Byrm. 

“ 2 o’clock, Tuesday Morning. 

“mV DEAll Lonu, 

“Although strongly persuaded tltat the story miB>t he 
either an entire fabrication, or so grass an exaggeration 
as to he nearly so; yet, in order to be able to discover 
the truth beyond all doubt, and to set yiair mind quite at 
rest, I have taken the iletermination to go mysolf to Lucca 
tills morning. Should it prove less false than I am con- 
vineed it is, 1 shall not fail to exert myself in every way 
that 1 can imagine may have any success. Be assured 
if tills. “ Your lordship’s most truly, 

“P. S. To prevent lioiwilujc, I prefer going in person 
to sending iiiy seivant witli a letter. It is bettor for you 
,o meiilioii nolliiiig (except, of course, to Shelley) of my 
ixeiirsion. The person I visit tliero is one on whom ] 
ran have every dependence in every way, both as to au- 
horily and truth. 

Tb Lod Byron. 

“ Thursday Morning. 

“mv dear lord rvron, 

“I hear Uiis morning that Uic design, whicli certainly 
■lad been in contemplation, of burning my fellow-sorpont, 
las Ih'cii abandoiu il, and that be lias lieeii coDdemnexI to 
ho galleys. Lord Guilford Is at Leghorn; and as your 
■oiirier ap|died to me to know whether ho ouglit to leave 
yoiir letter for him or not, 1 have tlioiiglit it best since this 
information to tell him to lake it liack. 

“ Ever faitlifully yours, 

“ P. B. Shellev. 


LETTER DXLin. 

TO SIR WARIER SCOTT, BART. 

“Pisa, January 12,1822. 

“ MV DEAR SIR WAETER, 

“ I need not say how grateful I am for your letter, but 
I must own my ingratitude in not having written to you 
again long ago. Since I left England, (and it is not for 
all the usual term of transportation,) I have scribbled to 
five hundred hloclclicads on business, &c. witliout difficul¬ 
ty, tlioiigli witli no great pleasure; and yet, with tlie no¬ 
tion of addressing you a hundred times, in my head, and 
always in my heart, I have not done what I ought to have 
done. I can only aceonut for it on the same principle of 
IreiinilouH anxiety with which one sometimes makes love 
lo a beautiful woman of our own degree, witli whom one 
is eiuoiioured in giKsl earnest; whtT<*as, we atlaek a fresh- 
coloured hou'.emaidV'idiout (I sjieak, of coui'm*, of earlier 
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times) any sontimeistal remorse or mitigation of our vir* 
tuous purpose. 

* I owe to you far mwe than the usual obli^lion for 
the courtesies erf*literature and common friendship, for yon 
went out cd* your way in 1817 to do mts a service, wijon it 
required not merely kindness, but courage to do so; to 
have been recorded by you in such a maimer would have 
bt;©n a proud memorial at any time, but at such a time 
when * all the world and his wife,' as the proverb goes, 
were trying totramplcupon me, was something still higher 
to myscli-esteoin,—1 allude to Uie Cluarterly Ileview of 
the Third Caafo ofCliilde Harold, which Murray told me 
was written by you,—ami, indeed, I slioultl have known 
it without his information, as there could not be two who 
could and tvouUi have done tliis at die time. IIa<l it Imjcii 
a common criticism, however eloquent or panegyrical, 1 
should have felt pleased, undoubtedly, and grateful, but 
not to tlie extent which llie exiraonliriary good-hearted- 
uess of til© whole proceeding must induce in any mind 
capable of such sensations. The very tardinm of this 
ncknowledgmimt will, at least, show that I have not flir- 
gotten the obligation; and I can assure yon that my sense 
of it has been out at compoimd interest during the d« lay. 

I slmll only add one word upon the subject, which is, that 
J think that you, and JeflVey, andl>eigl» Hunt, were ilic' 
only literary men, of numbers whom 1 know, (and some of j 
whom I liavfl served,) wlio dared venture oven an anony -1 
nious word in my favour just Ui<in; and that of those three, 

I had never seen one at all—of die second much less than 
I deKired—and that the tliird was under no kind of obli¬ 
gation to me whatever; while the other tux} had lasen ac¬ 
tually attacked by me on a former occasion; oat, indeed, 
with some provocation, but the other wantonly enough. 
So you sec you have b(’en heaping ‘coals of fire,’ &c. in 
the true Gospel manner, and L cun assure you Uiat they 
have burnt down to my v(*ry heart. 

“1 am glad that you accepted the Tnscriiition. I meant 
to have inscribed ‘the Fos«*nrini' to you insteail; but 
first, T heard that ‘Cain’ was thought die least bail of tin* 
two as a composition; and,iiilly, t have ahused Southey 
like a pickpocket, in a note to tlie P'oscavjni, and T recol¬ 
lected that he is a friend of yours, (l)joiiifh n<»t of mini*,) 
and that it would not be tin* handsome tiling to dmlii'ate 
to one friend any thing containing such inatlers about 
another. However, T ’ll uork the Jjauresit*' liofore I have 
done with him, as smm as I can muster IhllingHgatc there¬ 
for. I like a row, and always did from a lx>y, in the course 
of which propensitv, I must needs say, that T have found 
it the most easy of all to lie gratified, personallv and pfs*li- 
cally. You disclaim ‘jealousies;’ but I would ask, as 
Boswell did of Jolinson, ‘ofto/wmj could you hi-ym/i/ws,’—• 
of none of the living, certainly, ami (taking ai I and all intc 
consideration) of which ot* tlie dead? I don’t like to Wire 
you alKMit Oie Scotch novels, (as they call them, though 
two of them are wholly Kngtish, and tlu* rest half so,) but 
nothing can or could ever persuade me, since I was tin 
first ten minutes in your company, diat you are 7iof Uh 
nitui. To mo those novels have so much of ‘Aiild Ian* 
syne, (I was bred a canny Scot till ten years old,) that, 
never move without them; and when T removed from 
Havenita to Pisa, the other day, and sent on my library 
before, tlicy were the ojily Iwioks that I kept by me, al¬ 
though I olreaily have them by heart. 

“January 27,1822. 

"I delayed (ill now concluding,in Uio hope that J shoiili 
have got ‘the Pirate,’ who is now under way for me, but 
has not yet hove in siglit. 1 hear that your daughti-r is 
married, ami T suppose by this time ytm are. half a grand¬ 
father—a young one, by-the-way. I have lieard great 
things of Mrs. Lockhart‘s jicrsonal uml mental cluirms, and 
much good of her lord: tliat you may liv«‘ to see as many 
novel Scolts as there are J?cots’ novi^ls, is the very bad 
pun, but wncere wish of 

“ Tours ever most afleciionately, &c. 


"P. S. Why do n’t you take a turn in Italy ? You 
would find yourself as well known and as welcome as in 
the Highlands among the natives. As for the English, 
vou would be wiUi tiicm as in London; and I need not 
luki, (hat I should be delighted to see you again^ which is 
far more than 1 shall ever feci or say for England, or (wilh 
a few exccptiwis ‘ of kith, kin, and allies’) any thing lliat it 
contains. But my ‘heart warms to the tartan,’ or to any 
thing of Scotland, which reminds mo of Aberdeen and 
other parts, not so far from the Highlands * ns that town, 
about Irivercauld and Braemar, where I was sent todrink 
goat’s /cy in 179^6, in consequence of a threatened de¬ 
cline after the scarlet fever. But I am gossiping; so, good 
night—and (he gods be with your dreams! 

“ Pray, present my rcsjiocts to I-iody Scott, who may 
perha|)s recollect having seen me in town in 1815. 

“ I sue tliat one of your supporters (for, like Sir Hilde- 
traml, I am fond of Guiilin) is a memudti; it is iny ertnt 
too, and witli [irecisely Uic same curl of tail. Tht^re’s 
concatenation fiir you!—I am building a little cutter at 
Genoa, to go a-cruising in tlie summer. I know you like 
the sea too.” 


LETTER DXLIV. 

TO DOUGLAS XINNAIKD. 

“Pisa, February, 6,1822. 

“ ‘ Try back the deep lane,’ till wo find a pul^.sher fiir 
the Visionand if none such is to be found, print fifty 
copies at my cxjk’hisi', distribute them among my a<M;uaint- 
ance, and you will simn see that the booksellers will pub¬ 
lish them, even if we <)p|K)S(‘ tliem. That they arc now 
afraid is natural; but I do not see that 1 ought to give way 
on that account. I know nolliing of Rivingtou’s ‘Remon¬ 
strance’ by die ‘eminent Churchmun;’ but I sup{>ose he 
wants a living. 1 om^e heard of a preacher a! Kentish 
Town again.^t ‘Cain,’ The same outcry w’as raised 
against Prii'stley, Hume, Gibbon, Voltaire, and all the 
men who dared to put tithes to the ipiefition. 

“ I have got Southey’s preli-ruled reply, to which 1 am 
surprised that you do not allude. What remains to be 
lone is, to call liini out. The question is, would he conn>? 
for, if he would not, the wliolo thing w’onld appear ridicu¬ 
lous, if 1 were to take a long and exjicnsive journey to no 
juirpose. 

“ Vim must be my second, and, as such, I wish to con¬ 
sult you. 

“lap])!}’to you as one well versed in the duolli^ or 
monornaiduc. Of course T sliall come to England as pri¬ 
vately as possible, and leave it (sup|>ORing that 1 was the 
survivor) in the same manner; having no oilier object 
wliii h could bring mo to dial country except to settle 
quarrels accumulated during my absence. 

“By the last piis! 1 transmitted to you a letter upon 
some R(K!hdali‘ loll busmess, from which diero are immeys 
in prosjiecl. My agent says tuxi thousand pounds,but sup¬ 
posing it to be only owe, or even one hundred, still tlicy biv 
moneys; and I have livt>dlong enough to have an exceed¬ 
ing respect for (he smallest current coin of any realm, or’ 
the least sum, which, although J may not want it tnysell) 
may do something for oUicrs who may need itmoretlianl. 

“They say that ‘Knowdedge is Power;’—I used to 
think so; but I now know tliat Uiey mimnt ‘ money and 
when Socrates declared, ‘ that all he knew was, that ho 
know nothing,’ lie merely intended to declare, dial he had 
not a drachm in the Athenian world. 

“ The ctrctdflTs are arrived, and circulating like the vor¬ 
tices (or vorlcxes) of Descartes*. Still T have a du^ enro 
of the needful, anil keep a look out a-hcad, as my notiems 
iifion the score of moneys coincide with yours, and with 
all men s who have lived to sec tliat every guinea is a 
philosopher’s stone, or at least his toue5-.slone. You will 
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doubt me the 1es% when 1 pronounce my firm bolinij that 
Conk is Virtue. 

* I cannot reproach myself witli much expenditure: my 
only extra expense (and it is more than I liave spent upon 
myself) being a loan of two hundred and fifty pounds to 
Hunt; and fffiy pounds^ worth of furniture which I har^ 
bought for him; and a boat wluch I am building for myself 
at Genoa, which will cost about a hundred pounds more. 

“ But to return. I am determined to have all the mo¬ 
neys I can, whodicr by my own funds, or succession, or 
lawsuit, or MSS., or any lawful means whatever. 

^ I will pay (though witli the sincere.st reluctance) my 
remaining crethtors, and every man of law, by instalments 
from the award of the arbitrators. 

“I recommend to you the notice in Mr. Hanson’s letter, 
on the demand of moneys for the Rochdale tolls. 

“Above all, I recommend my interests to your honoura¬ 
ble worship. 

“Recollect, too, that I expect some moneys for llic 
various MSS., (no matter what;) and,in short, ‘Rem. 
tpuHifingve modo^ Reml’—thc noble feeling of cupiility 
grows upon us with our years. 

“Yours ever, &c." 


I^ETTER DXLV. 

TO MR. MURRAV. 

“Pisa, Feb. S, 1822. 

“Attacks upon mo were to be expected, but I fK-rccivc 
one upon you in the papers, whicli T confess that I did not 
expect. How, or in what jnanner,,yoM can be considered 
rosjMwiblc fiir what / publish, f am at a loss to conceive. 

“If‘Cain* be ‘blasphemous,’ Paradise I.ost is blasplu*- 
•mous; and the very words of the (Oxford genthnnan, ‘ IC vil, 
l>e thou my good,’ are from that very poem, from Uie 
mouth of Satan; ami is there any thing more in tliatof 
Lucifer in the Mystery? (hiin is nothing more than a 
Jrama, not a piece of argument. If Lucifer and (‘ain 
speak as the first niiirdcrer ami the first r<‘hi l may Ix' 
supposed to speak, surely all the r<*sl of the personagCvS 
talk also according to their cluiracters—an<l (he .slrongT 
passions have ever been permitted to tlii* drama. 

“I hav<‘ even avoid<‘d iutrmlucing the IXiity as in Scriji- 
''lie, (though Milton does, and not very wisely either,“) 
but have adopted his angel as sent to (yain instead, on 
purpose to avoid shocking any feelings on the subject by 
fulling short of what all uiiiuspired men must fall short in, 
vix. giving an adequate notion ofthe efiecl of the presence 
of Jehovah. The old Mysteries intnKluced him liberally 
enough, and all this is avoided in the new one. 

“Tht; attempt to huUy you^ bec-ausc they think it won’t 
succeed with me, sncnis to me as atr(K:ions an attempt as 
ever disgraced the times. What! xvhenGibhon’s, Hume’s, 
Priestley’s, and Drummoml’s publishers have- l>een allowt'd 
to rest in peace for seventy years, are you to be singled 
>ut for a work of Jiction^ not of history or argnmoiit ? 
There mimi be somcth'mg at the bottom of this—«ome 
^ivate enemy of your own: it is ollierwisc incredible. 

“I can only say,‘Me,mo; ©n adsum qui feci;’—that 
any proceedings directed against you, I beg, nuiy bo trans¬ 
ferred to me, who am willing, and ouf'IUy to endure lliom 
all; that if you have lost money by tlie publication, I will 
refund any or all cd* ihi* copyright; that I desire you will 
say Uiat both you and Mr. Gifford remonstrateil against 
the publication, as also Mr. Ilobhouse; that / alone oc- 
nasionoJ it, and 1 alone am Uio person who, either legally 
or otherwise, should bear the burden. If they prosecute, 
1 will come to England—that is, i^ by meeting it in my 
own person, I can save yours. Let me know. You sha’n’t 
siriTer for me, if I can help it. Make any use of this letter 
yoif please. “ Yours ever, fee.” 

“ P. S. I write to you about all this row of bad passions 
and absurdities, with tJio summer moon (for bore our win- \ 
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ter is clearer tlian your dog-days) lighting the winding 
Amo, with all her buildings and bridges,—so quiet and 
still!—What notliings are we before the least of these 
stars!” 


LETTER DXLVX. 

TO MR* MOORE. 

“Pisa, Feb. 19,1822. 

“ I am rather surprised not to have had an answer to 
my U-lltjr and packets. Lady Noel is dead, and it is not 
impo.ssil>lc tliat I may have to goto England to settle the 
division of die Wentvvortli properly, and what portion 
Lady K.Ls to liavo oiitofit; all which was left undecided 
by Ujc ar(ick5s of separaUon. But I hope not, if it can be 
:lon(5 without,—and I have written to Sir Francis Burdett 
Ui l»e my referee, as he knows tlie property. 

“ Continue 1o address here, as I .shall not go if I can 
avoid it—at least, not on that account. But I may <m 
another; for 1 wrote to JJouglas Kiniiaird to convey a 
message of invitation to Mr. Southey to iwict me, eitlier 
in England, or (as less liable to interruption) on the coast 
if France. This was about a fortnight ago, and I have 
not yot had (iim? to have the answer. However, you shall 
have due notice; therefiire continue to address to Ifiaa. 

•‘My agents and trustees have written tome to desire 
that 1 would take, the name directly, so that I am yours 
very truly and aireclionately, 

“Noel Bvron. 

“P. S. I have had no news from England except on 
m.sin<‘s.s; and merely know, from some abuse in that 
faithful cj? anil #/c-tractor, Galignani, that the clergy are 
Ip against‘<^ain.’ 'i’liorc is (if 1 am not rnistalccn) stano 
gcKnl I’imrch pri'ferment on the Wentworth e.states; and 
f will show tlu-m what a good Christian I am by patronis- 
ng and prefi rring the most pious of their order, should 
ipportnnity oecur. 

“M. and I arc but little in correspondence, and I know 
luthiug of literary matters at present. I have been wri- 
iiig on business only lately. What are you about ? Bo 
assured that thiTc is no such coalition as you apprehend.’* 


LETTER DXLVII. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Pisa, Feb. 20,1822.* 

“Your letter arrived since I wrote the enclosed. It it 
not lilicly, as I have appointed agents and arbitrates for 
he Noel estates, tlmt 1 should proceed to England on 
hat account,—tliough 1 may upon another, within staUsJ, 
At any rate, r.oniinur. you to address here till you hoar 
iirtlier from me. I could wish you still to arrange for mo, 
itiior with a London or Paris fiublisher, for the tilings^ 
&c. 1 shall not quarrel with any arrangement you may 
lease to make. 

“ I have ajipointod Sir Francis Burdett my arbitrates 
Lo decide on Lady Byron’s allowance out of the Noel 
estates, which arc esiimatod at seven thousand a-year, 
and rents very well paid,—a rare tiling at diis time. It 
is, however, owing lo tliekr consisting chiefly in pasture 
and.s, and therefore less affected by corn bills, &c. than 
properties in tillage. 

“ Believe mo yours ever most affectionately, 
“Noel Byron. 

“ Between my own property in the funds, and my w'ifeVi 
in land, I do not know which nde to cry out on in politics. 

“ There is nothing against the immortality of die soul 
in ‘ Cain’ tliat I recollect. I hold no such opinions ;— 
but, in a drama, the first rebel and liie first intirdorer must 
bo made to talk according to their characters. However, 

* Til* ^r^eediug l«Uttr came ciictoacd ii 
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th« paraons are all preaclung at it, from Kentish Towi 
and Oxfisrd to Pisa the Koundreis of priesto, who d< 
more harm to religion than all tho infidels tiiat ever forgo 
their catediism! 

“f have not seen Noefs death announced i 
Gahgnani.—How is that T* 


LETTER DXLVin. 

TO MR MOORE, 

«PiKa, Feb. 2fl, 1822. 

* I begin to think that the packet (a heavy one) of tjv< 
acts of * Werner,* &c, can hardly have reached you, for 
yotir letter of last week (which I answered) did not al¬ 
lude to it, and yet I ensured it af tho postoffice here, 

® I have no direct nows from England, except on the 
JSToel business, whicli is proceeding quietly, as I have a|>- 
pointed a gentleman (Sir F. Biirdetl.) for my arbitrator 
They, loo, have said that they will recall the lauj^er whom 
tJie^ had (hosen, and will name a gentleman too. This 
is better, as Uie arrangemoul of the estates and of I.ady 
B.’s allowance will thus be settled without quibbling. 
My lawyers art? taking out a liconsc for the name and 
arms, which it seems T am to endue. 

‘‘By anoiiicr, and indirect quarter, I hear tliat*Caiif 
has been pirated, and tliat the Chanceliur has riifused to 
give Murray any redress. Also, that G. R.* (.v^mrfriond 
‘Hen,’) has expressed great personal indignation at ti' 
said )K)em. All this is curious enough, I think,—after 
allowing Priestly, Hume, and Gibbon, and ihdingbrolo’, 
and Voltaire to be published, without depriving the book- 
seUers of their rights. I lieurd from Uoinc a day <>r two 
ago, and, with what truth I know not, that * * * , 

“ Vours, &c.” 


LETTER DXLIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Pisa, March 1,1822. 

* As f still have no news of my ‘ WenuT,’ &r. packet, 
sent to you on the 29th of January, I continue to bore you, 
(n)r the fifUt time, I Indievo,) to know whether it lias not 
miscarried. As it was fairly co|>icd out, it will he vex¬ 
atious if it bo lost. Indeed, I ensured it at the postoOicc 
to make them toko more care, and directed it regularly to 
you at Paris. 

“In the impartial Galignani I perceive an extract from 
BlackwoodV Magazine, in wliich it is said that (Ikto are 
people who have discovered that you and I are no poets. 
With regard to one of us, 1 know that this nortliwcst 
passage to tny magnetic pole had been long discovered 
by some sages, and I leave them the full benefit of their 
penetration. I think, as G ibbon says of his History, ‘ that, 
perhaps, a hundred years hence it may still continue to be 
abused.* However, I am far from protending to compete 
or compare witli that illustrious literary character. 

“ But, with regard to you, 1 thought that you had al¬ 
ways been ullowod to be a poet, even by the stupid as 
well as the envious—a bad one, to be sure—immoral, 
fitH’id, Asiatic, and diabolically popular,—but still always 
a poet, nem. con. This discovery, therefore, has to mo all 
the grace of novelty, as well as of consolation (according 
to Hocliefoucault) to find myself rto-f>oetized in such good 
company. I am content to ‘err with Plato;’ and can 
assure you very sincerely, that I would rather bo received 
a non-{'>oot wiUi you, than bo crowned with all the bays 
of (file yef-uncixiwncd) Lakers in their society, I believe 
you think better of those worthies than I do. 1 know 
them ♦ ♦ ♦ >tt + 

*As for Southoy, the answer to my proposition of a 


meeting is not yet come. I sent tho message, with a 
short note, to him fiirough Douglas Kinnaird, and Dou¬ 
glas’s response is not arrived. If he accepts, X shall 
have to go to England; but if not, 1 do not thuik the Noel 
affairs will lake me tiiere, as the arbitrators can settle 
them without my presence, and there do not seem to be 
any difficulties. The license for tho new name and ar¬ 
morial bearings will be taken out by the regular applica¬ 
tion, in stidi cases, to tlie Cr(;wn, and sent to me. 

“ Is Uierc a hope of seeing you in Italy agmn ever ? 
What arc yoti doing ?—by me, I know; but I have 
explained tvAj/ before. I have no correspondence now 
witii London, except through relations and lawyers and 
one or Iwo friends. My greatest friend, Ijord Clare, is 
at Rome: wc met on (he roail, and our meeting was quite 
senlim<*nlal—rtfo/Zy pathetic on l)Olh sides. I have al- 
.vay« loved him better than any male thing m tho world.** 

The preceding was enclosed in tliat whicli follows. 


LETTER DL. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Pisa, March 4, 1822. 

“ Since I wrote the enclosed, T have waited another 
'»ost, and now have your answer acknowle<lgiiig tlie arrival 
)f the pacU(^t—a troublesome one, I f(;ar, to you in more 
ways than one, both from weight cxtenial and internal. 
The unpui»lish<^d thinjis in your hands, in Douglas 
EC.’s, and Mr. John Murray’s, ar<‘,‘Heaven and Earth, a 
yri(tal kind (if Drnmu upon (lie Ihduge, &c.Werner,* 
tow with 1 /nu; —a translation of the first Canto of tJje 
Vlorganle Maggiore; —iliUo of an Episode in Dante 
;om<5 stanzas to the Po, June 1st, 1819 Hints from 
Horace, written in 1811, hut a good deal, shice, to be 
nutted ;—s('veral prose things, which may, perhaps, as 
k'ell remain unpublished ;—‘The Vision, &c. of Ctuevedo 
ledivivus’ in verso. 

“Here you sco is‘more matter for a May morning;’ 
It how much of this can be published is for considera- 
on. Tho Q,ucvedo (one of my best in dial line) lias 
ppalh'd the Row already, and must take its chance at 
'aris, if at all. The new Mystery is less speculative 
an‘('ain,* and very pious; besides, it is chiefly lyrical. 
’h<’ Morganlo is l)eiit translation that ever was or 
till bo made; and tlic rest are—whatever you please 
think them. 

“ I am sorry you think Werner oven approackmg to any 
tness for (lie stage, which, with my notions upon it, is 
cry far from my present object. With regard to the 
ublicatiun, I have already explained that I have no exor- 
jitant oxpe(jtations of either fame or profit in the present 
istancos; but wish them published because they arc 
’ritten ; which is the common feeling of all scribblers. 

“ With respect to ‘ Religion,* can 1 never convince you 
fiat I have no such opinions as tho characters in that 
Iroma, which seems to have frightened everybody ? Yet 
ley ore nothing to the expressions in Goctln^’s Faust, 
which arc ten times hardier,) and not a whit more boat 
lan those Miltoifb Satan. My ideas of a charactcT 
aay rim away with me: like all imagtnafive men, 1, of 
ourse, imbody myself with the character while I draw 
but not a moment after the pen is from off the paper. 

^ T am no onomy to religion, but the contrary. As a 
roof, I am educating my natural daughter a strict Callioiic 
n a convent of Romagna, for I think people can never 
ave enough of religion, if they are to have any. I 
iiclinc, myself, very miicii to tlie CutboUc doctrines; hut 
1 am to write a drama, 1 must moke my characters 
peak as 1 conceive them likely to argue. 

“ As to poor Shelley, who is another bugbear to yrai 
ikI the world, he is, to my knowledge, tho least selfish iuid 
he mildest of men—a man wlu> has made more sacrificos 
his fortune and feelings for others than any 1 ever heard 
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of. With luB i^ciiUUvc ojjinions I have nothing in com¬ 
mon, nor demt to have. 

“The truth is, my dear Moore, you live near the 
(£ society, where you are unavoidably 1080000(^1 by ; 
heat and its vapours. 1 did so once->and too mucii—a; 
enough togiveacolour to my whole future existeiute. A; 
iny success in society was not inconsiderable, I am sure 
not a *prejiidiced judge upon die subject, unless in 
favour; but I tliink it, as now constituted,to all grci 
original undertakings of every kind. 1 never courlctl 
ihet^ when I was young and high in blood, and one of 
*cur)&d darlingsand do you tliink 1 would do so na, 
when 1 am living in a clearer atmosphere ? Omi thii 
OTily might lead me back to it, and that is, to try once men 
if I could do BSiy good in poUtka; but rwt in the petf 
polities I sec now preying u|M)n our inis(‘rab)(-‘ country. 

“Po not let me be misunderstood, however. If yoi 
speak your mm ojiinions, they over had, and will liave, th* 
greatest weight with «i«. But if you merely echo the 
luoiide,* (and it is ditiicuU nut U) do so, being m its favou 
and its feriiK^nt,) 1 can only regret that you should eve 
rep<!at any thing to vshudi T cannot pay attention. 

“ But I am prosing. Tho gods go with you, and a? 
much immortality of all kinds as may suit your presen 
and all other existence. 

“Yours, &c.” 

LETTER DLI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 


peace with you, tliough our war was for other reams 
than this same controversy. I have written to Moore by 
this p<wt to forw'ard to you the tragedy aC ‘Weiner.' I 
sliall not mak (5 or propose any present bargain elamt it or 
the new Mystery till wc S(?e if they succeed. If they 
do n’t sell, (which is not unlikely,) you sha’ n’t pay; and I 
suppose this is fiur play, if you choose to risk it. 

“ BartoUni, the cclebrattKi sculptor, wrote to me to desire 
to take my bust: I consented, on condition tliat ho also 
took that of the Countess Guiccioli. He has taken Iwth, 
and I think it will be aliow'ed that hers is beautiful. I shall 
iiakc you a present of (hem liuth, to show that I don't 
hear maiic<', and as a compensation for tiie trouldo and 
stpialibie you had about 1’horwddsen’s. Of my own I 
can hardly sjieak, except that itis tliought very like what 
1 now ami which is dift’orent from what 1 was, of course, 
dnee you saw mo. The sculptor is a famous one; and 
as it was done by his mtm particular request, will be done, 
well, probaWy. 

“ What is to be done about Taafe and his Commen- 
ary ? He will die, if lie is not jiublished; he will be 
lanincd if he is; hut that he do n’t mind. Wo must 
lihlish him. 

’‘AH the row alwut Wf lias no oilierwise afflicted mo 
than hy tlic attack u|)Oii yonrsellj which is ungenerous in 
Churci) and State: hut as all vi(»Ience must in time have 
its proporliimate reaction, you will do In'tler by-iuid-by. 

“ V'ours very truly, 

Noei. ilyiiOK.” 


“Pisa, Marche, 1822. 

“The enclosed letter from Murray hath melted me; 
thougli 1 think it is against his own interest to wish that 
I should (xmtiiuic his connexion. You may, therefiire, 
Stmd him the packet of ‘ Werner,’ which will save you all 
further trouble. And pray, ran ymi forgive im? for the 
bore Olid expense I have already )>ut u|>on you ? At 
least, say so—fir I fi cl ashamed of having given you so 
mu(di for such nonsense. 

“The fact is, I cannot heep my resentmcnlHi though vio¬ 
lent enough in their onset. Beside.«^ now that all th( 
world are at Murray on my account, I neitlier can nor 
ought to leave him; unless, as I really thought, it were 
better for him that I should. 

“ I have had no other news from England, except a 
fetter from Barry Cornwall, llie bard, and my old scliool- 
fellow. Though I have sickened you with letters lately, 
believe, mo “ Yours, &c. 

“P. S. In your last letter you say, speaking of Shelley, 
tliat you would almost prefer the ‘damning bigot’ to the 
‘annihilating infidel.' Shelley Ixdieves in immortality, 
however—but this by-thc-way. Do you remember 
Frederick the Great’s answer to tlie remonstrance of the 
villagers whose curate preachtd against the eternity of 
hell’s torments? It was tlius:—If my faithful subjects 
of Schrausenhaussen prefer being eternally damned, let 
them!’ 

Of ll»e two, I should think the long sleep better than 
the agonized vigil. But men, miserable as they arc, cling 
so to any tiling Ukt life, that they probably would prefer 
damnation to quiet. Bwndes, they think themselves so 
important in the creafion, that nothing less con satisfy 
their prid(>—tlie insects!” 


LETTER DLH. 


LETTER DLHI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Pisa, March 8,1822. 

“ You will have had enough of my U'tKsrs by tills time— 
ycl one word in answer (o your present missive. You 
are quite wrong in dunking that your ‘odoice’liad offended 
me; hut 1 have already replied (if not answered) on 
tliat point. 

“With regard to Murray, as I really am Ui« meekest 
and mildest of men since Moses, (tliough the public and 
mine ‘ excellent wife’ cannot find it out,) I liad already 
pacified myself and subsided bock to AII>emarle>strcel,as 
my yesterday’s yepistle will have informed you. But I 
thought dial I had explained my causes of bUe—at least 
to you. 

“ Some instances of vacillation, occasional neglect, and 
troublesome sincerity, real or imagined, arc sufficient to 
put your truly great author and man into a passion. But 
reflection, with some lud from lielleboro, hath already 
cured me ‘ pro tempore and, if it had not, a request from 
you and Hobhouse would have comcujion me like two 
out of the ‘trihus Anticyris,’—with whicli, however, 
Horace despairs of purging a poet. I really feel ashamed 
')f hav'mg iKired you so frequently and fully of late. But 
wliat could 1 do ? You arc a friend—on absent one, 
alas!—and as I trust no one more, I trouble you in pr(^ 
{lortion. 

“ This war of ‘Church and State’ has astomshed roe 
more dian it disturbs; for I really diought ‘ Cain’ a spocu- 
laiive and hardy, but still a harmless produedon. As I 
said before, I am really a great a(hnirer of tangible reli* 
gion; and am breeding one of my daughters a Catholic, 
diat she may have her hands fuU. It is by far the most 
elegant worship, hardly excepting tho Greek mydiology. 
What with Incence, pictures, statues, altars, shrines, relics, 


TO MR MURRAT presence, confession, absoluticm,—there is 

something sensible to grasp at. Besides, it leaves no 
“ Pisa, March 6,1822. possibility of doubt; for those who swallcm their Deity, 
“ You will long ago have received a letter from me, (or really and truly, in transubstantiation, can hardly find any 
should,) declaring my opinion of the treatment you have thing else otherwise than easy of digestion, 
met with about the recent pubheation. lth»& it dis- “lamafr^thatdu^soundsftippwt, butldonH 

graceful to those who have persecuted you. 1 make|it to be so; only my turn of mind is so given to t a king 
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things in tlw absurd print of view, that it breaks out in naird have in hand, and the ' Vision of Judpent ? ff 
^ __*_j si _ os.:ii T . 1 ,. t,rtii niiKlieli Aft Inttcr in a vcrv cheai) COlUttfli 80 u to 
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take my word for being '«>. »»<! I «*pe«t y°“ wiU pubUsh Ujem s^^y. 

“ Very truly and affectionately yours, &c. You need not put your name to Quevcdo, but pub ish rt as 
- P. S. Do toll Murray that one of the conditioas of a foreign edition, and lot it make its way. Douglas Kin- 
poace is, that lie pubUsheth (ot obtaineth a publisher for) naird has it still, with the preface, I believe. 

Taafo’s Commentary on Dante, against which there «1 refer you to him for documents on the late row hero, 
appears in the trade an unaccountable repugnance. It I sent them a week ago, ^ ^ 

will make tiie man so exuberantly happy. He dines with Youra, etc. 

me and half a do7.cn English to-day i and I have not the 
heart to tell him how the bibliopolar world shrink from liis 

Commentaryand yet it is full of tlie most orthodox LETTER DLVI. 

roligioM and morality. In short, I make it a point tliat he mitup * v 

shall lie in print. He is such a goml-natured, heavy * * 

Christian, Uiat wo must give hun a shove Ihnmgh tlic “Pisa, Apj|(i 18,1822. 

press. He naturally tliirsts to be an author, and has been u j received the Defence of ‘ Cairt?^ Who is my 
Uie happitjst of men for these two months, printing, cor- Warburtoii ?—for he has done fw me what the bishop did 

_.• _ 11 .;. _ __i.;. . . ... I . . . . 


•Yours, &c.* 


18,1822. 


willi me into tlie country.’’ 


LETTER DLIV. 


TO Mn. MURKAV. 


would print it togctlier with the poem. 

“It is very odd that I do not hear from you. Ihavo 
forwardt'd to Mr. Douglas Kinnoird the documents cm a 
squabble here, which occurred about a month ago. Tho 
affair is still going on; but tlioy make notiiing of it hitli- 
crlo. I think, what with borne and abroad, there has been 
hot water enough for one while. Mr. Dawkins, tho 
EngUsb minister, has behaved in the handsomest and 
most giaitleiuaiily maimer throughout the whole business. 

“ Yours ever, &c. 

“ P. S. I have got Lord Glenbervic’s book, which is 
very amusing and able upon tlie Uipics which he tcHiches 


TO MR. MURRAY. 


“Pisa, March 15,1822. English minister, has behaved in the hand.somcst and 
“1 am glad that you and your friends apjirovc of iny ,jjQgj g<}utlfiuaiily maimer throughout the whole business, 
letter of the 8th ultimo. You may give it what publicity “Yours ever &c. 

you think proper in the circumstaiices. 1 have since ap. s. I have got Lot< 1 Glenbervic’s book, which is 
written to yon twice or tlirico. 'very amusing and able upon tlie mpics which he tCHiches 

« As to ‘ tt Pi>ein in the old way,’ I sliall attcmi»t of tiiat of the preface patlictic. Write soon.” 

kind notiiing further. I follow Uie bias of my own mind, 
without coiisklcriiig whether women or men arc or are not 

to bo pleased: but this is nothing to my publisher, who T'rrT'rirTJ m VTT 

must judge and act according to popularity. ir-rt 

“Therefore let tho tilings take tlicir chance : if they xo MR. MURRAY, 

pay, you will pay mo in proportion; and if they do n’l, I 

must. “Pisa, April 22,1822. 

* The Noel affairs I hope, will not take me hj England. “ Yon will regret to hear that 1 have received intoUi- 
I have no desire to revisit that country, unless it be to genee of the death of niy daughter Allegra of a fever, in 
keep you out of a prison, (if this can be effected by my i**'® convent of Bagua Cavallo, where she was placed for 
takingyour place,) or perhajts to gel myself into one, by 1*^”' last year, to commence her education. It is a heavy 
exacting satisfaction from one or two persons who take blow for many reasons, but must be borne, with time, 
advantage of my abauuce to abuse me. Further tlian “I*- "’y present inleniion to send her remains to 

tliis, I have no business nor connexion witli England, nor England for sepulture in Harrow cjiurch, (where I once 
desire to have, out of my own family and friends, to whoii hoped U> have laid my own,) and this is my reason for 
1 wish all prosi>erity. Indeed, I have lived upon tin | troubling you will; this notice. I wish the funeral to bo 
whole so little in England, (.about five years since I was ''‘•ry private. The Innly is embalmed, and in lead. It 
one-and>twcnty,) that my harits arc too continental, am; be embarked from I.eghorn. Would you have any 


your cUinate would please me as little as the society. 

“I saw die Chancellor’s Keport in a French paper. 
Pray, why do n’t they prosecute die translation of Zsicre- 
tim f or the original with its 

' Primui in orbe Deos fecit Timor,* 

' TAnUim ftellgio [lotuit auaderc maiorum ?' 

“You must really get somediing done for Mr. Taafe’s 
Commentary; what can I say tohim 7 

“Youra, fee.” 


objection to give die proper directions on its arrival ? 

“I am yours, &c. 
“N. B. 

“P. S. You are aware that Protestants are not allowed 
holy ground in Catholic countries.” 


LFTTER DLVIII. 


TO MR. SHELLEV. 


LETTER DLV. 

TO MR. MCRRAV. 

“Pisa, April 13,1822. 

“Mr. Kinnaird writes that there has been an ‘excel¬ 
lent Defence’ of‘Crin,’against ‘Oxonionsis:’ you have 
sent mo nothmg but a not very excellent ^fcnce of die 
same poem. If there be such a ‘ Defender of the Futh,’ 
you may send me Bs thirty-nine articlqs, as a counter- 
boliaee to some of your late conununicadons. 

“Are yuu to publish, or not, what Moore and Mr.Kin- 


“ April 23,1822. 

“ The blow was stunning and imexpecfod; for I thought 
the danger over, by the long interval between her stated 
amelioration and the arrival of the express. But I have 
Ixnme up against it as I best can, ami so far successfully, 
that I can go about die usual business iff life with the 
same appearance of composure, and even greater. There 
is nodiing to prevent your coming to-morrow; but, per¬ 
haps, to-day, and yester-evening, it was better not to have 
met. 1 do not know that I have any thing to reproach in 
my conduct, and certainly nodung in my feelings and 
intentions towards die dead. But it ia a moment wheu 
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we are apt to think that, if thin or that had baen done 
such event might have been prevented ; though every daj 
and hour shows us that they are the most natural anc 
inevitable. I suppose that Time will do his usual work— 
Death has done his. 

“Yours ever, 

“N. B.” 


tSTTEB DLIX. 

TO SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

“Pisa, May 4,1822. 

“IIT DEAR SIR WALTER, 

“Your account of your family is very pleasing: would 
that I ‘ could answer this comfort with the like!’ but I 
•have just lost ray natural daughter, AUegra, by a fever. 
The only consolation, save Unto, is the reflection, that she 
is either at rest or happy; for her few years (only five) 
prevented her from having incurred any sin, except what 
wo inherit from Adam. 

* Whom the god« Iota, die joung.* 

“T need not say that your letters are particularly wed- 
come, wlicn they do not tax your time and patience; and 
now that our correspondence is resumed, I trust it will 
coutimie. 

“I have lately had some anxiety, rather tlian troublt 
about an awkwartl aflair here, which you may perhaps 
have heard of: but our minister has behaved very hainl- 
eomcly, and the Tuscan Government ns well as it is pos¬ 
sible ft»r stich a government to b«‘have, which is not saying 
much for the latter. Some otlier Englisli, and .Scots, and 
inyselll had a brawl with a drag«»on, who insulted one of 
the party, and whom wc mistook for an officer, as he was 
tn^dailed and well moimted, &,c.; but lie turned <mt to h<* 
a sergeant-major. He called out the guard at the gales 
to arrest us, (we being unarmed;) upon which I and 
another (an Italian) rode tlirough the Scoid guard; Imt 
thv.y succeeded in deialnmg others of the parly. I rode 
to my house, and sent my secretary to give an account of 
(he attemptod and illegal am^st to the aut!)oriti(‘S, and 
then, without dismounting, rode back towards the gate.s, 
whicli are rn^ar my present mansion. Halfway I met 
rny man, vapouring away, and threatening to draw upon 
me, (v'ho had a cone in my hand, and no otlu^r arms.) I, 
still bolieving him an officer, diunanded his name and 
address, and gave him my hand and glove thereupon. A 
fiervant of mine tlirust in between us, (Uitally without 
orders,) but let liim go iMi my command. He then nvle 
off* at full speed; but about forty paces further was stab¬ 
bed, and very dangerously, (so as to he in peril,) by some 
Cailtim Beg or odier of niy people,-(for I have some 
rough-handed folks about me,) I need liardly say without 
my direction or approval. The said dragoon had been 
sabring our unarmed countrymen, however, at the gaie^ 
afltir they were in arrrMf and hold !)y the guards, and 
wounded end", Captain liay, very severely. However, he 
got his paiks, having acted like an assassin, and laung 
treAed like erne. fVho wounded him, thou^ it was done 
before thousands of people, they have Aever been able to 
ascertain, or prove, nor even the weapon; some said a 
ptetol, an air~gun^ a stiletto, a sword, a loncc, a pitchfork, 
and what not. They have arrested and examined ser¬ 
vants and (leople of all descriptions, but can make out 
nothing. Mr. Dawkins, our minister, assures me, that no 
suspicimi is entertained of the intm who wounded him 
having been instigated by me, or any of the party, 1' 
enclose you copies of the depo»tions of those with us,; 
and Dr. Craufurd, a chinny Sort, (not an acquaintance,) j 
who saw the latter pwt of the affidr. They are in' 
Italian. 

“ These are the only literary matters in which I have 
been engaged since the publkation and row about * Cain 
hut Mr. Murray has several things mine in lus obste-1 
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tricai hands. Another Mystery^—a Vision—a Drama-— 
and the like. But you won^t tell me what you are doing j 
however, I shall find you out, write what you will. You 
say that I should like your son-iu-law; it would be very 
difficult for mo to dislike any one connected with you ; 
but I have no doubt that his own qualities arc all that you 
describe. 

I am sorry you do n’t Uko Lord Orford’s new work. 
My aristocracy, which is very fierce, makes him a favour¬ 
ite of mine. Recollect that those ‘liule factions’ com¬ 
prised Ixord f'hatham and Fox, the father, and that we 
live in gigantic and exaggerated tiroes, which make ail 
mder Gog and Magc)g appear pigmoan. After having 
seen NafM^lcon begin like Tamerlane and end like Bajazet 
in our own time, wc have not the same interest in what 
would otiuTwise have appeared important history. But 
I must conclude. 

“Believe me ever ainl most truly yours, 

“Noel Bvrow.* 

LETTER DLX. 

TO MR. MUKRAV. 

“Pisa, May, 17,1822. 

“T hc*ar that tlie Edinburgli has attacked the three 
•ama.s, which is a bad business for i/nw; imtl I don’t 
ondtT that it discourages you. However, that volume 
'nay be trusted to rime,—<lepend upon it. I read it over 
rVttli some attention since it was published, and I think 
he lime will <'ome when it will Ik' preferred to my other 
vrilings, fhoiigli not immediately. 1 say this witliout irri- 
alion against tlie critics or criticism, whatever they may 
•>e, (for I have not seen them;) and nothing tliat has or 
nay appear in Jeffrey s Review can malte me forget that 
le stood by me f}»r Ion good years with(»ut any motive to 
o Ro hut his own g»XKl-will. 

“ I hear Moore is in town ; remember roe to him, and 
■elieve mo “ Yours truly, 

“N. B. 

“P. S. If you think it noccasary, you may send me the 
Edinburgh. Should there be any tiling tliat requires an 
.nsvver, I will reply, but Urmprratdy and Uehnirnlly ; that 
IS to say, merely with respect to the prrnriplcR of Uic criti- 
■ism, and not personally or ofTensively as to its literary 
aerits.” 


LETTER DLXT. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“PiKO, May 17,1822. 

"I hear you are in London. You will have heard from 
Oouglas Kitmaird (w'lio tells me you have dined wiili 
.iin) as much a.s you desire to knowofmy afl'airs at home 
jid abroad. 1 have lately lost my little girl AUegra by 
. fever, which has hern a serious blow tome. 

“ I did not write to you lately, (except one letter to 
Murray’s,) not knowing exactly your 'whereabouts. 
"Joiiglas K. refused to forward my message to Mr. 
SouUiey—tc/iy, he himself can explain. 

“ You will have seen the statement of a squabble, &c. 
&c.* What arc you about? Let me hear from you at 
our leisure, and ^dieve me ever yours, 

•N. B.” 

LETTER DLXn. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Montenero,! May 26,1822. 

“ Near Le^om. 

“ The body is einl>arked, in what ship I know not, net- 

Htire follow* a reiH'Ution of the (letaila Kiven oft this *011)901 to Sir 
Valter Bcott am] other*. # 

t A hlU, three or four mile* from T<tf|^rn, much rnaorted to m a plmee 
rMidenee during the lummor ntonlb*. 
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ther coiild I enter into the detaile; but the Countess G.' 
G. has had the guudnuss to give the necessary orders to 
Mr. Dunn, who superintends the embarkation, and will 
write to you. I wish it to be buried in Harrow church. 

* There is a spot in the churched, near tlie foot path, 
on the brow of the hill looking towards Windsor, and a 
tomb under a large tree, (bearing the name of Peaehie, 
or Poaciwy,) where I used to sit for hours and hours 
when a boy. This was my favourite spot; but as 1 wish 
to erect a tablet to her memory, the b^y had better bo 
deiKieited in the church. Near the door, on the left hand 
as you enter, tliere is a monument with a tablet contain¬ 
ing these words:— 

* Whflfl Snrrnw w«eps »*er Virtue’s iiaered dutti 
Ourteare bocuitict ud, rivI otic grief ie )iuit t 
Such were the te«rs »he iheil. who gratefui pftyi 
TliUlMt siuJ tribute of her love Rml {iraiee.’ 

I recollect them, (after seventeen years,) not from any 
tiling remarkable in tliem, but because from my scat ui 
tlie gallery I had generally ray eyes turned towards tliai 
monument. As near it as convenient i could wish Atle- 
gra Id be buried, and on the wall a marble tablet placed, 
witli these words:— 

“ In Memory of 
Allegra, 

Daughter of G. G. Lord Byron, 
wild died at Bagiia Cavallo, 
ill Italy, April 20th, 1822, 
aged hve years and tliree montlis. 

* 1 lIuOl go tu her, but she ■lial) not return to me.* 

SdSemuel, lli.33. 

“ The funeral 1 wish to be as private as is consistent 
witli decency; and I coultl hope that Henry Drury wif 
perhaps, read the service over her. If he should decline 
it, it can be done by tlie usual minister for the time being. 

1 do net know that I need add more just now. 

“ Since I came here, I have been invited by the Ameri 
cans on board their squadron, whore I was received with 
all the kindness which I could wish, and with more cere- 
tnimi) than I am fund of. I found tliem hnor ships than 
your own of lliu same class, well maimed and officered 
A number of American genileinen also were on board al 
the time, and some ladies. As I was taking leave, an 
American lady asked me for a rose which I wore, for thi 
imrpose, she said, of sending to America sometliing which 
I h^ about me, as a memorial. I need not add tliat 
felt tlie compliment pmpcriy. Captain Chauriccy showe 
me an American and very pretty edition of my pooms. 
and olTured me a passage to ffie United States, if I would 
go tliere. Commodore Jones was also not less kind arn 
attentive. I have since received the enclosed letter, de 
siring me to sit for my picture for some Americans. I 
is singular that, in the same year that Lady Noel leaves 
by will an interdiction for my daughter to see her father’, 
portrait for many years, the individuals of a nation no 
remarkable for their liking to the English in particiiiiir 
nor for flattering men in general, request mo to sit for m; 

‘ pourtnucture,' as Baron Brodwardine calls it. 1 am 
also told of considerable literary honours in Germany 
Goethe, I am told, is my professed patron and protector 
At Leipsic, this year, the highest prize was proposed fo; 
a translation td* two cantos of Childe Harold. I am no 
sure that tliis was at Letpsiu, Imt Mr. Roweroft was m; 
authority—a good German scholar, (a young American, 
and an acquaintance of Goflthe’s. 

“Goftthe and the Gormans are particularly fond < 
Don Juan, wltich they judge of as a work of art. 1 hac 
heard something of this before through Baron Lutzerode. 
Tlie translations have been very frequent of several 
the works, and GoIUIm made a comparison betweei 
Faust and Manfii|ibt <!'’> ■ 

‘ An this is soillillMgKmsatioD for your English nativi 
bnitality, so fiiUy AjSl^ed this year to its hi^^est extent. 

' I forgot to intliHI a little anecdote of a d^erent kind. 


went over the Constitution, (the Cnmnodoreb flag-ship,) 
.nd saw, among other things worthy of remark, a little 
loy bam on board of her by a sailor’s wile. They bad 
hristened him'Constitutitai Jones.’ I, of cour^ ap- 
roved die name; and the woman added,‘Afa, w,ifhe 
urns out but half as good as his name!’ 

•Yours ever, fee.” 


LETTER DLXIIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Montenero, near Leghorn, May 29,1822. 

“ I return you the protifs’*’ revised. Your printer has 
made one odd mistake:—‘poor os a mouse,’ instead ot 
poor os a muter,’ The expression may seem strange, 
but it is only a translation of* semper avarus eget.' You ' 
will add die Mystery, and publish as soon as you can. 

1 care nothing for your ‘ season,’ nor the blue approbations 
:tr disapprobations. All that is to be considered by you 
un the subject is as a matter of business; and if I stjuare 
dial to your notions, (oven to the running the risk entirely 
myself,) you may permit me to choose my own time and 
mode of |iublicatioii. Widi regard to the late volume, 
the present run against it or me may impede it for a time, 
but it has die vital principle, of |ierinanency within it, as 
you may perhai>s one day discover. I wrote to you on 
another BUbjec;t a few days ago. “Yours, 

“N.B. 

“ P. S. Please to send roc the Dedication of Sardana- 
pains to Goethe. 1 shall prefix it to Womcr, unless you 
prefer my putting another, stating that the former had 
been omitted by die publislier. 

• On the tidepage of the present volume, put ‘ Published 
for the Author by J. M.’ ” 


LETTER DLXIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Montenero, Leghorn, June 6,1822. 

“I return you the revise of Werner, and expect the rest. 
With regard to the Lines to die Pu, perhaps you had 
letter pul them quietly in a second edition (if you reach 
one, that is to say) than in the first; because, though they 
have been reckoned lino, and I wish diem to be preserve^ 
I do not wish them to attract immediate observadon, 
on account of the relationship of the lady to whom they 
are addressed with die first families in Romagna and the 
Marches. 

“The defender trf‘Cain’may or may not be, as you 
term him, ‘a tyro in literature:’ however, I think bodi you 
and 1 are under great obligation to him. I have read die 
Kdinhiirgh Review in Galigiiani’s Magazine, and have 
not yet decided whether to answer them or not; for, if I 
do, it will he diflicult for me not ‘to make sfiort for the 
Philistines’ by pulling down a house or two; since, when 
I once take pen in liand, I must say what comes upper¬ 
most, or fling it away. I have not the hypocrisy to‘pre- 
tend impartiality,'nor the temper (os it is called) to keep 
always fresn saying what may not bo pleasing to the 
hearer isr reader. What do diey mean by ‘elaborate,^* 
Why, you know that they were written as last as I could 
put pen to paper, and primed from the original MSS., 
and never revised but in the proofs: look at the data and 
the MSS. diemselves. Whatever faults they have must 
spring from carelessness, and not from labour. They said 
the same of ‘Lara,’ which I wrote while undressing, after 
coming home from balls and masquerades in the year of 
revelry, 1814. “Yours. 

I “June 8,1822. 

“ You give me no explanadon of your intention ad to the 
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‘VBioHof Quevedo Redirivus,’one of my beet things: 
indeed, yon are altogether so abstruse and undecided 
lately, that I suppose you mean me to write ‘ John Mur¬ 
ray, Esq. a Mystery,’—a composition which would not 
uisplease the clergy nor tlie trade. I by no means wish 
you to do what you don’t like, but merely to say what you 
will do. The Vision must be published by some one. 
As to ‘ clamours,’ tlie die is cast; and,' come one, come 
all,’ we will fight it out—at least one of la.” 


an American lady took a rose from me, (which had boon 
given to me by a very pretty Italian lady that very morn¬ 
ing,) because she said, ‘ She was determined to send or 
lake something which I had about me to America.’ J'/wre 
is a kind of Lalla Uookb incident for you! However, all 
these American honours arise, perhaps, not so muidi from 
their enthusiasm for my ‘ Poeshie,’as their Imlicf in my 
diahke to the English,—in which I have the satisfaction 
to coincide with tliem. I would rather, however, have a 
nod from an American, than a snulf-box limn an em¬ 
peror.” 


LETTER DLXV. 


TO MB. MOOBE, 


LETTER DLXVl. 


. “Montenero, Villa Dupoy, near Leghorn, 

“ Juit® 8,1822. « Montenero, Leghorn, June 12,1822. 

“1 have written to you twice through tlte medium of| a p^AB eli.ice 
M urray, and on one subject, trite enough,—tlic loss of sjj ^ j },jyg nn-pton to yon, but I 

pisir little Allegra by a fever; ^ which topic 1 sh^l s-ty furj,,„teii your kindness, and I am now going to 

no more—liicre is nothing but time. ^ j,—| j,jgi,|y —,,7 1 ,^, alarmed, it is 

“ A few days ago, my earliest and dearest friend. Lord a loan, hut iii/iirrmrfton which I am about to solieil. 
Clare, came over from Geneva on purpose to see me be- your extensive connexions, no one can have better 
lore he returned to England.^ As I have always loved „|,pf,r(„„iuaa of hearing the real state of iSewt/i America— 
him (since 1 was thirteen, at Harrow) better than any j n„,an Bolivar’s country. I have many years had trans- 
(mah) thing in Uie world, I need hardly say what a me- projects of selllcment, and what 1 cniild wish 

laneholy pleasure it was m see him for a only; for ,yr,„ir| some information of the best course to 

he was obliged to restimc his journey immediately. pursue, and some letters of recommendation in case I 

* * * . * *. should sail for Angostura. 1 am told that land is very 

I have beard, also, many other things of our acquaintances cheap there; but though 1 have no great disposable funds to 
whidi I did not know; among others, that ♦ ♦ vest in such purchases, yet iny incumo, such as it is, would 

♦ ♦ *. Do you recollect, in the year bg sufficient in any country, (except England,) for all the 

of revelry, 1814, the pleasantest parties and balls all over comforts of life, arid fjr most of its luxuries. The war 
London '! and not the least so at * ♦ ’s. Do you rccol- there is now over, and as I do not go there to epeailate, 
iJct your singing duets with Lady * *, and my flirtation i,,,! to settle without any views but tliose oriiHlepeiidcnee 
with Lady * *, and all the other fooleries of the time? ^nd the eiijoymenl of the common civil rights, I should 
while * * was sighing, and Lady * * ogling him with presume sucii an arrival would not be unwelcome. 

her clear hazel eyes. Bui eight years have passed, and «j\|i j request of you is, not to discourage nor ciicou- 
since tliaf time, * *1108* ♦ * ♦ ♦ *; - ' "" lias run rage, hut to give me such a statement as you liiiiik prudent 
away with + ♦ a * * . and mysen (as my Nottingham- ad proper. J do not atldress my oilier friends upon tliis 
shire friends call themselves) might as well have throivn subject, wiio would only Uirow obstacles in my way, and 
aiyself out of the window while you were singing, as in- dre me to return to England; which I never w ill do, 
lemiamcd where I did. You and * * ♦ * ♦ liave come unless compelled by some insupuralile cause. I have 
off the best of us. I speak merely of my marriage, at«l ^ quantity of furniture, books, &c. &c. &c. w hich I could 
its consequences, distresses, and calumnies; for I have easily ship from Leghorn; but I wish to ‘look hi fore I 
been much more happy, on the whole, since, than I ever leap’ over the Atlantic. Is it true tlml for a few thousand 
could have Iieen with * + ***. dollars a large tract of land may lie obtained? 1 s|H-ak 

I have read the recent article of Jeffrey in a faithful of Suuth America, recollect. 1 have read some piiblica- 
transcription of the impartial Galignani. I suppose the dons 011 the subject, but tlicy seemed violent and vulgar 
long and short of it is, that he wishes to provoke me to j,arty productions. Please to address your answer to me 
reply. But I won’t, for I owe him a good turn still for ^ yds place, and believe me over and truly yours, ilc.” 
his kindness by-gone. Indeed, I presume that the present 
jpportunity at attacking me again was irresistable; and I 
can’t blame him, knowing what human nature is. I shall 

moke but one remark:—what does he mean by elaborate? Twn'T'irw tvt trvir 

The whole volume was written with *e greatest rapidity, LETTER DLXVII. 

in the mkist of evoludons and revoludons, and pere^j aiDBBAr 

Cubans, and proscriptions of all who interested me in 

Italy. They said the same of‘Lar^’ which, you know, ‘Pisa, July 6 , 1822. 

was written amid balls and fooleries, and after coming „ j + j 

home from masquerades and touf^ m the summer the yvhich Gifford ohjocled, and changed the name of 

sovereigns. Of all I have ever written, they are perhaps j^jjcliael to Eaphacl, who was an angel of gentler sym- 
the most carelessly composed; and their faults, whatever By-the-way, recollect to alter Michael to Ra- 

they may be, are those iff negligmce, and not of labour. ^ ti.foughout, for I liave only had 

I do not think this a merit, but it is a fact. time to do so in the list of the dramatis personoe, and scrafch 

“ Yours ever aiui mU aU the pencU-marl^ to avoid pu/jcting the printera. 

W. is. J given tlio ‘ Vuim of Queuedo Redaivm' to John 
® P. S. You BW the great ^vantage o^tny Hunt, which will relieve you from a dilcnuna. He must 

hire:—4t may either s^d ‘Nota Bene or ^oe ^ rigjmg it is ha own desire. Give 

. Byron,* and, as such, will «vo much repetiUcm, m writmg oorreded copy which Mr. Kinniurd haul} as it is 

either hooks or kttera. Since I came here, I have been partly, and also the preface, 

mvit^ on board of the American squadron, and treated "Yours, &c.* 

with adl possible honour and ceremony. They luive asked .— . ^ . - — — . . — 

‘ mo to sit for my future; and, as I was going away, * Of “Hwwb mkI E«^» 


® Montenero^ Leghorn, June 12,1822. 


TO MH. MURRAT. 
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LETTERS, t8«. 

I to start him handaomely—Boy lyrical, Weal, Or what you 


*Haa not your Potato Committee been blundering ? 
Your advertisement says, that Mr. L. Callaghan (a queer 
, ,, „ name for a banker) hath been diB[)osmg of money in 

•Last week I returned you the imcket of proob). You authority of tho Committee.’ I suppose it 

.J_V.— 1 m ek/v unliimn thA *4 it- . y-a_t... .< 


TO im. Munaar. 

“Pisa, July 8,1822. 


had perhaps, better not publish in tho same vtdumo the 
Po and Itimini translation. 

“ I have consigned a letter to Mr. John Hunt for the 


will end in Callaghan’s calling out the Committee, the 
cliaimian of which carries pistols in his pocket, of'course. 
“ When you can spare time from Cutting, eoqueUmg 


O . . 1 'll t 1 at.’ t* tlCII yWM V^aai crjatMV easaev ■•■'ey — 

‘Vision of Judgment which you will hand over to him. clareting with your Hibernians of both sexes, let me 
Also the ‘ Pul^’ original Md ItHian, and any prMc tracts ^ whether Paris is a good 


of mine; for Mr. Leigh Hunt n. arrived here, and thinks composition of your 

of cotnmenang a periodical work, lo winch 1 wiall con- ^ 
trilMite. I do not propose to you to be tho puWirfier, 
becauiM! I know that yoti are unfriends; but all things in 
your care, exccjjt tlic volume now in the press, and tlie 
manuscript purchased of Mr. Moore, can be given for 
tliis purpose^ according as they are wanted. 

“ With regard to what yon Kiy about your ‘ want of 
memory,’ I can only remark that you inserted the note to 
Marino Falicro against my pfjsilive revocation, and that 


new poesy," 


LETTER DLXX. 


TO MR. MOORE* 


Fisa, August 8,1822. 

“You will have heard by this time that Shelley and 
you omitted the dedication of Sanlanapalus to Goethe, anotlicr gentleman ((y'aplam Williams) were drowned 
(place it before tlw wJiuiic n<»w in the press,) both of about a montli ago, (a mmUfi yesterday,) in a squall off 
wliich were things not very agreeiable to me, and wliich 1 Imj Gulf of Spezia. There is thus another man gone, 
could wish to he avoided in future, as they might be witii about whom the world was ill-naluredly, and ignorantly, 
a very little care, or a simple memorandum in your pocket and brutally mistaken. It will, fterliaps, do him justice 


book. 


I lunv, when he ran be no better for it. ‘ You were all 


'‘It is aot imposdblo that I may have throe or /our)mistak<‘ii about ShrJley, wlio was, without cAceptiofi, the 
cantos cfT IJt)D Juan ready by autumn, or a little latei host and least selfish man I ever knewj 
f ohtaincfl a permis4sion from my dictatress to coiitinu< “I have not seen the tiling you mention,* and only 
itt-^owkd altvayt it was to be more guanied and deco- iieard of it ca«iually, nor have 1 any desire. The price 
rous and sentimental in tht: continuation than in the com- is, us I saw in some advertisements, fourteen shillings^ 
nieneeiiieut. How far these f'onditiorjs have been fuJhJIed which is loo much to pay for a libel on one’s self Soma 
may be scijii, perhaps, by-jind-by; but the embargo was one said in a letter, Uiat it was a Doctor WatkiiLS, wlio 
only taken off upon tliesc etijiulations. You can answer deals in the life and libel line. It must liave dimished your 
at your leisure. “ Yours, £cc.” latural pleasure, as a friend, (vide Huchcfoucault,) to so. 

yourself in it. 

“ W’ith regard to tlie Blackwood fellows, I never pub¬ 
lished any thing against tlicm; nor, indeed, have seen 
heir Magazine (except in Galignani’s extracts) for these 
hree years past. 1 once wrote, a good while ago, some 
reinarksf on their review of Don Juan, but saying very 
little about themselves,—4ind these were not published. 

T you think lliat 1 ought to follow y<tur oxainple^ (and 1 
like to be in yuur company when 1 cun) in contradicting 
lieir impudence, you may shape this declaration of mine 
nto a similar pamgraph for me. It is possible that you 
nay have seen the little I did write (and never pubUshed) 


LETTER DLXIX. 


TO MR. MOOHE. 


‘'Fisa, July 12,1822. 

“ I have written to you lately, but not in answer to your 
lost letter td* about a fortnight ago. 1 wish to know (and 
r^juest an answer to that |K>int) what became of tlie 
stanzas to Wellington,* (intended to open a canto of Don 
Juan with,) which I sent you several inontlis ago. If 


they have fallen into Murrays liands, he and the Tories at Murray’s; it contained much more about Southey than 
will supfircss them, as those lines rate tliat hero at his real about the Blacks, 
value. l*ray Iw explicit on this, as 1 havt? no oUier copy, 


having sent you the oiiginnl; uikI if you have tlierii, let 
me have th({t again, or a copi/ correct. ♦ » ♦ 

“ 1 subw^ribod at Leghorn lw(» hundred Tuscan crowns 
to your Irishism committee; it is about a thousand francs, 
more or less. As Sir C. S., who receives llurteeai thou¬ 
sand a-year of the public money, could not afford more 
than a thousand iivres out of liis enormous salary, it would 
have appeared ostentatious in a private individual to pre- 


“ If you think tliat 1 ought to do any thing about Wat¬ 
kins’s book, 1 should not care much about publishing my 
Memoir now, should it be necessary to counteract the 
~ How. But in that case, 1 should like to look over tho 
oress myself. Let me know what you think, or whether 
had better not f —at least, not the second part, which 
Louches on the actual confines of still existing matters. 

“ I have written three more Cantos of Don Juan, and 
III liovering on the brink of another, (the nintlf) 'The 


tend lo surpass him; and therefore 1 have sent but the reason I want tl^ stanzas again wliich I sent you is, that 
above siiHi, as you will seo by the oiiclosod roceijit *s these cantos cdbutin a full detail (liko the storm in 

“Leigh Hunt is here, after a voyage of eight months, -^nio Second) <i tlie siege and assault of Ismael with 
during whidh ho has, I presume, made the Penplus of mud, of sarcasm on those butchers|l in large business, 
Hamio the Carthaginian, and with much the same speed. |,our mercenary soldiery, it is a good opportunity of grac- 
He is sotting up a Journal, to which X have promised to „g ppon, ^dth ♦ * * * ♦. With 

ccaitribute; and in the first Dumber tlie ‘ Vision of Jiidg- these things and these fellows, it is necessary, in the pre- 
ment, by duevedo Redmvus,' wiB probably appear, with gent clash of pliilosophy and tyraimy, to throw away the 
other artides. scabbard. I know it is against fearful odds; but the battle 

“Can yon give ini any thing? He seems sangumo amatbe fought; and it wiH be eventually for die good of 
about the matter, but (entre nous) I am not. I do not, ° 

however, like to put him out of spirits by saying so; for 


be is bilieus and unwell, 
immediately. 

‘ Do seiKl Hunt any tiling, in prose or verse, of yours, 
* See Dun Jiuit, CiMilo IX. Sieata 1. 


- - - A book wWch bed Joel appeared, enUUed “Memoirs of Ihe Blibt 

Do, pray, answer this letter ijoa. Lord Byron.” ^ 

t Sou letters to the edHor* of Blackwood's Magaaine, page'292. 

} K bod beeu assened, in a late number of Blackwood, dint both 
Lord Byrou and myself were employed in writing satiiws against tbat 
Magmine. 

n Alludiog to Wellington. Sec the b^innlng of Canto XX. 
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■wkiod, whstevw it may be for the mifiyidual who risk* « P. S. That ♦ * ♦ aafignani ha* abort ten has 
, .j- T in one paragraph. It was not a Bible that was found in 

«What do y^ tok rf your Irish bishq)? Do you Shelley’s pocket, but John Keats’s poems. However. 
ramemherSwiflB hue,<LetmBhave aboiTodi—afig for it would not have been strange, for he was a great 
the ckrgy.’ This seems^to have been his reverence’s admirer of Scripture as a composition. I did not m™! 


motto. 

e 


• Yours, itc.” 


LETTER DLXXI. 

TO MK. HOOKE, 


“Pisa, August 27,1822. l... , j ,'u ' . ' 

“ It is boring to trouble you with ‘ such small gear;’but •, oose eyose her to a long voyage, ^ a 

,t must bo owned that I should be glad if you would “JT “““‘““““‘O’, ’“here I shall prtdiably 

• L si T • 1 ® i j sL a part of some sort.” 


Scripture as a composition, I did not send 
my bust to the academy of New-York; but I sat for my 
picture to young West, an American artist, at foe requei 
of some members of that Academy to fum that he would 
take my portrait,— for tlie Academy. I believe. 

“ I had, and still have, thoughts of Soutli America, but 
am fluctuating between it and Greece. 1 should have 
gctfie, long ag(^ to wie of them, but for my liaison with 
the Countess Gh; for love, in these days, is htUe com¬ 
patible with glory. She would be deliglued to go too, 


LETTER DLXXII. 


TO MR. MURRAY. 


inquire whetlier my Irish subscription ever reached the ^ 

('Committee in Paris from Leghorn. My reasons, like 
Vellum^s,‘arc threefold:’ First,! doubt the accuracy of 
ail almoners, or remitters of benevolent cash: second, 1 
do suspect tliat foe said Committee, having in part serv ed 
*ts time to timeserving, may have kept back tlie ackiiow- 
iedgment of <in obnoxious {Kilitician’s uamo in their lists; 
and, third, f feel pretty .sure thatl shall one day bo twitted “Genoa, Octobcr9.1823* 

by the government siTihes for having been a professor of “ ^ received your letter, and as you explain it, I 
love for Ireland, and not i^niingforward with the others objection, on v'wn' account, to omit those pas- 

in her distresses. /sages in the new Mystor}', (which were marked in the 

“/(i.s not, as you may opinc^ that / am ambitious of halt-sheet sent the other day to Pisa,; or the fiassagc in 
having my name in the jaipers, as I can Jiave foat an} Coin;—lait why not he open, and say so at^rrf ? Ytm 
day in liie week gmtis. Ail I want is, to know if lli. should be more straight-fiirward on every account. 
Reverend I’lioma-s Hail did or did not remit my sui>acri|> ' ^ been very unwell—four days confined to my 

hon (200 scudi of Tuscany, or about a tliousand francs, hod in ‘the worst inn’s worst room,’ at Lerici, witli a vio- 
moro or less) to the Committee at l^aris. rheumalic and bilious atlacOc, constipation, and the 

» The other day at Viareggio, 1 thought proper to swim bn d knows wliatiioiihysician, except a young hallow, 
irff to my schooner (tht' Bolivar) in the offing, and foence liowevcr, wjls kinil and cautious, and foal’s eniiugh. 
to shore again—about Uiree miles, or better, in all. As it ** ^ seized 1 hompson’s book of prescriptions, 

was at midday, under a broiling sun, foe consequence has donation of yours,) and physicked myself with tlie first 
been a feverish attack, and my whole skin’s coming ofl! lose I found in it; and niter umlergoing foe ravages of 


afler going through the process of one large continuous 
blister, raised by the sun and sea together. 1 have suf¬ 
fered much fiain; not being able to lie on my back, or 
even side; f«>r my shoulders and arms were equally St. 


.11 kinds ofdecoctions, sallied from bed on the fifdi day to 
TOSS the Gulf to Sestri. Tlic sea revived me instantly; 
and I ate tlie sailor’s cold fisli,and drunk a gallon of couu- 
ry n ine, and got to Genoa the same night after landing 


Bartholomewcd. But it is over,—and I have got a new ct®'- keen keeping well, but tiiiii- 

skin, and am as glossy as a snake in its new suit. ‘ ..* ~ ... *.* 

“We have boon burning foe bodies of Shelley and 
Williams on the seashore, to render them fit f\»r removal 
and regular interment. You can have no idea what an 
extraordinary effect such a funeral pile has, on a desolate 
shore, witli mountains in tlie back-ground and the sea 
before and tlie singular appear^ce foe salt and frankin¬ 
cense gave fo tlie flame. All of Slielley was consumed, 
except his /leort, which would not take foe flume, and is 
now preserved in spiriis (d* wine. 

“Your old acquaintance, Londonderry, has quietly died 
at North Cray! and foe virtuous De Witt was tom in 
pieces by the populace! What a lucky ♦ ♦ ♦ 

* foe Iri^mmn has been in his life and end.* 

In him your Irish Franklin <»t mort! 

Leigh Hunt is sweating articles for his new Journal; 


ler, and with an occa.siouai cough towards evening, 
“lam afraid the Journal is u bmi business, aiui won’t 
); but in it I am sacrificing myself for others—/ can 
have no advantage in it. I believe foe broOtera Hurds to 
lie hone.st men; 1 am sure that they arc pour ones: foey 
.ave not a nap. They pressed me to engage in Uiis work, 
nd in an evil hour I consented. Still 1 sliull not repent, 
‘I can do them foe least service. I have done ail I can 
ir I .eigh Hunt since be came here ; but it is almost uso- 
ess:—his wife is ill,lus six children not very tractable and 
a the affairs of tliis world he himself is a cliild. Tlie 
'eath of Hbelley left tliern totally aground; and I could 
lot see iliem in such a state without using foe common 
eeliiigs of humanity, and what means were in my power, 
set them afloat again. 

“ So Douglas Kinnaird is out of the way ? He was so 


ijrigij noiH IS swuaiiiig ariieicis lur uis iiov» .swuiiiai, « , • , . • i j i • • 

and both he and Itlunk it somewhat shabby in you not he last time 1 sent mm a jiarcel, and be gives no previous 
to contribute. W ill you becxirae one of the propemofers ? lotice. W hen is he expected ^aiu . ^ 

Do, and we go snaejes.’ I recommend you to think twice . Yours, &c. 

before you respond in the negative. “/■ yon say at ^ce-do you publish Werner 

“I have nearly (ouite three) four new cantos of Don and Hi® Mystery, or not? 1 on never once allude to them, 
lan ready. I obtained permission from the female “ That cursed lulvertisenient of Mr. J. Hunt is out of 


Juan ready. 

Censor Moruin of my morals to continue it, provided it 
were immaculate; so I have been as docent as need be. 
There is a deal of war—“U siege, and all that, in the style, 
graphical and technical, of foe shipwreck in Canto Se¬ 
cond, which ^ took,’ as they say, in the Row. 

“Yours, &C. 


* The particatsrs of UiU eveat had, U la evkiattt, not jet reached 
him,—M^re. 


limits. 1 did not lend him my name to be hawked 
about in this way. 

* * * * 
“However, I believe—at least, hope—that after all you 
lay be a good fellow at bottom, and it is on this presump- 
jon dial I now write to you on the subject a {>oor wo- 
aaii of the name (d* Fosfly, who is, or was, an author cd* 
ouni, as she says, anti published a book on Switzerland 
in 1816, patronized by the * Court and Colonel MMahon.’ 
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But it Menu dat neithar the Court nor the Colonol couM 
|ot over the portentoue price of ‘ three pounds thirteen 
■lid sixpence,’ which alarmed the too susceptible public; 
and, in short, ‘ tlte book died away,’ and, what is worse 
the poor soul’s husband died too, and she writes with the 
mao a corpse before her; but instead of addressing the 
iiabop or Me. Witberiorce, she hath recourse to that 
froscribed, atheistical, syliogisticaJ, pfaiogistical person, 
vjfsen, as th«^ say in Notts. It is strange enough, but 
the raacaUle Englisti, who calumniate me in eveiy direc¬ 
tion and on every score, whenever they are in great dis¬ 
tress recur to mo fur assistance. If I have hud one ex¬ 
ample of this, I have had letters from a thousand, and as 
far as is in my power have tried to repay good for evil, 
and purchase a shilling’s worth of salvatm as long as my 
pocket can hold out. 

“Now, 1 am willing to do what I can for this unfor^ 
tunate ponsm; but her situation and her wishes (not 
unreasonable, however) require more than can l>e ad¬ 
vanced by one individual like myself; for I have many 
claims of tlie same kind just at present, and also some 
remnants of debt to |>By in England—Ci«l, he knows, the 
tatter how reluctantly! Can the Literary Fund do no- 
tliing for her ? By your interest, which is great among 
the pious, I dare say that sometliing might be collected. 
Can you get any of her books published ? Sup|s)se you 
took her as author in my place, now vacant among your 
ragamuDins: she is a moral and pious person, and will 
rdiine upon your shelves. But, seriously, do what you 
can for her." , 


LETTER DLXXIII. 

TO UK. MUKKAT. 

“Genoa, Bl”-* 23,1822. 

“I have to thank you for a parcel of books, which are 
very welcome, especially Sir Walter’s gift of ‘ Halidon 
Hill.’ You have sent me a copy of ‘ Werner,’ but with¬ 
out the preface. If you have published it tmthout, yon 
will have plunged me into a very disagreeable dilemma, 
because I shall be accused of plagiarism from Miss Lee’s 
German’s Tale, whereas I have fully and freely acknow¬ 
ledged that the drama is entirely taken from the story. 

* I reUim you tlie Quarterly Review, uncut and un¬ 
opened, not from disrcsi>ect, or disregard, or pique, but it 
is a kind of reading which I have some time disused, as I 
think the periodical style of writing hurtful to the habits 
of the mind by presenting the superficies of too many 
things at once. 1 do not know that it contains any thing 
disagreeable to me—.it may or it may not; nor do I re¬ 
turn it on account tlial there may bo an article which you 
hinted at in one of your late letters, but because I have 
left off reading those kind of works, and should equally 
have returned you any other number. 

“I am obliged to take in one or two abroad because 
solicited to do so. The Edinburgh came before me by 
mere chance in Galignani’s picnic sort of gazette, where 
he had inserted a part of it. 

* You will have received various letters from mo lately, 
in a style which I used with reluctance; but you left me 
no other choice by your absolute refusal to communicate 
with a man you did not like upon the mere simple matter 
of transfer of a few papers of little consequence, (except 
to their author,) and which could be of no moment to 
yourself. 

“ I hojie that Mr. Kinnaird is better. It is strange 
that you never alluded to his accident, if it be true, as 
stated in the papers. 

“lam yours. Sic. Sw. 

“I hope that you have a naWer winter than we have 
had here. We ^ve had inundati^s worthy of the Trent 
or Po, and foe conductor (Fraidilin’s) of my house was 


stntck (or supposed to be stricken) by a thunderbolt. 1 
was so near the window foal I was dazzled and my eyes 
hurt for several minutes, and everybody in the house felt 
an electric shock at the moment. Madame GuiccioU was 
friglitened, as you may suppose. 

“I have thought since tiiat your bigots would have 
'saddled me with a judgment,’ (as Thw^um did ^uara 
vhen be bit his tongue in talking metaphysics,) if any 
thing had happened of consequence. These fellows al¬ 
ways forget Gluist in their Christianity, and what he said 
when ‘foe lower of Siloam fell.’ 

“ To-day is the 8th, and the 10th is my surviving daugh- 
.er’s birthday. 1 have ordered, as a regale, a mutton chop 
and a bottle of ale. She is seven years old, I believe. 
Did 1 ever tell you that foe day I came of age I dined on' 
!ggs and bacon and a bottle of ale? For once in a way 
they are my favourite dish and drinkable, but as neither ' 
if them agree with me, I never use them but on great 
ubilucs—once in four or five years or so. 

“ I see someliody represents the Hunts and Mrs. Shel- 
cy as livuig in my house; it is a falsehood. They 
eside at some distance, and I do not sec them twice in a 
month. I have not met Mr. Hunt a dozen times since 
came to Genoa, or near it. 

“ Yours ever, &o.” 


LETTER DLXXIV. 

TO MH. MUKHAV. 

“ Genoa, Kyw 25“, 1822. 

“ I had sent you back the Quarterly without perusal, 
having resolved to read no more reviews, good, bad, or 
indifferent; but ‘ who con control his fate ?’ Galignani, 
to whom my English studies arc confined, has forwarded 
a copy of at least one-half of it in his indefatigable catch¬ 
penny weekly compilation ; and as, ‘ like honour, it came 
unlookcd for,’ I have looked through it. I must say that, 
tpon the wtiok, that is, the whole of foe hay which I have 
read, (for foe other half is to be the segment of Galigna¬ 
ni’s next week’s circular,) it is extremely handsome, and 
any thing but unkind or mifair. As I take foe good in 
good part, I must not, nor will not, quarrel wifo foe bad. 
What foe writer says of Don Juan is harsh, but it is in¬ 
evitable. He must follow, or at least not directly oppose, 
foe opinion of a prevailing and yet not very firmly seated 
riarty. A review may and will direct and ‘ turn awry’ the 
currents of opinion, but it must not directly oppose them. 
Don Juan will be known, by-and-by, for what it is in¬ 
tended, a Satire on abuses of foe present state of society, 
and not an eulogy of vice.* It may be now and then 
voluptuousI can’t help that. Ariosto is worse; Smol¬ 
lett (see Lord Strutwell in vol. 2d of Roderick Random) 
ten times worse; and Fielding no better. No girl will 
ever be seduced by reading Don Juan:—no, no; she will 
go to Little’s poems and Rousseau’s Romans for that, or 
tven to foe immaculate De Slafil. They will encourage 
her, and not foe Don, who laughs at that, and—and—mist 
other things. But sever mind— ea ira ! 

*♦♦♦♦♦ 

“ Now, do you see what you and your friends do by 
your injudicious rudeness ?—actually cement a sort ^ 
connexion which you strove to prevent, and which, had 
the Ihmts prospered, would not in all probability have con¬ 
tinued. As it is, I will not quit them in their adversity, 
foough it should cost me cliaracter, fame, money, and foe 
usual et cetera. 

“ My original motives I already explained, (in the let¬ 
ter which you thought proper to sliow:) they are the true 
ones, and I abide by them, as I tell you, and I told Leigh 
Hunt when he questiemed mo on the subject of that letter. 
He was violently hurt, and never will fiirpve me atbol- 

* ScsDod Jasa.CastoIT. StantatS, W.As. 
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tom; but I can’t help that. I never meant to make 
parade of it; but if he chose to question me, I could oni. 
answer the plain truth ; and I confess I did not see an 
thnq; in the letter to hurt him, unless I said he was 
bore' which 1 don’t remember. Had their Journal gom 
on wei^ and 1 could have aided to make it better for them 
I should then have left them, after my sate pilotage off" 
lee shore, to make a prosperous voyage by themselves 
As it is, I can’t, and would not if 1 coul^ leave them 
among the breakers. 

“ As to any community of feeling, thought, or opinion 
between Lei^ Hunt and me, there is little or none. Wi 
meet rarely, hardly ever; but I think him a good-princi' 
pled and able man, and must do as I would he done by 
‘ I do not know what world he has lived in, but I have lived 
in three or four; but none ef tliem like his Keats am 
kangaroo terra incognita. Alas! poor Shelley! howwi 
would have laughed had he lived, and how we used to 
laugh now and then at various tilings which are grave in 
the suburbs! 

“You are all mistaken about Shelley. You do not 
Know how mild, how tolerant, how good he was in society 
and as perfect a gentleman as ever crossed a drawing¬ 
room, when he liked, and where liked. 

“ I have some thoughts of taking a run down to Naples 
(solus, or, at most, cum sM) this spring, and writing, 
when I have studied tlie country, a Fiflli and Sixth Canto 
of Childe Harold: but this is merely an idea for the pre 
sent, and I have other excursions and voyages in my 
mind. The busts* are finished: are you worthy of them? 

“Yours, &c. 

“N. B. 

“P. S. Mrs. Shelley is residing with the Uimts at 
some distance from me. f see them very seldom, and 
generally on account of their business. Mrs. Shelley, I 
tolieve, will go to England in tlie spring. 

“ Count Gambia’s family, the father and modier and 
daughter, are residing wiA mo by Mr. Hill (the minis¬ 
ter’s) recommendation, as a safer assyliim from the |)olili- 
ca! persecutions than they could have in another resi¬ 
dence ; but they occupy one part of a large house, and I 
tlie other, and our establishments arc quite separate. 

“ Since I have read the Quarterly, I shall erase two 
or three passages in the latter sit or seven cantos, in 
which I had lightly stroked over two or three of your 
authors; but I will not return evil for good. I liked what 
I read of the article much. 

“Mr. J. Hunt is most likely the publisher of the new 
Cantos; with what prospects of success I know not, nor 
does it very much matter, as far as I am concerned; but 
I hope it may be of use to him, for he is a stiff, sturdy, 
conscientious man, and I like him: he is such a one a 
Prynno or Pym might be. I bear you no ill-will for de¬ 
clining the Don Juans. 

“ Hhive you aided Madame do Yossy, as I requested ? 

I sent her throe hundred francs. Recommend her, will 
you, to the Literaiy Fund, or to some benevolence within 
vour circles.” 


LETTER DLXXV. 


"Albaro, Nov. 10,1822. 

♦ * ’I' . * . * . ■ -, 

* The CheviUior persisted in declaiing himself an ill- 

used gentleman, and describing you as a kind of cold 
Calypso, who lead astray people at an amatory disposition 
wnihoul giving them any sort of compensation, contenting 

• Of tlie bolt of himwlf by BortoIIlni he eoyi, In one of hie letwre to 
Mr.jilurrey *i The bunt does not torn out a good ooe,—though it iiioy 
be like for aught I know, as It exactly nMeiublex a euijermnuated Jeeult. 

1 ««*ur« you BsirtallUii’i i» dreadful, Ihouen nijr mind 
me thiit it to hidmuaiy like. If it ht, I oanaol tM long Tor thto world. Ibr 
it ovtfrtotfk* •cventy.” Moort, 
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y wrBol^ it seems, with <mly making wic fool instead of two^ 
which IS the more approved mcAod of proceeding on such 
occasions. For my part, I dunk you are quite right, 
and be assured from me dial a woman {as society is con¬ 
stituted in England,) who gives any advantage to a man 
may exp^t a lover, but will sooner or later find a tyrant ; 
and this is not the man’s fault either, perhaps, but is the 
necessaiy and natural result of the circiunstances of 
society which, in &ct, tyrannize over the mw equally widi 
the women, that is to say, if cither of Uiem have any 
feeling or honour. 

“You can write to me at your leisure and inclination, 
have always laid it down as a majfim, and found it justi- 
ied by experience, that a man and a woman make far 
jetter friendships than can exist between two of the same 
<ex; but these with this condition, that (hey never have 
nadc, or are to make, love with each other. Lovers 
may, and, indeed, generally are enemies, but they never 
zeui be friends ; because there must always be a spice of 
jealousy and a something of seif in ail their speculations. 

“ Indeed, I rather look upon love altogether as a sort 
jf hostile transaction, very necessary to make or to break 
matches, and keep the world going, but by no moans a 
inccure to the parties concerned. 

“Now, as my love-perils are, I believe, pretty well 
*ver, atjcl yours, .by all accounts, are never to begin, we 
thall be the best friends imaginable as far as b(kh are 
mneemed, and with this advantage, that we may both 
fall to loving right and iefl through all our acquaintance, 
itliout either suUennoss or sorrow from th^ amiable 
lossion which are its inseparable attendants. 

“ Believe me, &c.* 


LETTER PLXXVI 

TO MR. PROCTOR. 

“Pisa, Jan. 1823. 

“ Had I l>cen aware of your tragedy when I wrote my 
ote to ‘Marino Faliero,’ altiiough it is a matter of no 
onsequence to you, I should certainly not have omitted 
insert your niune with tlioso of the other writers who 
till do honour to the drama. My own notions mi the 
object altogether are so different from tlie popular ideas 
liie day, that wo differ essentially, as indeed I do from 
iir whole English literati, upon that topic. But 1 do not 
on tend tliat I am right'—I merely say tliat such is my 
pinion, and as it is a solitary one, it can do no great 
larm. But it does not prevent roe from doing justice to 
te powers of those who adopt a difi'erent system.** 


LETTER DLXXVIL 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Genoa, Feb. 20,182S. 

“my dear tom, 

“ I must again refer you to those two letters addressed 
you at Passy before I read your speech in GaUgnani, 
.c., and which ymi do not seem to have received. 

“ Of Hunt X see little—once a month or so, and then 
I his own business, generally. You may easily siipjiose 
hat I know too little of Hampstead and his satellites to 
ave much communion or community with him. My 
'bole present relation to him arose from Shelley’s tmex- 
seted wreck. You would not have had me leave him 
tlie street with his family, would you ? and as to the 
[her plan you mention, you forgot how it would humitiate 
um—that his writings riiould bo supposed to be dead 
eight! Think a moment—he is perhaps the vainest 
tan cm earth, at least his own friends say so pretty 
tudly; and if he were in other circumstances, I might 
tempted to take him down a peg; but not now,—it 
ould be cruel. It is a cursed business; but neither tiui 
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motive nor the mesiu re»t upon my conecience, and it ter for tlio first time, and I suffer g , 

happens that he and tun brother Aoue been so far benefitei' but no peril. 

by the publication in a pecuniary pirint tff view. Hi Hill is, I believe, occupied with ns H* 7‘ 

brother is asteady, bold follow, such as Piynm, for exaii give him your message when I see im^ 

pie, and full of moral, and, 1 hear, physical courage. “ My name, I see in 4e papers, las e ^8 

“ And i/BU are really recanting or softening to thi the unhappy Portsmouth business, o w i ■ w 

clergy; It will do little good for you—it isyoa, not th< is very succinct. Mr. Hanson is my solicilor. I lomd 
poem, they are at. They will say they frightened you— him so when I was ten years old at my uncle s <jeatn—- 
ibriudit Ireland! ' and be was continued in the management of my legal 

«Yours ever, *N. B.” _ss. He asked me, by a civil espistle, as an old ao- 

juaintance of Iiis liuniiy, to be present at the marriage of 

T rormr'D nr -v-vtrrTT mom- 

LETTER DLXXVIU. j op ,„o balls all night,) to witness 

TO MRS. ■ (he ceremony, which I could not very well refuse without 

♦ * affronting a man who had never offended me. I saw 

“ I presume that you, at least, know enough of me to nothing particular in the marriage. Of course I could not 
be sure that I could have no intention to insult Hunt’s know the prclimiiiarios, except from what he said, not having , 
poverty. On the contrary, I honour him for it; for 1 been present at the wooing, nor after it, for I walked honae, 
know what it is, having been as much embarra-ssed as and they went into the country as soon as they had promis- 

, _I. ‘_Ea Otvnv.},, Ai/vt T hmar TVsKlltR /Ia 



Journal, I answer in the negative. * ’•' * 1 engaged in but beg leave to decline the liaison, which is quite untrue; 
the Journal from good-will towards him, added to respect my liaison was with the fatl.cr, in the unsentimental shape 
for his character, literary and personal; and no le.ss fi of long lawyers’ bills, Ihroiigli the medium of which I have 
his polilicfd courage, as well as regret for his present had to pay him ten or twelve tliousand pounds within these 
circumstances: I did tins in the hope that he might, wiUi few years. She was not pretty, and I suspect that tlie in- 

tlie same ^ from literary friends of literary coiilribii- defatigable Mr. A-was (Uke all her people) more 

tions, (which is requisite for all Journals of a mixed attracted by her title than her cliurros. I regret very much 
nature,) render himself independent. that I was present at the prologue to the happy state of 

horsewhipping and black jobs. See. &c., but I could not 
“I have always treated him, in our personal intercourse, tbresee that a man was to turn out mad, who had gone 
with such scrupulous delicacy, that 1 have foreliomc in- about the world for fifty years, as competent to vole, and 
tnidmg advio", which I thought might be disagreeable, walk at large; nor did he seem to me more bsane than 
lest he should impute it to wliat is called ‘taking advan- any other person going to be married, 
taga of a man’s situation.’ “ I havi' no objection to he acquainted with the Marquis 

“As to friendship, it is a propensity in which my genius Palavicini, if lie wishes it. Lately, I have gone, little into 
is very limited. I do not know the male human being, society, English or foreign, for I had seen all that was 
except Lord Clare, tlie friend of my infancy, for whom I worth seeing in llie former before I left England, and at 
feel any thing that deserves llie name. All my others are the lime of life when 1 was more disposed to like it; and 
men of the world friendships. I did not even feel it for of tlie latter 1 had a sufficiency in the first few years of 
Shelley, however much T admlreil and esteemed him; so my residence in Switzerland, chiefly at Madame do 
that you see not even vanity could hrihe mo into it, for, of Slael's, where I went sometimes, till 1 grew tired of con- 
all men, Shelley tlioiight highest of my talents,—and, per- versazioni and carnivals, with their appendages; and the 
hop.s, of iny disposition. bore i.s, that if you go once, you are expccleil to be there 

“I will do my duty by my infimates, upon the principle daily, or rather nightly. I went Uio round of tlio most 
of doing as you would be done by. I have done so, I noted soirees at Venice or elsewhoro (where I remained 
trust, in most instances. I may he pleased with tlieir con- not any lime) to tlie Beiizoria, and the Albrizzi, and the 
versatioii—rejoice in their .success—be glad to do them a Micliell'i, Sen. &e., and to the Cardinals and the various 
service, or to receive their counsel and assistance in rc- potentates of the Legation in Romagna (that is, Ravenna,) 
turn. But, a.s for friends and fricndahip, I have (as I al- and only receded fur the sake of quiet when I ramo into 
ready said) named the only remaining male for whom I Tuscany. Besides, if I go into siKiiety, I generally gel, in 
feel any tiling of the kind, excepting, perliaps, Thomas the long run, into some scrape of some kind or other, which 
Moore. I have had, and may have still, a tliousand do n’t occur in my solitude. However, I am pretty well 
friends, as they are called, in life, who are like one’s part- settled now,by time and teiiipcr, which is so far lucky as it 
ners in the waltz of this world, nut much remembered prevents restlessness; but, as I said before, as an aequain- 
when the ball is over, tliougb very pleasant for Uie time, tunce of yours, I will ho ready and willing to know your 
Habit, business, and companionship in pleasure or in pain, friends. Ho may be a sort of connexion for aught I know; 
are finks of a similar kini and the same faith in politics is fl,r a Palavicina, of Sologna, I believe, married a distant 
another.' ♦ ♦ ♦ relative of mine half a ccntuiy ago. I happen to knoW 

the fact, as he and hiS spouse had an annuity of five hun¬ 
dred pounds on my uncle’s property, which coased at his 
demise, though I recolloct hearing they attempted, natu¬ 
rally onougli, to make it survive him. If I can doany thing 
for you here, or elsewhere, pray order, and be obeyed.* 


LETTER DLXXIX. 

TO LADV 

“Genoa, March, 28,1823. 

“ Mr. Hdl is here: I lUned wth him on Saturday be¬ 
fore last; and on leaving his house at S. P. d’Arena, my 
carriage broke down. I walked home, about three miles, 
—no very great fiiat of podestrianism; but either the 
coming out of hot rooms into a bleak wind chilled me, or 
Jho walking up-hill to Albaro heated me, or something or 
^er set mo wropjjWd next day lhail an 10 “-'-*— 


LETTER DLXXX. 


TO MR. MOORE. 


imor »enii» .re-, -----j E„l.g-F,.rl.nuiuUimamMtMiMH»iiMii. Anera 

littsck in the f&CCj 16 X h&vc oeon subject tins wm* 1 tboul Uui time m lh« (.^urU t» I»reve hiUk iitMiB*. 


“Genoa, April 2,1823. 

“ 1 have juiirt. seen some fnends yemrs, who (laid me a 
I’lic t«rl uf FortsmnuUi married Mim Hatixai. Atterapu wan madt 
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viut yeft<9rday, which, in honour of diem and of you, I re> 
turned to-dayas I reservo my bear-skin and teeth, and 
paws and claws, for our enemies. 

«I have also seen Henry Pox, Lord Holland’s son, 
whom 1 had not looked upmi since I left him a pretty mild 
boy, without a neckcloth, in a jacket, and in delicate 

heahh, seven ioD" years a^ne, at the peW of mine 
cc/ipse^he third, I believe, as I have g(.‘iierai/y one eveiy tlie Count * **8 Journal, wliich is a very extraordinary 
two or throe years. I think tliat he has the softest and production,* and of a most melancholy truth in alt that 
most amiable ejqiression of countenance I ever saw, and regards high life in England. I know, or knew, per- 
manners correspondent. If to tiiosc he can odd heredi- sonally, most of the personages and societies, which he 
tary talents, he will keep the name of Fox in all its fresh- lescrihes; and after reading his remarks have tiic sensa* 


LETTER DLXXXI. 

TO TH* EAKL OF BLESSIKQTOK, 

“Apra5,l8M» 

^MR. DEAR LOHVt 

“How is your goat ? or rather, how are you ? I return 


ness for tialT a century more, ( hope. I speak from a 
tnuisient glimpse—but I love still to yield to such im¬ 
pressions ; for 1 have ever (bund that those I liked lotigcsi 
and best, I took to at first sight; and 1 always liked that 
boy; perhaps, in part, from some resemblance in the less 
fortunate paj-l of our destinies; I mean, to avoid mistakes. 


fresh upon me os 1 had seen them yesterday. I 
would liowcvcr plead in behalf of some few exceptions, 
liich 1 will mention by-and-by. The most singular 
king is, h(tw be sltonhl have penetrated md the fact, but 
le tnysicry of the English ennui, at (wo-aiid-twenty. I 
as about the same age when I made the same di»- 


his lameness. But there is this difference, that he appe^s covery, in almost precisely the same circles-—(for there is 


a halting angel, who has tripped against a star; while I 
am Ijc IHahle Boiteux ,—a soubriquet, which I marvel that, 
among their vsuious mminia umhrvR, the Ortliodox Itave not 
hit upon. 

“Your other allies, whom I have found very agreeable 
personages, and Milor Blcssington and dpouse, travelling 
with a very handsome companion, in the shape of a 
‘French Count,’ (to use Farquhar’s phrase in the B<*aiix’ 
Stratagem,) who has all the air of a Cupidon (Urhuint, 
and is one of the few specimens I have seen of our ideal 
of a Frenchman Ixforc the Revolution—an old frieml with 


earcely a person mentionetf whom I did not see nightly 
daily, and was acquainte<i more or loss intimately with 
tost of them)—but I never could have dttscribed it so 
ell. II find Hre /Vanoois, to offbet this. 

But ho <»ught also to have been in the country during 
hunting season, with ‘a select party of distinguwliod 
icsfs,’ as the papers term it. He ought to have seen 
gentlemen after dinner, (on the hunting days,) and 
sointo ensuing thereupon—and the women looking os 
they had hunted, or rather been hunted; and I could 
avc wished that ho had been at a dinner in town, which 


a new face, upon wliosc like I ne^'cr thought that \vc 1 recollect at Lord G * *’s—small, but select, and com- 
ahould look again. MiladI seems highly literary, to whicli, [tosed of tho most amusing people. The dessert was 
and your honour’s ac<|uaintance with the family, I attri- hardly on the table, when, out of tw-elve I counted 
butc Uie pleasure of having seen them. She is also very aslt'ip; of that five, there were Tierney l^ord * *, and 
pretty, even in a morning,—a species of beauty on which Lord * *—1 forget the other two, but they wore either 
file sun of Italy does not shine so frequently as the chan- wits or orators—pikrliaps poets. 

delier. Certainly, Englishwomen wear better than their “My residonr 4 J in the East and in Italy has mode me 
ccmtinenla! neighbours of the same aex. M * * seems Honicwhat indulgent of the siesta—but tlieri tliey set 
very good-natured, hut is much tamed, since I recol- regularly about it in warm countries, and peifonn it in 
lect him in all the glory of genw and .snuff-boxes, and solitude, (or at most in a t(Mi'-a-it?te with a projier cc«n- 
uniforms, and theatricals, and speeches in our house— panion,) and retire quietly to tbeir rooms to got out of the 
‘I mean, of pikers’ (I must nifcr you to Pope—whom sun’s way for an hour or two. 

you do n’t read, and won’t appreciate—for that quota- “Ahogctln:r, your friend s Journal is a very f irmidable 
tion, wlikdi you must allow to be poetical,) and sitting prorluetion. Alas! our dcarly-beloved countrymen have 
to Slroeling, the |>ainter (do you rciiieniber our visit, iily di,scovered tliat they are. tired, and not that tliey arc 
witli Leckie, to the German?) to be depicted as one of tiresome; ainl I suspect that the communication the 
the heroes of Agincoiirt,’ with hia long sword, saddle, latter uripleasanl verity will not be better received than 
briflle, whack fal dc,’ &c. &c. truths asiially are. J have read tlie whole with great 

“I iiave been unwell—caught a cold and inftamma- attention and uislructioii. I am too good a patriot to say 
tion, which menanced a conflagration, after dining with pkamirc —at least I wim’t say so, whatever I may think, 
our ambassador, Monsieur Hill,—not owing to the dinner, I showed it (I hope no breach of ctwifidencc,) to a young 
but fhy carriage broke down on Uie way home, and J had Italian l^ly of riuik, trhs inatruite. also; and who passes, 
to walk some miles, up-hill partly, after hot rooms, ii. or passed, for being one of the three most celebrated lielles 
a very bleak windy evening, anfl over-hotted, or over- in the district of Italy, where her family and connexions 
colded myself. I have not been so robustious as for- resided in Jess troublesome limes as to politics, (w'hich is 
merly, ever since the lost summer, when I fell ill after not Genoa, by-the-way,) and she was delighted with it, 
a long swun in the Mediterranean, and have never and says that she ha-s derived a better notion of English 
been quite right up to this present writing. I am tliin, society from it than from all Madame de Stall’s metap 
-~;^erhap 8 thinner than you saw me, when I was nearly physical disputations on the same subject, in her woric on 
tran.«iparent, inlfllS,—and am obliged to he moderate of the Revolution. I beg Uiat you will thank the young 
my mouth, which, nevertheless, won’t prevent me (the philo.sopber, and make my ccanpUmeots to Lady B. and 
gods willing) &(»n dining with your friends the day after her sister. 

to-morrow. “Believe mo your very obliged and faithful 

* They give me a very good account of you, and d* “ N. B. 

your nearly‘Empriaoned Angels.’ But why did you “ P. S. There is a rumour in letters of some disturbance 
change your title ?—you will regret this some day. The or complot in the French Pyrenean army—generals sus- 
bigots are not to be conciliated, and, if they were, are peeled or dismissed, and ministers of war travelling to see 
they worth it? I suspect that 1 am a more orthodox wdiat’s the matter. ‘Marry, (as David sap,) tlushathai) 
Christian tlian you are; and, whenever I see a real aniPT 

Chrutian, cither in pmctice or in theory, (for I never yet ** Tell Count * * thtU sane of the names are not 
found the man who could produce either, when put to the quite intelligible, e 8 (>ecially of the clubs; he speaks of 
pitK^ 1 am his disc^de. But, till then, I cannot truckle 

to ritn^monfferSi—nor X imaaino what has made you * wjoiber iswer to Lord Bi«Muigtoa, h* ssy* mtiuBws, 

: br<Mb«r-to-]cw't aaeettor't Mimoirs.** 


CtfciBQcisa your Seraphs. 
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WaUt —perhaps he is light, but in my time Watiera was 
tlie Dandy Club, of which (though no dandy) I was a 
member, at the time too of its greatest glory, when Brunt- 
moll and Mildmay, Alvanley and Pierropo'mt, gave the 
dandy balls; and we (the club, that is,) got up the famous 
masquerade at Burlington House and Carden for Welling¬ 
ton. Ho does not speak of the Ayred, which was the 
most recherchi and most tiresome of any, as 1 know by 
being a member of that too.” 


LETTER DLXXXn. 

TO THE EAKI. OF BLES8INST0I*. 

“AprUe, 1823. 

“It would bo worse than idle, knowing, as I do, the 
utter wwthlessncss of words on such occasions, in luc to 
attempt to express what f ought to feel, and do (eel for 
the loss you have sastained and I must thus dismiss the 
subject, for I dare not trust myself further with itybr yoitr 
sake, w lor my own. I shall endeavour to see you as soon 
as it may not appear intrusive. Pray excuse the levity 
of my yesterday’s scrawl—1 little thought under what 
circumstances it would hnd you. 

“ I have received a very handsome and flattering nolo 
from Count * *. He must excuse my apparent rude¬ 
ness and real ignorance in replying to it in English, 
through the mislium of your k’md interjirclation. I would | 
not on any account deprive him of a production, of which 
I really think more than I have even said, though you arc 
good enough not to be dissatisfied even with tliat; but 
whenever it is completed, it would give me the greatest 
pleasure to have a eopi )—but hmo to keep it secret! lite¬ 
rary secrets are like others. By changing tlie names, or 
at least omitting several, and altering the circumstances 
indicative of the writer’s real station, the author would 
render it a most amusing publication. His countrymen 
have not been treated oitlier in a literary or personal point 
of view with such deference in English recent works, as to 
lay him under any very great national obligation of forbea¬ 
rance ; and really the remarks are so true and so piquante 
that I cannot bring myself to wish their suppression; 
though, as Dangle says, ‘ He is my friend,’ many of these 
personages ‘ were my fricTulal but much such friends as 
Dangle and his allies. 

“I return you Dr. Parr's letter—have met him at 
Payne Knight’s and elsewhere, and he did me the honour 
once to be a patron of mine, although a great friciul of 
the other branch of the House of Atreus, and the Greek 
teacher (I behevc) dC my moral Clytemnestra—I say 
moral, because it is true, and so useful to the virtuous, 
that it enables them to do any thing without the aid of an 
iE^thus. 

“I beg my compliments to Lady B. Miss P. and to 
your Alfred. 1 tliink, since his Majesty of the same 
name, there has not been such a learned surveyor of our 
Saxon society. 

“Ever yours most truly, 

“iir. B.” 

“April 9,1823. 

DEAE EOHO, 

*P. S. I salute Miledi, Madaratnaelle Mama, and the 
Ulustrious Chevalier Count ♦ ♦, who, I liope, will continue 
his history of ‘ his own times.’ There arc some strange 
coincidences between a part of his remarks and a certain 
work of mine, now in MS. in England, (I do not moan 
the hermetically sealed Memoirs, but a continuation of 
certain Csntos of a certain poem,) especially in whal a 

* Tba dtalh of Lord odit, which had been Iona eX' 

hat of wfahsh tho aMount hail }uai then arrie^. 


man may do in London with impunity while he is ‘h la 
mode;’ which I think it well to state, tliai he may not 
suspect me of taking advantage of his confidence. The 
observations are very general.” 


LETTER DLXXXllI. 

TO THE EARL OF BEESSINOTOir. 

“April 14, I82S. 

“I am truly sorry that I cannot accompany you in your 
ride this morning, owing to a violent pain in my face, 
arising from a wart to wliich I by medical advice applied 
a caustic. Whether I put too much, 1 do not know, but 
die consequence is, not only I have been put to some 
pain, but tho peccant part and its immediate environ are 
as black os if the printer’s devil had marked mo for an 
author. As I do not wish to frighten your horses, or tlieir 
riders, I shall (wislpone waiting upon you until six o’clock, 
when J iiope to have subsided into a more Christianlike 
resrinhlancc to my fellow-creatures. My intliclion has 
partially extended even to my fingers Ibr on trying to gel 
the black from off my upper lip at least, I have only 
transfused a portion thereof to my right hand, and neither 
lemon-juice nor can dc Cologne, nor any other can, have 
been able as yet to redeem it also from a more inky 
apjicarancc than is eitlier proper or pleasant. But ‘ out 
damn'd spot’—you may have perceived sometlung of the 
kind yesterday, for on my return, 1 saw that during my 
visit it had increased, was increasing, and ought to be 
diminished; and 1 could not help laughing at the figure I 
iiust have cut before yon. At any rate, 1 shall l>e with 
you at six, witlt the advantage of twilight. 

“Ever most truly, &c. 

“11 o’clock. 

*P. S. I wrote the above at three this inoming. 1 
regret to say that the whole of tho skin of about an inch 
square above my upper lip has come off, so tliat I cannot 
even shave or masticate, and 1 am equally unfit to appear 
at your table, and to partake of its hospitality. Will you 
tlicreforc pardon me, and not mistake tJiia rueful excuse 
for a ‘ make-hdiwe’ as you will swtn recognise whenever 
I have the plttasure of meeting you again, and I will call 
the moment 1 am, in the nursery phrase, ‘ fit to be seen.’ 
Tell Lady B. with iny compliments, that 1 am rummag¬ 
ing my papers for a MS. worthy of her acceptation. I 
have just seen the younger Count Gamba, and as I can¬ 
not prevail on h’is infinite modesty to take llie field without 
me, 1 must take this piece of diffidence on my myself 
also, and beg your indulgence for both.” 


LETTER DLXXXIV. 

TO THE COUIfT * *. 

“April 22,1823. 

“My dear Count + *, (if you will permit me to adds ss 
you so familiarly,) ^’oti should be content with writing in 
your own language, like Grammont, and succeeding in 
London as nobody has succeeded since the days of 
Charles the Second and the records of Antonio Hamil¬ 
ton, without deviating into our barbarous ianguagCf— 
which you understand and write, however, much better 
than it deserves. 

“ My ‘ apiirobation,’ as you are plaased to term it, was 
very sincere, but perhaps not very impartial; for though I 
love my country, I do not love my countrymen—at least, 
such as they now are. And besides the seduction of 
talent and wit in your work, I fear that to me there was 
the attraction of vengeance. I have seen and Jeb much 
of what you have described so well. I have known the 
persons, and the reunions so described—(many of them. 



LETTE 

that is 10 say,)—Huid the portraits are so like that I 
cannot but admire the painter no less than his perform¬ 
ance. 

“But I am sorry for you; for if you are so well 
ac()uainted with life at your age, wliat will become of 
you when the illusion is still more dissipated ? but never 
mind—jen aoanl I —live while you can; and that you may 
have the full enjoyment of the many advantages of yotith, 
talent, and figure, which you possess, is the wish of an— 
Englishman,—I suppose,—but it is no treason; niy 
motlier was Scotciv-snd my name and my family are botli 
Norman; and as for myselij I am of no country. As for 
my ‘Works,’ which you are pleased to mention, let them 
go to the devil, from whence (if you believe many per- 
•ons) they came. 

“ X have the honour to be your obliged, &c. &c.* 


LETTER DLXXXV. 

TO THC COUNTESS OP DLESSINGTON. 

“Mays, 1823. 

“dear lady * *, 

“My request would be for a copy of the miniature of 
I.ady B., which I have scicn in possession of Uie laf<‘ 
Lady Noel, as T have no picUtrCjOr indeed me.un)rial of 
any kind tif liady B., as all h<‘.r letters were in her own 
possession before X left England,aiul we have had no cor¬ 
respondence since—at h^asi on h(“r part. 

“ My message, with regard to the infant, is simply to 
this effect—that in the ev(‘nt of any ac<’ident occurring tn 
the. motlier, and my remaining the snr\'ivor, it wouUl b<’ 
my wish to have her plans carric<l into effect, liotli with 
regard to the cMlucatioii of the child, and the ficrson or 
persons under wliose cure Lady B. niiglit he desirous that 
she siiould be placed. It is not my intention to interli re 
with her in any way on the sttbjcct during fier life ; aiui I 
presume thtit it would be some consolation to her to 
know, (if she is in ill healili, as I arn given to understand,) 
that in no case would any thing he done, as far as I air 
ccmceriicd, bnt in strict eoufirmity with Lady B.’s owu 
wishes and mtenlions—loft in what niuimer she thought 
proper. 

“ Believe me, dear Lady B., your obliged, &c.*’ 


LETTER DLXXXVL 

TO THE COUNTESS OF ’ 

“ Albaro, May 6,1823. 

“my dear lady * * *, 

“I send you the letter which I had firgotten, and th 
book,* which I ought to have remembered. It contains 
(the book, I mean) some melancholy truths; tliough I 
believe that it is too Iristc a work ever to have been pojm- 
The first time I ever read it, (not the edition I send 
you,—for I got it since,) was at the ((jjsire of Madame dc 
Stael, w'ho was supposed by the good-natured world to be 
the heroinewluch she was not, however, and was 
furious at the supposition. This otjcurred in Switzerland, 
in the sutnreer (ff 1816, and the last season in which 1 
ever saw that celebrated person. 

“I have a request to make to my friend Alfred, (^C€ 
bo has not disdsdned the title,) viz. that he would conde> 
scend to add a cap to tlie gentleman in the jacket,—ii 
would complete his costume,—and smooth his brow, whici 
is somewhat too inveterate a likeness of the original, Goc 
help me! 

“I did well to avoid the water-party,—is a myste- 
ry, which is not less to be wondered at than all my othe: 
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mysteries. Tell Milm* that I ant deep in his MS., and 
wili do him justice by a diligent perusal. 

“ The letter which I enclose I was prevented from 
sending, by my dospairof its doing any go^. I was per¬ 
fectly sincere when 1 wrote it, and am so still. But it is 
difficult for me to widisiand tlie thousand provocatitms on 
that subject, which both friends aitd foes have for seven 
yearn been throwing m the way of a man whose feelings 
were once quick, and whose temper was never patient. 
But ‘ returning were os tedious as go o’er.’ I feel this as 
much us ever Macbeth did; and it U a dreary sensation, 
which at least avenges the real or imagirmry wrmtgs of 
one of die two unfortunate persons whom it concerns. 

“But 1 am going to bo gloomyso, ‘to bed, to bed.* 
Good night,—or rather morning. One of the reasrms 
why 1 wish to avoid society is, that 1 can never sloop 
after it, and the pleasanter it has been, the less I rest. 

“Ever most truly,&c. &c,” 


LETTER DLXXXVIL* 

TO LADY BYRON. 

(To die care of die XIon. Mrs. Leigh, London.) 

“Pisa, Nov. 17,1821. 

“ I have to acknowlcilge the receipt of ‘ Ada’s haar,* 
.vhi'di is very soft and preUy, and nearly aa dark already 
IS mine was at twelve years old, if I may judge from 
vvhat I reeoUee.t of some in Augusta's possession, taken 
at that age. But it do n’t curl,—perhaps from its being 
let grow. 

“I also thank you for die inscription of the dale and 
•larne, and I will fell you why ;—I believe that they are 
llio only two or three words of your handwriting in my 
jiossession. For your letters I returned, and except the 
iwo words, or rather the one word, ‘Household,’ written 
twice in an old account-bocd(, 1 have no other. I burnt 
your last iifite, for two reasons:—Istly, it was written in a 
■jfyle, not very agreeable; and, 2dly, I wdshed to take your 
vvor J witliout doeimients, which are Urn worldly resources 
»f suspicious people. 

“I sujipose that this note will reach you somewhero 
about Ada's birtliday—the 10th of December, I believe. 
She will then be six, so that in about twelve more I shall 
have some chance of meeting her;—perhaps sooner, if X 
am obliged to go to England by business or otherwise. 
Recollect, however, one thing, either in distance or neor- 
nt.f5s;—everyday which keeps \& asunder should,afier so 
long a period, rather soften our mutual feelings, which 
mist always have one rallying-point as long as our cliild 
‘xistR, w hich I presume wc both hope will be long i^er 
either of lier parents. 

“ Tlie lime which has elajiswl since the separation, has 
been considerably more tihan the whole brief period of 
our union, and the not much longer one of wir pricff 
acquaintance. We both ina/le a bitter mistake; but now 
it is over, and irrevocably so. For, at thir^-direc on my 
[>art, and a few years less on yours, though it is no very 
extended period of lifit, still it is one when the habits and 
thought arc generally so fiirmed as to admit of no modifi* 
cation; and as we could not agree when younger,wa 
should with difficulty do so now. 

“1 say all tliis, ^ause X own to you that, notwitlb* 
standing every thing, I considered our reunion as not 
impossible for more a year afler the sepamtion 
bnt then I gave up the hope entirely and for ever. But 
this very impossibility of reunion seems to mo at least a 
reason why, on ail the few points ot discussion wbidi can 
arise between us, we should preserve the courtesies of 
life, and as much of its kindness as people who are never 
to meet may preserve, perhaps more easily than nearer 


* Adolyht, by M. BMSjsmiii Cooslani. 


* EodoMd in I^Ur 582. 
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eonnexioni. For my own part, I am riolent, but not 
malignant; for only fresh provocations can awaken m' 
resentments. To you, who are colder and more concen¬ 
trated, 1 would just bint, that you may sometimes mistoki 
the depth of a cold anger for dignity, and a worse feelinj 
ibr duty. 1 assure you that I bear you new (whatever I 
may have done) no resentment whatever. Remember, 
that if you. hxtve injured me in aught, this forgiveness is 
something; and tiiat, if I have injured you, it is something 
more still, if it be true, as the moralists say, tliat the mos 
offending are tlie least fiirgiving. 

* Whether the offence has been solely on my side, or 
reciprocal, or on yours chiefly, I have ceased to reflect 
upon any but two things,—via. that you arc the mother of 
my child, and diat we shall never meet again. 1 think if 
you also consider the two corresponding {toints with refer¬ 
ence to myself, it will be better for all tliree. 

“ Yours ever, 

• “Noel Bvnon.” 


LETTER DLXXXVm. 

TO MB. BLAIIUIEKE. 

“ Albaro, April 6,1823. 

* DEAR SIR, 

“I shall be delighted to sec you and your Greek friend, 
and the sooner the better. I have been expecting you 
for some time,—you will find me at home. I caimot ex¬ 
press to you how much I feel uiferc.sted in the cause; 
and nothing but die hopes I entertained of witnessing die 
liberation of Italy itself, prevented me long ago from re¬ 
turning to do what little I could, as an individual, in that 
land whicli it is an honour even to have visited. 

“ Ever yours, truly, 
“Noel BvBon.” 


LETTER DLXXXIX. 

TO MR. ROWRIRQ. 

•Genoa, May 12,1823. 

“sir, 

“ I have great pleasure in acknowledging your letter, 
and the honour which the Committee have done me;—I 
shall ondoavour to deserve their confidence by every 
means in my power. My first wish is to go up into die 
Levant in person, where 1 might bo enabled to lulvance, 
if not the cause, at least the means of obtaining infumia- 
tion which the Committee might be desirous of acting 
upon; and my former residence in the country, my fami¬ 
liarity with the Italian language, (which is there imiver- 
sally s|)okcn, or at least to the same extent as French in 
the more imlished parts of the continent,) and my not total 
ignorance of the Romaic, would atford mo some advan¬ 
tages of ex|ierience. To this project the only objection 

is of a domestic nature, and I shall try to get over it;_ 

if I fail in this, I must do what I can where I am; but if 
will lie always a source of regret to me, to diink that 1 
mig^t pcriistis have done more tor the cause on die spot. 

“Our last information of Captain Hlaqiiierc is from 
Ancona, where lie embarked with a fair wind for Corfu, 
on the 16th ult.; he is now probably at his destination! 
My last letter/rom him personally was dated Rome; he 
had been refused a passport through die Neapolitan ter¬ 
ritory, and returned to strike up through Romagna for 
Ancona: Uttle time, however, appears to have been lost 
by the delay. 

“ The principal material wanted by the Greeks appears 
to be, first, a parit of field artillery—light, and fit for moun- 
tain-servico; secondly, gunpowder; diirdly, hospital or 
■nodical stores. The readiest m’ode oftransmission is, I 
hear, by Idra, addressed to Mr. Negri, the minister. I 


meant to send up a certain ((nanuty of the two latter 
—no great deal—^but enough for an individual to show 
his good wishes fur the Greek success', but am pausing, 
because, in cose I should go myself, 1 can take them with 
me. I do not wgnt to limit my own contribution to this 
merely, but more especially, if I can get to Greece my¬ 
self, I should devote whatever resources I can muster of 
my own, to oilvancing die great object. I am in corre- 
sjwndence with Signor Nicolas Karrcllas, (well known to 
Mr. Hubliouse,) who is now at Pisa; but his latest ad¬ 
vice merely staled, that the Greeks are at present em¬ 
ployed in organising their internal guvenunent, and the 
details of its ^ministration; this would seem to indicate 
tecurUy, Imt the war is however far from being terminated. 

“ The Turks are an obstinate race, as all former wars 
have proved them, and will return to the charge for years 
to come, even if beaten, as it is to be hoped they will be. 
But in no case can the labours of the Committee be said 
to be in vain, for in the event even of the Greeks being 
sulxlucd and dispersed, the funds which could be em- 
ployeil in succouring and gathering together the remnant, 
so as to alleviate in part their rlisiresses, and enable them 
to find or midte a country, (as so many emigrants of other 
nations have been compelleil to do,) would bless ‘both 
diose who gave ami diosc who took,’ as die bounty both 
of just ice anil of mercy. 

‘ Widi regard to the formation of a brigade, (which Mr. 
Hobliouse hints at in his short letter of this day’s receipt, 
enclosing the one to which I have die honour to reply,) 

1 would presume to suggest—but merely as an opinion, 
resulting rather from die iiiclaiiolioly experience of the 
brigades embarked in the Columbian service, than from 
any experiment yet fairly tried in Greece —that the at¬ 
tention of die Committee had better perhaps be directed 
to die employment of qfficere of exiierience dian die enrol- 
mcntofruui Srilish soldiers, wliich latter are apt to be 
unruly, and not very serviceable, in irregular warfare, by 
the side of foreigners. A small body of good officers, 
es|>ecially artillery; an engineer, widi quantity (such as 
the Committee might deem requisite) of stores, of the 
nature whicli Captain Blaquiere indicated as most wanted, 
would, I should conceive, be a highly useful accession. 
Officers, also, who had previously served in die Meditor- 
rauean, would bo preferable, as some knowledge of Italian 
is nearly indispensable. 

“ It would also he as well dial they should be aware 
hat they are not going ‘ to rougli it on a beefsteak and 
bottle ol |x>rt,’—but tliat Greece—never, of late years, 
very plentifully stocked for a me**—is at present the 
country of all kinds uiprivaiiota. This remark may socm 
superfluous; but 1 have been leil to it, by observing that 
many foreign officers, Italian, French, ami even Germans, 
(butyciecr of the latter,) have returned in disgust, imagin¬ 
ing cither that they were going up to malte a party ol 
-ileasurc, or to enjoy full pay, speedy promotion, and a 
•cry moderate degree of duty. They complain, too, of 
mviiig been ill received by the Government or inhabi- 
aiits; but numbers of Uiesc cornplainte were more adven- 
urers, attracted by a hope of command and plunder, ^ 
disappointed of botii. Those Greeks I have seen stre- 
luoualy deny the cliatge of inhospitality, and declare that 
they shared their pittance to the last crumb with their 
foreign volunteers. 

“I need not suggest to the Committee the very great 
advantage which must accrue to Great Britain from the 
success of die Greeks, and their probable commercial 
relations with England in consequence; because 1 feel 
persuaded that the first object of die Committee is their 
EMABCtPATion, without any interested views. But the 
consideration might weigh with the English people in 
general, in their present passion for every land of specu¬ 
lation,—they need not cross die American sets, for one 
much better worth their while, and nearer home. The 
resources, even for an emigrant piqiulation, in the Greek' * 
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iafand alont, are rarely to be pwolleled; and the ch«B|>- 
nen of every kind, of not only neeasary, bat hmtry, (that 
is to Ky, hmtry of nabtre,) fruits, wine, oil, &c. in a slab 
of peace, are ^ beyond those of the Cape, and Yan Die 
man’s Land, and ^e other places of refufte, which the 
English population are searching for over the waters. 

" I beg that the Committee will command me in any 
, and evefy way. If I am favoured with any instructions, 
I shall endeavour to obey them to the letter, whether con¬ 
formable to my own private opinion or not. I beg leave 
to adi^ personally, my respect for the gentleman whom I 
have tile honour of addressing, 

" And am, sir, your obliged, &c. 

“ P. S. The best refutation of Gell will be the active 
exertions of the CommitteeI am too warm a contro¬ 
versialist; and I suspect that ifMr.Hobhouse have taken 
< him in band, there will be Httle occasion for me to ‘ en¬ 
cumber him with help.’ If I go up into the country, I 
will endeavour to transmit as accurate and impartial an 
account as circumstances will permit. 

*I shall write to Mr. Karrellas. I expect intelligence 
from Captain Bla(|uiere,who haspromis^ me some early 
intimation from the seat of the Provisional Government. 

I gave him a letter of introduction to Lord Sidney Osborne, 
at Corfu; but as Lord S. is in the government service, of 
course his reception could only be a cautious one.” 


LETTER DXC. 

TO MB. BOWKINO. 

“Genoa, May 21,1823. 

“sib, 

“I received yesterday the letter of the Committee, 
^ated the 14th of Match. What has occasioned the de¬ 
lay, I know not. It was forwarded by Mr. Galignani, 
from Paris, who stated that he had only hud it in his 
charge four days, and that it was delivered to him by a 
Mr. Grattan. I need hardly say that I gladly accede to 
the proposition of the Committee, and hold myself liighly 
honoured by being deemed worthy to be a member. I 
have also to return my thanks, particularly to yourself, for 
the accompanying letter, which is extremely flattering. 

“Since I last wrote to you, through the medium of Mr. 
Hobhouso, I have received and forwarded a letter fron. 
Captain Blaquiere to me, from Corfu, which will show 
how he gets on. Yesterday I fell in with two young 
Germans, survivors of General Nuniiann’s baud. They 
arrived at Genoa in die most deplorable state—witliout 
llwd—without a sou—without shoes. The Austrians 
liad sent them out oftlieir territory on dieir landing at 
Trieste; and they had been forced to come down to Flo¬ 
rence, and had travelled from Leghorn here, with four 
Tuscan Uora (about three francs) in their pockets. I 
have given them twenty Genoese scudi, (about a hundred 
and thirty-three livres, Frendi money,) and new slioes, 
which will enable them to get to Switzerland, where diey 
sap that they have friends. All that they could raise in 
Genoa, besidas, was thirty tout. Tl;py do not complain 
of the Greeks, but say that they have scored more since 
thw landmg in Italy. ' 

“I tried their veracity, Istly, by their passjiorts and 
papers; 2dly, by topography, cross-questioning them about 
Aria, Argos, Athens, Missolonghi, Corinth, &c.; and, 
3dly, in Romme, of which I found (one of them at least) 
knew more than I do. One of them (they are both cd 
good families) is a fine, handsome young fellow of three- 
and-twenty—a Wirtembergher, and has a look of Sanit 
about ium—the odier a Bavarian, older, and flat-faced, and 
less ideal, but a great, sturdy, sddier-like personage. The 
Wirtembergher was in the action at Arts, where the 
Philhellenists were cut to pieces after killing riz hundred 
Turks, they themselves being <mly a hundred and fifty in 
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number, opposed to about six or se?en thousand; ody 
eight escaped, and of them about three cmiy survived; ao 
that General Normann *p<^ted his ragamuffim where 
they were well peppered—not three of die hundred and 
fitly left alive—and tliey are for the town’s end for life.’ 

“ These two left Greece by tiie dircctitm of the Gretdes. 
When Churschid Pacha overrun the Morea, the Greeks 
seem to have k haved well, in wishing tu save their allies, 
when they tliought that the game was up with themselves. 
This vras in September last, (1822:) they wandered from 
island to island, and got from Milo to Smyrna, where the 
French coasul gave them a passpfx't, and a charitable 
captain a passage to Ancona, whence they got to Trieste, 
and were turned back by the Austrians. They complain 
only of the minister, (who has always been an indifierent 
character;) say tliat the Greeks fight very well in tlieir 
own way, but were at Jlrid afitud to.^ their own cannon 
—but mended willi pmcticc. 

“Adolplie (the younger) commanded at Navarmo for 
a short time; the other, a more material person, ’ the bold 
Bavariaji in a luckless hour,’seems chiefly to lament a fast 
of throe days at Argo^ and the loss of twenty-five {loros 
a day of pay in arrear, and some baggage at Tripoiitza; 
but takes his wounds, and marches, and battles in very 
good part. Both are very simple, full cX naivot^ and 
quite unpretending: they say the foreigner* quarrelled 
among themselves, particularly the French with the G-¬ 
mans, which produced duels. 

“ The Greeks accept muskets, but throw away 
and will not be disciplined. Wlien these lads saw tvro 
Piedmontese regiments yesteniay, tlicy said ,' Ah, if we 
hod had but tfitse two, we should have cleared the Morea f 
in that case tiie Piedmontese must have behaved better 
than lliey did against the Austrians. They seem to lay 
great stress upon a few regular troops—say that the 
Gretiks have arms and powder in plenty, but want 
victuals, hospital stores, and lint and linen, &:c. and 
money, very much. Altogether, it would be difficult to 
show mure practical philosophy than this renmant of our 
^ puir hill folk’ have done; they do not seem the least cast 
dowT), anti their way of presenting themselves was as 
simple and natural as could be. They said, a Zkaie here 
hod told them that an Kngiishmiui, friendly to the Greek 
cause, was here, and that, as tlioy were reduced to beg 
tlieir way home, tht-y thought they might as well begin 
with me. I write in liastc to snatch the post.—Bi^lieve 
me, and truly, “ Your obliged, &c. 

P. S. I have, since I wrote this, seen them again. 
Count P. Garaba asked tlicm to breakfast One of them 
means to publish his .Toumal of the campaign. The 
Bavanon wonders a little Umt the Greeks are not quite 
the same witli them of the time of Themistocles, {they 
were not then very tractable, by-tlio-by,) and at the diff^ 
culty of disciplining them; Inji he is a ^bon homme’ and a 
tacticia, and a little like Dugald Datgetty, who would 
insist upon the erection of ‘a sconce on the hill vX Drum- 
snab,’ or whatever it wasthe other seems to wonder at 
noUiing.” 

LETTER DXGI. 

TO MB.. CHUBCH, 

American Coaiut at Genoa. 

«Genoa, May, 1823. 

** The accoisits are so contradicUny, as to what mode 
win be best fur supplying die Greeks, I have deemed 
it better to take up, (with the exception of a few supplies,) 
what c-ofih ar^ crodit I can muster, rather tlian lay them 
out in articles that might be deemed superfluous or unne¬ 
cessary. Here we can learn nothing but from some of 
the refugees, who appear chiefly interested ibr themselves. 
My accounts from an agent of the Committee, an English 
gentioman lately geme to Greece, are hitherto favour- 
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able, bitt he had not yet reached the seat of the Provi¬ 
sional Goverranent, I am anxiously expecting further 
advice. 

" An American has a better right than any other, to 
suggest to other nations tlio mode of obtaining Uiat liberty 
whjch is the glory of his own ” 


LETTER DXCn. 

TO M. H. BEYLE, 

Rue de Rtcbelwui Farie. 

“Genoa,May 29,1823. 

“SXR, 

“At present, that 1 know to whom I am indebted fur a 
vety flattering mention in Uie ^ Rome, Naples, and Flo¬ 
rence, in 1817, by Mons. Stendlial,^ it is fit tliat 1 should 
return my thanks (h<»wcver undersired or undesirable) to 
Mons. ^yle, with whom 1 had the honour of being ac¬ 
quainted at Milan in 1816. You only did me too much 
honour in what you were pleased to say in Uiat work; 
but tC has hardly given me less pleasure than (lie praise 
itself to become at length aware (which 1 have done by 
mere accident) tiiat I am indebted fur it to one of wliosc 
good opinion 1 was really ambitious. So many changes 
have taken place since that period in the Milan circle, 
Cliat 1 hardly dare recur to itsome dead, some banish* 
ed, and some in Uie Austrian dungeons. Poor Pellico! 
I trust tliat, in his iron solitude, his Muse is consoling 
him in part—one day to delight us ggoii^ when both she 
and her poet arc restored to freedom. 

“ Of your works I have only seen * Romo, &c.’ the 
Lives uf Haydn and Mo 7 .ar(, and the brochure on Racine 
and Shakspeare. The ‘Histoirc do la Pemture,’ 1 have 
not yet tlio good fortune to possess. 

“ There is one part of your observations in the pamphlet 
which I shall venture to remark upon; it regards Walter 
Scott. You say that ‘his character is little worthy ofj 
enthusiasm,’ at die same time Uiat you mention his jh-o- 
ductions in Uie tnomier they dcsen^c. 1 have known 
Walter Scott long and well, and in occasional situalions 
whicli call forth the real character—and 1 can assure you, 
that his character is worthy of odiuirationthat of all 
men he is the most Uie most honmarabte^ the most 
amiaUe. With his (xiliticK, 1 have uoUiing to do; Uioy 
differ from mine, which renders it difficult fur me to speak 
d* Uiem. But lie is perfectly sincere in them ; an<l sin¬ 
cerity may be humble, but she cannot be servile. I pray 
you, therefore, to correct or soften that passage. You 
may, perhaps, attribute this oificioiisimss of mine to a 
f^se affectatiuii of candour^ os 1 happen to be a writer 
also. Attnbiite it to what motive you please, but f*elieve 
the tnUh. I say that Waller Scott is a.s nearly a thcH’ough 
good man as man can be, because I huruf it by experience 
Co be the case. 

“ If you do me the honour cf an answer, may I request 
a spe^yone? because it is fiossilile (tlioiigh not yet 
dedded) Uiat circumstances may conduct me once more 
to Greece. My present address is Genoa, where on 
answer will rea^ me in a sliort time, or be forwarded to 
me wherever I may be. 

“I beg you to believe me, vnth a lively recdlection 
of our twief acquainttmee, and the hojie of ono day re¬ 
newing it. “ Your ever obliged, 

“ and obedient humble servant, 
■Noel Bykow,* 


tions which some persons now in Greece on a privato 
mission may bo pleased to send me. I am a member, 
lately elected, of the said Committee; and my object in 
going up would bo to do any little good in niy power; but 
os there some prta and cons on Uie sul^ect, witli regard to 
bow far Uic intervention strangers may be advisable, I 
know no more tiian I tell you; but we shall prd>ably hear 
something socn from England and Greece, which may be 
more decisive. 

“With regard to the late person (Lord Londonderry) 
whom you bear that I have attacked, I can only say that 
a bad minister’s memory is as much an object of inves¬ 
tigation as his conduct while alive,—for his measures do 
not die with him like a pnvate individual’s notions. He 
is matter of hi^ary; and, wherever I find a tyrant or a' 
villain, I will mark him. 1 attacked him no more than 1 
liad been wont to do. As to the Liberal^—it was a pub¬ 
lication set up for the advantage of a per^cuted authcHr 
and a very wennhy man. But it was foolish in mo to 
engage in it; and so it has turned out—for I have hurt 
myself without doing much good to those fm* whose bene¬ 
fit it was inlendud. 

“Do noi defend me—it will never do—you will only 
make yourself enemies. 

“Mine are neither to be diminished nor softened, but 
they may be overllirown; and there are events which 
may occur less improbatilc than those which have hap- 
(M?ncd in our lime, that may reverse the present stale of 
filings— nous verrons. * * * * 

“ I send you this gossip that you may laugh at it, 
which is all it is gorxl f<)r, if it is even good for so much. 
1 .shall be delighted to see you again; but it will be melan¬ 
choly, should it be only for a moment. 

•Ever yours, 

“N. B.« 


LETTER DXCIV. 

TO TU£ COUNTESS OF BLESSINGTON. 

“ Albaro, June 2,1823. 

“my dear lady b * *, 

“ i am supersiitious^ and have rccxillected tliat memorials 
wifii a poiM are of less fortunate augury: 1 will, there¬ 
fore, r«juest you to accept, instead of thejnn,* thccncl(Mied 
chain, which is of so slight a value that you need not 
hesitate. As you wislied for something uwm, I can only 
say, that it has been worn oftener and longer than the 
other. It is Venetian manufacture; and the only 
peculiarity about it is, that it could only be obtained at, or 
from, Venice. At Genoa they have none of the same 
kind. 1 also enclose a ring, which I would wish Alfred 
to keep; it is too large to wear; but is formed of hzua, 
and so far adapted to the fire of his years and character. 
Ymi will perhaps have the goodne^ to acknowledge the 
receipt of this note, and send back Uio pin, (for good luck’s 
sake,) which I shall value much more for having been a 
night in your custody. » 

“Ever and faithfully your obliged, &c. 

“P. S. I hcqie your nerves are weU to-day, and will con¬ 
tinue to flourish.* 


LETTER DXCV. 

TO MR. BOWRINO. 


LETTER DXCin, 

TO LADY ♦ ♦ ♦ *, I 

“May 17,1823. 

* My voyage to Greece wfll depend upon the Greek 
Committee (in England) partly, dnd partly on the instruc- 


“July 7,1823. 

“We sail on file 12th for Greece.—I have had a letter 
fr<Mn Mr. Blaquiere, too long for present transcriptioQ 


* bad prevlou«]y preaeated her with a breaatpla 
■mall c&meo of Napoleoa. 
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but vary sabsfactoiy. The Greek govemment npecte 
me without delay. 

“In conformity to Uie desires of Mr. B. and other 
resfiondents in Greece, I have to suggest, with all defer¬ 
ence to the Committee, that a remittance of even‘ten 
thommd pounds only' (Mr. B.'s expression) would be of 
tlie greatestservice to the Greek Govemment at present. 
1 have also to recommend strongly the attempt d a loan, 
for which there will be idfered a sufficient security by 
deputies now tm their way to England. In the mean 
time, I hope that the Committee will be enabled to do 
something eSectual. 

“For my own part, I mean to carry up, in cash or 
credits, above eight, and nearly nine thousand pounds 
. iterling, which I am enabled to do by funds I have in Italy, 
and credits in England. Of this sum I must necessarily 
reserve a portion for the subsistence of myself and suite; 
the rest I am willing to apply in the manner wliich seems 
most likely to be useful to the cause-having, of course, 
some guarantee or assurance, that it will not bo misap¬ 
plied to any individual speculation. 

“ If I remain in Greece, which wdll mainly depend upon 
the presumed probable utility of my presence there, and 
of the opinion of the Greeks themselves as to its propri¬ 
ety—in short, if I am welcome to them, I shall continue, 
during my residence at least, to apply such portions of 
my income, present and future, as may llirward tlie object 
—that is to say, what I can spare for lliat puqtose. Pri¬ 
vations I can, or at least could once, bear—abstinence I 
am accustomed to—and, as to iatiguc, I was once a toler¬ 
able traveller. What I may be now, I cannot tell—^but I 
will try. 

“ I await the commands of the Committee.—Address 
to Genoa—Uie letters will be forwarded to me, wherever 
I may he, by my bankers, Messrs. Webb ami Barry. It 
mould have given me pleasure to have had some more 
tUfirud instructions before I went, but these, of course, 
rest at the option of the Committee. 

“I have the honour to bo 

“Your obedient, &c. 

“P. S. Great anxiety is expressed for a printing press 
\nd tyi>e8, &c. I have not the time to provide them, but 
rccotmnend this to the notice of tlte Committee. I pre¬ 
sume the types must, partly at least, be Greek: they wish 
to publish papers, and perhaps a Journal, probably in 
Romaic, with Italian translations.” 


LETTER DXCVI. 

TO BOETHIC. 


Weimar, to oner tlie smeere homage of one of the many 
millions of your admirers. I have the honour to be, ever 
and most, “Your obliged, 

“Nost Bvaoit.” 


iroTEs TO THE ootrjTTES* otncctou. 

“October 7. 

“Pietro has told you all the gossip of the island,—our 
earthquakes, our politics, and present abode in a pretty 
village. As his opinions and mine on the Greeks are 
nearly similar, I need say little on that subject. I was a 
fool to come here; but, being here, I must see what is to 
be done.” 

“October 

“We are still in Cephalonia, waiting for news of a 
more accurate doscription; fur all is contradiction and 
livision in tlio reports of the state of the Greeks. I 
ihall fulfil the object of my mission from the Committee, 
and then return into Italy. For it docs not seem likely 
that, as an individual, I can be of use to them;—at least 
ao other foreigner has yet appeared to be so, nor docs it 
oem likely tliat any will be at priisent. 

“ Pray be as cheerful and tranquil as you can; and be 
issurcd tliat there is nothing here that can excite any 
■lung but a wish to bo with you again,—though we are 
fory kindly treated by the English here of all descrip¬ 
tions. Of the Greeks, I ca n’t say much good hitherto, 
and I do not like to siicak ill of Uiem, though they do of 
me another.” 

“October 29. 

“You may be sure that the moment I can join you 
' again will be as welcome to me as at any period of our 
! recollection. There is nothing very attractive here to 
livide tny attention; but I must attend to the Greek 
■ause, both fiom honour and inclination. Messrs. B. and 
T. are botli in the Morea, where they have been very 
well received, and both of them write in good spirits and 
hopes. I am anxious to hear how the Spanish cause will 
be arranged, as I think it may have an influence on the 
Greek contest. I wish that both were fairly and favour¬ 
ably settled, tliat I might return to Italy, and talk over 
with youimr, or rather Pietro’s, adventures, some of which 
arc rather amusing, as also some of the incidents of our 
voyages and travels. But I reserve them, in tlie hope 
that wo may laugh over tliem together at no very distant 
_ eriod.” 


LETTER DXem 


“Leghorn, July 24,1823. 

“ ILtOSTHlOCrS SIE, 

“ I cannot thanli you as you ought to be thanked for the 
lines which my yoimg friend, Mr. Sterling, sent me of 
yours; and it would but ill become me to pretend to 
exchange verses with him who, for fifty years, has been 
tha undisputed sovereign of European literature. Y'ou 
miSt therefore accept my most sincere acknowledgments 
in prose—and in hasty prose too; fori am at present on 
my voyage to Greece once more, and suiiounded by hurry 
and bustle, which hardly allow a moment even to grati¬ 
tude and admiration to express themselves. 

“ I sailed from Genoa some days ago, was driven back 
by a gale of wind, and have since smled again and arrived 
here,‘Leghorn,’ this morning, to receive on board some 
Greek passengers for their struggling country. 

“Here also I found your lines ami Mr. Sterling’s letter, 
and 1 could not liave had a more favourable omen, a more 
agreeable surprise, than a word of Gofltbe. written by bis 
own hand. 

“Iram retnraing to Greece, to see if I can be of any 
little use there; if ever Icome back, I will pay a visit to 


TO MB. BOWBinO. 

“9bre29,1823. 

“ This letter will be presented to you by Mr. Hamilton 
Browne, who precedes or aceompaiiies the Greek depu¬ 
ties. He is both capable and desirous of rendering any 
service to the cause, and information to the Committee. 
He has already been of considerable advantage to both, 
of my own knowledge. Lord Archibald Hamilton, to 
whom he is related, win add a weightier recommendation 
than mine. 

, “Corinth is taken, and a Turidsh squadron said to be 
beaten in the Archipelago, The public progress of the 
Greeks is considerable, but their internal dissensions still 
continue. On arriving at the seat of Government, I shall 
endeavour to imtigate or extinguish tliein—though neither 
is an cosy task. I have remabied here till now, partly in 
expectation of the squadron in relief of Missolon^i, 
partly of Mr. Parry’s detachment, and portly to reerave 
1 from Malta or Zante the stun of four thousand pounds 
sterling, which I have advanced lor the payment of the 
expected squadron. The bills are negotiating, and will 
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be cubed in aihort time,u they would have been inane- 
diately in any other nuut; but the muenible Ionian 
tnerchanta luive bttie money, and no great credit, and arc 
beaidea, palitiaillg a% on tliis occaaion; ior, although 1 
had lotlora rf Messrs. Webb, (one of the strongest 
houses of the Mediterranean,) and also rf Messrs. Ran¬ 
som, there is no business to be done on/oir terms except 
through English mercliants. These, however, have 
proved both able and wiUing,—and upright, as usual. 

“ Colonel Stanhope has arrived, and will proceed imme¬ 
diately ; he stiall have my co-oporatkm in all his endea¬ 
vours ; but from every thing that I can lean^ the fisvna- 
tion of a brigade at present will be extremely difficult, to 
say the least of it. With regard to the reception of 
foroignors,—at least of foreign officers,—I refer you to a 
passage in Prince Mavrocordato’s recent letter, a copy of 
which is enclosed in my packet sent to the Deputies. It 
is my intention to proceed by sea to Napoli di Romania 
as soon as I have arranged this business fur the Greeks 
themselves—I mean the advance of two hundred thou¬ 
sand piastres for their fleet. 

“My time here has not been entirely lost,—as you will 
perceive by some former documents Uiat any advantage 
from my thm proceeding to the Morea was doubtful. We 
have at last moved the Deputies, and I have made a 
strong remonstrance on tlieir divisions to Mavrocordato, 
which, I understand, was forwarded by tlie legislative to 
the Prince. With a loan they may do much, which is all 
that I, fur particular reasons, can say on die subject. 

“I regret to hear from Colonel Stanhope that die Com¬ 
mittee have exhausted their funds. Is it siippostsl that a 
brigade can be formed without diem 1 or that throe diou- 
sand pounds would be sufficient? It is true that money 
will go fardier in Greece than in most countries; but the 
regular force must be rendered a natumal amcem, and paid 
from a national fund; and neither individuals nor com¬ 
mittees, at least with the usual means of such as now 
exist, will find the experiment practicable. 

“I beg once more to recommend my friend, Mr. 
Hamilton Brown^ to whom 1 have also personal obliga¬ 
tions fur his exertions in the common cause, and have the 
honour to be 

“Yours very truly." 


LETTER DXGVni. 

TO THS SEKZRAI. SOTERKMENT or GREECE. 

“Cephalonia, November 30,1823. 

* The affair of fhe loan, the expectation so long and 
vainly indulged of the arrival of the Greek fleet, and the 
danger to which Missolonghi is still exposed, hare 
detained me hero, and wall still detain me till some of them 
are removed. But when the money shall be advanced 
for the fleet, I will start for the Morea, not knowing, how¬ 
ever, of what use my presence can be in the present state 
of things. We have heard some rumours of new dis- 
seiuioBs, nay, of the existence of a civil war. With all 
my heart, I pray that these reports may be false or exag¬ 
gerated ; for I can imagine no calamity more serious them 
this; ai^ I must frankly confess, that unless niuoi and 
order are established, all hofies of a loan will be vain; 
and all the assiatance which the Greeks could expect 
from abroad—an assistance neither trifling nor worthless 
—^will be suspended or destroyed; and, what is worse, 
the great powers of Europe, cf whom no one was an 
enemy to fleece, but seemed to favour her establishment 
of an independent power, will be persuaded that the 
Gre^s are unable to govern themselves, and vrilt, per- 
hapa, themselves undertake fo settle your disorders in 
saA a way as to blast the brightest hopes of yourselvea 
and of your friends. 

“ Alim me to add^onoe fbrallr-^I desirt the well-being 


of Greece, and nothing else; I will dooll lean toaecine it, 
but I cannot consent, I never will consent, that the Ei^;- 
lish public, or English individuals, should be deceived as 
to the real state of Greek affairs. The rest, gendemen, 
depends on you. Yog have fought gloriously;—act 
honourably towards your fellow-citizens and the world, 
and it will then no more be said, as has been repeated for 
two thousand years with the Roman historians foat Pfai- 
lopcemen was the last of the Grecians. Let not calumny 
itself (and it is difficult, I own, to guard against it in so 
arduous a struggle) compare die patriot Greek, when 
resting from liis labours, to the Turkish pacha, whom his 
victories have exterminated. 

“I pray you to accept these my sentiments as a sincere 
proof of my attachm^t to your real interests, and to 
believe that I am, and always shall be, 

“Yours, &c.* 


LETTER DXCIX. 

TO PRIRCE MAVROCORDATO. 

“ Cephalonia, 2, Dec. 1823. 

* rKIRCE, 

* The present will be put into your hands by Colonel 
Stanhope, son of Major General the Earl of Harrington, 
&c. &c. He has arrived from London in fifty days, after 
having visited all tlie Committees of Germany. He is 
charged by our Cianmittee to act in concert with me for 
the liberation of Greece. I conceive that his name and 
his mission will be a sufficient recommendation, without 
the necessity of any other from a foreigner, although one 
who, in common with all Europe, respects and admires 
the courage, the talents, and above all, tiie probity of 
Prince Mavrocordato. 

“ I am very uneasy at hearing that the dissensions of 
Greece sfill continue, and at a moment when she might 
triumph over every thing in general, as she has already 
triumphed in part Greece i.>i, at present, placed between 
three measures: citlier to reconquer her liberty, to beciHno 
a dependence of tlie sovereigns of Europe, or to return to 
a Turkish province. She has the choice only of tliese 
three alternatives. Civil war is but a road which leads 
to the two latter. If she is desirous of the fate of Wala¬ 
chia and the Crimea, she may obtain it lo-roorrow; if of 
that of Italy, the day after; but if she wishes to become 
truly Greece, free and independent, she must resolve 
to-day, or she will never again have tlie opportunity. 

“ I am, with all respect, 

“Your Highness’s ob^ent servant, 
“N.B. 

“P. S. Your Highness will already have known that I 
have sought to fulffi the wishes of the Greek Govern¬ 
ment, as much as it lay in my power to do so: but I should 
wish that the fleet so long a^ so vainly expected were 
arrived, or, at least, that It were on the way; and espe¬ 
cially that your Highness should approach these parts 
either on baud the fleet, with a public mission, or in some 
other manner. > 


LETTER DC. 

TO MR. BOWRItfC. 

“lObre 7,1823. 

* I confirm the above ;♦ it is certainly my opimon that 
Mr. MilUngen is entitled to the same salary with Mr. 
Tindall, and his service is likely to he harder. 

* Hi Iwrs slludet to a teller, forwarded with hie own, flon Mr. Mil. 
UnfeD, who wm ibout to Join, in hU medical enpaclt^i tha 8ttUotea« imw 
P atnie,and requeatari ^ the Cmnmittee ao Insreaat ofpaj. Tlilijanw 
tleman haring mentimied la hia letter ** that the retreat of the Tnrhe ffom 
beitwe Miaeo(oii|bihatlraodarad uuAaeeaaarfthaapMaranee aTiheOmlr 
fleet/' i»ordB)rroi},iQaaoteoDthiai»AeeaLge,aaye,*'B7 tha q)acUi pro* 
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" 1 haTO written to you (aa to Mr. Hul^ouse J\ir youi 
perunai) by varioua opportunirtes, mostly private^ also b; 
the Deputies, and by Mr. Hamilton Brov^no. 

** l^e public auccess of the Greeks has been considcra. 
blc; Corinth taken, Miamdonghi nearly safe, and somt 
ships in die Archipel^o taken from tlio Turks; bu 
there is not only dissension in tlio Morea, but dvil uw, h 
the latest accounts;’*' to what extent we do not yet know, 
but hope triHinjv. 

“For six weeks I have oeen expecting the fleet, 

/ta» nnt arrived^ though I have, at the request of tin 
Greek Government, advanced—(ha! is, prupanwl, and havi 
in hand, two hundred thousand jdasires (deducting the 
commission and bankers' changes) of rny own moneys t 
forward their projects. The Sulioles (now in Acarna* 
nia) are very anxious that 1 siiould lake them undo 
directions, and go over and jiut things to rights in thi 
Morca, whicli, without a force, secuLs nnpraclicable; aii> 
really, lliough very rclu<-laiit (a? my ItJttirrs will have sliow'i 
you) to take such a m<'asiin‘, there seems liarilly ain 
miUicr remedy. However, 1 will not do any tiling rashly 
and have only continued hi5rc so long in Lite hope of si;eiiig 
things reconciled, and have done all in niy power thereto 
Ha<i I gor^ sooner, Hiry mmld haveforcetl me itUo tmeparly 
w other^ and 1 doubt as much now; but wo will do our bust 

“ Vours, ^.c.” 


LETTKR DCI. 

TO MK, KOWIirNfl. 

“October 10, 1823. 

. “Oolonel Napier will present to you this letter. Of his 
military character it. were superfluous to speak; of liis 
personal, T can say, from niy own knowiedge, as wel 
from all public rumour, or private report, that it is as ex¬ 
cellent as his military: in short, a belter or a braver mat, 
is not easily to be fimnd. He is our man to lead a regu¬ 
lar force, or to org’inixo a national one f»r the Greek'!. 
Ask the army—-a^k any om*. He is besides a personal 
friend of liolh Frmce Mavroeordalo, Ooloiiel Stanhope, 
and myselfj ami in such concord with all three tijal we 
should all put bigeiher—an iiidis[)ensable, as well a.s a 
rare |>oml, especAally m Greece at jiresent. 

“To enable a rt»giilar lorcc to be properly organized, if 
will bo requisite for the loan-holders to set apart at least 
60,000/. sterling fir tliat particular purptise—perhaps 
more—but by so doing they will guaranty Uieir own mo¬ 
neys, ‘ and make, assurance doubly sure.’ Tlu'y can n{)- 
point comniLssioners to sec that part properly exjiendi'd— 
and I recommend a similar precaution for tin' whole. 

“I hope that the I>epiities have arrived, as well as 
some (d* my various despatches (chiefly addressed to Mr. 
Hobhouse) for tlio Committee. Colonel Napier will tell 
you the recent special interposition of the gods in behalf 
of tlie Greeks—who seem to have no enemies in lieaven 
earth to be dreaded, but their own tendency to dis¬ 
cord among themselves. But these, too, it is to bo ho|>ed, 
will be mitigated, and then we can take the field on the 
(dTensive, instead of being reduced to die pdiU guerre of 
defending the same furtreases year after year, and taking 
a few ships, and starving out a castle, and making more 

^rienee of Um Deity, Um Mtiunlmum were Miud with & imnic, aod Bed: 
blit no thaokt to the fleet, which ought to have iieeii hsi-e month* Kf;o, and 
ha* no **c:i*e to the coiurary, iatelf.-at leatt, lince I had the inune; 
ready to |my.” 

On another paMage, in which Mr. Millinsen complain* that hi* ho|>e 
of any remuneration from the Ureeka ha* “ turned out perfectly chlmeri- 
eai,*^ liord Byron remark*, In a note. " and trill do *0, till they obtain a 
loan. Thev nave not a mu, nor eradlt fin the IsUnd*) to rai*e one. A 
medtoal man may «uec«ea better than othen ; but all theee {lenuile** 
o<He«pihad better have ataid at horn*. Much money may not be required, 
butaume muat.'* 

*The LegHlaUve and Executive bodie* haviui; been for anmetime at 
*an*nee.thelau«rbadatlea(th reaoried lovioi«oc«,and tome akirmibhe* 
had already Uken plac* batweeu tlie faction*. 
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fuss about them than Alr*xaiKlcr in his ciqis, or Bu<ma* 
parte in a bulletin. Our friends have done something in 
the way of the Spartana —(though not oue-touth of what 
is told)—4>ut have not yet iulienliMi their styh;. 

“ Believe me yours, &c,* 


LETTER DCU. 

TO MK. BOWaiKQ. 

“October 13,1823. 

“ Since I wrote to you on the 10th instant, the long- 
iesired squadron has arrived in the waters of Missoloaghi 
and interc.eptcd two Turkish corvettes—ditto transporta 
—destroying or taking all four—except acme of the crewa 
escaped on shore in Ithaca—and aii unarmed ve.ssi'l, with 
pussengerb, chased into a port on the o])posite side of Ce- 
phsilonia. The Greeks had fourteen sail, the Turks f<Mr 
“but the odds don’t matter—the victory will make a 
jry gwid and lie of some advantage besides. 1 ex¬ 
pect moinomarily advices from Prince Mavrocorduto, 
who is on board, and has (1 understand) despatches from 
the Legislative for mo; in consequence of which, after 
jiayiiig file sijuadron, (for whicli 1 have prepared, and am 
preparing,) 1 shall proliahly join liim at sea or on shore. 

“ f add ihc above comiiiiiiiicalioii to my letter by Col. 
Najher, who will inform the CumtniUee of every tiling in 
iletail much better I ban I can do. 

“The nialhematicul, medical, and musical preparations 
)f the (Joimniilee have arrived, and in good condition, 
abating some duniage from wot, and some ditto from a 
•ortion of the letter-jiress being spilt in landing—(I ought 
loi t(i liave oiniiti'dlbe press—!mt firgot it a moment— 
eve.ii'H* th(i same)—they are exitellrnl of their kind, but 
ill wti have' an englneiT anil a truinp<'t(!r (%ve liave chirur- 
geoits alreatly) int.Tc ‘pearls lt» swine,’ as the Greeks are 
quite igtKirant ofmatheiiiaticSjaiid have a bad ear for our 
misic. 'I’lie maps, &,r. I will put into iis-e lor them, and 
.akc <’.are that all (with proper <*a(ilion) are turned to the 
intended uses oflin' (toinmilth e—but J reiiT you to Ct>- 
i>iiel Napier, who will tell you, ilial innch of your real!) 
iiluahle s!ip|«liv‘S sliouId he ri'iiioved (ill proper persons 
liri'ive to adapt, them l(* uetnai .sen'ice. 

“ Believe me, niy dear sir, to be, &.c. 
“P. S. Private. —1 have written to our friend Douglas 
Xinnaird on my own mailers, desiring him to s<*nd me 
nil all Ihc further credits 1 can conmiuiid,—and i have a 
gear’s ineoiiu^, ruul the sale of a manor be.sidcH, lie tells 
lie, before me,—f>r till the Greeks get thdr loan, it is 
Tobahle that I shall iiave. to stand partly paymaster—os 
ar as I am‘good upon f7ww/rr,’(hat is to say. I pray 
iu to repeat as niiK'h to Aim, aud say that I must in the 
lUTim draw on Ale-ssrs. Jtarisoiii most flirmiilahiy. To 
ay the truth, 1 do not grudge it, now the fellows have be- 
ijiin to light again —and still more welcoino shall tlicy be 
' they will go on. But they have had, or arc to have, 
jine four ihousand pounds (besides some private extra- 
•rdinaries for wulow.s, orphans, refiigei's, and rascals of 
II descriptions) of mine at one ‘swoop;’ and it is to 
)o oxpocUKl the next will be at least as much more, 
ind Jiow cun I refuse it if they will fight?—and espo- 
laliy if I .should hap^icn ever to be in tiicir company ? I 
[lercfbre request and require that you should apprize my 
Tusty and trustworthy trustoe and banker, and crown and 
iheet anchor, Dougin Kinnaird the Honourable, tliat he 
prepare all moneys of mine, incliaiing the purchase-mo- 
ley of Rochdale manor and mine income for the year 
tnsuing, A. D. 1824, to answer, or anticipate, any oiders 
vs drafls of mine fm’ tiio good cause, in good and lawful 
noney ofGreat Britain, &c. Ac. May you live a thou- 
land years 1 which is 009 longer than the Spanish Cortes 
kmsutution.” 
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LETTER DCni. 

TO THX aOICO0Il4BI.Z MB. SOVOLAI KIBBAIBD. 

" Cephalonia, Dec. 23,1823. 

" I shall be as saTing of my purse and person as you 
recommend, but you know that it is as well to be in rea¬ 
diness with one or both, in the event of either being 
required. 

“ I presume that some agreement has been concluded 
with Mr. Murray about ‘ Werner.’ Although the copy¬ 
right should only be worth two or three hundred poun^, 

I will tell you i^at can be done with them. For three 
bimdred pounds I can maintain in Greece, at more than 
ihcfiUlat fay of tiie Provisional Government, rations 
included, one himdred armed men for tkrtevmitht. You 
may judge of this when I tell you, tliat the four thousand 
pounds advanced by me to the Greeks is likely to set a 
fleet and an army in motion for some months. 

" A Greek vessel has arrived from the squadron to con¬ 
vey me to Missolonghi, where Mavrocorduto now is, and 
has assumed the command, so that 1 expect to embark 
immediately. Still address, however, to Cephalonia, 
through Messrs. Welch and Barry of Genoa, as usual; 
and get together all the means and credit of mine you 
can, to face the war establishment, tor it is ‘ in for a 
penny, in for a pound,’ and I must do all that I can fisr 
the andents. 

“ I have been labouring to reconcile these parties, and 
there is now some hope of succeeding. Their public af¬ 
fairs go on well. The Turks have retreated from Acar- 
nania without a battle, after a few fruitless attempts on 
Anatoliko. Corinth is taken, and the Greeks have gained 
a battle in the Archipelago. The squadron here, too, 
has taken a Turkish corvette, with some money and a 
cargo. In short, if they can obtain a loan, I am of opin¬ 
ion that matters will assume and preserve a steady and 
favourable aspect for their independence. 

" In the mean time I stand paymaster, and what not; 
and lucky it is that, from the nature of tiie warfare and 
of the country, the resources even of an individual can 
be of a partial and temporary service. 

“ Colonel Stanhope is at Missolonghi. Probably we 
shall attempt Patras next. The Suliof es, who are friends 
of mine, seem anxious to have me witli them, and so is 
Mavrocordato. If I can but succeed in reconciling the 
two parties (and I have left no stone unturned) it will be 
something; and if not, we must go over to the Morea 
with the western Greeks—who are the bravest, and at 
present the strongest, having beaten back the Turk; 
and try the efiect of a little physical advice, should they 
persist in rejecting moral persuasion. 

“ Once more recommending to you the reinforcement of | 
my strong-box and credit from all lawful sources and re¬ 
sources of nune to their practicable extent—^for, after all. 
it is better playing at nations than gaming at Almack’s 
or Newmarket—and requesting you to write to me as 
often as you can. "I remain ever, itc.* 


LETTER DCrV. 

TO MB. BOWRIirO. 

slObr.^1823. 

* Little need be added to the enclosed, i^ich arrived 
ftiis day, except that I embark to-morrow for Missolonghi. 
The intended operations are detailed in the annexed 
docinnents. I have only to request that the Committee 
wffi use every exertion to forwaM our views by all its in¬ 
fluence and credit. 

• I have also to request you personally from myself tc 
urge my (nend and trustee, Douglas Kinnaird (from whom 
I have not heard these four mcaiths nemly,) to forward tc 


mo all the resources of my oum we esn muster ibr the 
ensuing year, since it is no time to manager purser or, 
perhaps, person. I have advanced, and am advancing, all 
that I have in hand, buti snail require all that can be got 
together—and, (if Douglas has completed the sale (d 
Rochdale, that and my year’s income for next year ought 
o form a good round sum)—as you may perceive that 
here will be little cosh of their own among the Greeks, 
(unless they get the loan,) it is the more necessary that 
those of their friends who have any should risk it. 

“The Bup|>Iies of the Committee are, some useful, and 
all excellent in their kind, but occasionally hardly practical 
'nough, in the present state of Greece,- for instance, the 
mathematical instruments arc thrown away—none of the 
jireeks know a problem from a poker—we must conquer 
Urst, and plan afterward. The use of the trumpets too 
may be doubted, unless C<n»tantinople were Jericho, for 
the Hellenists have no ears for bugles, and you must send 
us somebody to listen to them. 

“We will do our best—and I pray you to stir your 
English hearts at home to more general exertim; for my 
part, I will stick by tlie cause while a plank remains 
whi^ can be horumrably clung to. If I quit it, it will be 
Dy the Greeks’ conduct, and not the Holy Allies or the 
Solior Mussulmans—but let us hope better things. 

“ Ever yours. 

“N.B. 

“P. S. lam happy to say that Colonel Leicester Stan- 
lopo and myself are acting in perfect harmony together— 
le is likely to be of great service both to the cause and to 
the Committee, and is publicly as well as personally a very 
valuable acquisition to our party on every account. Ho 
came up (as they all do who have not been in the ewup- 
try before) with some high-flown notions of the 6th form 
at Harrow or Eaton, &c.; but Col. Napier and I set 
liim to rights on those points, which is alHolutely neces¬ 
sary to prevent disgust, or perltaps return; but now we 
con set our shoulders soberly to the wheel, without quar¬ 
reling with tlie mud which may clog it occasionally. 

“I can assure you that Col. Najiior and myself are as 
decided for the cause as any German student of them all; 
but like men who have seen the country and human life, 
there and elsewhere, we must be pemitted to view it in 
its truth, with its defects as well as beauties,—more espe¬ 
cially as success will remove the former gradually. 

“N.B. 

“P.S. As much of this letter as you please is for the 
lommittec, the rest may be ‘ entre nous.’ ” 


LETTER DCV. 

TO aia. MOOSE. 

“Cephalonia, Dec. 27,1823. 

“ I received a letter from you some time ago. I have 
been too much employed latterly to write as 1 could wish, 
and even now must write in haste. 

“I embark fur Missolonghi to join Mavrocordatd in 
fonr-and-twenty hrAirs. The state of parties (but it were 
a long story) has kept me here till mm; but now that 
Mavrocordato (their Waslungton or their Kosciusko) ia 
employed again, I can act with a safe omscienee. I carry 
money to pay frie squadron, Ac., and I have influence 
with the Suhotes, supposed suflicient to keep them in har¬ 
mony with some of the dissentients;—for there are plenty 
of differences, but trifling. 

“ It is imagined that we shall attempt either Patras at 
the castles on the Straits; and it seems, by most accounts, 
that the Greeks,—at any rate, the Suhmes, who are in 
affinity with me of'bread and salt,’—expect diat I should 
march with them, and—^be it even so! If any thing in 
the way of fever, fatigue, fiuntne, or otherwise, dmuld cut 
short middle age of a brother warbler,—^like Qarci-,, 
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luM de la Vega, Kte^ Komer, KutoSski, (a Russian 
aightingale—see Bowling’s Anthology,) or Thersander, 
or,—OT, somebody else—but never mind—I pray you to 
remember me in your' smiles and wine.’ 

" I have hopes that the cause will triumph; but whether 
it does or no, still * Honour must be minded as strictly as 
a milk diet.’ 1 trust to observe both. 

"Ever, dec.” 


LETTER DCVI. 

TO THE BOVOVRABLE COLOREI. STAItHOPE. 

’ "ScroTer, (or some such name,) on board a Cophaoniote. 

“Mi8Uco,r)ec.31,1823. 

"mv dear stanhope, 

* We are just arrived here, that is, part of my people 
and I, with some things, &c., and which it may be as well 
not to specify m a letter (which has a risk of ticing inter¬ 
cepted, perhaps;)—but Gamba, and my horses, negro, 
steward, and the press, and all tiic Committee things, also 
some eight thousand dollars of mine (but never mind we 
have more left, do you understand?) are taken by the 
Turkish frigates, and my party and myself in another, 
boat, have had a narrow escape last night, (being close 
under their stem and hailed, but we would not answer, 
and bore away,) as well as this morning. Here wo are, 
with sun and clearing weather, within a pretty little port 
enough; but whether our Turkish friends may nut send 
in their boats and take us out (for we have no arms except 
two carbines and some pistols, and, I suspect, not more 
than four fighting people on board,) is anotlier question, 
especially if we remain long here, since we are blocked 
4 >ut of Missolonghi by the direct entrance. 

“You had better send my friend George Drake (Draco,) 
and a body of Suliotes, to escort us by land or by the 
canals, with all convenient sficcd. Gamba and our Bom¬ 
bard are taken into Patras, I suppose; and we must take 
a turn at tlio Turks to get tliem out: but where the devil 
is the fleet gone ?—the Greek, I mean; leaving us to get 
in without the least inumation to take heed that the Mo¬ 
slems were out again. 

“ Make my respects to Mavrocordato, and say, flat I 
am here at his disposal. 1 am uneasy at being here; not 
BO much on my own accramt as on that of a Greek boy 
with me, for you know what his fate would be; and 1 
would sooner cut him in pieces, and myself too, than have 
bun taken out by those barbarians. We arc all very 
weU. “N.B. 

“The Bombard was twelve miles out when token; at 
least so it appeared to m, (if taken she actually be, for it 
is not certain;) and we liad to escape from another ves¬ 
sel that stood right between us and die port.” 

LETTER DCVII. 1 

TO MR. Mttia.' 

“Dragomestri, Jan. 2,1824. 

•»nr DEAR MtriR, 

•I wish you many returns of the season and happiness 
therewithal. Gamba and the Bombard, (there is a strong 
reason to believe) are carried into Patras by a Turkish 
frigate, which we saw chase them at dawn on the Slst; 
we had been close under the stem in the night, believing 
her a Greek till within pistobshot, and only escaped by a 
miracle of aH the Saints, (our captain says,) and truly I 
am of his ojMnioD, for we should never have got away of 
ourselves. They were signalizing their consort with 
light*, and had illunuoatod the ship between docks, and 
shouting like a mob,-—but then why did they not 


fire? Perhaps they took us for a Greek brfliot, and were 
afraid of kindling us—they had no colours flying even at 
dawn nor afler. 

“At daybreak my boat was on the coast, but the wind 
unfavourable for the port;—a large vessel with the wind in 
her favour standing between us and the Gulf, and another 
in chase of the Bombard about 12 miles off or so. Soon 
after they stood (i. e. the Bombard and frigate,) appa¬ 
rently towards Patras, and a Zantioto boat making sig¬ 
nals to us from the sliore to get away. Away we went 
before the wind, and ran into a creek called Scrofes, I 
believe, where 1 landed Luke* and another (as Luke’s 
life was in must danger,) with some money fur them¬ 
selves, and a letter for Stanhope, and sent them up the 
country to Missolonghi, where tiiey would be in safety, as 
tlie place where we were, could be assailed by armed 
boats in a moment, and Gamba had all our arms except 
two carbines, a fowling-piece, and some pistols. 

“ In less than an hour tlie vessel in chase neiued us, 
and wc da.shed out again, and showing our atom (our 
Itoat sails very well,) got in before night to Dragomestri, 
aiicre we now are. But where is the Greek fleet ? I 
lo n’t know—do you 7 I told our master of the boat tiiol 
I was inclined to think the two large vessels (tliere were 
none ol.se in sight,) Greeks. But he answered ‘ they are 
too large—why do n’t tlicy show their colours f and his 
account was confirmed, be it true or false, by several boats 
ivliioh wc met or passed, as wc could not at any rate 
have got in with that wind without licating about for a 
long time; and as there was much property and some 
lives ro risk (the boy’s especially) without any means of 
defence, it was necessary to let our boatmen have their 
own way. 

“ I despatched yesterday another messenger to Mis- 
solonglii for an escort, tmt we have yet no answer. We 
arc here (those of my boat) for the fifili day without tak¬ 
ing our clothes ofl] and sleeping on deck in all weatherq 
jut are all very well, and in go^ spirits. It is to be sup- 
(Hiscd that the Government will send, for their own sakes, 
an escort, as 1 have 16,000 dollars on board, the greater 
lart for their service. I had (besides (lersonal pro|ierly 
o the amount of aboiU 5000 more,) 8000 dollars in S|iecie 
if iny own, without reckoning the Oomriiittee’s stores, so 
that Uie Turks will have a good thing of it, if tlie prize be 
good. 

“ I regret the detention of Gamba, &e. but the rest we 
can make up again, so tell lluiicock to set iny bills into 
cash as soon as passible, and Gorgialegno lo prepare tl.e 
remainder of my credit with Messrs. Webb to be turned 
into moneys. I shall remain here, unless sonielhiiig ex¬ 
traordinary occurs, till Mavrocordato sends, and then go 
on, and act according lo circumstances. My rospecLs to 
the two colonels, and reinembrane.es to all friends. Tell 
Ultima Analm'i that his friend Raidi did not make his 
appearance with the brig, thougli T think that he might as 
well have spoken with us in or t# Zante, to give us ■ 
genllu hint of what we iiad to expect. 

I “ Youre ever affectionately, 

I “N.B. 

“ P.S. Excuse my scrawl on account of the pen and 
the frosty morning at daybreak. 1 write in haste, a boat 
starting for Kalamo. 1 do not know whether tlie deten¬ 
tion of the Bombard, (if die be detuned, for I cannot 
swear to it, and I can only Judge fiom appearances, and 
what all these fellows say,) be an affair of the Govern¬ 
ment, and neutrality, and, &c^but slie mu atapptd a 
leaai 12 miles distant from any port, and liad all her papen 
regular from Zante for Kalamo, and m atao. I dal not 
land at Zante, being anxious to lose as little time at 

• A Oretk youlli whom he bad brought with him. In hie wlte, froo 

f Cuoni Dfttlarteetro*, lo vbom he give* thie owne in coneeqtienM of i 
b«bit whidi that guniieman Md i4 udng (be ** in HlUma tMUeo 

frcquciiiiy ill riOnvcrMlioQ. 
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poMble, but Sir F. S. came off to invite me^ &c. and 
everybody vraa as kind as could be, even in Ce))hatuma/ 


LETTER r)C\Tn. 

TO MR. C. IIARCOCK. 

“ Dragomestri, Jan. 2,1824. 

“pear BIR ‘aNCOCK,*’*' 

“Remember me to Dr. Muir and everybody. I have 
irtill the 16,000 dollars witli hic, the ro.st. M'ere on board 
the Bomharda. Here wo arc—the Bombnrda taken, or 
at least inissin^, with all the (hnninittf c .stores, my friend 
Ciamba, the horses, negn^ hull-doft steward, and domes' 
ties, witli all our impirmonte of peace and war, also 8000 
dollars; hut whether she will he lawful [tmu or no, is for 
the decision of the Governor of the Seven TslandH. T 
have written to Dr. Muir, by w'ay of Kalamo, with all 
particulars. Wc are in gtKwi condition; and what with 
wind and weather, and heino hunted or so, little sleepin" 
on deck, &c. arc in tolerable sea-Jonin^; fir the roiiiitrv 
and cirriimstanc»\*{. But T foresee tliat we shall have 
occasion for all thei casli 1 ran muster at Zante anil else¬ 
where. Mr. Barnfl' pave us 8000 and odd dollars; so 
there is still a balance in my favour. Wc are not quite 
certain that the vessels were Ttjrkish which chased; but 
there is strong presumption that they were, and no news 
to the contrary. At Zaute, everylKxly, from the Resident 
downwards, were as kind as could he, especially your 
worthy and courteous i>artncr. 

* Tell our fri<*ri(ls to keep up their spirits, and wc may 
yet do well. I disembarked tlie boy and another Grec^k, 
who were in most terrible alarm—the boy, at least, from 
the Morca—on shore near Anatoliko, T believe, wfiich put 
tljem in safety; and, as for inc and mine, we must stick 
by our poods. 

“I hojie that Gamba’s detention will only be temporary. 
As for the effects and moneys,—if wc have (hem, well; if 
otiierwi.se, patience. I wish you a happy new year, and 
all our friends the same. Yours, &c” 


LETTER DCnX, 


TO MR. CHARLES HANCOCK. 


“Missolonghi, .Tan. 13^182^4 

“pear sir, 

“Many thanks for yours of the 5(h: ditto to Muir for 
his. You will have heard that Gauiba ami njy vessel pot 
out of the hands of die Turks safe and intact; nobody 
knows well how or why, ibr Uiere’s a mystery in the story 
somewhat melodramatic. Captain Valsaniachi ha.s, J 
take it, spun a long yarn by this time in Arposloli. I 
attribute their release entirely to Saint Dionisio, ofZuntc, 
and die Madonna of (lie Rock, near Ccphaloiiia. 

“ The adventures of my separate luck were also not 
finished at Drapoinestri; wo were conveyed out by some 
Greek gunboats, and found the Leonidas brig-oi^war at 
sea to look after us.—But blowing weather coming on, 
wo were driven on tiie rocks ifioice in the passage of the 
Scr^^hes, and the dollars had another narrow escape. 
Two-thirds of tlie crew got ashore over the bowspiril: 
the rocks wore rugged enough, but water very deep close 
in shore, so that she was, after much swearing and some 
exertion, pot off again, and away we went witJi a third of 
oiir crew, leaving liie rest on a desolate island, where they 
vliave been now, had not one of tho gunboats taken 


1" » P^tcript to one which T)r. Bruno 

It hit W Mr. Urtneork. with eotue iwrticnlart 

Anoock," MSa ]wrodiet hit mode o/ addrett.— 


tliera off) for we were in no condition to take them trfT 
again. 

“ Tell Muir that Dr. Bruno did not show much fight on 
the occasion, Ibr besides slrijiping to his dannel waistcoat, 
and running about like a rat in an emergency, when I was 
talking to a Greek boy (tlic brother of the Greek girls in 
Argostoli,) and telling him of the fact that there was no 
danger for the passcng(!r», whatever there might be Ibr 
the vessel, and assuring him that 1 could save both him 
and myself witliout difficulty, (though ho can’t swim,) aa 
llif water, tiiough dtu;p, was not very rough,—the wind 
nol blow ing riff/ti on .shore (it was a blunder of the Greeks 
who missed slays,) the Doctor exclaimed, ‘Save /wn, in¬ 
deed ! !»y G—<1! save me rather—I 'll be first if I can’—a 
piece <if egotism which he pronounced with such emphatic 
sitnpliciiy as to set all who h.ad leisure to hoar him laugh¬ 
ing, nnd in u minute after the vessel drove off again after 
striking twice. She siming a small leak, but nothing fiir- 
th<tr happened, except that the captain was very nervouB 
aherwanh 

“ I’o he brief, wo had bad weather almost always, 
ihougli not contrary; slept on deck in the w’et gonerally 
for scv<*n or eight nights, hut never was in better health 
(1 speak personally)—so much so, that 1 actually baihi5d 
for a quarter of an hour cn the evening of tlie fourth 
instant in th<* sea (to kill the fleas, and other &,c.) and 
Wfis all the bettor for it. 

“We W(5re received at Missolonghi with all kinds of 
kindness and lionottrs; luid the sight of the fleet saluting, 
&c. and Uie crowds and different ctisiumes, was really 
picturesque. We think of undertaking an expedition 
soon, and I expect to be orderttd with tho SulioLca to join 
the army. 

“All well at present. We found Gamba already 
arrived, and every tiling in good condition. Remember 
mo to all friends. “ Yours ever, 

“N.B. 

“P. S. You will, I hope, use every ex<!rtion to realize 
the ossfto. For besides what 1 have already advanced, 1 
have umlortalieii tornuiniaiii tho Siiliotcs for a year, (and 
will accompany tlieni, e.ifher a.s a Cliicf, or whichever is 
most agreeable to the Government,) besides sundries. I 
tl<» n<it understand Brown’s ‘frWfr.s of credit.' I neiUier 
gave nor ordered a letter of credit that I know of; and 
though <if course, if you have* done it, I will bo responsi¬ 
ble, [ was not aware of any thing except tliat I w onld 
hav#‘ bathed his bills, which you said was unnecessary. 
As to OTv/ers— I ordtTcd notliing but stime red doth and 
nil clotJifi, boilt of which I am ready to receive.; Init if 
Gamlm has c.xcet'flcd iny tjoinmission, the other things 
must lie Hcnt hcu'ky M /cannot perrmt any thing of the. hivdy 
nor will. The servants’ journ<‘y will tif course be paid 
for, though thaJ. is exorbitant. As for l^rown’s letter, I do 
not know any thing more than f have said, and I really 
cannot defray the charges of half Greece and the Frank 
atlvenlnre.s besides. Mr. Barff must send us some dol¬ 
lars soon, for tlie expenses fall on me for the present. 

“ January 14,18241^ 

“P. S. Will you*1ell Saint (Jew) Geronimo Corgial- 
egno that I mean to draw for the balance of my credit 
witli Messrs. Webb and Co. I sfiall draw for two thou¬ 
sand dollars,) that being about the amount, more or less;) 
but to facilitate the business, I shall mtUce the drafi paya¬ 
ble also at Messrs. Ransom and Co., Pall-Mall East, 
London. I believe I already showed you my letters, (but 
if not, T have them to show,) by which, besides the credits 
now rcalirinp, you will have perceived that I am not 
limited to any particular amount of credit with my bank¬ 
ers. The Honourable Douglas, my friend and trustee, is 
a principal partner in tiiat house, and liaving tliedirccuon 
of my affairs, is aware to what extent my present resour¬ 
ces may go, and (ho letters in question were from him. I 
can merely 6ay,tliat within the current year, 1824, besidee 
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the money already advanced to the Greek Government, 
and the credits now in your liands and your partner’s 
(Mr. Bard]) which are all from the income of 1823,1 
have anticipated nothing from that of iht' present year 
hitherto. 1 shall or ought to have at tny dis|K>sitinn 
upwards of one hundred thousand dollars, (inclutling my 
tncoiiic, and the piirchtuie^moneys of a manor lately sold,) 
and peWiaps m(s*c, without infringing on rny income for 
182^ and nut including ilie renuuning balaiu^e of 1823. 

“ Yours ever, 

“N.B.” 


LETTER r>CX. 

TO MB. CHABLKS HANCOCK. 

» Missolonghi, J an. 17,1824. 

“1 have answered, at some length, your obliging letter, 
and trust that you have received my reply hy means of 
Mr.Tindal. I will also thank you to remind Mr. Tindal 
that I would thank him to furnish you, on iny account 
with on order of Otc CommiUve l«>r one hundred dollars, 
which I advanced to him on their account thrf^ugh Signor 
('orgialegno’s agency at Zantc on his arrival in October, 
as it is but fair that the said Committee should pay their 
own expenses. An order will be sufficient, as tlic money 
might l»e inconvenient for Mr.at present to disburse. 

“ I have also advanced to Mr. Blackett the sum of hfly 
dollars, wliicli I will tliuuk Mr. Stevens to pay to you, on 
my account, from moneys of Mr. Blackett, now in his 
hands. I have Mr. B.V ackiiow)odgn>ent in writing. 

“As the wants of the Stale Iutc are still pressing, and 
there seems very little specie stirring except mine, 1 still 
stand paymaster, and must again re«juesl you and Mr. 
BarfT to forward by a safe channel (if possible) all Uie 
^o1 iars you can collect on tliu bills now negotiating. I 
have also written to Corgialegno for two tliousand dollars, 
being about the balance of my separate letter from Messrs. 
Webb and Co., making the bills also payable at Ruiisoin’s 
in London. 

“ Things arc going on better, if not well; there is some 
order, and considcralile preparation. I oxpei^t to actxun- 
paiiy tiio troops on an ox|)ediiiou shortly, which iiiakes me 
pariiimlarly anxjous for the re.maining reinittance, as 
* money is Uie sinew of war,’ and of peace, too, as far as I 
can see, for I am sure there would be no jicacc here 
without it. However, a little does go a goixl way, which 
is a comfort. I'he Govemnieut of tlie Morea and of 
Candia have written to me for a further advance from my 
own pcculium of 20 or 30,000 dollars, to which 1 demur 
for ffie present, (having undertaken to pay the Sulioles as 
afree gift and other th'mgs already, besides Uie loan wliitdi 
r have already advanced,) till I receive letters from Eng¬ 
land, wliicli I have reason to expect. 

“ When the expected credits arrive, I hope tliat you wil 
bear a hand, otherwise I must have ri'coursu to Malta, 
which will be losing time and taking trouble; but 1 do not 
wish you to do more than is perfectly agreeable to Mr. 
Btrff and to yourself. 1 am very well, and have no 
reason to be dissatished with my p^pmnal treatment, or 
with the posture of public afiairs—others mmit speak for 
tlicmselves. 

“Yours ever and truly, &c. 

“P, S. Respocte to Colonels Wright and Duffio, and 
Uie officers civil and military; also to my friends Muir 
and Stevens particularly, and to Delladecima.” 


LETTER DCXI. 

TO MB. CHARLES HANCOCK. 

“ Missolonghi, Jan. 19,1824. 
“Since I wrote on the 17th, I have received a letter 


frcMn Mr. Stevens, enclosing an account from Corfu, 
\vhich is so oxaggtJratod in price and (piaiiiity, that 1 am 
at a loss wheiluT most to admire Gainba’s f>lly, or the 
merchant’s knavery. All that / requested Gaml^i to 
order was red clotli, cin>ngh to make a mid some 

oil-skin ffir trousers, &c.—llie latter ha-s not been sent— 
tJic wliolo could not liavo aiiiouuted to 50 dollars. The 
account is 645!!! I will guaranty Mr. ^tc\ ens against 
any loss, of courst*, but 1 am not disposed to take Uie arti¬ 
cles, (which I never ordered,) nor to pay Uic amount. I 
will take 100 doUiu'B worth ; Uic rest may lie sent back, 
ami 1 wilt make the merchant an allovvancc of so much 
per cent.; or if tliat is not to be done, you must sell the 
whole by auction at what price the tilings may fetch, for 1 
would rather incur the dead loss of port, Uian he encum¬ 
bered with a quantity of things, to me at present super¬ 
fluous or ust‘h*gs. Why, I could have maintained SCO 
nn*n f«>r a month fir the sum in Westem Greece! 

“ When tin* dogs, and the dollars, and the negro, ami the 
horses, fell into ihe bands of the 3’urks, I acc|uicsce.<l with 
|)ati<'nrc, as you may have perceived, bccaus«^ it was the 
w«H-k <if the ch’incnts of war, or of Provitlcnct*; but this 
is a jiiec.e of mere liuman knavery or folly, or lK)ll>,aiKl £ 
mdiher ran nor w’ill submit to it. I liave occasion for 
every dollar I ran muster to keep the Greeks together, 
and I do not gruilgc any exj)eiise for the cause ; but to 
throw Rw.iy a.s mncli as would equip, or of. least maintain, 
a corps of excelleiil ragamuffins with arms in their handa, 
to furnish Gurnha and (ho dr»ctor with blank bills, (see 
list,) broadcloth, Il(’ssian boi»ts, and horsewhips, (the latter 
1 ow’ii that tliey have riclily earned,) is rtiiher beyond my 
'riduraiice, though a pacific person, as all the world 
knows, or at least, my acquaintances. 1 pray yon to try 
to lielp me oiit of thus damnable commercial speculations 
>f (lamba’s, for it is one of those jneces of impudence or 
f)tly winch £ d«)n’t forgive him in a hurry. I will of 
^rmrso soo Stevens fn'c of expense otit of the (ransBC- 
tioii^—hy-the-way, tin-Greek of a Corfiote Ims thought 
pr<)per to draw a bill, and get it discounted at 24 dollars; 
if I liad been there, it should have beenalso. 

“Mr. Blackett is here ill, and will soon set out for 
Oe)>lialonia. He came to me for some pills, and T gave 
liiin some reserved for particular friends, and which I 
never knew any body recover from under si'vcral months; 
but he Is no better, and what is odd,no worse ; otkI as tlio 
doctors have bad no better success with him than I, he 
?o<^s to Argostoli, sieJe of tlie Greeks and of a conslipa- 
ion. 

“ I must, reiterate my ri’squesl f »r spreiej and that speed¬ 
ily, oUierw'is<‘ public affairs will be at a stand-still here. 

1 have undertaken to pay the Suliote.s f5»r a year, to 
advance m March 30(H) dollars, besides, to the Govern¬ 
ment for a balance due to the troojis, and some other 
smaller matters (<>r the Germans, and the press, &c. &c. 
&.e.; so what with these, and the exfienses of my suite., 
wliicli, though not extravagant, is oxjiensive withGamha’s 
J—d nonsf>nse, T shall have wcasion fiir all the moneys I 
•an muster, and I have credits wlierewithal to face Ihe 
mrlertakings, if realized, and expect to have more soon. 

“ Believe me ever and truly yours, &c ” 

LETTER DCXII. 

TO * * * *. 

“Missolonghi, Jan. 31,1824. 

“ The expedition of alxMit two thousaml men is planned 
for an attack on Lefionto; and fur reasons of ;K»licy with 
regard to the native Capitani, who would rutlier be (nomi¬ 
nally at least) under tlie command of a foreigner, than 
one of their own body, the directi^m, it is saitl, is to be 
given to me. There u also another reason, which is, that 
if a capiUilation slumla take place, the Mussulmans might 
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periiapi, rather here Chrulim faith with e Frank than 
with a Greek, and ao be inclined to accede a p<^t or two. 
Theae a|>pear to be the most obvious motives for such an 
appatntment, as for as 1 can conjecture, unless tliere be 
ene reason more, viz. that, under present circumstances, 
no one ebe (not even Mavrocordato himself) seems 
disposed to accept such a nomination—and though my 
denres are as far as my deserts upon this occasion, I do 
nM dedine it, being wiUing to do as 1 am bidden { and 
as I pay a considerable part of the clans, I may as well 
see what they are likely to do for their money; besides 
I am tired of heating nothing but talk. ♦ * * ♦ 

"I presume, (rom the retardment, that he* is the same 
Parry who attempted the JVortA Pate, and is (it may be 
supposed) now essaying the SmUh." 


LETTER DCXIII. 

TO MS. CHAKLES HANCOCK. 

‘Missolonghi, Feb. 6,1824. 
“Dr. Muir’s letter and yours of the 23d reached me 
some days ago. Tell Muir that 1 am glad of his promo¬ 
tion for his sake, and ofhia remaining near us for all our 
sakes: though I cannot but regret Dr. Kennedy’s depar¬ 
ture, which accounts for the previous earthquakes and 
the present English weather in this climate. With all 
respect to my medical pastor, 1 have to announce to him, 
that among other firebrands, our firemaster Parry (just 
landed) has disembarked an elect bladtsmith, intrusted 
with three hundred and twenty-two Greek Testaments. 

1 have given him all facilities m my power for his works 
spiritual and temporal, and if he can settle matters as 
easily with the Greek Archbishop and hicrachy, I trust 
that neither the heretic nor the supposed skeptic will be 
accused of intolerance. 

“ By-the-way, I met witli the said Archbishop at Anato- 
lico(where I went by invitation ofthe Primates a few days 
ago^ and was received with a heavier cannonade than the 
Turks, probably) for the second time, (I had known him 
here b^ore;) and he and P. Mavrocordato, and tire I 
Chiets and Primates and I, all dined together, and 11 
thought the metropolitan the merriest of the party, and a 
very good Christian for ait that. But Gamba (we got 
wet through in our way back) has been ill with a fever 
and colic; and Luke has been out of sorts too, and so 
have some oUters of the pcufjle, and I have been very 
well,—except tliat 1 caught cold yesterday with swearing 
too much in the rain at the Greeks, who would not bear 
a hand in landing the Committee stores, and nearly 
spoiled our combustibles; but 1 turned out in person, and 
made such a row as set them in motion, blaspheming at 
them from the Government downwards, till they actually 
did some part of what they ought to have done severd 
days before, and this is esteem^, as it deserves to be, a 
wonder. 

“Tell Muir that, notwithstanding his remonstrances, 
which I receive tbsj^ully, it is perha^ best that I should 
advance with the troops; for if we do not do something 
soon, we shall only have a third year of defensive opera¬ 
tions and another siege, and all that. We hear that the 
Turks are coming down in force, and sooner than usual; 
and as these feliows do mind me a little, it is the opinion 
that I should go^—firstly, because they will sooner lister 
to a foreigner than one of their own people, out of native 
jealousies; secondly, because the Turks will sooner treat 
or ca|Htulate (if such occasion should happen) with a 
Fraidt than a Greek; and, thirdly, because nobody else 
seems disposed to take the responsibility—^Mavrocordato 
being eeiy busy here, the foreign milita^ men too young 
or not of authm^ enough to be obeyed the natives, 

* Hsirr wlw bad bssd long exiectcd with srUlkr/, ka 


and the Chiefs (as aforesaid) inclined to dbey any one 
ixcept, or ratiter than, one of their own body. As for me^ 
am wiUing to do what 1 am bidden, and to fallow my 
instructions. I neither seek nor shun that nor any tiling 
else they may wish me to attempt; and as for personal 
safety, besides that it ought not to be a consideration, 1 
take it that a man is on the whole as safe in one place 
as another; and, after all, he had better end withm bullet 
han bark in his body. If we are not taken off with the 
sword, we are like to march off with an ague in this mud- 
basket ; and to conclude with a very bad pun, to the ear 
rather than to the eye, better martiaUy, than marth-ally; 
—the situation of Missolunghi is not unknown to you. 
The dykes of Holland when broken down are the Deserts 
jf AraUa for dryness, in comparistm. 

“And now for tlie sinews of war. I thank you and Mr. 
Barff for your ready answers, which, next to ready money, 
is a pleasant thing. Besides the assets, and balance, and 
llie relics of tlie Corgialegno correspondence with Leg¬ 
horn and Genoa, (I sold the dog flour, tell him, but not at 
Am price,) [ shall request and require, from the beginning 
of Mardi ensuing, about five thousand dollars every two 
months, i.e. about twenty-five thousand within the cur- 
ent year, at regular intervals, independent ofthe sums 
now negotiating. I can show you documents to prove 
that these arc considerably mthin my supplies for the year 
in more ways than one; but I do not like to tell the Greeks 
uxactly what I could or would advance on an emergency, 
because, otherwise, they will double and triple tlieir de¬ 
mands, (a disixisition that tliey have already sufliciently 
shown;) and though 1 am willing to do all I can when 
necessary, yet 1 do not sec why they should not help a 
little, for they are not quite so bare as they pretend to be 
ly some accounts. 

“Feb. 7,1824. 

“I have been interrupted by the arrival of Parry, and 
iflerward by the return of Hesketh, who has not brought 
an answer to my epistles, which rather surprise me. You 
will write soon I suppose. Parry seems a fine rough 
subject, but will hardly be ready for the field these three 
weeks; he and I will (I think) be able to draw together, 
—at least / will not interfere with or contradict him in his 
own department. He complains grievously of the mer¬ 
cantile and enihusyimay part of tlie Committee, but greatly 
praises Gordon and Hume. Gordon would have given 
three or four thousand pounds and come out hinmlf, but 
Kennedy or somebody else disgusted him, and thus tliey 
have spoiled part of their subscripticsi and cramped their 
operations. Parry says Bowring is a humbug, to which 
I say nothing. He sorely laments the printing and civi- 
hzing expenses, and wishes tliat there was not a Sunday- 
school in the world, or any school Acre at present, save and 
except always im academy for arUlleryship. 

“ He complained also ctf the col^ a little to my surprise; 
firstly, because, there being no chimneys,! Imvo used my¬ 
self to do without other warmth than the animal heat and 
one’s cloak, in these parts; and secondly, because I should 
as soon have eiqiected to hear a volcano aneeze, as a fire- 
master (who is to bum a whole fleet) exclaim against I’le 
atmosphere. I fully expected that his very approach 
would have scorched up tlie town like the burning-glasses 
of Archimedes. 

“Well, it seems that I am to be Conunander-in-chie( 
and the post is by no means a sinecure, for we are not 
what Major Sturgeon calls * a set of the most amicable 
officers.’ Whether we shall have a ‘ boxing bout between 
Captain Sheers and the Colonel,’ I cannot tell; but, be¬ 
tween Suliote chiefs, German baiws, English volunteers, 
and adventurera of all nations, we are ifiely to form as 
goodly an allied anny as ever quarrelled beneath the 
banner. 

“Feb. 8,1^. 

“ Interrupted again by busmoss yesterday, and it is time 
to conclude mv letter. 1 drew some time since on Mn 
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Barff &r a thousand doUan, to conplete acme mono; 
wanted bf the government. The sard Government got 
cash on that bill hurt and at a profit; but the very same 
fellow who gave it to them, after proposing to give me 
money for other bills on BariT to the amount of thirteen 
hundred dollars, either could not, or thought better of it. 
I had written to Barff advising him, but had afterward 
to write'to tell him of the felloVa having not come up to 
time. You must really send me the balance noon. I 
have the arfillerists and my Suliotes to pay, and Heaven 
knows what besides, and as every thing depends upon 
punctuality, all our operadons will be at a stand-still un¬ 
less you use despatch. I shall send to Mr. Barff or to 
you further lulls on England for throe thousand potmds, 
to be negotiated as speedily as you can. I have already 
stated hero and fijrmerly the sums I can command at 
•home within the year,—without including my credits, or 
the bills already negotiated or negotiating, as Corgialeg- 
no’s balance ofMr. Webb’s letter,—and my letters from 
my friends (received by Mr. Parry’s vessel,) confirm 
what I have already statel. How much I may require in 
the course of the year 1 can’t tell, but I will take care that 
it shall not exceed the means to supply it. 

“ Yours ever, 

“N. B. 

“P. S. I have had, by desire ofa Mr./enMtan’,to draw 
on Demetrius Delladecima (is it our friend in ultima ana- 
liae ?) to pay the Committee expenses. 1 really do not 
understand what the Committee mean by some of their 
freedoms. Parry and I get on very well hitherto; how 
long this may last. Heaven knows, but I hope it will, for a 
good deal for the Greek service depends upon it, but he 
has already had some miffi with Col. S. and I do all I can 
to keep the peace among them. However, Party is a fine 
fellow, extremely active, and of strong, sound, practical 
talents, by all accounts. Enclosed arc bills for three thou¬ 
sand pounds, drawn in the mode directed, (i. e. parcelled 
out in smaller bills.) A good opportunity occuring for 
Cephalonia to send letters on, I avail myself of it. Re¬ 
member me to Stevens, and to ail friends. Also my 
compliments and every thing kind to the colonels and 
officers. 

“ February 9,1824. 

“P.S. 2dor3d. I have reason to expect a person from 
England directed with papers (on business) for me to 
sign, somewhere in the islands, by-and-by; if such should 
arrive, would you forward him to me by a safe convey¬ 
ance, as the papers regard a transaefion with regard to 
the adjustment of a lawsuit, and a sum of several thou¬ 
sand pounds, which I, or my hankers and trustees for me, 
may have to receive (m England) in consequence. The 
time of the probable arrival I cannot state, but the date 
of my letters is the 2d Nov. and I suppose that he ought 
to arrive sotm.” 


LETTER DCXIV. 

TO AXBBXW hOSOa^ 

"SEXB rsncitD) 

* The sight of your handwriting gave me the greatest 
pleasure. Greece has ever been for me, as it must be for 
ail men of any feeling or education, the promised land of| 
valour, of the arts, and of liberty; nor did the time I 
passed in my youth in travelling among her ruiiu at all 
chill my affecutm for the birthplace of heroes. In addi- 
titm to this, I am bound to yourself by ties of friendship 
and gratitude fbrthe hospitality which I experienced frran 
you during my stay in that country, of which you are now 
become one of the first defenders and ornaments. To 
see myself serving, by your side and under your eyes, in 


the cause ofGreece will be to me c»e of the happiest 
events of life. In the mean time, with the hope (if our 
again meeting, * 1 am, as ever, ke." 


LETTER DCXV. 

TO HIS BieBinEtB vuastrrr pacha. 

‘Missolonghi,2Sd Jan. 1824. 

"BioHimss! 

"A vessel, in which a friend and some domestics of 
mine were embarked, was detained a few days ago and 
released by order of your Highness. I have now to thank 
you; not for liberating the vessel, which, as carrying a 
neutral flag, and being under British protection, no one 
had a right to detain; but for having Uvated my friends 
with so much kindness while they were in your hands. 

“ In the hope, tlierefore, that it may not be altogether 
displeasing to your Highness, I have requested the gover¬ 
nor of this place to release four Turkish prisoners, and 
he has humanely consented to do so. I lose no time, 
Ihereforo, in sending them back, in order to make as early 
1 return as I could for your courtesy on the late occasion. 
These prisoners are liberated without any conditions: 
jul, should the circumstance find a place in your recolloo 
ion, I venture to beg, that your Highness will treat such 
jtreeks as may henceforth fall into your hands with hu- 
lanity; more especially since the horrors of war are 
jfficiently great in themselves, without being aggravated 
ly wanton cruelties on either side. 

“Noel Bvkob." 


LETTER DCXVI. 

TO SUl. BAKPT. 

Feb. 21. 

“ 1 am a good deal better, though of course weakly; 
le leeches took too mucli blood from my temples the day 
.fter, and there was some difficulty in stopping it, but I 
lave since been up daily, and out in boats or on horse¬ 
back. To-day I have taken a warm bath, and live as 
cmpcratcly as can well be, without any liquid but water, 
and without animal food. 

“ Besides the four Turks sent to Patras, I have ob¬ 
tained the relca.se of fou>and-twonty women and children, 
uid sent them at my otvn expense to Provesa, that the 
Inglish Consul-General may consign them to their rela¬ 
tions. I did tliis by their own desire. Matters here are 
little embrmled with the Suliotes and foreigners, &c. 
lut I still hope better things, and will stand by lire cause 
long as my health and circumstances will permit me to 
» supposed useful.* 

“ I am obliged to support the Government here for the 
resent.“ 

[The prisoners mentioned in this letter as having been 
eleased by him and sent to Prevesa had been held in 
captivity at Missolonglii since the beginning of the Revo- 
ution. The following was the letter which he forwarded 
with them to the English Consul at Prevesa.] 


LETTER DCXVU. 

TO MB. UATEE. 

"SI^ 

“Coming to Greece, one of my principal directs was 
to alleviate as much as possible the miseries incident to 

* In a letter to the tame iteutlenwn, (kted Jenuerr 37, ke had elrta^ 
..id, ** 1 ht)|tc Uwt thingi here will go on well eorae Ume or other, I vul 
lilck by the ceuee ■> m t ceuee exietc->fir»t (nt eecouJ." 


* One of the Oreek diiefe. 
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a warfare so cruel as the present. When the dictates 
humanity are in question, 1 know no dUTerenco between 
I'urks and Greeks. It is enough that Uioso who wax; 
assistance are men, in order to claim the pity lujd protec 
tion of the mx'anest pretender to liuinanc feelings, 
have found here twenty-four Turks, ixicluding women an* 
children, who have long pined In distress, tar from th 
means of support and tlie consolations of tlieir home 
The Govenunent consigned them to me: 1 traiisin 
Uiem to PrevGsa, whither they d<isire to he sent. I hop< 
you will not object to take care that they may be restoret 
to a place of s^ety, and that the Governor of your town 
may accept of my present. The best recom[>eiise I cai 
hope for would be to find that 1 had inspired the Ottoman 
commanders with the same Kcntimeiits towards those un- 
happy Greeks who may hereafter fall into their hands. 

“ 1 beg you to believe me, &c.” 


LETTER pcxvnr. 

TO THE HOKOUAABLE DOUGLAS KINNAIHD. 

"Missolonghi, Fob. 21,1824, 

“I have received yours of the 2d of November. It ii 
essential tliat die money should be paid, as 1 have drawn 
for it all, and more too, to help the Greeks. Parry is hen 
tmd he and I agree very well; and all is going on hopo- 
fiiily for the present, considering circumstances. 

“We shall Irave work this year, for the Turks are coni 
ing down in force; and, as for me, 1 most stand by tb 
cause. 1 shall shortly march (according to onlcrs) agairis 
licpanto, with two thousand men. I have been here somt 
time, after some narrow escapes from the Turks, and alsi 
from l>cing shipwrecked. We were twice upon the rock 
but this you wnll have heard, truly or falsely, through othc 
dainneis, and 1 do not wish to Inirc you witii a long story 
“So far I have siicceodod in supjmrting the Govern 
ment of Western (ireece, which wouM ollierwise hav 
been dissolved. ]f you have re<;cived die eleven thoi 
sand and odd jiounds, die.s(ii, widi what I have in hand 
atkl my income fJir the current year, to say nothing o 
CfM/liiigeneies, will, or might, euahlo me to keep flu 
‘.sinews of war’ properly strung. If the deputies be hoiiesi 
fellows^ ami obtain die loan, tliey will repay die HKJOl. 
agreed upon; and even then 1 shall save little, or indeed 
less dian little., since I am muiiilauiing nearly tJie wlioh 
mardiine~-iii this place, at least—at my own cost. Put 
let the Greeks only succeed, and 1 do n’t care for myself. 

“ I have been very seriously unwell, but am getting bet¬ 
ter, and can ride aliout again: so pray quiet our friends on 
Uiat score. 

“ U is ntrt true that I ever diJ, iviUy loould, cmUl^ or 
should write a satire against Gilford, or a hair of his head. 

1 always considered him a« my literary father, and myself 
as his ‘prodigal son;’ and if 1 have allowed liis 'fatted 
cair to grow to an ox before he kills it on my return, it is 
oitlv because 1 prefer beef to veal. 

“ Yours, Sic,” 


LETTER 0CXIX. 

TO an. BABFF. I 

“ February 23. 

* My health seems improving especially from riding 
and the warm bath. Six Englishmen will bo soon in 
quarantine at Zante; they are aitificers, and liave had 
enough of Greece in fourteen days. IT you could re¬ 
commend them to a passage home, 1 would thank you; 
tliey are good men enough, but do not qtdte understand 
tlie Kttlo discrcpanies in these countries, and are not used 
to see shooting oQd slashing in a domestic quiet way, or 
(as it forms h«Mi^ %^art of liousekeeping. 


“If tliey should want any tiling during their quarantine, 
you can advance Uiem not more than a dollar a day 
(among them) for that period, to purchase them some 
little cxirus as ctanibrts, (as they are quite out o£ their 
element.) 1 cannot aflbrd them more at present.* 


LETTER DCXX. 

TO MK. MUKilAT. 

“ Missolonghi, Feb. 26,1824. 

“I liavc heard from Mr. Douglas Kinnaird that you 
state ‘ a report of a satire on Mr. Gifford having arrived 
I from Italy, said to be written by me! but that you do not 
I Miovo il.’ 1 dare say you do not, nor anybody else, I 
should think. Whoever asserts that I am the author or" 
alxMlor of any thing of the kind on Gifford lies in his 
throat. If an}' such composition exists it is none of mine. 
Ion know us well as anybody upon whom I have or have 
not written; and you also know whether they do or did 
not deserve that same. And so much for such matters. 

“ You will perhap.s be anxious to hear some news from 
his part of Greece, (wliich is the most liable to invasion;) 
mt you will bear enough through public and* private 
'.liannels. 1 w ill, liowover, give you Uie events of a week, 
mingling my own private jicculiar with the public, for we 
are here a little jumbled together at present. 

“On Sunday (the 15lb, 1 believe,) I had a strong and 
iudden convulsive attack, wbicli left me speechless, though 
not motionless—for some strong men could not hold me; 
but whether il was epilejisy, catalepsy, cachexy, or apo 
plexy, or what <»lber eay tir rpfl/, the doctors have not 
dccide4l *, or whether it was spasmodic or nervous, &c.; 
but it was very unpleasant, and nearly carried me 
and all that. On Monday, tliey [>ul leeches to my tem¬ 
ples, no difficult mailer, but die blood could not be stop{)ed 
till eUweri at night, (they had gone too near the temporal 
artery for my temporal .safet},) and neither styptic nor 
caustic would cauterize the orifice till after a hundred 
Attempts. 

“On Tuewlay, a 7’nrki.sh brig of war ran on shore. 
>n Wedncsilay, great preparations lieing inad*5 to attack 
ler, though protected by her ctinsorts, the I'urks burned 
cr and retired to i’atras. Gn Thunsday a quarrel en- 
lucd between the Suliotes and the Frank guard at the 
Eirsenal: a Swoiiish ofllccr was killed, and a Siiliote 
everely wounded, and a general fight expected, and with 
>m© difficulty prevented. On Friday, the officer was 
lined; and Captain Parry’s KiigJi.sb artificers mutinied, 
nder the pretence that their lives are in d^ger, and arc 
>r quitting the countrythey may. 

' On Saturday we had the smartest shock of an earth- 
uake wliich I remember, (and I have felt thirty, slight or 
imart, at different pcrioils; they are common in tlie 
Mediterranean,) and tlie whole army discharged their 
rms, upon tlie same principle tiiat the savages beat 
Irums, or howl, during an eclipse of the moonit was 
are scene altogether—if you had but seen tlie EngSsh 
oiinnies, who had never been out of Cockney workshop 
efore!—or will again, if they can help it—and on Sun- 
iay, we heard that the Vizier is come down to Larissa, 
with one hundred and odd thousand men. 

“In coming here, 1 liad two escajieii^ one from the 
uiiis {one of my vessels was taken, but afterward re- 
sased,) and the otlier frean shipwreck. We drove twice 
m the rocks near the Scrophes (islands near the coast.) 

“ I have obtained fre^ the Greeks the release of eight- 
and-twenty Turkish prisoners, men, women, and children, 
md sent them to Patras and Prevesa, at my own charges. 
)ne little girl nine years dd, who prders remaining 
vith me, I shall (if I live) send, with her mother, pro> 
bably, to Italy, or to England. Her name is Hat^ or 
Hetagee. She is a very prettv, lively cliild. AH her , 
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brothers vrere kilted hy the Greeks, and she herself and 
her mother merely spared by special (kvour and owing 
to her extreme youth, she being then but five or six years 
old. 

*My health is now better, and I ride about again. My 
office here is no sinecuro, so many parties and difficulties 
of every kmd; but I will do what 1 can. Prince Mavro* 
cordalo is an excellent person, and does all in his power, 
but his situation is per^extng in the extreme. Still we 
have great hopes of the success of tlie contest You 
will hear, however, more of public news from plenty of 
quarters^ for I have little time to write. 

^Believe me yours, &c. &c. 

«N. Bn.« 

LETTER 3X:XXI. 

TO ME. MOOaE. 

^Missolonghi, Western Greece, March 4,1824. 

*MV DEAR MOORE, 

“Your reproach is unfounded—I have received two 
.etlers from you, and answered both previous to leaving 
Cephalonia. 1 have not been ‘qiiicf in an Ionian island, 
but much occupied witli busin(‘ss,—as the Greek <lepuli(!s 
(if arrived) can toil you. Neither have I continued ‘ Don 
Juan,’ nor any other poem. You go, as t^ual, I presume, 
by some newspaper report or otlier. 

“ When the proper moment to be of some use, arrived, 

1 came here; and am told that my arrival (witli some 
other circurnstancee) has been at least, temporary 
advantage to the cause. J had a narrow escape from 
the I’urks, auid another from shipwreck on my passage. 
On the 15th (or 16ih) of February 1 had an aiiack of 
apoplexy, or epilepsy,—‘the physicians have not exactly 
decided which, but the aiteruativc is agreeable, Mv con¬ 
stitution, therefore, remains between the two opinions, 
like Mahomet’s sarcophagus between the magu(‘ts. AW 
that I can say is, that they nearly bled rae to death, bv 
placing the leeches too near the tern|»oraI artery, so lli«ir 
the blood could with difficulty be stopped, even with cans 
tic. J am supposed to be gelling better, slowly, however 
But my homilies will, I presume, for the future, he like tli 
Archbi.shop of Grenada’s—in this case, ‘I order you a 
hundred ducats from my ti^asurer, and wish you a litll< 
more taste.’ 

“Fw* public matters I refer you to Col. Stanhope’s and 
Capt. Parry’s reports,—and to all other reports whatso¬ 
ever. There is plenty to do—war without, and tumult 
within—they ’kill a man a week,’ liko Bob Acres in the 
country. Parry’s artificers have gone away in alarm, on 
account of a dispute, in which some of the natives and 
foreigners were engaged, and a Swede was killed, and a 
Sidiote wounded. In the middle of their fright there was 
a strong shock <£ an earthquake; so, between that and 
the sword, they boomed off in a hurry in despite of all 
disuasions to the contrary. A Turkish brig ran ashore, 
^cc. &c. &c.* 

“ You, I presume, are either publishing or meditating 
thaf same. Let mo hear from and of you, and believe me, 
in all events, “ Ever and affectlbnatoly yours, 

■N. B. 

® P. S, Tell Mr. Murray that I wrote to him the other 
day, and hope that he has received, or will receive, the 
letter." 

LETTER DCXXn, 

TO Z>R. KXimsOV. 

“ Missolcmghi, Mardi 4,1834. 

" MV DEAR DOCTOR, 

" 1 have to thank you for your two very kind letters, 

* WOiM ia omtUed here k but • repetUloii of the vertoue parUeakra, 
aSfwcSng all tlMit hed happened elnM Ue arriTal, which have already 
Ib Chr IsUen to hii oUwr corr«spQa(i«ute..»'Afoor«. 
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both received at the same time, and one long after its 
date. I am not unaware <d* the precarious slate of roy 
health, nfs* am, nor have been, deceived on that subject. 
But it is proper I should remain in Greece; and it 
were better to die doing something than nothing. My 
presence here has been supposed so far useful as to have 
prevented confusion from becoming worse confounded, a1 
least for the present. Should I become, or be deemed, 
useless or superfluous, I am ready to retire; but in the 
interim I am not to cemsider personal consequences; the 
rest is in the hands of Proviilence,—as indeed are all 
things. I shall, however, olwrerve your instructions, and 
indeed did so, as far as regards abstinence, for some time 
past. 

“Besides tlio tracts, &c. which you have sent for dis¬ 
tribution, one oftho English artificers (liight Brownbill, 
a tinman) left to iny charge a number of Greek Testa- 
mente, which I will endeavour to distribute properly. I’lie 
Greeks complain that (he translation Is not correct, nor in 
fi'ood Romaic; Banibas can decide on that point. I am 
trying to reconeijo tho clergy to the distribution, which 
(without due regard to their hierarchy) they might con¬ 
trive to impede or neutralize in the effect, from tiieir power 
over their people. Mr. Brownbill has gone to the islands, 
having some apprehension for his life, (not frotii tlio }>ricst% 
however,) and apparently preferring ratlior to be a saint 
than a martyr, although his apprehensions of bocuming tlie 
latter were probably unfounded. AU tlie English artifi¬ 
cers accompanied him, thinking themselves in danger, on 
account of sinnc troubles here, which have apparently 
subsided. 

“ 1 have been interrupted by a visit from Prince Mav- 
rocordato and others since 1 began this letter, and must 
close it hastily, for the boat is announced as ready to sail. 
Your future convert, llato, or Hatagee, appears to me 
tivfdy, arid intelligent, and promising, and pex^sesses an in- 
lt;resliiig conutenance. With regard to her dis}K>sition, 1 
can say little, but Millingen, who has the mother (who is 
a midclh-agf d woman of* good character) in his house oa 
a donicsiic, (allboiigh their family was in good worldly 
circnmstuiM OM jircvious to tho Revolution,) speaks w<‘ll of 
both, and he is to ho relied on. As far ns I know, I have 
oiilj' seen the eliild a few times with Iier inothiT, and what 
1 have se<’n is favourable, or I should not take so much 
interest iu her hchulf. If she turns out well, my idea 
would bo to send her to my daughter in Kngiund, (if not 
:> resfiectable persons in Italy,) and so to provide for her 
as to enabli' her to live witJi rejnitation, eitlicr singly or in 
marriage, if she arrive at maturity. I will make proper 
arrangements about her expenses through Messrs. Barfl* 
and Hancok, and the rest I leave to your discretion and 
Mrs. K.’s, with a gre^t sense of obligation for your 
kirifhioss in undertaking her temporary siqiermtcndeiKie. 

“CM* public matters here, 1 have httie to add to what 
you will already have heard. Wo are going on as well 
as wo can, and with the hope tuid the cndeavimr to do 
better. Believe 

“ Ever and truly, &c.* 


LETTER IXJXXin. 

TO MR. BARFF. 

'“March 6,1824. 

“If Sisseni* is sincere, he will be treated with, and 
well treated; if he is not, the sin and tlu) shame may lie 
at his own door. One great object is to heal tliose inter¬ 
nal dueensions for the future, without exacting too rigeu'- 

* This SiMteni, who wu tbe Capitmo of the rkh dietrirt abont Oa- 
itouoi, Olid had foreome tlree beW out osibet the xwiertHJv*«min«U, 
wu now.as •p}>eart bjrtho ebove Jetter, meirinf orerturei, through 
M. HartT. of adb^OR. Ae a hie eineeritv. It wu required by X.flra 

Byron Uiat be ihouk! aurrender into tk* of the Govemtiteat tbs 
fortreei of Cbiorefixa.—Rfoore. 
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ous an account of the past. Prince MaTTOCordato is of 
the aame opinion, and whoever is disposed to act fiurl}' 
vriU be fairly dealt with. I Aoweheard a^'ooddeol of Sis- 
aeni, but ncA a deal trf' good; however, I never judge from 
report, particularly in a Revolution. PereonaUg, 1 am 
raUier obliged to him, for he has been very hospitable to 
all friends of nune w^ have passed through Ins district. 
You may therefore assure him that any overture for the 
advantage of Greece and its internal pacification will be 
rearhly and sincerely met here. I hardly think that he 
would have ventured a deceitful proposition to me through 
you, because he must be sure that in such a case it would 
eventually be exposed. At any rate, the healing of tliese 
dissenrions is so imprsrtant a point, tiiat something must 
be risked to chtain it.” 


LETTER DCXXIV. 

TO MK. BARFF. 

“March 10. 

“ Enclosed is an answer to Mr. Parruca’s letter, and I 
hope that you will assure him from me, that I have done 
and am doing all I can to reunite the Greeks witli the 
Greeks. 

* I am extremely obliged by your offer of your country 
house (as for all otlier kindness) in case that my hcalffi 
should require my removal; but I cannot quit Greece 
while there is a chance of my being of any (even sup¬ 
posed) utility:—tlicrc is a stake worth millions such as I 
am, and while 1 nan stand at all, I must stand by the 
cause. When I say this, T am at the same time aware 
of the diiBculUes and dissensions, and defects of the Greeks 
themselves; but allowance must be made for them by all 
reasonable people. 

“ My chief, indeed nine-tenths of my expenses here arc 
solely in advances to or on behalf of the Greeks, and ob¬ 
jects connected with their independenco.” 


LETTER DCXXV. 

TO SB. FARRVCA. 

“March 10* 1824. 

'sir, 

“ I have the honour of answering your letter. My first 
wish has always been to bring the Greeks to agree among 
themselves. 1 came here by the invitatimr of the Greek 
GovemmMit, and I do not think that 1 ought to abandon 
Roumeali for the Peloponnesus until that Government 
shall desire it; and tire more so, as Uiis part is exposed in 
a greater degree to the enemy. Nevertheless, if my pre¬ 
sence can really bo of any assistance in uniting two or 
more parties, I am ready to go any where, either as a me¬ 
diator, or, if necessary, as a hostage. In these affairs I 
bavf neither private views, nor private dislike of any in¬ 
dividual, but the sincere wish of deserving the name of the 
fiaend of vour country, and of her patriots. 

“I have the honour, itc." 


LETTER DCXXVI. 

TO MR. CHARLES BAircOCK. 

“Missolonghi, 10th March, 1824. 

•ni, 

*1 lent by Mr. J. M. Hodges a bill drawn on Signor 
C. lerostatti for three hundred and eighty-six pounds, on 
aoenunt of the Hon. the GreekiCommittee, for carrying 
OB foe service at this place. But Coupt Delladedma sent 


10 more than two hundred dollars until he dtould receive 
instructions from C. Jerostatfi. Therefore I am oUiged 
o advance that sum to prevent a positive stc^ being put 
o the laboratory service at this place, &c. Sic. 

“I beg you will mention this business to Count 
Delladecima, who has the draft and eveiy account, and 
hat Mr. Barff, in conjunction with yourself will endea- 
'our to arrange this money account, and, when received, 
forward tlie sante to Missolonghi. 

“ I am, sir, youre veiy truly. 

“So far is written by Captain Parry; but I see that I 
must continue the letter myself. 1 understand little or 
lothing of the business, saving and except that, like most 
if tlie present affairs here, it will be at a stand-still if mo- 
leys be not advanexxi, and there are few here so disposed; 
so that I must take the chance, as usual. 

“You will see what can be done with Delladecima and 
crostatti, and remit the sum, that we may have some 
met; for the Cianmittce have somehow embroiled their 
matters, or chosen Greek correspondents more Grecian 
than ever the Greeks are wont to be. 

“Yours ever, 
“NL.Bit. 

“P.S. A thousand thanks to Muir for his caulifiower, 
he finest I ever saw or tasted, and I believe, the largest 
hat ever grew out of Paradise or Scotland. I have writ- 
m to quiet Dr. Kennedy about the newspaper, (with 
'liich I have nothing to do as a writer, please to recollect 
and say.) I told the fools of conductors that their motto 
'ould play the devil; but, like all mountebanks, they per- 
listed. Gamba, who is any thing but luch/, had some- 
hing to do with it; and, as usual, the moment he had, 
natters went wrong. It will bo better, perhaps, in time. 
But I write in haste, and have only tone to say, before the 
joat sails, that I am ever “Yours, ^ 

“N.Bk. 

“P.S. Mr. Findlay is here, and has received his 
money.” 


LETTER DCXXVII. 

TO DR. KESHEDY. 

“ Missolonghi, March 10) 1824. 

“ DEAR SIR, 

“ You could not disapprove of the motto to the Tele¬ 
graph more than I did, and do; but this is the land of 
liberty, where most people do as they please, and few as 
hey ought. 

“ I have not written, nor am inclined to write, for that 
or for any other paper, but have suggested to them, over 
and over, a cliange of the motto and style. However, 1 
do not think tliat it will turn out either an irreligious or a 
levelling publication, and they promise due respect to 
both churches and things, i. e. the editors do. 

“ If Bambas would write for the Greek Chronicle, he 
might have his own price for articlea. * 

“There is a sh^t demur about Hato’s voyage, her 
mother wishing to go with her, which is quite natural, and 
I have not the heart to refuse it; for even Mahomet 
made a law, that in the division of capUves, the child 
should never be separated from the mother. But this 
may make a fofference in the arrangement, although the 
poor woman (who has lost half her fomily in the war) is, 
as I said, (d' good character, and of mature age, so as to 
render her respectability not liable to suspicion. She has 
heard, it seems, from Prevesa, that her husband is no 
longer there. 1 have consigned your Bibles to Dr. 
Meyer; and I hope that tlie said Doctor may justify 
your confidence; nevertheless, I ^all keep an eye upon 
him. You may depend upon my giving the society as 
fair (day as Mr. Wilberfarce hiniwlf would; and any 
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other commiasion for the good of Greece will meet with 
the same attention on my part. 

“ I am trying with some hope of eventual success, to 
reunite the Groeksi especially as the Turks are expected 
in force, and that shortly. We roust meet tlicm as we 
may, and fight it out as we can. 

•I, rejoice to bear tliat your scliotd prospers, and I 
assure you that your good wishes are reciprocal. The 
weather is so much finer, that I get a good deal of mode¬ 
rate exercise in boats and on horseback, and am willing 
to hope that my health is not worse than when you kindly 
wrote to me. Dr. Bruno can toll you that I adhere to 
your regimen, and more, for I do not eat any meal, oven 
fisli. “ Believe me ever, &c. 

“ P. S. The mechanics (six in number) were all pretty 
much of the same mind. Brownbill was hut one. Per¬ 
haps they are le.sa to blame than is imagined, since 
Colonel Stanhope is said to have told them, 'that he 
could not pooitivel}/ say their lives loere safe.' I should 
like to know where oiir life is safe, either here or any 
where else ? With regard to a place of safety, at loa.st 
such hermetically-sealed safety as these prisons appeared 
to desiderate, it is not to be found in Greece, at any rate; 
but Missolonghi was sujiposed to be the place where they 
would be useful, and their risk was no greater than tliat 
of others.” 


LETTER DCXXVIII. 

TO OOIONEL STANHOPE. 

“ Missolonghi, March 19,1824. 

*MV SEAR STANHOPE, 

“Prince Mavrocordalo and myself will go to Salona to 
meet Ulysses, and you may be very sure that P. M. will 
accept any proposition for the advantage of Greece. 
Parry is to answer for himself on his own articles ; if 1 
were to interfere with him, it would only stop the whole 
progress of his exertion, and he Is really doing ail that 
can be done without more aid from the Government. 

“ What can be S|)ared will be sent; but I refer yon to 
Captain Humphries’s report, and to Count Gamba’s let¬ 
ter fur details upon all subjects. 

“ In the hope (yf seeing you soon, and deferring much 
that will be to bo said fill then. 

“Believe me ever, &c. 

“P.S. Your two letters (to me) are sent to Mr. BarfiJ 
as you dcfflre. Pray remember mo particularly to Trc- 
lawney, whom I shall be very much pleased to see again.’ 


LETTER DCXXIX. 

TO HE. BABFF. 

“March 19. 

I, “As Count Mercafi is under some apprehensions of a 
dirsd answer to Aim personally on preek afiairs, I reply 
(as you authorized me) to you, who will have the go^- 
ness to communicate to him the enclosod. It is the joint 
answer of Prince Mavrocordato and of myself, to Signor 
Georgio Sisseni’s propositions. You may also add, both 
to him and to Parruca, that I am perfectly sincere in 
desiring fire most amicable termination of their internal 
dtssensbns, and that I believe P. Mavrocordato to be so 
also, otherwise 1 would not act with him, or any other 
wh^er native or fiweigner. 

‘If lurrd Guilford is at Zante, or,if he is not, if Signor 
Tricupi is there, you would oblige roe by presenting my 
respeiM to one or both, and by telling them, that from 
the very first 1 foretold to Cdl. Stanhope and to P. Mar 
vroeodato, that a Greek newspaper (or indeed any other) 
in the present stats of Greece might and i^obably would 


tend to much mischief and misconstructimi, unless under 
some restrictions, nor have I over had any thing to do 
with either, as a writer or otherwise, except as a pecu¬ 
niary contributor to their supjmrt on tlio outset, which I 
could not refuse to the earnest request of the projectors. 
Col. Stanhope and myself had considerable difTcrenoes 
of opinion on this subject, and (what will appear laugli- 
able enough) to such a degree that ho charged me with 
despotic principles, and I Atm with ultraradicalism. 

“Dr. ♦ ♦, the editor, with his unrestrained freedom of 
the press, and who has the freedom to exercise an un¬ 
limited discretion,—^not allowing any article but his own 
and those like them to appear,—and in declaiming against 
restrictions, cuts, carves, and restricts (as they tell me,) 
at his own will and pleasure. He is the autlior of an 
article against monarchy, of wtiich he may have the 
advantage and fame—but they (the editors) will get 
theiretelves into a scrape, if tliey do not take care. 

“Of ail petty tyrants, he is one of tlio pettiest, as are 
most demagogues, that ever I knew. He is a Swiss by 
birth, and a Greek by assumption, having married a wife 
and changed liis religion. 

“ I sliall be very glad, and am extremely anxious for 
some favourable re.sult to tlie recent pacific overtures of 
the contending parties in the Pcloixinnese.” 


LETTER DCXXX. 

TO MB. BANFF. 

“March 

“If the Greek deputies (as seems probable) have ob¬ 
tained the loan, tlie sums 1 have advanced may perhaps 
be repaid; but it would make no great diflereiice, as I 
slioiild still spend tliat in the cause, and more to boot— 
though 1 sliould hope to better purgiose than paying otf 
arrears of fleets tliat sail away, and Suliotes that won’t 
niarcli, which, they say, what has hitlierto been advanced 
ha-s been employed in. But that was not ray aifair, but of 
tliusu who had the disposal of afiairs, and I could not 
decently say to them,‘You sliall do so and so, because 
l&c. &c. & 

“ In a few days P. Mavrocordalo and myself with a 
considerable escort, int nd to proceed to Salona at the 
re(|ucst of Ulysses and tlie Chiels of Eastern Greece, and 
take measures offensive and defensive for the ensuing 
campaign. Mavrocordato is almost recalled by tlie new 
Government to the Morea (to take the lead, I rather 
think,) and they have written to propose to me, to go 
either to the Morea with him, or to take the general 
direction of affairs in this quarter—with General Londo) 
and any other 1 may choose, to form a councU. A. 
Londo is my <2d friend and acquaintance since we were 
lads in Greece together. It would be difficult to give a 
positive answer till the Salona meeting is over,* but I 
am willing to serve tliom in any capacity they please, 
either commanding or commanded—it is much the same 
to me, as long as 1 can be of any presumed use to them. 

* Excuse haste; it is late, and I have been several hours 
on horseback in a country so miry after the rains, that 
every hundred yards brings you to a ditch, of whose 
depth, widUi, colour, and contents, both my horses and 
th^r lidors have brought away many tokens.” 

LETTER DCXXXI. 

I TO MB. BABFF. 

' “March 28. 

“ Since your intelligence with regard to the Greek loan. 

To thii offer of the QoTernmeiit to a(ipoint biin Govemor'Cienera) 
of Greece (thei i», of tlie cnfraiichieed part of the Coetinent, wiili the 
exa*|itiou of the Morea ami the ialaiHie,) hia anawer waa, (bat *'ha 
WM flrat goinf to Salona, and that afterward he would ba at th^r 
comniaiida*, dint he coutS have no diAcoHy In asceptiiw aoj office, 
pi'ovided tie cuuU iNrsuule himaeU that anjr |ood would nauU from 
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P. Mavrocordato has shown to me an extract from some 
correspondence of his, by which it would appear that tliree 
commissioners are to bo named to see that the amount is 
placed in pro[ier bands for the service of the country, and 
that my name is among the number. Of this, liowever, 
we have as yet rnily the report. 

* This commission is apjiarently named by the Com¬ 
mittee or the contracting parties in England. I am of 
opinion that such a commission will be necessary, but tlie 
office will be botli delicate and difficult. The weather, 
which has lately been equinoctial, has flooded the country, 
and will probably retard our proceeding to SaJona for 
some days, till the road becomes more practicable. 

“You were already apprized that P. Mavrocordato and 
myself had been invited to a conference by Ulysses and 
the Chiefs of Eastern Greece. I hear (and am indeed 
consulted on the subject) that in cose the remittance of the 
first advance of tlie loan should not arrive immediately, the 
Greek General Grovemment mean to try to raise some 
thousand dollars in the islands in the interim, to bo repaid 
from the earliest instalments on their arrival. What 
prospect of success tliey may have, or on what condi¬ 
tions, you can tell better then me: 1 suppose, if the loan 
bo conflrmed, something might bo done by tliem, but sub¬ 
ject of course to the usual terms. You can let them and 
me know your opinion. There is an imperious necessity 
for some national fimd, and that speedily, otliorwise what 
is to be dune ? The auxiliary corps of about two hundred 
men paid by me, are, 1 believe, the solo regularly and pro¬ 
perly furnished with tlie money, due to them weekly, and 
the officers monthly. It is true that tlie Greek Govern¬ 
ment gives their rations, but we have had three mutinies, 
owing to the badness of the bread, which neither native 
nor stranger could masticate (nor dogs either,) and there 
is stin groat dilBculty in obtiuning them even provisions rf 
any kind. 

“ There is a dissension among the Germans about the 
conduct of the agents of t/idr Committee, and an exami¬ 
nation among themselves instituted. What the result 
may be cannot be anticipated, except tliat it will end in a 
real, of course, as usual. 

“The English are all very amicable, os far as I know; 
we get on too with the Greeks very tolerably, always 
making allowance for circumstances; and we have no 
juatrels with the foreigners.’ 


LETTER DCXXXIl. 

TO **♦**, A PROBBIAN OFFICER. 

•April 1,1824. 

SIR, 

1 have the honour to reply to your letter of tliis day. 
In coiuequcnce of an urgent, and, to all appearance, a 
well founded complaint made to me yesterday evening, I 
gave orders to Mr. Hesketh,* to proceed to your quarters 
with tlie soldiers of his guard, and to remove you from 
Tour house to the Seraglio, because the owner of your 
house declared himself and his family to he in immediate 
danger from your conduct, and added that it was not die 
first time that you had placed them in similar circum-1 
stances. Neither Mr. Ueskolh nor myself could imagine 
that you were in bed, as we had been assured of the 
contrary, and certainly surh a situation was not contem¬ 
plated. But Mr. Hesketh had positive orders to conduct 
vou from your iiuartors to those of the Artillery Brigade, at 
the same time being desired to use no violence, nor does 
it appear that any was hod recourse to. TMs measure 
was adopted, because your landlord assured me when I 
proposed to pul off the enquiry imtil the next day, that ho 
could not return to his house without a guard for his 

* Ttw adliitaat. 


protection, and that be had M his wife, and dauber 
and family in the greatest alarm, and on that account 
putting them under our immediate proteetkm. The 
case admitted of no delay. As 1 am not aware that 
Mr. Hesketh exceeded his orders, I cannot take any 
measures to punish him, but 1 have no otgectiou to ex¬ 
amine minulely into his conduct. You ought to recollect 
that entering into his Auxiliaiy Greek corps now under my 
orders, at your own sole request and positive desire, you 
incurred the obligation of (Aeying the laws of the country 
as well as those of the service. 

“ I have the honour, to be, &c. &c. 

“Nosl Bntoir." 


LETTER DXXXIII. 

TO MR. BARFF. 

“April S. 

“ There is a quarrel, not yet settled, between the citizens 
and some of Cariascochi's people, which has already pro¬ 
duced some blows. 1 keep my people quite neutral; but 
have ordered them to be on their guard. 

“Some days ago we had an Italian private soldier 
drummed out for diieving. The German officers wanted 
to flog him; but I flatly refused to permit the use of the 
stick or whip, and delivered him over to the police. Since 
then a I’russian officer noted in liis lodgings; and I put 
hull under arrest, according to the order. Tliis, it ap¬ 
pears, did not please his German confederation; but I 
stuck by my text; and have given them plainly to under¬ 
stand, that tliosc who do not choose to be amenable to die 
laws of die country and service, may retire; but that in 
all that 1 have to do, I will see them obeyed by foreigner 
or native. 

“ I wish something was heard of the arrival of part of 
the loan, for there is a plentiful dearth of every thing at 
present.” 


LETTER DCXXXIV. 

TO MR. BARFF. 

“April 6. 

“ Since I wrote, we have had some tumult here with 
the citizens and Cariascachi’s people, and all are under 
arms, our boys and all. They nearly fired on me and fifty 
of my lads,* by mistake, as we were taking our usual ex¬ 
cursion into the country. To-day matters are setded or 
subsiding; but about an luiur ago, the fadier-in-law of the 
landlord of the house whore 1 am lodged (one of the Pri¬ 
mates the said landlord is) was arrested for high-treason. 

“ They are in conclave still with Mavrocordato; and 
we have a number of new faces from the hills, come to 
assist, they say. Gunboats and batteries all ready, &c. 

“ The row has had one good effect—it has put them 
on the alert. What is to b^ome of the fathcr-in-Iaw,\ 
do not know; nor whkt he has done, exactly; but 

*T b a reiry Ana thini; to be f«ther*in*ia« 

To a Ter; magRtAceiil Diree-taiied bosbaw 

as the man in Bluebeard says and sings, I wrote to you 
upon matters at length, some days ago; the letter, or 
letters, you will receive with this. We are desirous to 
hear more of the loan; and it is some time since t have 
had any letters (at least of an interesting description) ftom 
England, excepting one of 4th Peb, from Bowning (of no 
great importance.) My latest dates are of or of the 
6th lO*’™, four months exactly. I hope you get on well 
in the islands: here most of us are, or have been, more 
or less indisposed, natives as well as foreigners.'* 

I A eorpt vt ARy SultotM, kls body guard. 
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LETTER DCXXXV. 

TO UR. BARI-F. 

“April 7. 

“The Gredu here of the Government have been 
boring me for more money. A« I have the brigade to 
maintain, and the campaign is apparently now to open, 
and ae I have already spent 30,000 dollar* in three months 
upon them in one way or other, and more especially as 
their public loan has succeeded, so tliat they ought not to 
draw fiom individuals at that rate, I have given them a 


j refusal, and—as they would not take thatf-matiur refiaal 
in terms of considerable sincerity, 

^ “ They wish now to try in the islands for a few thois- 
sand dollars on the ensuing loan. If you can serve 
perhaps you will (in the way of information, at any rate,) 
and 1 will see that you have fair play, but still I do not 
advise you, except to act as you please. Almost every 
thing depends upon tlie arrival, and the speedy arrival, of 
a portion of the loan to keep peace among themselves. 
If tlicy can but have seiMe to do this, 1 think that they 
will be a match and better for any force that can be 
! brought against tliera for tile present. We are all doing 
os well as we can.” 


EXTRACTS FROM A JOURNAL 

BEGUN NOVEMBER 14, 1813. 


* If had been ten years ago, and faithfully 
kept!!!—heigho! tliere are too many things I wish never 
to have remembered, as it is. Well,—I have had my 
share of what are called the pleasures of this life, and 
have seen more of tlie Eurc^eon and Asiatic world tiian 
I have made a good use of. They say ‘ virtue is its own 
reward,’—it certainly should be paid well for its trouble. 
At five-and-twenly, when the better part of life is over, 
one should be wmetfnng what am 1 ? nothing but 

five-and-twenty—and the odd moiiilis. What have I 
seen ? the same man all over the world,—ay, and woman 
too. Give me a Mussulman who never as^ questions, 
and a she of the same race who saves one the trouble of 
putting them. But for this same plague—^yellow-fever— 
and Nowstead delay, I should have been by diis time a 
second time close to the Euxinc. If I can overcome thi 
last, I do n’t so much mind your pestilence; aiKl, at an) 
rate, the spring slmll sec me Ujerc,—provided 1 ncithc: 
marry myself nor unmorry any one else in the interval. ) 
wish one was—I do n’t know what I wish. It is odd I 
never set myself seriously to wishing without attaining i' 
—and repenting. I be^n to believe with tlie good ok 
Magi, that one should only pray for the nation, and noi 
for Uic individualbut, mi my principle, tJiis would noi 
be very patriotic. 

“No more rejections.—Let me see—last night I 
finished * Zuleika,’* my second Turkisli Tale. 1 believe 
the competition of it kept me alive—for it was written 
to drive my thoughts from the recollection of— 

• 

* Dear, taered OAme, real t««r aorain»al’d.* 

At least, even here, my hand would tremble to write it. 
This afternoon I have burned the scenes of my com¬ 
menced comedy. I have some idea of expectorating a 
romance, or rather a tale, in prose;—but what romance 
coaid equal the events— 

‘ qunque ipM.rldi, 

Et qaorum par* maf na fui.* 

“To-day Henry Byron called on me with my little 
cousin Eliza. She will grow up a beauty and a plague ; 
but, in the mean time, it is the prettiest child! dark eyes 
and eyelashes, black long as the wing of a raven. I 
tlank she is prettier even than my niecej Georgiana,—yet 

•Tha Bride (^Abrdoav 


I do n’t like to think so neither ; and, though older, she if 
not so clever. 

“ Dallas called before I was up, so wo did not meet. 
Lewis, too—who seems out of humour with every thing. 
What con be the niatler? he is not married—has he lost 
lus own mistress, or any other person’s wife? Hodgson, 
too, came. He is gomg to be married, and he is the kind 
of man who will be the happier. He has talent, cheer¬ 
fulness, every tiling that can make liim a pleasing com- 
])anion ; and his intended is handsome mid young, and all 
tiiat. But I never see any one much improved by matri¬ 
mony. All my coupled contemporaries are bald and 
discontented. W. and S. have both lost their hair and 
good-humour; and the last of the two bad a good deal to 
lose. But it do n’t much signify what falls 41 ^'a man’s 
temples in that state. 

“Mem. I must get a toy to-morrow for Eliza, and send 
the device for the seals of myself and Mem. 

too, to call on the Stael and Lady Holland to-morrow 
and on * *, who has advised me (witliout seeing it, by- 
the-by) not to publish ^ ZuleikaI believe he is ri|^t, 
but experience might have taught him that not to print is 
phyakiuii/ impossible. No one hsus seen it but Hodgson 
and Mr. Gifford. I never in my life read a composition, 
save to Hodgson, as he pays rne in kind. It is a hwriWe 
thing to do too frequently;—better print, and they who 
like may read, and, if they do n’t like, you have the satis¬ 
faction of knowing that they have, at least, purchaned the 
right of saying so. 

“ 1 have dodinod presenting the Debtor’s Petition, being 
sick of parliamentary mummeries. I have spoken thrice; 
but I doubt my ever becoming an orator. My first was 
liked; the second and third—I do n’t know whether they 
succeeded or not. I have never yet set to it con amore; 
one must have some excuse to oneself for laziness, or 
inability, or boUi, and this is mine. * Com{>any, villanous 
company, hath been the spoil of meand then, I have 
^ drunk medicines,’ not to make me love otheis, Init cer¬ 
tainly enough to hate myself. 

“Two nights ago, I saw tJie tigers sup at Exeter 
'hange. Except Yeli Pacha’s lion in the Morea,—who 
bllowed the Arab keeper like a dog,—the fondness of the 
hyena for her keeper amused me most. Such a conver- 
lazione! There was a ’ hippopotamus,’ like Lord 
xiol in the face ; aad the ^ Ursine Sloth’ hath the very 
^oice and mai^por of my valet—but the tiger talked too 
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nndii. The elephant took and gave me my money ag^ 

—4o<A off my hat—opened a door—(runfced a 'whip—and 
bidiaved »o well, tliat I wish he was my bitter. The 
handsomest animal on euth is one of the panthers ; but 
the poor anUlopes were dead. 1 should hate to see one 
hert .•^Uie sight of the camel made me pine again for Asia 
Minor. *Oh quando te aspiciain 7* 

♦ ♦♦♦*♦ 

“Nov. 16. 

* Went last lught with Lewis to see the Brat of Antony 
and Cleopatra. It was admirably got up and well acted 
—a salad of Shakspeare and Drydcn. Cleopatra strikes 
me as the epitome of her sex-^und, lively, sad, tender, 
teasing, humble, haughty, beautiful, tlie devil!—coquettish 
to the last, as well with tlie ‘ a.sp* as wiUi Antony. After 
doing ail she can to persuade him that—^btit wl»y do they 
abuse him for cutting off that poltroon Cicero’s heu<l ? 
IMd not Tully tell Brutus it was a pity to have spared 
Antony 7 and did he not speak the Philippics ? and are 
not *uxirri» things'/^ and suek very pestilent 

*iWng*’ too? If he had had a luuidrod heads, lliey 
deserved (from Antony) a rastrunt (his was stuck iq 
there) apiece—though, after all, he might as well hav<r 
pardoni'd him, Bir the credit of the tiling. But to resuiiu 
—Cleopatra, after securing him, says, ‘ yet go ’—* it is your 
interest,* &c.; how like the sex! and the questions about 
Octavia—it is woman all over. 

“To-day received Lord Jersey’s irndtution to Middle 
ton—to travel sixty miles to meet Madame de Slacl! I 
onc<‘ travelled three thousand to get among silent people; 
and this same lady wtites octavos and talke folios. I hn v< 
read her books—like most of tJicm, and delight in tb< 
last; BO I won’t licar it, as well as read. **♦ + + + ♦ 

“ Read Bums to-day. What would he have been, if a 
patrician 7 Wc should htivc had more polish—less force 
—just as much verse, but n<i immortality—a divorce and 
a duel or two, the whicdi had he sun ived, as Ids potations 
must have been less sjdrituous, he might have ]ive<l as long 
as Sheridan, and outlived as much os poor Brinsley 
What a wreck is that man! and all from bad pilotage 
for tm one liad ever better gales, tliough now and then a 
little too squally. Poor dear Sherry! I shall never forget 
the day he, and Rogers, and Moore, end I passed toge¬ 
ther ; when he talked, and ii>c listened, without one yawn, 
from six till one in the morning. 

“Got my seals ♦♦♦♦*♦, Have a^in forgot 
plaything (br ma petite cotmne Eliza; but I mast send 
fur it to-morrow. I liopc Harry w ill bring her to me. 1 
sent Itord Holland die proo& of the last * Giaour,* and 
the * Bride of Abydos.* He won’t like the latter, and I 
don’t think that I shall long. It was written in Bmi; 
nightR to distract my dreams from * *. Were it noi 
thus, it had never been composed ; and had I not done 
scMnething at that time, I must have gone mad, by eating 
my own heart—bitter diet 1 Hodgson likes it better than 
the Giaour, but nobody else will,—and ho never liked th< 
Fragment. I am sure, had it nut been for Murray, (hot 
would never have been published, though the circum- 
fiances whidi are the groundwork make it * 
heigh-ho! 

“ To-iu^t I saw both the sisters of * * ; my God 
ffie youngest so like! I thought I should have sprun 
across the house, and am so glad no one w’as with me ir 
Lady Holland's box. I hate tliose likenesses—the mock 
bird, but not the nightingale—so like as to remind, so dif 
forent as to be painfiil. One quarrels equally with th< 
points of resemblance and of distinction. 

“Nov. 17. 

“ No letter from *; butlmust not complain. Th 
rcapect^Ue Job 8ays,*Wlq^ |dKmld a living man com- 
pUmT* I ref% do n't kiiQI% except it be that a dead man 
can’t ; and he^ the said jpltriarch, did complain, nevei 


leless, till hts friends were tired, and his wife recom- 
iiided that pi«is prologue, ‘Curse—and die ;* the only 
ime, I suppose, when but little relief is to be found in 
A’caring. I have had a roost kind letter from Lord Hol- 
.nd on ‘ Tlie Bride’s of Abydos,’ which ho likes, and so 
>cs Lady H. This is very good-natured in both, from 
horn I do n’t deserve any quarter. Yet I did think, at 
1 C time, tliat my caiuse of enmity proceeded from Hoi- 
uid-liouse, and am glad I was wrong, and wish 1 had not 
>een in such a hurry with that confout^ed satire, of whidi 
* would suppress even the memory;—but pe<q>le, now 
:iey can’t got it, make a fuss, I verily believe, out of con- 
mdiction. 

“George Ellis and Murray have been talking some- 
ling alxiut Scott and me, George pro Scoto,—and very 
ight loo. If tljcy want to dejMjse him, I only wish they 
otild not set me uji as a competitor. Even if I had my 
lioice, 1 would rather be the carl of Warwicktlian all tlie 
•ngs lio ever made! Jeffrey and Gifford 1 take to bo 
le monarch-makers in |>oetry and prose. The British 
■ritic, in their Kokeby Review, have presupposed a com- 
>arison, which I am sure my friends never thought and 
Scott's subjects are injtulieious in descending to. I 
ike the man—and admire his works to what Mr. Braham 
■alls entusymuey. All such stuff can only vex him, and 
) mo no good. Many hate his politics,—(I hale all 
olitics;) and, liere, a man’s politics are like the Greek 
ml —an et^cu^oi', besides God knows wdiat other soul ; 
Hit their estimate of tiie two generally go togeilier. 

“Harry has not brought ma petite eowtine, 1 want us 

go to the i>lay together; she has been but once. 
Another short note from Jersey, inviting Rogers and me 
•n the 2Sd. 1 must see my agent to night. I wonder 
'hen that Newstead husine.ss will be finished. It cost 
10 more than words to part with it—and to hm)e parted 
with it! What niaUers it what I do 7 or what bc<!omcs 
A' mo?—hilt let me rememlior Job’s saying, and console 
nyscif witli being ‘a living man.* 

“1 wisli I could settle to reading again; my life is 
lonotonous, and yet desultory. 1 take up books, and 
ling tlicm down again. I began a comedy, and burned it 
lecause tlie scene ran into rcaiity ; a novel, for the same 
cason. In rhyme, 1 can keep more away from facts ; 

lut the thought always runs through, through. 

-es, yes, through. I have had a letter from Lady Mel- 
xiunie, Uie best finend I over had in my life, and the 
cleverest of women. 

“Not a word from * Have they sot out from * * 7 
jr has my last precious epistle fallen into the Lion’s jaws? 
f BO— and this silence looks suspicious—I must claqi on 
my musty morion’ and ‘hold out my iron.’ I am out of 
•racticc, but I won’t begin again at Manton’s now. Be- 
ndes, I would not return his shot. I wa.s once a famous 
^afcr-splittcr; but then the bullies of society made it 
necessary. Ever since I began to feel that I had a bad 
cause to support, I have left off the exercise. 

“ What strange tiitings from that Anakim of anarchy— 
Buonaparte! Ever since I defended my bust of him a^ 
Harrow against the rascally time-servers, when the war 
broke out in 1603, he 'fias been a ‘H^ros de Roman’ of 
mine, on the continent; I do n’t want him here. But I 
do n't like those same flights, leaving of armies, Ac. Ac. 
I am sure when 1 fought for his bust at school, I did not 
think he would run away from liimsclf. But 1 should 
not wonder if he banged them yet. To be beat by men 
would be something ; but by three stupid, legitimate-old- 
dynasty boobies of regular-bred sovereigns—O-hone-a^ 
rie!—O-hone-a-ric ! It must be, os Gobbet says, his 
marriage with the tiiick-Upped and thick-headed Auiri^ 
chknne brood. He had better have kept to her who was 
kept by Barras. I never knew any good come of your 
young wife, and legal espousals, to any but your ‘sobers 
blooded boy,* who ‘eats fish’ and drinketh ‘no sack. 
Had he not tite whole opera? all Paris 7 all France 7 
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But a mistress is just as perplexing—tliat is, me —two or 
more are manage^le by ^vision. 

“I have begun, or had begun a song, and flung it into 
the fire. It was in remembrance of Mary Duff, my first 
of flames, before most people begin to bum. I wonder 
what the devil is the matter witli me! I can do nothing, 
and—fortunately there is nothing to do. It has lately 
been in my power to make two persons (and tlieir con¬ 
nexions) con^ortable, pro tempore, and one happy ex tem¬ 
pore,—I rejoice in the last particularly, as it is an excel¬ 
lent man. 1 wish there been more inconvenience 
and less gratification to my self-love in it, for tlicn there 
had been more merit. Wc are all selfish—and 1 believe, 
ye gods of Epicurus ! I believe in Kochefoucault about 
men, and in Lucretius, (not Busby’s translation) about 
yourselves. Your bard has made you very nonchxUant 
and blest; but as ho has excused us from damnation, I 
do n’t envy you your blessedness mucit —a little, to be 
sure. I remember last year, * * sjud to me at * ‘ Have 

we not passed our last month like the gods of Lucretius'/' 
And so we had. She is an adept in the text of tlie 
original (wluch I like too;) and when tliat booby Bus. 
sent his translating pro.spectus, she subscribed. But, the 
devil prompting him to add a specimen, she transmitted 
lum a subsequent arawer, saying, tliat, ‘ after perusing it, 
her conscience would not permit her to allow her name 
to remain on the list of subscribblcrs.’ * ♦ ♦ 

* * Last night, at Lord Holland’s— 

Mackintosh, the OssuLstoncs, Puysegiir, he. there—I 
was trying to recollect a quotation (as/think) of Slai’l’s, 
from some Teutonic sophist about architecture. ‘ Archi¬ 
tecture,’ says this Macoronica Tedescho, ‘ reminds me of 
fi-orstn music.’ It is somewhere—but where ?—the demon 
of pcqilexity must know and won’t tell. I asked Moore, 
anti he said it was not in her; but P——r said it must 
be hers, it was so like. * * * * 

* * * * Jl. laughed, as 

ho does at all ‘Do I’Allemagne,’—in which, however, I 
tliink he goes a Utde too far. B., I hear, contemns it too. 
But there are fine passages;—and, after all, wliat is a 
work—any—or every work—^but a desert witli fountains, 
and, perhaps, a grove or two, every day’s journey ? To 
be sure, in Madame, what we often mistake, and 'pant 
for,’ as tlie ‘ cooling stream,’ turns out to be the ‘ mirage’ 
(critice, verbiage;) but we do, at last, get to something 
like the temple of Jove Ammon, and then the waste wc 
have passed is only remembered to gladden the contrast. 

“Called on C *, to explain ♦ ♦ * ♦ She is very 
beautiful, to my taste, at least; for on coining home from 
abroad, I recollect being unable to look at any woman 
but her—they were so fair, and unmeaning, and bUmde. 
The darkness and regularity of her features reminded me 
of my ‘ Jannat al Aden.’ But this impreataon wore off; 
and now I can look at a fair woman without longing for a 
Houri. She was very good-tempered, and every tiling 
was explained. 

“To-day, great news—‘tlie Dutch have taken Hoi¬ 
's land,’—which, I suppose, will be succeeded by the actual 
explosion of the Thames. Five provinces have declared 
for young Stadt, and there will be inundation, conflagra¬ 
tion, constirfialion, consternation, and every sort of nation 
and nations, fighti^ away up to their knees, in the dam¬ 
nable quags of tills will-o’-the-wisp abode of Boors. It 
is said, Bemadotte is among them, too; and, as Orange 
will be there s<^ they will have (Crown) Prince Stork 
aiM King Log in their Loggery at the same time. Two 
to one on the new dynasty! 

“Mr. Murray has offered me one thousand guineas for 
the ‘CtiaoiiH and the ‘Bride of Abydos.’ I won’t—it is 
too much, though I am strongly tempted, merely for the 
oas/ of H. No bad price for a fortnight's (a week each) 


what/—the gods know—it was intended to be calM 
Poetry. 

“I have dined regularly to-day, for the first time sioee 
Sunday last—this being Sabbath, too. All the rest, tea 
and dry biscuits—six per diem. I wish to God 1 had not 
dined now! It kills me with heaviness, stupor, and born- 
ble dreams;—and yet it was but a pint of bucellas and 
fish.—Meat I never touch,—nor much vegetable diet. I 
wish I were in the couotiy, to take exercise,—^instead of 
being obliged to cod by absence, in lieu of it. I should 
not so much mind a Uttlo accession of flesh,—my bones 
can well bear it. But the worst is, the devil always come 
with it,—^till I starve him out,—and I will not be the slave 
of any appetite. If 1 do err, it shall be my heart, at least, 
that herdds the way. Oh my head—how it aches!—die 
horrors of digestion! I wander how Buonaparte’s dinner 
agrees with liim / 

“Mem. I must write to-morrow to‘Master Shallow, 
who owes me a tliousond pounds,’ and seems, in his letter, 
afraid that I should ask him for it;—as if I would'—I 
do n’t want it (just now, at least,) to begin with; and 
though I have often wanted that sum, I never asked Gir 
the ro|iaymunt of VH. in my life—from a friend. His bond 
is not due tliis year; and 1 told him when it was, I should 
not enforce it. How often must he make me say the 
.same thing / 

“ I am wrong—I did once ask ♦ ♦ * to repay me. But 
it was under circumstances that excused me to him, and 
would to any one. 1 took no interest, nor required secu¬ 
rity. He paid me soon,—at least, his padre. My head! 

I believe it was given me to ache with. Good oven. 

“Nov. 22,1813. 

“ ‘ Orange Boven!’ So the bees have expelled the bear 
that broke open tlieir hive. 'Well,—if wc are to have 
new Do Witts and De Ruyters, God speed the little re¬ 
public ! 1 should like to see the Hague and tlie village 
of Brock, where they have such primitive haliits. Yet, I 
ion’t know,—their canals would cut a poor figure by the 
memory of the Bospliorus; and the Ztiydor Zee look 
awkwardly after ‘Ak Degnity.’ No matter,—^the bluff 
burghers, puffing freedom out of their short tobacco-pipes, 
might be worth seeing; though I prefer a cigar, or a 
hooka, witli the rose leaf muted with the milder herb of 
the Levant. I don’t know what liberty means,—never 
having seen it,—^but wealth is power oil over the world; 
and us a shilling performs the duty of a pound (besides sun 
and sky and beauty for notliing) in the East,— that is the 
country. Howl envy Herodes Atticus!—more tlian Pom- 
ponius. And yet a little tumult, now and then, is an 
agreeable quickener of sensation; such as a revoluuon, a ' 
battle, or an aventure of any lively description. I think I 
rather would have been Bonneval, Ripperda, Atboroni, 
Ilayrcddiii, or Horuc Barbarossa, or even Wortley Mon¬ 
tague, than Mahomet himself. 

“ Rogers will be in town soon!—the 23d is fixed for oar 
Middleton visit. Shall I go/ umpb!—In this island, where 
one can’t ride out without overtaking the sea, it don’t 
much matter whore one goes. 

S' « -s * Ik * 

“ I remember the effect of the first Edinburg Review 
on me. I heard of it six weeks before,—read it the day 
of its denunciation,—dined and drank three bottles of 
claret, (with S. B. Davies, I think,)—^neither ate nor slept 
the less, but, nevertheless, was not easy till 1 hod vented 
my wrath and my rhyme, in the same pages, against eveiy 
thing and every body. Like George, in the Ificar of 
Wakefield] ‘the fate ^ my paradoxes’ would allow me to 
perceive no merit in another. I remembered only the 
maxim of my boxing-master, which, in my youth, wa« 
found useful in all general riots ,—‘ 'Wlioever is not for you 
is against you— mill away right and left,’ and so I did;— 
like Ishmael, my hand was against all men, and all men’s 
anent me. I did wonder, to bo sure, at my own 

'Aik! lalrvsktosiaskvIllfatlUiovm,' 


* Ladv Cordint Ltinb. 
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M Hobhouse Borci^ticaUy says <^soinebody, (not unlikely 
myeel^ as we are old friends;)—but were it to conieover 
agwn, 1 would not. I have since redde* the cause of my 
couplets, and it is not adequate to the eticct. C* * told 
me that it was believed I alluded to poor Lord Carlisle’s 
nervous disorder in one of the lines. I thank Heaven 1 
did not know it—and would not, could not, if 1 had. I 
must naturally be the last person to be pointed on defects 
or maladies. 

“ Rogers is silent,—and, it is said, severe. When he 
does talk, he talks well; and, m all subjects of taste, his 
dehcacy of expression is pure as his poetry. If you enter 
his liouse—his drawing-room—his library—you of your- 
solf say, this is not the dwelling of a common mind. There 
is not a gem, a coin, a bortk, thrown aside on his cliimncy- 
pHM^ his sofa, his tabic, that does not bespeak an almost 
fastidious elegance in the possessor. But this very deli¬ 
cacy must be tlie misery of his exialonce. Oh the jar- 
rings his disposition must have cncotmlcrcd through life I 
Southey 1 have not seen much of. His appearance 
aJEpiCf and ho is the only existing entire man of lettc ■, 

^ All the others have some pursuit annexed to Uieir author¬ 
ship. His manners arc mikl, but not tliose of a man of 
the world, and his talents of tlie 6rst order. His prose is 
perfect. Of his poetry tJiero arc various opinions: there, is, 
perhaps, too much of it for the prescinl generationpos¬ 
terity will probably scjlect. He has equal toauy 

thing. At present, he has apartffy but no piz-Wo—except 
for his prose writings. The life of Nelson is beauUful. 

* * * is a Utt^ratcuTf the Oracle of the Coteries, of the 
**s, L* W*, (Sidney Sniitli’s ‘Tory Virgin,') Mrs. 
Wilmot, (slie, at least, is a swan, and mig'nl. frequent a 
purer stream,) Lady B * +, and all the Blues, witli Lady 
Caroline at their head—but I say noUiing of her —kxjU 
in her face, and you forgot tliem all,’ and cveiy thing else. 
Oh tliat face!—by * te, Diva potens Cy|>ri,’ I wmilcl, to be 
beloved by timt woman, build and burn another Troy. 

“Moore has a poouliarily of talent, or rather talents,— 
poetiy, music, voice, all his own; and an expression in 
©Mh, which never was, nor will be, possessed by another. 

^ Rut he is capable of still Itighcr flights in poetry. By-the- 
I jyi what humour, wlmt—every thing in the‘Post-Bag!’ 

1. here is nothing Moore may not do, if he will but seri- 
*j ^ about it. In society, ho is gentlemanly, gtmtlc, 
•M altogether more pleasing than any individual with 
whan I am acquaint^. Fw his honour, principle, tmd 
. ttuepoodence, his conduct to * * ’t' * speaks * tmmpet- 
tonguwL* He has but one Ikult—and that one I daily 
«gwlr^e Mnot Aerc, 

“JJov. 23 

®y M.ihomet! I he’™’to 
Um* I Uke every Wy; a dieposition not to be encuu- 
i a .orl ofwoial gluttony, that swallows eveiy thing 
SM before .t. But 1 like Ward. He is piquant; and, b 
»^r^«nion, will stand very high in the House and every 
else—if he applies regularly. By-the-by, I dine 
to-morrow, wHch may have some influence on 
myqiimon. It» as well not to trust rnie’s gratitude after 
I have heard many a host fibeUed by his guests, 
wuh hM btasumfy yet reeking on thrir rascally lips! 
***♦♦* 

•I have taken L^d Salisbuty’s box at Covent-ganlen 

£dv to join 

Holland and party, in theirs, at Dniry-lane, q^ , 

tomk themani. Juniu,; but that the' 

tau that part of Gewge the SbcmmIs reign.—What is 
n’t know what to think. 
Jpusbeyetdead? If suddenly apoplexed, 
WBuId he rest m ins grave without sending hts «i<Siss to 


shout in the ears of posterity, ‘Junius was X. Y.Z.Esq, 
buried in the parish of* * *. Repair his monument, ye 
churcli-wardens ? Print a now edition of hifi letters, ye 
booksellers!’ Impossible; the man must be alive, and 
will never die without the disclosure. I like huii; he was 
a good hater. 

“Came home unwell and went to bed,—so sleepy 
as might be desirable. « 

“ Tuesday iuorning. 

“I awdee from a dream—well! and have not others 
dreamed ?— Such a dream I but she did not ovtirlake me. 
I wish the dead would rest, however. Ugh! how my 
blood chilled—and I could not wake—and—anti—heigbo! 

* Shfitiows to<night 

Have •truclr more ferr»r to the »oul of Richard, 

Than could Uic •nbttance of lett thousand * *», 

Anii’d ail in proof, ami led hyobailow * *.* 

Ido not like this dream,—I hate its ‘foregone condusioii. 
And ar 1 to be sliaken by sliadows ? Ay, when they re- 
mind us of—no matter—bu(, if [ dream thus a^rain, I will 
try whether all sleep has the likf) visions. Since 1 rose, 
I’ve been inconsiderable liotlily pain also; but it is gone, 
and now, like Lord Oglelw, J am wound up for the day. 

“A note from Moiinlnorris—I dine with Ward; Can¬ 
ning is to be. there, Frere, au<l Sharpe, perhaps Gifford, 
f tun to be one of ‘ the five,’ (or rather six,) as l.ady ♦ ♦ 
said, a littl 'jneeringly, yesterday. They are ali good to 
meet, parlamharly Canimig, and—Ward, when ho likes. 

I wish 1 may he well enough to listen to theiie iiilelicctuals. 

” No letters to-day; s.t moch tin; better, there are no 
answers. I must not dream again; it spiiis oven reality. 

[ will go out of doors, and see what tlie fog will do for me. 
Jackson has been here; the tstxing world much as usual; 
hut the Club increases. I shall dine at Crib’s to-morrow; 

I like energy, even animal energy, of all kinds; and I have 
need of lioth mental and corfioreal. I have not dined ouh 
nor, indeed, at uU, lately; have heard no music., have seen 
nobody. Now for a plunge —high life and low life. 
Amant aUema CanKuna;!’ 

I have burned my Raman, as I did the first scenes 
and sketch of my coniedy—and, for oug! * I see, the 
^casure of burning is quite ae great as that of pr- ting. 
These lost two would not have d"»'^. I ran hr*.- ■’■.alfFes 
mtwe foan ever; and some would iiave boon recognised 
and others gnossed at. 

“ Redde the Ruminator, a collection of Essays, W a 
f ™“' (Sir Edgerton Bridges) and a 

n ™ Highlands, 

called ChUde Alanque.’ Thewtwd‘sensibility,’(always 
1 aversion) occure a thousand times in these Essays: 

. “ to be an excuse for aU kinds of discon- 

tent. This young man can know nothing of life; and, if 
he chenshes the disposition which runs through his 
^rS’ wdl tecome useless, and, perhaps, not even a poet, 
after all, which he seems determined to be. God help 

flung tetter. And this is what annoys one, to see Scott 
Md I^re, and Campbell and Rogers, who might aU 

foru^th “>»' mere spectatoj. For,' 

though they nmj have #ther ostensible avocations, these 
^t are reduced to a secondary consideration. ♦*, too, 
^rmg away bs time among dowager, mid unmaS 
girls. If ,t advanced any terioue affair, it were some 
cJS Sr”* **“ » » hazardous 

tLL^”"^ ‘nmig.-mfles., perhaps, one in . 

^ “ *’*“ eernifly, thw would proba- 

^p of the language, and hteratnre of botti Paw^ti 

have unnerved me; and aU I c« now dob toZtolS 
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an amuscinenl, and look on, wIuIb oihcrs play. After al “lamim.n a i ■ --——- 

-even the lughesl game of crown.- and sceptres, what !■ to ♦ ♦ r .,l ? i V"'"5- letters,—except 
tt? KideNaimleon's last twelven.onUt. It hL, Iteve, T, 

pletely uiiset m.v system of falalLsm I thought, ifcruslied, „„*it uleasirT nTi, * “ “ell«urne I wnte with 
he would have fallen, when < fraco. illahatur’orbi^S -U ^ 

not have been pared away to grade significance ;_thut years youngc wt a fel"' 
all th« was not a mere jeu of th. .,r1s, but a prelude to Li she ttioLhrh “f 

greater changes and mtghuer e,,nts. But m.m never lost a valuablflrfI ^ ‘ »l'<«iW have 

advance beyond a certain |K>inl;—,uid here we are retro- tpi-« ..... ' “b'^eahleyricnd. Mem.—a mis- 

grading to aie.lull,stiipid,. Jd systen. -halance ofliurope- areL.vem • Ld'Lhmi^ i 
potsmg straws upon king.s’ n.,»e.-, u, stead ofwrmgm.i them “Ihave not r,. ^ wT"’ 

ofl! tiive me a repoblie, „r a li. spoiism of on.', mili. r I rcret to h.-ai- fe ."’’'“a letter,—but I will. 

tliaii the mixed government of one. two, Ilirce Aremiblic' luno,. . *"^''‘“’**ers lliat be has lately breri unfor- 

-look tn the history of the Eartl—Homc Uree r v : L I f«;-ury involvements. He is undo.tbtedly 
nici, France, Holland, America, our short (eheu.') Com- I should^L' e 1 ' »'“1 Ae nnet AV«A of bards. 

• .nonwealth, and compare it with wlmt they dld^ umL mmrls tt ajt 

. nia5mr,s. rhe Asiatic ; are not rp, udied to be republicans, I Ual, So ..f and Campbell 

but d,ev have tbe liberty of do,iL,.,.lung dcspoL-wir t ‘"''“8“- 

IS ihciiext thm«; to it. lo l>« the hrst man—not the bu 
tutor not tin; Syiia, but tJic Wasliitigton or ihe Arifttnl- 
—tbf loailcr III talent, am! tnitl.—.s nr.vt U> the* Diviniiy 
Franklin, r^-nn, and, ne.Kt. to these, citlicr Rrntm or 

JVTjriibcaM—or Si. Jusl. J shall nevet- be an 
thin- t>r rather always bo Tioilijn<». '['be nio.s( I can hon 
IS, that som.^ will say, ‘ 1 Ic nu-ht, i.erLa).s, if [w. woulil.’ 

“ l:2,iniihujTh{. 

“Here arc two fionfnmded privofs Jton, jJ,c pm/Mr. 
have l.JoKed at the one, but, for t!ic soul of mo, J nui’t li>i> 

over that‘Giiioiir'a;4iun,™atleasi. just now, and at Uji; 
hour—and yet there is uo nioon. 

"Ward talks of goine to Holland, and we have partly 
discussed an cwemhlr I'.vpedition. ft mnst t»« in ti'n davs. 
if at all, ifwe wish to be in at the Revolution. And wh) 
nrt! ? +■ ^ isdislanl.and will l>e at * +,siill more distant. 

^lili spring. No one e!s<*, e-xeejit Augusta, cares for me— 

Holies—not ranimolf?—•owf/mw/e f/nn»yi/e—-sc lornuiTno, hctii 
—non c/d in^ntrtn'! Old William .ifOran;;'e talked of 
dying in ‘ the last ditch’ of Ids dingy country. It is lucky I 

can swim, m l .supiKJsc 1 should noi well weather the. first. There is a Irnuigular ‘Gnidus ad Parnassum!’ Tho 
Rut let us ace. I lieve. heard hyemas and jackals in the nunea art' too numerous ftkr the ba.se of die triangle. Poor 
ruins of A«ia; and bull-fro^js in the marshes, besides Thurlow has gone wild about the poetry of Q,iietai Bess's 
wolves an'-i anen’MusRiilmaiH. Now, i should like to — c^est dommage. 1 liave ranked tliu name.s upon my 

hsleiin si of a free Ihttchman. triangle more upon what I ftelicve popular opinion than 

^‘Alla! Viva! Forever! IJourra! Huzza!—which is any decided opinion of ray o^vn. For, to me, some of 
^e most ratunal or musical of these cries? * Orange Moore’s last iurin sparks—* As abeam o'er the face of 
Boven/ according to the Morning Post. li« waters—‘ When he who adores thee —* Olt blame not’ 

“ "W ednesday, 24th. -HEind ‘ Oh breadio not his name’—are worth all llio Epic* 

** No dreams last night of the dead nor tho living—so— ever were composed. 

I am * firm as the marble, founded as the rock*—till the * thinks tlie Q,nartcrly will attack mo next, 



Let 

dicm. I have boon ’ pepper^ so highly’ in my time, boA 
Uiat it must be cayenne or aloes to make mo taste, 
can siiiceri.ly say that 1 am not very much alive now to 
criticism. But—in tracing this—1 rather believe (hat it 
irocecds from my not altacltirig iJiat importance loaiilhor- 
hip which many do, and whidi, when young, 1 did also. 
One gets tired of every thmg, my ungel,’ says Vabnonh 
fhe ^angids’ are the only tliit^s of which I am not a little 
ick—but 1 do think the preference of ioriiera to agenb^ 
10 mighty stir made a!>out scribbling and scribes, by them- 
lives and others—a sign of efieminacy, degeneracy, 


next earthquake. 

“ Ward’s dinner went oflT well. There was not a dis- 
a^eeable perswi there—unless / offended any body, 
which 1 am sure I could not by contradictiem, for I said 
httle, and opposed nothing. Sharpe (a man of elegant 
^ind, and who has lived much with the best-—Fox, Home 
Windham, ritzpatrick, and all the agitators of 
ptner times and tongues) told us the particulars of his last 
i^rview with Windliam, a few days before the fatal 
oration, which sent * that gallant spirit to aspire the 

the first in one department of oratory .. .. r. 

^.talent, whose only fault was his refinement beyond and weakness. Who would write, who had any thing 
me intellect of half hi« —.w;«/lko«. Koif t>te tifi« etter to do? ‘Action’—‘actiim’—‘action’—said Demos- 

henes: ‘Actions—action^’ I say, and not writing,—least 
all rhyme. Look at the querulous and monotemous livM 
the ‘ genusexcept Cervantes, Tasso, Dante, Ariosto, 
'deist, (who were brave and active idtizens,) .^schyius, 
ophocles, and smne otlier of tho antiques also—what a 
orthless, idle brood it is \ 

“ 12, Mezza norte. 

“ Just returned from dinner, with Jackson (the emperor 
•fPugiU8m)aDd another of the select, at Cribb’s tlie ebam- 
lion’s. 1 drank jnoro than I like, and have brought away 
ome three bottles of«very fair claret—for I have no 
leadach. We Iqpt Tom Cribb up after dinnervery 


s intellect ofhalfhis hearers,—Windham, half his life 
f Participator in the events of tlie eartli, and one 
n t^e who governed nations,—/le regretted, and dwelt 
wuen on that regret, that ‘ he had not entirely devoted 
mw to literature and science!!!’ His mind certainly 
ou d nave carried him to eminence tliere, as elsewhere; 
—■but I - ’ ? 


cannot comprehend what debility <4* that mind 


^ u suggest such a wish. X, who have heard him, 
nnot regret any thing but that I shall never hear him 
^ain. What! would he have been a plodder ? a metaphy- 
p a rhymer ? a scribbler ? Such an 

8® t°nst have been suggested by illness, IXuthe 
gone, and Time ‘ shall not look upon his like again.’ 

30 
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ftcetioo^ tbou|^ aonwnbat prolix. He don't like his 
atualioo—wants to fight again—pray Pollux (or Castor, 
irhs was dte nuUer) he may I Tom has been a sailor—a 
oeahheaver—and some other genteol professions, before 
he took to the costus. Tom has been in action at sea, 
and is now imiy tliree-and-thirty, A great man ! has a 
wife and a mistress, and conversations well—bating some 
sad omissions and misapplicatiana of the aspirate. Tom 
is an old friend of iiiino; 1 have seen some of his best 
battles in my nonage, lie is now a publican, and, I fear, 
a Sumerfor Mrs. * ♦ is on abmony, and * *'8 daugliter 
lives with the ohampion. Tka * * told me,—Tom having 
Bn ojiinion of niy morals, passed her off as a legal spouse. 
Talking of her, he said,'she was die truest of women’ 
—from which 1 immediately inferred she could mt be his 
wife, and so it turned out. 

“These panegyrics don’t belong to matrimony; for if 
true,’ a man do n’t diinh it necessary to say so; and if not, 
the less be says the better.’ ’*’*** is tlie only man, excep! 
• ♦ * I over heard harangue upon Ids wife’s virme ; and 
I listened to Ixiili with great credence and patience, and 
stuffixl my bandkorcbief into my muutli, when I found 
yaividng irresistible. By-tbc-by, 1 am yawning now— 
so, good night to thee. Nuu'tpmv. 

“ Thursday, 26lli November. 

“Awoke a little fi vertsli, blit no beailaclie—no dream.s 
nciUier—thanks to stii|«>r! Two letters, one from * ♦ ♦ * 
the other from Lady Melboiinie—bolh excellent in tlieir 
respective styles. * v * *’8 contained also a very pretty 
lyric on‘concealed griefs’—if not her own, yet very like 
her. AVhy did slie not say dial the stanzas were, or were 
not, of her composition?—I do not know whedier to wish 
diem her* or nol. I have no great esteem for fioelical 
jiersoiis, particularly womenthey liave so much of die 
‘ ideal’ in practice, as well as ethics. 

“ I have been thinking lately a good deal of Mary Duff. 
How very odil that I should have been so utterly, devotedly 
food of that girl, at an age when f could neillier feel pa/ 
sion, nor know die meaning of the word. And ihe etteci I 
—My mother used always to rally me about this cliildisli 
amour ; and, at last, many years aficr, when I waasixicen, 
she told me one day, ‘ Oh. Byron, I have had a letter from 
Kdinburgh, from Miss Abercrorriby, and your old sweet* 
heart Mary Duff is marriod to a Mr. Co*.’ And what wa.s 
my answer ? I really cannot c.\plain or account Cir mv 
fcclinp at that moment; hut they nearly threw me into 
convidsions, and alarmed my mother so much, that, after I 
grew hotter, she generally avoided the subject—to mr— 
«md contented herself with tcllmg it to all hor acmiaintance 
Now, what coukl till, be ? I had never seen her since her 
motliers faux-pas at Aberdeen hod been the cau.se of her 
removal to her grandmodier’s at Banff; wc were both the 
merest chddren, I had and have been aUached fifty times 
fflnce that period; yet I recoUoct aU wc said to each other 
^1 our ewessos, her features, my restlessness, sleeples/ 
ness, my tormenting my mother’s maid to write for lie in 

^ught I was wild, and, as I could not write for ravseif 
^ame my secretary. I remember, too, our walkTanJ 

Immtork " "'^childrenf^t 

really atlaclied since. Be ihatTitltlv h '’''‘’'c /” 
latem hour of It; and lately. I k„o„ „„'Uy, the 


don (not the attachment) baa recurred «s foroiUy u ever, 
wonder if she can have the leant remembrance of it or 
1 C ? or remember her pitying sister Helen fiir not having 
an admirer too ? How very preuy is the perfect imaged 
her in my memory—her brown dark hair, and haael^es • 
her very dress! 1 should be quite grieved to see her now • 
the reality, however beautiful would destroy, or at leas! 
loiifuse, the features of the tovely Peri which then exisled 
u her, and still lives in my imagination, at the distance 
if more than sixteen years. I am now twenty-five and odd 
months. 

“ I diuik my mother told the circumsiances (on my hear¬ 
ing of hor marriage) to the Parkynsies, and certainly to 
he Pigol family, and probably mentioned it in her answer 
oMiss. A., who was well acquainted with my childish*' 
penchant, and had sent the news on purpose for ms,—and 
.hanks to her I ’ 

“Next to the beginning, the conclusion has often occu¬ 
pied my rellcciions, in the way of investigation. That the 
liicts are tlius, others know as well as I, and my memory 
yet tells roe so, m more than a whisper. But, the more I 
reflect, llic more I am bewildered to as.sign any cause 
Ibr this preciKiity of alfeciioii. 

“l.ord Holland invited me to dinner to-day; but three 
lays’ duiing would destroy me. So, without eating at 
all since yesterday, 1 went to my box at Covent-earden. 

* * * * ♦ 

“ Saw ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ looking very pretty, though quite a differ¬ 
ent style of beauty from die other two. She has Itie finest 
yes in the world, out of which she pretends not to 
see, and the longe.st eyelashes 1 ever saw, since Leila’s 
and I’haiinio’s Moslem curtains of tile light. She has 
much beauty,—just enough,—but Is, I tiling michanie. 

* * ♦ * » 

“I have been pondering on the miseries of sejiaralion, 
that—oh liow seldom we see those we hive! yet we live' ’ 
ages in moments, wlicnntct The only thing tliat consoles 
during aliseiiee is die rolfeetion dial no menial or 
personal estraiigeiiieiil, from eimui or disagreement, can 
take place;—and when people meet heroafler, even though 
many changes may have taken place in the mean lime, 
ifill—unless lliey are tired ofeaeli other—lliey are ready 
to rciifiile, and do not blame each odier for the circum- 
stances tliai severed them. 


“Saturday, 27lh, (f believe—orrather am in doufti, 
which is die lie plus ultra of mortal faith.) 

1 have miascd a day; ami, u.s tlic Irishman said, or 
Joe MiUer says for him, ‘ have gained a loss,’ or bp tlio 
loss. Evciy thing is seided for Uollanii, and nothing hut 
a coug I, or a caprice of my fellow-traveller’s, can stoj> os. 
carriage ordered—fluids prepared—and, probably, a gale 
of wusf into die bargain. N'importe—1 believe, with 
Llym o the Clow, or Kobin Hood,'By our Mary (dear 
name.) that art both Mother and May, 1 think it never 
was a mail’s lot to die before his day Heigh for llel- 
voelsluys, ami so fordi! 

“ 1’o-night I went with young Henry Fox to see ‘Nour- 
Jtoiad —a dra^ which the Morning Po.st hatli laid to,piy 
charge, but of whi^h I cannot even guess the author. I 
wnder what they will next inflict upon mo. They can- 
^twefl sink below aMetodrama; but that is better than a 
oalirc, (at least, a personal one,) with which I stand truly 
M^ed, midin atonement of which I am resolved to 
1 / ^ criticisms, abuses, and oven praises for 

*'*'’ 0 ' conqiosed by me,—without even a 

1 7 of my Turkish drawings for his 

I Slim m "’clcomc than to my name. 

I sup,^e the roa^ author will soon own it, as it L suc- 

^ “y “«•«>. and Letlie my beverage! 
swev cafe; aiHl,m 

like’ ’ Ld ^ at*® makes upon it is, ‘ indeed it is 

like—and again,‘mdoed it is like.’ * * * With Tier 
ttie likeness covered a multitude of sins for I happenf 
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butdaikandljuBt impacked, like salmon from an ice-basket, and set 
ny miM was'down to table for that day only. When she retired, I 
the others of watched their looks as I dismissed tlic screen, and every 
course, more cheek thawed, and every nose reddened with the anhci- 
ftgrceftble Uun n&tur6> p&ted glow. 

“Redde the Ed. Review of Rogers. He is ranked “ Saturday, I went with Harry Pox to Nourjahad - and 
higiily-vbut where he should be. There is a summary I beheve, convinced him, by incessant yawning, iat it 
view of us all —Moart and me among the rest; and both was not mine. I wisli the precious author would own it 
(tbe/rs^ justly) prwsed; though, by impUcation (justly and release me from his fame. Tlie dresses are pretty 
again) placed beneath our memorable friend. Mackin- but not in costume—Mrs. Home’s, all but the turba^ am! 
tosh is the writer, and also ofthe critic on die Slafil. His the want of a smaU dagger, (if she is a Suitarw,) prr/cct. 
grand essay on Burke, I hear, is for the next number. I never saw a Turkish woman with a turban in my lib— 
But I know nothing of the Edinburgh, or of anyoUier nor did any one else. The Sultanas have a small poniard 
Review, but from rumour; and I have long ceased—ii>- at tlie waist. I'he dialogue is drowsy—ihe action heavy 
deed, I could not, in justice, complain of any, even though —the scenery fine—the actors tolerable. I f:an’i say much 
I were to rale poetry in general, and my rhymes in par- for ilieir seraglio; Teresa, Phonnio, or ♦ ♦ * * were 
ticular, more highly than 1 really do. U’o withdraw my- worth them all. 

M/ffroin ini/aelf(oh tliat cursed selfishness!) has ever “Sunday, a very handsome note from Mackintosh, w'bo 
been my sole, my enure, my siiicoro motive in scribbling is a rare insiance of the union of very traiiscoudciii talent 
at all; and publishing is also dm continuance of the same and great goHl-natiin*. To-day, (Tuesda}’,) a very pretty 
oljjcct, by the action it affords to the inuid, which else billet fri»m M. la liaromie do Staei Holstein. She is 
recoils u;K>n itself. Ifl ^’aiued fame, I should flatter re- ph*as<,*tl to be much plea.sed witli iny meniion ofher and 
cijivod opuiions, which have gathered strength by time, licr last work in my notes. I sp<»ke as 1 tliought.—^fier 
and will yet wear longer diun any living worlts to the con- works are my delight, and so Is she herself, fur—half an 
uary. But, for the soul of me, I cannot and will not give hour. I do n’t like her politics—at least, her hamitg 
the lie to iny own thoughts and doubts, come what may. changed tiiem; liatl slie been (ptaliv ai) i/iccjitoy it were 
ifl am a fix>l, it is, at least, a doubling one; and I envy uoUiing. But slu: is a woman by hersellj and has done 
no one the certainty of his self-a}>proved wisdom. more than all tlie rest uf (hem logotlier, mtelhictually,— 

“ All are inciuied to believe what they covet, from a ^iie ought to have been a man. She flatters me very prot- 
loUery-ticket up to a passport to Paradise; in whicli, from tily in her nolo;—but I know it. The reason (hat adtila- 
descripiton, I see iiodiing very tempting. My restless- Uoii is not displeasing is, diat, though untrue, it shows 
ness tells me 1 have something withui that ‘ {losseth show.’ one to be of consecjucnce enough, in one vs’ay or udier, to 
it is for Him, who made it, to prolong dial spark of celcs- induce |>eople to lie, to make us Uicir friendUiat is dteii 
tial fire which illuminates, yet burns, dus frail U*nemem; concern. 

^ui I see no such horror in a ‘ dreamless sleep,’ and 1 have * * is, I hear, diriving on dio repute of a puti (which 
no conception of any existence which duration would not 'as mine at Miu:kintosh's dinner boiim' tiim^ buck) on 
render tiresome. How else*fell the ang«*.Ls,’ even accord- VVard, who was asking ‘how much it would take to rc- 


to know that diis portr^ was not a flatterer, 
stern,—even black as the mood in winch x 
scorching last July, when I sate ^ h. All 
me—like most portraits whatsoever—«rc, of 


mg to your creed? They were munortal, heavenly, and 
happy as their aposlaie AMicl is now by his treachery. 
Time must decide: and eternity won’t be the les.s agree¬ 
able or miH'e horrible because one <lid not expect it. In 
the mean time, I am grateful for some good, and tohTably 
patient under certain evils—grace h Bieu et mon bon 
emperamout. 

“ Sunday, 28th. 

** Monday, 2dth. 

“ Tuesday, 30th. 

•Two days missed in my log-book; hiatus liaud de- 
flcndus. They were as Ulllc wordi n^collectian as Uie 
re.st; and, luckily, lazuiess or society prevented me from 
notcldng diem. 

“Sunday, I dintxl with Lord Holland in St. Jamos’s- 
stpiare. Large party—among them Sir S. Komilly anel 
Lady Ry.; Oieneral Sir Somebody Beiitliani, a man of 
sciuiicc and talent I am told; Horner—die Horner, an 
Eitkiburgh Reviewer, an excellent 8|>oakcr in die ‘Ho¬ 
nourable House,’ very pleasing, too, gcntloinaiily in 
as far as I have seen—Sharpe—Plaltips of 
Lancashire—Lf>rd John Russell, and others, ‘ good men 
and true.’ Holland’s society is very good; you always 
see some one or oUier in it worth knowing. Stuffed my¬ 
self with sturgeon, and exceeded in champaign and wine 
•n general, but not to confusion of head. When I do dine, 
* gorge hike an Arab or a Boa snake, on fish and vegeta¬ 
bles, but no meat. I am idways better, however, on my 
tea and biscuit than any odier regimen,—and even tfuU 
*I»aringly. ^ ® 

“ Why doesTjady H. always have that damned screen 
between the whole ro(Hn and the fire ? I, who bear cold 
no better than an antelope, and never yet found a sun 
done to my taste, was absolutely petrified, and could 
not even shiver. AH the rest, too, looked as if tliey wc-rc 


whig him /’ I answered that, probably, ho ‘ must first, 
beforo he was rowhiggedi be re-ieuiY^'d.’ 'i’liLs fiioltsh 
t]Uibble, In^fore Uie StuiH and Mackintosh anti a number 
ofconvt'rsalioiiers, has been inoiiliied about, and at last 
settled on the lM!ad of * *, where long may it romuin! 

“George* is returiaxl from atloat to gel a new aliip. 
He hioks tliiii, but belter than I expected. 1 like George 
much more titan most people like Uieir heirs. He is a lino 
fellow, and every inch a sailor. 1 would do any tiling 
nd apostatize^ to get him on in his profession. 

“Lewis called. It is a good and good-humoured man, 
but peslilenlly prolix, and paradoxical, and personal. If 
he would but talk haif^ and reduce lus visits to an hour, 
he would add to his p»piiluri(y. As an author, he is very 
good, and lus vanity is OMwrIc, like Krskme’s, and yel not 
(tlfending. 

“Yesierclay, a very pretty letter from Annabclla,! 
which J answered. Wiiai an iwld siluaUoii arul friend- 
shij) Ls ours! witlioul one spark of lovc<«i either side,and 
jiroduct^d by circumstances whicli in general lead to <— 
ness on one side, and aversuin on the other. She is a 
very superior woman, and very little sjxiilcd, wliich ia 
strange in an hcirc.s8—a girl of twenty—a ptieress that is 
Ui l>c, in her own right—an only cliild, and a savmUe^ who 
has always hud her own way. She is a |K>ole(w—a ma- 
tiieinatician—a metaphysician; and yet, withui, very kind 
gem^roua, and gentle, with very little prolonrion. Any 
other head would bo turned with half her acquisitions, 
and a tenth ofher advantages 

“Wednesday,December 1,1813. 
“To-day responded to La Baronne de Sta^i Holstein 
id sent to Leigh Hunt (an acquisition to iny acqiiainl- 


* Hie coH«iij, afterwmd Lonl 
j Mim A'Ult’HuJic, ulturAurJ J.iiJr aywu. 
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of the Pym and Hampden times—mnch great iii- 

dopeixJence of spirit} and an austere, yet not repulsive 
aspect. If he goes on qualis ab inceptOj I know few met 
who will deserve more praise or obtain it. I njust go uiu' 
sec him again; the rapid succession of adventure since 
last summer, added to some serious iincosiiicss aud busi¬ 
ness, have intemtpted our acquaintance; but he is a man 
worth knowing; and thoiigii, tor Iiis own sake, 1 wish him 
out of ^ison, 1 like to stud)' charatMcr in such situations. 
He has been unshaken, and will continue so. I do n’t 
think him deeply versed in life;—he is the bigot of virtue, 
(not religion,l and enamoured of the beauty of that 
‘ empty name,’ as the last breath of Brutus pronounced, 
and every day proves it. lie is, perhaps, a little ophiioii- 
ated, as all mr*n who are the wntre of tnrdea, witle or nar¬ 
row—the Sir Oracles, ill whose name two or three arc 
gathenul together—must bo, and as even Johnson was; 
but, witlial, a valuable man, and less vain than success 
and even tlic consciousness of preferring ‘ die right to die 
expedient’ might excuse. 

® IVraorrow diore is a party of ptirjde at dui ‘ blue’ 
Mbs * * *’s. Shall I go? um! 1 do n’t much affect 
your blue-hottics; hut one ought to Imj civil. There will 
be, ‘ I guess now,’ (as die Americans say,) the Stacks and 
Mackintoshes—good—the * * 

grKKl—the ♦ ♦ *s, &c. &c.—gotnl f>r nothing. Pirimps 
that hliie-winged Kaslimiriaii butti rdy of iKsik-learning, 
Lady * ♦ ♦jwill bo there. 1 hope so; it is a pleasure 
to look upon that most beautiful of faces. 

“ Wrote to Hodgson; h(^ has been lelling that. I — 

1 am sure, at least, / did not mention it, and I wbh he 
bad not. He is a gooil fellow, and I obliged inysolf ten 
times more by being of use dian I did him; and there’s 
an end on’t. 

“ Baldwin is boring me to present their King’s Bencli 
petition. I presented Cartwright’s last year; and Stan¬ 
hope and I stood against the whohi House, and mouthed 
it valiantly—and had some fun and Ji little abuse for our 
opposition. But‘I am iioti’ th’vein’ for tliis business. 
Now, had * * been hero, she would have made, me do it. 
T/ierc is a woman, who, amid all her fascination, always 
tirge4 a roan to usi’-fulness or ghiry. Had she romoine^l, 
filehmlbeen my tutelar genius. * ♦ * 

“Baldwin is very imjHinunatc'—but, poor fellow, ‘I 
can’t get out, I can’t get out—said the starling.’—Ah, I 
am as l>ad as that dog Sterne, who preferred whining 
over *a dead ass to relieving a living mother’—villain- 
hypocjito—slave—sycophant! but /am no better. Here 
I cannot stimulate m^-aelf to a speech fa* the sake of 
these unfortunates, and tlirce words and half a smile of 
♦ *, had she been here to urge it, (and urge it she infalli¬ 
bly would—at least, she. always pressid me on scuatoria' 
duties, and particularly in the cause of weakness,) wouk 
have made me an advocate, if not an orator. Curse oi 
Rochefoucault for being always right! In him a lie wen 
virtue,—or, at least, a comfort to liis readers. 

“George Byron has not called to-day ; I hope he will 
be an admiral, and, perhaps, Lord Byron into the bar¬ 
gain, If he would but marry, T would engage never t' 
marry, myself, or cut him out of tlic heirship, lie wouk 
be lappier, and I should like nephews better tlian sons. 

“ i shall 80 <in be six-and-lweiity, (January 22d, 1814. 

Sm there any thing in the future that can possibly consol* 
US Ibr Bot being always twentyifive ? 

* Oh Qiovenlu I 

Oh Primavgra t niuvcniu ittU* anno. 

Oh Uiovuitu t i>rimavera tlelia vUft.’ 


® Sunday, Dec. 5. 

•Dalias^i no|:ftiow (sen to the American Attorney- 

• Two orthm wurda itre here Mratf^d outt» the menutcript, bi 
«ie import of the eentenee erktently is, liiM Mr. Uodpwn (to whom U 
imewR refer*) hed been reveeUng lo notan frioode iht iecret of Lor 
Uvnw^t kitHineMio Um.^Afoore. 


general) is arrived in this country, and tells Dallas tliat 
my rhymtis are very |>opular in the United Slates. These 
arc the first tidings that have ever sounded like jF\tme to 
ijjy ears—to be roddc on tJie banks of the Ohio! The 
treatest. pleasure I ever derived, of this kind, was from an 
ixtract, in Cooke the actor’s Life, from his Journal, sta- 
ing, that in tlie reading-room of Albany, near Wasliing- 
)ii, ho perused English Bards and S^tch Reviewers. 
!’o he popular in a rising and far country has a kind of 
u^tkunums feely very different from the ephemeral er^t 
id f^o-ing, buzzing and party-ing compliments eff the 
ell-drc8sc(l multitude. I can safely say tJiat, during my 
rigTi in Uie spring of 1812, I regretted nothing but its 
oration of six weeks instead of a fortnight, and was- 
•artily glad to resign. 

“Last night 1 supped with Lewis;—and, as iisiia^ 
lOUgh 1 neither exceeded in solids nor fluids^ have been 
.If dead ever since. My stomach is entirely destroyed 
/ long abstinence, and the rest will probably follow. Let 
—I only wish tlie pain over. The ‘leap in the dark’ is 
le Itjast to be dreaded. 

■ The Duke of * * called. I have told them forty 
imes that, except to half-a-dozen old and speidfied ao- 
luinttmccs,! am invisible. His grace is a good, noWe, 
cal person; but I am i^ontent to think so at a distance, 
n«l so—1 was not at home. 

“Gall called.—Mem.—lo ask some on© to speak to 
aymond in favour of his play. "We are old feilow- 
ravellers, and, with all his iwcenlrieities, he has much 
rong sense, experience of the w'orld, and is, os far as I 
lave seen, a got^-natnred, philosriphical fellow. T show- 
d him Sligo’s letters on the report of the Turkish girl’s 
5i>eMiurc at Athens soon after it happened. He and liOrd 
iolland, Lewis, and Moore, and Rogers, and Lady Mel- 
loiirne have seen it. Murray has a copy, I Uiought it 
lad been unhiovmy and wish if were ; lait Sligo arrived 
miy sumo days after, and the rumourH are tht: subject of 
iis Idler. That I shall preserve —it ie as tvdl. Lewis 
nd Galt were IkiiIi horrified; and L. wondered 1 did not 
tlrwUice the situation inlo ‘the Giaour.’ He m(^ w<m- 
Icr—he might wonder more at dial production’s being 
■ritten at all. But to describe the feeUngs of that situa^ 
lion were inipoS8ibUw-.it is iry even lo recollect them. 

“ The Bride of Abydos was published on Thiiivday 
le second of December; but bow it is liked or disliked, 
know not. Whether it succeeds or not us no fault of 
he public, against whom I can have no complaint. But 
am much more indebted to the tale than I can ever be 
o the most partial rcatler; as it wrung my thoughts from 
(?alify to imagination—from selfish regrets to vivid re- 
lollertions—and recalled me to a country nqilelo with 
lie Irrighient and darhest, but always most lively colours 
f my memory. Sharpe calletl, but was not let in, which 
regret. 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

“Saw + * yesterday. I have not kept my appoint- 
nent at Middleton, which has not pleased him, perhaps; 
and my jut>jected voyage with * ^ will, perliaps, pl^^ao 
him less. But I wish to keep well with both. They are 
instruments Uial don\ do, in concert; but, surely, their 
separate l<jnos arc very musical, and I won’t give up 
either. 

“ It is well if I do n’t jar between these great discords 
At present, I stand tderably well with all, but I cannot 
adopt their didike *;—so many sets. Holland’s is the 
first;—every tiling disHngu6 is welcrone ther^ and cer¬ 
tainly the ton of his society » the best. Then there is 
de Slael’s—(liere I never go, thou^ I might, had I 
courted it It is composed of the * '“s and the * * 
family, with a strange sprinkling,—orators, dandies, and 
all kiiuls of Sbtey from the regular Grub-street uniform, 
down to die azure jacket of the Utt&atew. To see * ♦ 
and * ♦ sitting together, at dinner, always reminds me of 
the grave, where all distinctiwis tff friend and fijo arc, 
levelled; and they—die Reviewer and Review6e, tho 
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Rhinoceros and Elephant, the Mammoth and Megalonj 
—all will lie quietly together. They now sii together, i 
silent, but not so quiet, as if they wore already iinrnur^ 

^ >|c 

“I did not go to the Berry’s the other night. Th 
elder is a woman of much talent, and botli are handsomi 
and mu^t have been beautiful. To-night asked to Lon 
H.’s--ahall 1 go ? um! perhaps. 

“Morning, two o’clock. 

•Went to Lord H.*8r-party numerous—milady ir 
perfect good-humour, and consequently pc^ect. No om 
more agreeable, or perhaps so much so, when she will 
Asked for Wednesday to dine and meet the StaeJ 
asked particularly, I believe, out of mischief, to see tin 
’ first interview after the no/^ with which Corinne pro- 
' fesses henself to be so much taken. 1 do n't much like 
it;—slie always talks of myself or herself, and I am noi 
(except in soliloquy, as now) much enamoured of eithei 
subject—espocialiy one’s Works. What the dovil shall 
1 say about ^De I’AUemagne?’ I like it prodigiously 
Imt unless I can twist my admiration into some fantastical 
expression, she won’t believe me; and 1 know, by expe¬ 
rience, I shall be overwhelmed with fine things about 
rhyme, &c. &c. The lover, Mr. Rocia, was there to- 
niglit, and Campbell said was Uic only proof he bad 
seen of her good taste.’ Monsieur li’Amant is remark¬ 
ably handsome; but I do n’l think more so tlien her book. 

“Campbell looks well—seemed pleased, and dressed l( 
tprucerif. A blue coat becomes him, so does his new 
wig. He really looked as if Apollo had sent him a birtli- 
day suit, or a wedding-garment, and was witty and lively. 

♦ * * He abused Corinne’s l)ook, which I regret; 
bec^se, firstly, he understands German, and Is conse- 

^quently a fair judge ; and, secondly, he is Jirst rate^ and 
consequently, the best of Judges. I reverence and admire 
him; but I won’t give up my opinion—why should dl? I 
read her again onr) again, and there can be nt) afibetation 
in this. 1 cannot be mistaken (except in taste) in a book 
1 read and lay down, and take up again; and no book 
can be totally bad, which finds one, even one reader, who 
can say as much sincerely. 

“(Jiampbell talks of lecturing next .spring; his last lec¬ 
tures were eminently successful. Moore throught of it, 
but give it up, I don’t know wiiy. * * had been prating 
dtgnt/y ^d such stufi’; us if a man disgraced 

lumself by instructing and pleasing at the same time. 

“Introduced to Marquis Buckingham—saw Lord Gower 
—he is going to Holland; Sir J. and Lady Mackintosh 
and Horner, G. Lamb, with, I know not how many, (R. 
Wellesley, one—a clever man,) grouped about the rwmi. 
Little Henry Fox, a fine boy, and very promising in mind 
and manner,—lie went away to bed, before I had time to 
talk to him. 1 am sure 1 had ratlier hear him than all 
the samna. 

“Monday, Dec. 6. 

^Murray tells me that Croker asked him why ll»e 
thing was called the Bride of Abydos ? It is a cursed 
awkward question, being unanswerable. She is not a 
6rtde, only about to be one ; but for, &c. &c. &c. 

“ 1 do n’t wonder at his finding out tlie BuU; \sit the 
defection * ♦ * is too late to do any good. I was 

a great fod to make it, and am ashamed of not being an 
Irishman. ♦ ♦ ♦ + 

“Campbell last night seemed a little nettled at some¬ 
thing or other—I know not what. We w’ere standing in 
the anto^Ioon, when Lord IL brmight out of die other - 
room a vessel of smne composition similar to that which 
is used in Catholic churches, and, seeing us, he exclaimed, 

* Here is some incerufe for you.’ Campbell answered— 
‘Carry it to Lord Byron —he is ueedtoit.' 

• Now, tins comes of ‘ bearing no brother near the 
throne.’ 1, who have no throng nor wish to have one 


noia—whatever I may have done—am at perfect peace 
with all (he poetical fraternityor, at least, if 1 dislike 
any, it is not but. pers(malfy. Surely, the field 

of tliought is infinitewhat does it signify who is before 
or behind in a race where tliore is no goal ? The temple 
of Fame is like that of tlie Persians, the Universe;—our 
altar, the tofis of mountains. I should be equally con¬ 
tent with Mount Caucasus or Mount Anything; and 
those who like it may have Mont Blanc or Chirnborazo 
without my envy of their elevation. 

“I tliink 1 may note speak thus; fori have just pub- 
li^ed a Poom, and am quite ignorant whether it is ilkefy 
o he h'ked or not. 1 have hitherto heard little in its com¬ 
mendation, and no erne can daumright abuse it to one’s 
h.ce, except in print. It can’t lie good, or 1 should not 
liavG stumbled over the threBh<^d, and blundered in my 
rcry title. But I begun it with heart full of * * *, and 
my head of oricntalitu’s, (I can’t call them is7nsy) and 
wrote on rapidly, 

“Tliis journal is a relief. When I am tired—as I 
jncrally am—out come this, and down goes every thing, 
.lilt I can’t read it over;—and God knows what contra- 
lictiuns it may contain. If I am sincere with myself 
but 1 fear one lies more to one’s self than to any one 
Ise,) every page sliould confute, refute, and utterly 
.bjiire its predt'cessor. 

“ Anotlicr scribble from Martin Baldwin the petitioner: 
have neither head nor nerves to present it. That con- 
ninded su]:q>er at T.ewis’s has spoiled my digestion and 
ny philanthropy. I have no more charity than a cruet 
>f vinegar. Would I were an ostrich and dieted on 
iro-irons,—or any thing that my gizzards could get the 
•etter of. 

“ To-day saw W. His uncle is dying, and W. do n’t 
luch alTcc't our Dutch determinations. I dine with liim 
m 'J'hur.sday, provided Fonclc is not dined upon, or po- 
jmplorily bes])(jke by tlic posthumous epicures, befwe tliat 
ay. I wish he may recover—iK*t for our dinner’s sake, 

It to disappoint tlio undertaker, and the rascally reptiles 
lat may well wait, since they will dine at last. 

“ Cell called—he of Troy—after I was out. Mem.— 

• return his visit. But niy Mems. are the very land- 
larks of forgetfulness.—something like a lightliousc, with 
ship wrecked under the nose of its lantern. I never 
ok at a Mem. willwiit seeing that I have reraomb(;red to 
•rgci. Mem.—I have forgotten to pay Pitt’s taxes, and 
jpposo 1 shall be surcharged. ‘An 1 do not turn rebel 
■hon thou art king*—oons! I believe my veiy biscuit is 
lavened with that impostor’s imposts. 

'liJ. M®. returns from Jersey’s to-morrow;—I must 
I. A Mr. Thomson has sent a song, which I must 
ilaud. 1 hale annoying Uiem with censure or silence: 

1(1 yet I bate lettering. 

“ Saw l.,ord Glcnbcrric and his Prospectus, at Mur- 
ly’s, of a new Treatise on Timber. Now here is a 
lan more useful than all the historians and rhymers ever 
[anted. For, by preserving our woods and forests, ho 
imishes materials fi>r ail the hi.srory of Britain wortli 
lading, and all the odes worth nothing. 

“ Rfjdde a good deal, but desultorily. My head is cram- 
ed with tlic most useless lumljer. It is odd that when I 
5 read. I can only Iwar the chiciken broth of—omy thing 
It novels. It is many a year rince I have into 

le, (lliough they are sometimes orderud, by way of expe- 
tnent, but never taken,) till I Ibuked yesterday at the 
trst parts of the Monk. These descriptions CHight to 
ave been written by Tiberias at ('aprea—they are forced 
—the philtred ideas of a jaded voluptuary. It is to me 
iconceivable how they could have been comfiosed by a 
lan of only twenty—his age when he wrote tlicro. They 
ive no nature—^! the sour cream of coniiiaridcs. I 
lould have suspected Bufibn of writing them on the 
lath-bed of his dote,Btable dotage. 1 had never redde 
lis edition, and merely looked at Ihooi from curiosity 
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mnd Ricdlection of the noise tKey made, and the name 
they have left to Lewis. But they could do no harm 
except * ♦ 

* Called this evening on my agent—my business as 
usual. Our strange adventures are the only inheritances 
of our family that have not diminished. ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

* I shall now smoke two cigars, and got me to bed. 
The cigars do n’t keep well here. They get as old as 
a donna dt ^aranti anm in the sun rf Africa. The 
Havana are the best;—but neither arc so pleasant as 
a hooka or chibouque. The Turkish tobacco is mild, 
and their horses entire—two things as they should be. 
I am so far obliged to tliis Journal, tliat it preserves me 
from verse,—at least from keeping it. I have just dirown 
a Poem into the fire (which it has relighted to my great 
comfort,) and have smoked out of my head the plan of 
another. I wish 1 could as easily get rid of thinking, or, 
at least, tlie confusion of thought. 

“ Tuesday, Doc. 7. 

* Went to bod, and slept dreamlessly, but not refresh¬ 
ingly. Awoke and up an hour bcibre being called; but 
dawdled three hours in dressing. When one subtracts 
from life infancy (which i.s vegetation)—sleep, eating, and 
swilling—buttoning and unbuttoning—how much remains 
of downright existence ? The summer of a dormouse. * 

“ Redde the papers and teo-od and soda-watered, and 
found out that the 6re was badly lighted. Ld. Glcnborvio 
wants me to go to Brighton—um! 

“ This morning a very pretty billet from the Staiil 
about meeting her at Ld. H.’s to-morrow. She has 
written, 1 dare say, twenty such tliis moriiiug to different 
people, all equally llattoriiig to each. So much tlic better 
for her and those who believe all stic wishes them, or they 
wish Uj believe. She has been pleased to be pleased widi 
my slight eulogy in tlio note anno.xed to tlie ‘ Bride.’ 
This is to be accounted for in several ways:—firstly, all 
women like all, or any praise; secondly, this was unex¬ 
pected, because 1 have never courted her; and, tliirdly, 
as Scrub says, those who have been all tlieir lives regu¬ 
larly Iiraised, by regular critics, like a little variety, and 
are glad when any one goes out of his way to say a civil 
thing; and, linirthly, she is a very good-natured creature, 
which is the beet reason, after all, and, perliaps, tlie only 
one. 

“ A knock—knocks single and doulde. Bland called.— 
He says Dutcli society (ho tms been in Holland) is 
second-hand French ; but the women arc lilie women 
every where else. This is a bore ; I should like to see 
(Item a little unlike; hut that can’t be expected. 

“Went out—came home—this, that, and the otiior— 
and ‘ all is vanity, saitli the preacher,’ and .so say T, as part 
»f his congregation. Talking of vanity—whose praise 
do I prefer ? Why, Mrs. Inchbald’s, and that of tlie 
Americans. The first, because her ‘ Simple Story’ and 
‘ Nature and Art’ are, to me, true to Uieir titles; and con¬ 
sequently, her short note to Rogers about tJio ‘ Giaour’ 
delighted me more than any tiling, except the Edinburgh 
Review. I like the Americans, because / happened to 
be in Asia, wtiile the English Bards and Scotch Review¬ 
ers were redde in America. If I could have had a speech 
against the Stave Trade, in Africa, and an Epitajih on a 
Dog, in Europe, (i. o. in the Morning Post,) my vertex 
eublimu would certainly have displaced stars enough to 
overthrow the Nowtcaiian system. 

“Friday, Doc. 10,1813. 

“lam enm^d beyond my usual tense of that yawning 
verb, which I am always conjugating; and I do n’t fuid 
that society much men^ the matter. I am too lazy to 
shoot myself—and it would annoy Augusta, and perhaps 
♦ but it would be a good thing for George, on the 
other side, and no bod one for me; but 1 won’t be 
tempted. 
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“I have had the kindest letter from Moore. I do think 
that man is the best-hearted, the only hearted being I ever 
encountered; and then, lus talents are equal to his feel¬ 
ings. 

“Dined on Wednesday at Lord H.’s—the Staffords, 
Sta<‘l8, Cowpers, Ossiilstones, Meibourocs, Mackintoshes, 
&c. &.C. —and was introduced to tlic Marquis and 
Marchioness of Stafford,—an unexpected event. My 
quarrel with Lord Carlisle (their or his brother-in-law) 
having rendered it impro[>er, I suppo.se, brought it about. 
But, if it was to happen at all, I wonder it did not occur 
before. .She is handsome, and must have been beautiful 
—and her manners arepriruxsett/. * * * 

“ The Stadl was at the otlicr end of the tabic, and less 
loquacious than heretofore. We are now very good 
friends; tliough she asked l.ady Melbounie whether I 
litul really any hmiumimie. She might as well have asked 
that question before slie told C. L. ‘e’est un ddmon.’ 
True enough, but ratlier premature, for ehe could not have 
found it out, and so—she wants me to dine there next 
Sunday. 

“ Murray prospers, as far as circulation. For my part, 

I adhere (in liking) to my Fragment. It is no wonder 
that I wrote one—my mind is a fragment. 

“ Saw Lord Gower, Tierney, &c. in the square. Took 
leave of Lord Gr. who is going to lloliaud and Germany. 
He tells me, that he carries with him a parcel of ’Harolds’ 
and ‘Giaours,’ &c. for the readers of Berlin, who, it 
seems, read English, and have taken a caprice for mine. 
Um!—have 1 been German all tliis time, when 1 thought 
myself oriental? * * * 

“ Lent Tierney my box for to-morrow ; and received a 
new comedy sent by l.ady C. A.—but not here. 1 must 
read it, and endeavour not to displease the autlior. Lhate 
annoying them witli cavil; but a comedy I take to be the 
most difficult of compositions, more so than tragedy. 

“ (Salt says tliere is a coincidence between the first part 
of ‘ the Bride’ and some story of his—.whether published 
or not, 1 know not, never having seen it. He is almost the 
last person on whom any one would commit literary lar¬ 
ceny, and I am not conscious of any wittiiig thefts on any 
of the genus. As to originality, all pretensions are ludi¬ 
crous,—‘thereis nothing new under the sun.’ 

“ Wont last night to tlie play. ♦ ♦ + ♦ 

Invited out to a party, but did not go ;—right. Refused 
to go to Lady * ♦ ’s on Monday;—right again. If I 
must fritter away my life, I would ratlier do it alone. I 
was much tempted;—C * looked so Turkish with her 
red turban, and her regular dark and clear features. Not 
tliat she and / ever were, or could be, any thing ; but I 
love any aspect that reminds me of the ‘ children of the 
sun.' 

“ To dine to-day with Rogers and Sharpe, for which I 
have some appetite, not having tasted food for tlie pre¬ 
ceding forty-eight hours. I wish I could leave off eating 
altogetlicr. 

“ Saturday, Dec. 11^ 

^ “ Sunday, Dec. 12. 

“ By Galt’s answer, I find it is some story in real life, 
and not any work with which my late composition coin¬ 
cides. It is still more singular, for mine is drawn from 
existence also, 

“I have sent an excuse to M. de StaSl. I do not feel 
sociable enough for dinner to-day; and I will not go to 
Sheridan’s on Wednesday. Not that I do not admire 
and prefer his unequalled conversation; but—that ‘ but' 
must only be intelligible to thoughts I cannot write. She¬ 
ridan was in good talk at Rogers’s the other night, but I 
only stayed till nine. All the world are to be at the Stael’s 
to-night, and I am not sorry to escape any part of it. I 
only go out to get me a fresh appetite for being alone. 
Went out—did not go to the Stall’s, but to Ld.HoUaml’s. 
Party numerous—conversation general. Stayed late— 
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made a bluxider*-got over it—came home and went 
bed, not having eaten. Rather empty, but fre»cOy whic 
is tli« great point with me. 

“ Monday, Dec. 13, ISIS. 

^ Called at three places—read, and got ready to lea' 
town to-morrow. Murray has had a letter from li 
brother Bibliopole of Edinl^gh, who says ‘he is lucky 
having such a pod *—something as if one was a pad 
horse, or ‘ ass, or any tiling that is his :* or, like Mrs. Pack 
wood, who replied to some infjuiry after the Odes o 
Razors, ‘Law, sir, we keeps a Poet.* The same illui 
irious Edinburgh bookseller mice sent an order for book: 
poesy, and cookery, with this agreeable postscript—' Th 
Ilcarold and Cookery are much wanted.’ Such i.s fami 
♦and, after all, quite as good as any other ‘life in other 
» breath.’ ’T is much the same to divide purchasers wi 
Hannah Glasse or Hannah More. 

“Some editor of some Magazine has announced ( 
Murray hU intention of abusing the without rem\ 
ing itJ So much the better; if he redde it Brst, h' 
would abuse it more. 

“Allen (Lord IlollandV Allen—the licst informed an 
one of the ablest men I know—a perfect Magliabccclii— 
a devourer, a Helluo of b(M»ks, and an observer of men 
has lent me a quantity of Burns’s unpublished, and iievr 
to-be-published, Letters. They are full of oaths am 
obscene songs. What an antithetical mind [—tenderness 
roughness—deUcacy, coarseness—sentiment, sensuality- 
soaring and grovelling, dirt ami deity—ail mixed up 
that one compound of inspired clay! 

“It seems strange; a true voluptuary will never aban¬ 
don his mind to die grossness of reality. It is by oxaltin. 
the oarthly, the material, the phymyue of our pioasuroF 
by veiling these ideas, by forgetting tliem allogetlier, or. 
'kl least, never naming them hardly to one’s self, that w* 
alone can prevent tlieni from disgusting. 

« * ♦ * « III % 

“Dec. 14,15,16. 

“ Much done, but notliing to record. It is <juitc enoiq 
to set down my thoughts; ray actions will rarely b<>ai 
retruspectimi. 


young Babylonians of qualityso I burst out a laughing. 
It was really odd; Lady ♦ * diiwrcw^—Lady * * and 
her daughter, Lady ♦ *, both ditarwoWe—Mrs. * *, f in 
the next, the itfe, and still nearer ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ *1 What 
an assemblage to me, who know all their histories. It 
was as if llie house had been divided between your pub¬ 
lic and your understood courtesans; but the Intriguante® 
much outnumbered the regular mercenaries. On the 
other side wore only Pauline and her mother, and, next 
box to her, tliree of inferior note. Now, where lay the 
ditference between her and mamma, and Lady * * and 
daughter ? except that the two last may enter Cariet(m 
and any other fumscy and the two first are limited to the 
opera and b— house. How I do delight in observing 
life as it really i.s! and myself, after all, the worst of any. 
But, no matt(;r, I must avoid egotism, which, just now, 
would be no vanity. 

“I have lately written a wild, rambting, unfinished 
rhapsody, called ‘Tlie Devil’s Drive,^ tlic notion of which 
I tm>k from Person’s ‘ Devil’s Walk.’ 

“Rcddc some Itaban, and wrote two Sonnets on 

* *§. I never wrote but one sonnet before, and that 
wa.s not in earnest, and many years ago, as an exercise— 
and I will never write another. They are tlie most 
puling, yietri^'ing, stupidly platonic comfiosilions. I de- 
est die Petran'h so much, that I would not be the man 
wen to have obtained his I.aura, which tlie metaph^ical, 
whining dotard never could 

* 4i 4i ♦ * i|i * 

“Jan. 16,1814. 

* * * * 4: 4 

“ To-morrow I leave town for a few days. I saw 
jewis t()-tlay, who has just returned from Oatlands, where 
le has been S(|uabbUiig with Mad. dc Stac! about hiiiH 
self, Clarirtsallarlowe, Mackintosh, and me. My homage 
lias never Iwen paid in that quarter, or we would have 
jreed still worse. I do n’t talk—I can’t flatter, and 
on’t listen, excejit to a prtitty or a foolish woman. She 
lured Lewis with praises of himself till he sickened— 
found out that Clarissa was perfection, and .Mackintosh 
' first man in England. 'I'hei e I agree, at least, one of 
j the first—^but Lewis did not. As to Clarissa, I leave to 
* those who can read it to judge? and dispute. I could not 


“Dec. 17,18. 

“ Lord Holland told me a curious piece of sentimentality 
in Sheridan. The other night we were all delivering 
respective and various opinions on him and other knnimcs I 
marquanSi and mine was this. ‘Whatever Sheridan hu 
done or chtwen to do, has be(?n, par excellence, always th 
hest of its kind. He hi^ written the best comedy, (Schoc 
for Scandal,) tlie best drama, (in my mind, far before dial 
St. Giles’s lampoon, the Beggar’s Ofiera,) the best farce 
(the Critic—it is only loo good for a farce,) and the besi 
Address, (Monologue on Garrick,) and, to crown all, 
delivered the very best Oration (the famous Begum 
S}>eecli) ever cMiceived or heard in this country.’ Some- 
b<xiy told S. this the next day, and on hearing it, he burst 
intu tears! 

“I’oor Brinsley! if they wore tears of pleasure, I 
would rather have said these few, but most sincere words, 
than have written the Iliad, or made his own celeln'ated 
Phil^pic. Nay, his ovm comedy never gratified me more 
than to hear that he had derived a moment’s gratification 
from any praise of mine, humble as it must ajipear to 
‘ my elders and my betters.’ 

“ Went to my Iwx at Covent-garden to-iught; and my 
delicacy felt a little shocked at seeing S * * *’s mistress 
(who, to my certain knowledge, was actuaUy educated, 
from her birth, for her profession) sitting with her motlier, 

‘ a three-piled b—d, b—d-Major to tlie army,’ in a 
private box opposite. I felt rather indignant; but, casting 
my eyes round the house, in the next box to rne, and the 
next and tlm next, were the most dbtinguisbed old and 


> tlie one, and am, cons<?(]uently, not qualified fiir the 
>thcr. She told Lewis wisely, he lM?iiig my friend, that I 
was aifocted, in tlie first place, and dial, in tlic next place, 
{ coiiituitfed tlie heinoius {rflerice of sitting at dinn(?r with 
my eyes sluit, or half shut. ♦ ♦ * i wonder if 1 
■eally have tills trick. T must cure myself of it, if true. 
One* insensibly acquires awkward habits, which should be 
broken in time. If this is one, 1 wish I had been told of 
bt?fore. It would not so much signify if one was always 
be checkmated by a plain woman, but one may as well 
ec some of one’s neighbours, as well as the plate upon 
he table. 

“ I should like, of all things, to have heard the Amabaean 
^loguo between her and I^ewis,—^Inith obstinate, clever, 
dd, garrulous, and shrill. In foot, one could have heard 
oUiirig else. But they foil out, alas!—and now tliey 
ill never quarrel again. Could not one rcHxmcile them 
ir the ‘ nonce ?’ Poor Corinne,—she will find that some 
her fine sayings won’t suit our fine ladies and gentle- 
len. 

‘ I am getting rather into admiration of the young- 
>t ^ter (4* * *. A wife would be my salvation. I am 
ire the wives of niy acquaintances have hitherto done 
le Uttle good. * * is beautiful, but very young, and, 1 
hink, a fool. But 1 have not seen enou^ to judge; be¬ 
sides, I hate an esprit in petticoats. That she won’t love 
ne Ls very probable, nor shall I love her. But, on my 


uama« are all k-ft blank in the . 
■ i». rw. e 

I St‘C Poenin, ji. 193. 
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a^em, and the modem ojntem in general, that do n’l 
ngnify. The businees (if it came to business) would 
probably be i^nwiged between papa and me. She would 
have her own way; I am good-humoured to women, and 
dodle i and, if I did not fall in love with her, wliich I 
riiould try to prevent, we sliould bo a very comfortable 
couple. As to conduct, that stie must look to. * * ♦ * * 
But if I lore, I shall be jealous;—and for that reason I 
will not be in love. Though, oiler ail, I doubt my temper, 
and fear 1 should not be so patient as becomes the 
bimUance of a married man in my station. * ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 
Divorce ruins the poor femme, and damages are a paltry 
compensation. I do fear my temper would lead me into 
some oS our oriental tricks of vengeance, or, at any rate, 
nto a summary appeal to tlic court of twelve paces. So 
111 none on’t,’ but e’en remain single and solitary;— 
though 1 should like to have somebody now and tlien, to 
yawn with one. 

“Ward, and, after him, * has stolen one of my 
bufToonerios about Mde. dc Stall’s Metaphysics and the 
Fog, and passed it, by speech and letter, as their own. 
As Gibbet says, ‘tiiey are the most of a gentleman of 
any on the road.’ W. is in sad enmity with the Whigs 
about this review of Pox, (if he did review him;)—all 
the epigrammatists and essayists are at him. I hate 
odds, and wish ho may beat tiiem. As fur me, by the 
blessing of indifference, I have simplified my politics into 
an utter detestation of all oxisling governments; and, as it 
is the shortest and most agreeable and summary feeling 
imaginable, the first moment of a universal republic would 
convert me into an advocate for single and uncontradicteil 
despotism. The fact is, riches are power, and poverty 
is slavery, all over the earth, and one sort of establisiimcnl 
is no better, nor worse, for e people than another. I shall 
adhere to my party, because it would not be honourable 
to act otherwise; but, as to npimom, I do n’t think poli¬ 
tics tvorth an opinim. Conduct is another tiling:—if you 
begin with a party, go on with them. I have no consis¬ 
tency, except in jwlitics, and that probably arises from 
my UKlifferonce on the subject altogether.” 

“ February 18. 

” Better than a month since I last journalized:—most 
of it out of London, and at Notts., but a busy one and a 
pleasant, at least three weeks of it. On my retuni, I find 
all the newspapers in hysterics, and town in an uproar, 
on the avowid and republication of two stanzas on Prin¬ 
cess Charlotte’s weeping at Regency’s speech to Lauder¬ 
dale in 1812. Tl»y are daily at it still;—some of the 
abuse good, all of it hearty. They talk of a motion in 
our House upon it—be it so. 

“ Got up—read tlie Morning Post containing the battle 
of Buonaparte, the destruction of the (‘ustom-housc, and 
a paragraph tm mo as long os my pedigree, and vitujiera- 
tive, as usual. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

"Hobhouse is returned to England. He is my best 
friend, the most lively, and a man of the must sterling 
talents extant. 

“‘Tl» Corsair’ has been conceived, written, puUished, 
&c. since I last took up this Journal. They tell me it 
has great success,—it was written cm amore, and mud) 
from exialenee. Murray is satisfied with its progress; and 
if the public are equally so with the perusal, there’s an 
end of the matter. 

“Nine o’clock. 

“Boon to Hanson’s on business. Saw Rogers,.and 
had a note from Lady Melbourne, who says, it is sau 
that I am ‘ much out of spirits.’ I wonder tf I really an 
or not? I have certainly enough (/‘that perilous stuff 
which weighs upon the heart,’ and it is better they should 
believe it to be the result rf these attacks tlion of the 
real cause; but—ay, ay, always but, to the end of the 
chapter. ♦ ♦ ♦ 


“Hobhouse has told me ten thousand anecdotes of 
Napoleon, ail good and true. My friend H. is the most 
entertaining of companions, and a fine fellow to boot. 

“Rcdde a little—wrote notes and letters, and am alone, 
which, Locke says, is bad company. ‘Be not solitary, bo 
not idle’—Um!—tlie idleness is troublcsmne; but I can’t 
see so much to regret in the solitude. The more I see 
of men, the less I like them. If X couU but shy so of 
women too, all would be well. Why can’t I? I am 
now six-aiid-twenty; my passions have liad enough to 
cool them: my afl’cetions more than enough to wither 
them,—and yet—and yet—always pet and but —‘ Excel¬ 
lent well, you are a lislimongcr—^get thee to a nunnery.’ 
They fool me to the top of my bent.’ 

“ Midnight. 

“ Began a letter, which I threw into tlie fire. Redrle „ 
—but to little purpose. Did not visit Hobhouse, as 
I promised and ought. No matter, the loss is mine. 
Smoked cigars. 

“ Napoleon!—this week will decide his fate. All seems 
against him; but 1 bebevo and hope he will win—at 
east, boat back Iho invaders. What right have we to 
irescribe sovereigns to France? Oh for a republic! 
Brutus, thou sloepost.’ Hobhouse abomtds in conti¬ 
nental anecdotes of this extraordinary man; all in favour 
of his intellect and courage, but against his bonhommie. 
No wonder;—^how should he, who knows mankind well, 
Jo other than despise and abhor them. 

“ 'X’he greater the equality, the more impardally evil is 
distributed, and becomes lighter by tlie division among so 
many—thorofiire, a republic 1 

“More notes from Mad. de Stael unanswered—and 
so they shall remain. L admire her abilities, but treally 
her society is ovcrwlielmiiig—an avalanche that buries 
one in glittering nonsense—all snow and sophistry. 

“ Shall I go to Mackintosh’s on Tuesday ? um 1—I did 
lot go to Marquis Lansdowiic's, nor to Miss Berry’s, 
llioiigh both are |ileasanL. So is Sir James’s,—but I 
do n’t know—1 behove one is not the better for parties; 
at least, iiiilcss some tepnanie is there. 

“ I wonder how the deuse any body could make such a 
world; for what purpose dandies, for uistance, were oi^ 
Jairied—and kuigs—and fellows of colleges—and women 
Ilf ‘ a certain ago’—and many men of any age—and 
myself, most of all! 

* Oivesne pritco pt nattis ab luacho, 

Ni) intiirMt, au pauper, el inAmli 
D« geote, fub (lio morerit, 

Victima nil miReranlli Orci. 

• a • • 

Oiune* eoclem cogimur.' 

“Is there any thing beyondknows? He that 
canH telU Who tells that tliere is? He who douH 
knoWs And when shall he know? perhaps, when ho 
do n’t expect, ami, generally, when be do n’t wish it. In 
tins last respect, however, all are not alUie: it depends a 
good deal ufion education,—something upon nerves and 
habits—but most upon digestion. ' 

“ Saturday, Feb. 19. 

“Just returned from seeing Kean in Richard. By 
Jove, he is a sou! 1 Life—nature—truth“>-without ex¬ 
aggeration or diminution. Kemble’s Hamlet is perfect ^ 
but Hamlet is not Nature. Richard is a man; and Kean 
is Ridtard. Now to my own concerns. 

•tf « «fc # <tc 

“ Went to Waite’s. Teetli all right and white; but he 
says that 1 grind litem in my steep and chip the edges. 
That same deep is no friend of mine, though I court him 
sometimes for half the 24. 

* Pehruaiy 20. 

“ Got up and tore out two leaves of this Jownat—1« 
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Ug n’t kngw why. Hodgson just called and gone. He 
has much bonhammie with his other good qualities, and 
more talent than ho has yet had cr^it for beyond his 
circle. 

“An invitation to dine at HoUand-liouse to meet Kean. 
He is worth meeting; and I hoi»e, by getting into good 
society, ho will bo prevented from failing like Cooke. Ho 
is grealer now on the stage, and off he should never bi. 
less. There is a stufdd and underrating criticism upon 
him in one of tlie newspapers. I thought that, last night, 
though great, he rather underacted more than the hrst 
time. This may be the effect of these cavils; but I hope 
he has more sense than to mind them. Ho cannot cxiject 
to maintain his present eminence, or to advance still 
higlier, without tlie envy ol* his green-room fellows, and 
tlie nibbling of their admirers. But, if he do n’t l>ottl 
them all, why, then—merit hath no purcliuHo in *tlie» 
coster-monger days.’ 

“I wish that 1 had a talent for die drama; J would 
write a tragedy fwno. But no,—it is gone. Hotigson 
talks (ff 011 ^—he will do it well;—and J think Moore 
should try. He has wontlerful powers, and much variety; 
besides, he has Jived and felt. To wHic so a.s to bring 
home to tlie heart, Uie heart must have l>ecn triwl,—but, 
perhaps, ceased to be so. Wliilc you are imdcr the iiidu- 
ence of passions, you only feel, but cannot describe llumi, 
—any more than, whtm in action, you could tiu-n round, 
mid tell tlie story to your next nt-ighliour! AVlicn all is 
over,—all, all, and irrevocable,—trust to memory—slic is 
tlien but too faithful. 

“ Went out, and answered some letters, yawned now 
and then, and redde the Robbers. Fine,—but Ficjsc.o is 
bettor; and Allieri and Monti’s Aristo<lomo best. They! 
mejfiore enjual than the I’cdcschi dramatists. 1 

“ Answtjred—or, rather, acknowledged—the rocoipl of 
■ young Rtiynold’s Poem, Salie. 'J'hc lad is clever, but 
much of his thoughts aie Uirrowcd,—the Review¬ 
ers may find out. I hate discouiaging a young one; an<l 
I thinkr—though wild, and more oriental than he w<»uld 
be, had he seen the. scenes wliore. he has placed his Tale, 
—‘tiiat he ha.s much talent, and certainly, fire, enough. 

“Received a very singular epistle ; and the nude of its 
conveyance, though ].jord fl.’s liunds, us curious as tlie 
letter itself. But it was gratifying and pretty. 

“Sunday, Feb. 27. 

“Here I am, alone, instead of dining at Lord H.’s, 
where I was askwl,—but not inclined to go any wlierc. 
Hobhouso says I am. growing a hup p(troUy —a solitary 
hobgoblin. True‘ 1 am myself alone.’ Tlie last week 
has been passed in reading—seeing [)I.ays—now and then, 
visiters—somctiines yawning ami sometimes sighing, but 
no wriiing—-save of letters. If I could always read, I 
^ould never feel the want of society. Do 1 rtJgret it?— 
um!—’Man delights not mo,’ and only one woman—at a 
time. 

“There is something to me very sdloning in the pro- 
ser^e of a woman,—some strange influence^ oven if oni 
is not in lovo witdthemp-wbich I cannot at all account 
for, having no very high ojiiniim of the sex. But yet,- 
always feel in better humour with myself and every thing 
else, if there is a woman wiiliin ken. Even Mrs. Mu}< 
my fire-lighter,—the most ancient and withered of‘ he 
kiiid,^—and (except to myself) not the best tempered— 
always makes me laugh,—no difficult task when X am 
‘ i’ Uie vein.* 

“ Heigho! 1 would 1 w'ere in mine island!—I am not 
well; and yet I look in good healdi. At tiroes, I fear, 

I am not in tny perfect mindand yet my heart and 
lead have stood many a crasli, and what should ail tliein 

? TJicy prey u[K>n thomsoivos, and I am sick—sick 
-‘Prithee, undo this button; why should a cat, a rat, a 
log, have hfe, and thou no life at all T Six-and-twenty 
/ears, as Uiey call them:—why, I might and should have 
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been a Pasha by tliis time, ‘I ‘gin to bo a weary of the 
sun.’ ^ 

“ Buonaparte is not yet betden; but has rebutted 
Blucher, and repiquod Swartzenburg. This it is to have 
a head. If ho again wins, ‘ Vjd viclia? 

“Sunday, Marche. 

•On Tuesday last dined with Rogers,—Mad“. do 
Sta^l, Mackintosh, Sheridan, Erskme, and Payne Knight, 
Lady Donegall and Miss R. friere. Sheridan told a 
very good story of himself and M®. de Recamicr’a hand- 
kereJnef; Erskine a few stories of himself only. She is 
going to write a big book about England, she says1 
believe her. Asked by her how I liked Miss * *’s thing, 
called * *, and answered (very sincerely) that I tJiouglit 
it very bad for her^ ami worse than any of the others. 
Afierw'ard thought it possible Lady Donegall, being Irish, 
might he a Patroneiw of * *, and was rather sorry for 
my opiniem, as 1 hate putting fieopio into fusses, either 
widi themselves, or Uicir favourites; it looks as if one did 
it on pur]>ose. The party went off very well, and the 
fish was very much to my gusto. But wc got up too 
soon after (he womeu; and Mrs. Corinne always lingers 
so lung after dinner, that we wish her in—tiio drawing¬ 
room. 

“ To-day C. called, and, while sitting here, in came 
Morivale. During our colloquy, C. (ignorant tliat M. 
was the writer) abused the ‘ mawkishiioss of the Quar¬ 
terly Review of (Jrirmu’s Corrcspondciicc.’ I (knowing 
Uie secret) ciiajiged the conversation as soon as 1 could; 
and C. went away, quite convinced of having made the 
most fiivourablo impression on his new acquaintance. 
Merivalc is luckily a very good-natured felbw, or God 
he knows what might have boon engeudon^d from sii<!h a 
malafirop. 1 did not look at him while this was going on, 
bui I fitlt like a coa4—for 1 like Morivale, as well as tho 
arUcIe in question. * ♦ ♦ * * ♦ ♦ 

® Asked to Ijody Keitifs to-inonrow evening—I think I 
will go; but it ls Uie first parly invitation I have accepted 
this ‘ season,’ as the learned Fletcher called it, wben tiiat 
youngest brat of Liuly * ’s cut my eye and cheek open 
with a misdinjeted pebUe—’Never iniiuJ, my lord, the 
Kcar will be gone bidbro the seosen ;* as if one’s eye was 
of no importance in tho mean time. 

“ Lord Erskine called, and gave mo his fammts pamph¬ 
let, willi a marginal note arid ctirroctions in his handwri¬ 
ting. Sent it to be bound superbly, and shall treasure it. 

“ Sent my fine print of Napoleon to tie framed. It is 
framed; tuid Uie emperor becomes his robes us if he had 
been hatched in lliem. 

“ March 7. 

“Rose at seven—ready by half past ciglit—went to 
Mr. Hanson’s, Berkek^y-square—went to church witli 
his oidesl daugliter, Mary Anne, (a good girl,) and gave 
her away to the Earl of Purtsmoutli. Saw her fairly a 
countess—congratulated the family and groom (bride)— 
drank a bumper of kHro (wholesome sherris) to their 
felicity, and all that,—and came liome. Asked to stay 
to dinner, but could not. At throe sat to Piiillips fca* 
faces. Called on Lady M.—I like lior so well, tiiat I 
always stay too long, (Mem.—to mend of that.) 

“ Passed tile evening with Hobiiouse, who has begun a 
Poem, whicli promises highly;—wish he would go on 
witii it. Heard some curious extracts from a life 
Morosini, the blundering Venetian, who blew up llio 
Acrofxjlis al Athens with a bomb, and be d—d to him! 
Waxed sleepy,—just c^mio homo,—must go to bwl, and 
am ciigagetl to meet Slieritlan to-rnorrow at Rogers’s. 

* Queer ceremony that same marriage—saw many 
abroad, Greek and CailuJic—one, at many years 

ago. There b<i some strange phrases in the prologue, 

(the exhurlaUori,) whic^ iiiailv mo turn away, not to iuigh 
in tho face of Uio surplicetoan. Made uio blunder, wliea 



t43 


EXTRACTS PROM A JOURNAL, 1814. 


I i<nned the hands rf the happy—rammed their left 
hands, by mistake, into one another. Corrected it— 
bustled back to the altar-rail, and said ‘Amen.’ Ports¬ 
mouth responded as if he had got the whole by heart; 
and, if any thing, was rather before the priest. It is now 
midnight, and ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

“ Mardi 10, Thw’s Day. 

* On Tuesday dined with Rogers—^Mackmtosh, Sheri¬ 
dan, Sharpe—much talk, and good—all, except my own 
little prattlement. Much of old times—Home T«*e,— 
the Trials,—evidence of Sheridan,—and anecdotes of 
those times, when /, alas! was an infant. If 1 had been 
a man, I would liavo made an English Lord Edward 
Fitzgerald. 

“Set down Sheridan at Brookes’s—where, by-the-by, 
he could not have well set down liimself, as he and 1 were 
the only drinkers. Sherry means to stand for Westmin¬ 
ster, as Cochrane (tire stock-jobbing hoaxer) must vacate. 
Brougham ia a candidate. I fear for poor dear Sherry. 
Both have talents of the highest order, but the youngster 
has yd a character. Wo ^all see, if ho lives to Sherry’s 
age, how he will pass over tire red-hot ploughshares of 
public life. I do n’t know why, but I hate to see the M 
ones lose; particularly Sheridan, notwithstanding all his 
mddumcct^, 

“ Received many, and tire kindest, thanks from Lady 
Portsmouth,yrirc and mtrc,formy match-mokmg. I don’t 
regret it, ns she looks tire countess well, and is a very good 
girl. It is odd how well she carries her now honours. 
She looks a different woman, and high-bred, too. I had 
no idea that I could make so good a [teercss. 

“Went to the play witii Hobhouse. Mrs. Jordan 
superlative in Hoyden, and Jones well enough in Fo|>- 
pington. What jiUiys! what wit!—hulas! Congrcvo 
and Vanbrugh arc your only comedy. Our society is too 
insipid now for the like copy. Would nor go to Lady 
Keith’s. Hobhouse thouglit it odd. I wonder Ac should 
like parties. If one is in love, and wonts to break a com¬ 
mandment and covet any thing that is there, thtsy do very 
well. But to go out among the mere herd, without a 
motive, pleasure, or pursuit—^’sdeath! ‘ I ’ll none of it.’ 
Ho told me an odd rejnii; that I am the actual Conrad, 
the veritable Corsair, and that part, of my travels are sup¬ 
posed to have passed in privacy. Um! people sometimes 
hit near the truth; but never the whole truth. H. do n’t 
know wliat I was about tlie year after he left tiie Levant; 
nor does any one—nor—nor—^nor—however, it ia a lie; 
but, ‘I doubt tlie equivocation of the fiend that lies like 
truth!’ 

*1 idiall have letters of importance to-morrow. Wliicli, 
♦ or ♦ ♦? heigito!—* ♦ is inmy heart,* ♦ in my 

head, in my eye, and the single one, Heavenjtnows 
wdiere. All write, and will be answered. ‘Sincclliave 
crept in favour with myself, I must maintain it;’ but I 
never ‘ mistook my person,’ though I think others have. 

1 « * ♦ called to-day in great despair about his mistre^ 
who has taken a freak of ■* * *. He began a letter to 
her, but was obliged to stop short—I finished it for him, 
and he copied and sent it. If he holds out and keeps to 
my instructions of affected indifference, she will lower her 
colours. If idle do n’t, he will, at least, get rid of her, 
and she do n’t seem much worth keeping. But the poor 
lad is in love—if that is the case, she wiU win. When 
they once discover their power, finita i la imaica. 

* Sleepy, and must go to bed. 

• Tuesday, March 15. 

“ Dined yesterday with R, Mackintosh, and Sharpe 
Sheridan could not come. Sharpe told several very 
amuung anecdotes of Henderson, the actor. Stayed till 
late, and came home,—having drank ao mudi tea, that 1 
did not get to sleep till six t& titomisg. R. says I am 
to he in tUs Cluarterly—cut up, I presume, os they ‘hati 


us youth.’ N’imparU. As Sharpe was passing by the 
doors of some Debating Society (the Westminster Fo¬ 
rum) in liis way to dinner, he saw rubricked on the walls, 
SeoU’i name and mine —‘Which the best poelT being 
the question of the evening; and 1 suppose all the Tem¬ 
plars and wouUrbet took our rhymes in vain, in the course 
)f the controversy. Which had the greater show of 
viands, I neither know nor care; but I feel the coupling of 
the names as a compliment,—^though I think Scott de¬ 
serves bettor company. 

e « * e « 

“ W. W. called—Lord Erskine, Lord Holland, &c. fcc. 
Wrote to the Corsair report. She says she do n't 
wonder, since ‘ Conrad is so Uke.' It is odd that one, who 
knows me so tlioroughly, should tell me this to my face. 
However, if the do n’t know, nobody can. 

“Mackintosh is, it seems, the writer of the defensive 
letter in the Morning Chronicle. If so, it is very kind, 
and more than I did for myself. 

* ♦ * ♦ ♦ 

“Told Murray to secure for mo BandcUo’s Italian 
Novels at the sale to-morrow. To me they will bo nuts. 
Reddc a satire on myself called ‘ Anti-Byrmr,’ and told 
Murray to piiblisli it if ho liked. The object of the 
author is to prove mo an Atheist and a systematic con¬ 
spirator against taw and government. Some of the verse 

good; the prose I do n’t quite understand. He asserts 
that niy ‘ deleterious works’ have liad an ‘ effect uimn civil 
society, which requires, &c. &c. &c.’ and his own poetry. 

' t is a iengtiiy poem, and a long preface, with an hamro- 
lioiis titlepage. Like the fly in the fable, I seem to have 
jOt Ufion a wliccl wbieh makes much dust; but, unlike 
he said fly, I do not lake it all for my own raising. 

“A letterfrom Bella, which I answered. I shall be in 
ove will) her again, if I do n’t take care. 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

“ I shall begin a more regular system of reading soon 

“ Thursday, March 17. 

“I have been sparring with Jackson for exercise this 
morning; and mean tocmilinue and renew my acqumnt- 
once with the muilles. My chest, and arms, and wind 
are in very good plight, and I am not in flesh. I used to 
be a hard hitter, and my arms arc very long for my height 
(5 feet 8i inches.) At .any rate, exercise is good, and 
this the Bcvorest of all; fencing and the broadsword never 
latigucd me half so much. 

“Redde the ‘duarrels of Authors’ (another sort of 
sparring) —a new work, by that most entertaining and 
researching writer, Israeli. They seem to he an irritable 
set, and I wish myself well out of it. ‘ I ’ll not march 
hroiigh Coventry with them, that’s flat.’ What the 
devil had I to do with scribbling? It is too late to inquire, 
and all regret is useless. But, an’ it were to do again,— 
1 should write again, I suppose. Such is human nature, 
at least my share of it;—though 1 shall think better of 
myself if I have sense to suq) now. If I have a wile, 
and Uiat wife has a son—^by any body—^I will bring up 
mine heir in the ^ost anti-poetical way—make him a 
lawyer, or a pirate, or—any thing. But if he writes too, 
1 shall be sure he is none eff mine, and cut him off with a 
bank token. Must write a letter—three o’clock. 

“Sunday, March 20. 

“ I intended to go to Lady Hardwieke’s, but won’t. I 
always begin the day with a bios towards gewg to parties; 
but, as the evening advances my stimulus fails, and I 
haidly ever go out—and, when I do, always regret it. 
This might have been a pleasant one;—at least the 
hostess ia a very superior woman. Lady LansdowneVi to¬ 
morrow—Lady Heathcote’s Wednesday. Um!—1 muat 
spur myoolf into gmng to some of them, or it wiU look like 
rudeness, and it is better to do as other people do—con 
found them! 
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**Redde Madiiavel, parts of Ciiardin, and SismcHKii, 
Mid BaQdeUo,>—by starts. Reddo the Edinburgh, 44. 
just come out. In t}iu beginning uf the article un ^Edge* 
wurUi's Patronage,^ I have gatleii a high comjiliment, 1 
perceive. Whether this is creditable to me, 1 know not; 
but it does honour to tlie editor, because he once abused 
roc. Many a roan will retract praise; none but a high- 
S|)intcd mind will revoke its censure, or can praise tlie 
man it has once attacked. 1 have often, since my return 
to England, heard Jefircy most highly commended by 
Uiose who know him for things independent of his talents. 
I admire him for because he has praised me (I 

have been so praised elsewhere and abused, alternately, 
that mere habit has rendered mo as indifferent to both as 
a man at twenty-six can be to any thing,) hut because he 
is, |>crhaps, the imty man who, under tlic relations in which 
he and I stand, or ^ood, with regard to each other, would 
Itave had the liberality to act tlius; none but a great soul 
dared hazard it. The heiglit on which he stands has not 
made him giddy;—a little scribbler would have gone on 
cavilling to tlie end of the chapter. As to the justice of 
his panegyric, that is matter of taste. ThtTe are plenty 
to question it, and glad, too, of the opjiortumty, 

“Jjord Jiirsktnc called to-day. He means to carry 
down his rellcclions on the war—or rather wars—to the 
present day. I trust lliat he will. Must solid to Mr. 
Murray to get the binding of iny cq>y of liis pfunphk’tt 
hnishod, as Lord E. has promised me to correct it, and 
add some marginal notes to it. Any tiling in his liond- 
writing will be a tr<5asuro, which will gather coiiqKJund 
interest from years. Krskine lias liigli expoclatioiis of 
Mackintosh’s promised History. Undoubtially it must be 
a (dassic, when fuiished. 

^‘Sparred with Jackson again yestonlay morning, and 
shall to-morrow. J feel all the better for it, in spirits, 
though my arms and shoulders arc very stilf from it. 
Mem.—to attend tlie pugilistic dinner. Manjuis Huntley 
is in tlic chair. 

*Ijord Erskinc thinks that ministers must be in peril of 
going out. So niucli the better for him. To me it is the 
same who lu-e in or outwe want something more than 
a cliange of muiistcrs, and sonu? day we will liave it. 

I n memiHT, in riding from Clirisso to Castri (JJel- 
phos) along the sides of Parnassus, I saw six eagles in 
the air. It is uncommon to see so many together; and 
it was the numlwjr—not the s[»'cu's, which is common 
enough—tliat excited rny attention. 

“ I’he last bird I ever fired at was an eaglet^ on the 
shore of the Gulf of Li'panto, near Vostitza. It was 
only wonnde.d, and I tried to save it, the eye was so 
bright; but it pined, and died in a few days ; and I never 
did since, and never will, attem{)l the death of another 
bird. I wonder what put these two things into my head 
just now? I have been reading Sisnnnidi, and there is 
nuUiing there that could induce tlic recollection. 

“I am mightily taken with Bracciodi Montone, Gio- 
^ni Gaieazzo, and Eccellino. But the last is iwt 
Bracciaferro, (of the some namcj) Count of Ravenna, 
whose history I want to trace. There is a fine engraving 
in Lavater, from a picture by Fuseli, of that Ezzelin, 
over the body of Meduna, punished by him for a /lifcA in 
her constancy during liis absence in ^e Crusades. He 
was right—but 1 want to know tlie story. 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

“ Tuesday, March 22. 

*Last night, praiy at Lansdowm^hoiise. To-night, 
party at Lady Charlotte Greville’s—deplorable waste of 
time, and something of temper. NoUiing impart(«l— 
nothing acquired—talking without idca.s—if any tiling 
like thought in ray mind, it was not on the subjects on 
which we were gabbling. Heigho!—and in this way 
half London }iasB wliai is called life. To-mvrrow iJicre 


is Lady Hcathcotc^s—shall I go ? yes—to punish myself 
for not having a pursuit. 

“ Let me see—what did I see ? The only person wdw 
much struck me was Lady S * ds eldest daughter, 
Lady C. L. They say she is not prett}'. I do n’t know 
—every thing is jiretty that pleases; but there is on air 
of smd about her—and her colour changes—and there is 
that shyness of the antelope (whkh J delight in) in her 
manner so much, tliat I observed her more than I did any 
other woman in the rooms, and only looked at any thing 
else when I thought she might perceive and feel embar¬ 
rassed by my scrutiny. Aficrall, there may be soroe- 
tliing of association in this. She is a friend of Augus¬ 
ta’s, and whatever she loves, I can’t help liking. 

“ Her mother, tho marchioness, talked to me a little; 
and I was twenty times on die point of asking her to 
introduce; me to sajillr^ but 1 stopped sliort. This comes 
of that atTray with dio Carlisles. 

^ Earl Grey told me, laughingly, of a paragraph in the 
lust MoniteuTf which has statctl, among other symptoms 
i)f rebellion, some particulars of (he smsation occasioned 
in all our government gazettes by th<i ‘ tear’ lines,— 
aiiqilifying, in its restatement, an epigram (by-the-by, no 
pigiain except in the Orcik acceptation the woid) 
into a Toman. I wonder the Couriers, &c. &c. have not 
Lrarislatfsi that port of tlic Moniteur, with additional 
:'.omnicnts. 

“The Princc8.s of Wales has rc*quc8ted Fuseli to 
[laiiit from ‘ the Corsairleaving to him the choice of any 
passage for the subject: so Mr. Ltwke tells me. Tiro^ 
jaded, selfish, and supine—must go to Intd. 

“ liuman^ at k'-ast Romance^ means a song somotimM, 
as in liu; Hpaiiish. I suppose diis is die Monitcur’s 
meaning, unless he has confused it widi ^ the Corsair.' 

“ Albany, March 28. 

“ This night got into my now apartments, rented of 
Lord Althor|)e, on a leaso of seven years. Spacious, and 
room for my books and sabres. In the Aouse, too, another 
advantage. The last few days, or whole weiik, have 
been very abstemious, regular in exercise, and yet very 
unwell. 

“Yesterday, dined li.tc~h-tttc at the Cocoa with Scrqro 
Davies—sate from six till midnight—drank between us 
one bottle of champaign and six of claret, neidicr of 
which wines ever atfect me. Offered to lake Scrope 
^lome in my carriage ; but he was tipsy and {uous, and I 
was obliged to leave him on liis knees, praying to I know 
not what. pur]M>se orpagml. No headache, iiur sickness 
that night nor to-day. Got up, if any Uiiiig, earlier than 
usual—sparr«;d widi Jackson otl swlorcm^ anrl have been 
much better in hcatUi than for many days. I have heard 
odiing more from Scrope. Yesteriiay paid him four 
thousand eiglit hundred pounds—a ilebt of some stand- 
iig, and which I wished to have paid before. My mind 
4 much relieved by the removal of that debit. 

“Augusta wants me to make it up with Carlisle. I 
liavt; rcfusetl etmry body else, but I can’t deny her any 
thing; so I must e’en do it, diouglt 1 had as lief'drink up 
Kisel—cat a crocodile,* Let mo see—Ward, die Hol¬ 
lands, the Lambs, Rogers, &c. &c.—ovoiy body more or 
less, liavc been trying for the last two years to accommo- 
rlute diis couplet quarrel to no purpose. I shall laugh if 
Augusta succeeds. 

“Rcdde a little of many things—shall get in all my 
books to-morrow. Luckily, this room will hold tfa^n— 
with ^ ample room and verge, &c. the characters of bell to 
trace.* I must set about some employment soon; roy 
heart b<;gius to cot itself again. 

“Aprils. 

“Out of town six ilays. On my return, find my [xwr 
iiillo pugiHl, Na{Jolc(Mi, puslied off his pedestal; the 
iiicves an; in i’aris^ It is his own fault. Like Mila he 
-I'ould rend lii4 oqk ; but it closed again, wedged his 
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faandg, and now tile beaste—4ion, bear, down to the dirti¬ 
est jackall—-may ail toar him. That Muscovite winlei 
icedged his arms; ever sinc<^ he has fought with his fee 
and teetii. The last may stiU leave their marks; and ‘I 
guess now’ (as the Yankies say) that ho will yet play 
them a pass. Ho is in their roar—between tiicm and 
their homes. Q,uety—will they over reach them ? 

* Saturday, April 9,1814. 

' I mark this day! 

* Napoleon Buonaparto has abdicated the throne of the 
world. ‘Excellent well.’ Mctliinks Sylla did bettor; 
for he revenged, and resigned in tho height of his sway, 
rod with the slaughter of his foes—the finest instance of 
glorious contempt of the rascals ujion record. Diocletian 
did well too—Amurath not amiss, had ho bocomr' aught 
except a dervise—Charles tho Fifth Imt so, so—but Na¬ 
poleon, worst of all. What! wait till they «>er 6 in his 
capital, and then talk of his readiness to give up what is 
already gone!! ‘ What whining monk art thou—^what 
holy cheat?’ ’Sdeath! Dionysius at Corintli was yet a 
king to this. The‘Isle of Elba’to retire to! Well—if 
it had been Caprea, I sliould have marvelled less. ‘ I see 
men’s minds are- but a parcel of tlieir fortunes.’ I am 
utterly bewildered and confounded. 

“ 1 do n’t know—but I tliink /, even /, (an insect com- 
piucd witli this creature,) have act my life on casts not a 
millionth part of this man’s. But, after all, a crown may 
be not worth dying for. Yet, to outlive IjxU for this!!! 
Oh that Juvenal or Johnson could ri.se from the dead! 

‘ Exponde—tjuot libras in duce summo invonies ?’ I 
knew they were light in the balance of mortality; but I 
thotighttlieir living dust wiighedmoro carnts. Ala-s! this 
imperial diamond hath a flaw in it, and is now hanlly fit to 
stick in a glazier’s pencil; tlie pen of tlic liistorian won’t 
rate it worlli a ducat. I 

“Psha! ‘something loo much of this.’ But ] won’t give' 
him up even now; tliough all his admirers have, ‘ like the 
Thanes, fall’n from liim.’ i 


“Aprfl 10. 

“I do not know tliat I am happiest when alone; but 
tliis I am sure of, that I never am long in tho society even 
of her I love, (Clod knows too well, and the Devil probably 
too,) without a yearning for the company of my lamp 
and my utterly confused and tunibled-over library. Even 
in the day, 1 send away my carriage ofiencr than I ysc or 
abuse it. Per esempio, —I have not stirred out of these 
rooms fiir these four days past: but I have s|>arred for 
exercise (windows open) with Jackson an hour daily, to 
attenuate and keep up the ethereal part of md. ')’ho 
more violent the fatigue, the better my spirits for the rest 
of the day ; and then, my evenings have that calm nothing¬ 
ness of languor, which 1 most delight in. To-day I have 
boxed one hour—written an ode to Napoleon Buonaparte 
—eojiied it—eaten six biscuits—dnink fiitir bottles of 
soda-water—redde away the rest of my time—besides 
giving poor * * a world of advice about this mistress of 
lis, who is plaguing him into a jihthisic and intolerable 
teiliousriess. I am a pretty fellow truly to lecture about 
‘ the sect.’ No matter, my counsels are all thrown away. 

“April 19,1814. 

“There is ice at both poles, north and south—all 
extremes are the same—misery belongs to the highest 
ami the lowest only,—to the emperor ami the beggar, 
when unsi.\peneeil ami unthroned. There is, to be sure, 
a damned insipid medium—an equinoctial line—^no one 
knows whw, e.\cept U)k>u maps and measurement. 

‘ Aiidnll nur yetterdayf have lighted fool* 

The way to duBlydfath.’ 

I will keep no further journal of that same hestcmal 
torchlight; ami, to prevent itm from returning, like a 
dog, to the Vomit of memory, 1 tear out the remaining 
leaves of this voliinie, and write, in ipcianiimha ,—^“that 
the Bourlwns are ri;.stored!!!’ ‘Hang up philosophy.’ 
To he sure, I have long di;spised mysi'lf and man, but I 
never spat in the face ol' my spccioB before—* O fool! I 
shall go mad.’ ’’ 
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IN SWITZERLAND. 


“September 19,1816. 

“ Yestetday, September 17lh, I set out with Mr. Hob- 
house on on excursion of some days to the motmtaiiis. 

“ Septemlrcr 17. 

“Rose at five; left Diodati about seven, in one of the 
country carriages, (acliar-h-banc,) our servants on horse¬ 
back. Weather very fine; tho lake calm and clear; 
Mout Blanc and the Aignille of Argrmtifres both very 
distinBt; the Wders of the lake beautiful. Reached 
before simset; stopped and slciitat. 
at nine; slept till five o’clixtk. 

_ , “September 18. 

courier; got, up. ilobhouse walked on 
befow.' ‘A nnle from Lausanne, tho ‘-oau overflowed by 


tho lake; got on horseback, and rode till within a mile of 
Vevay. The colt young, but went very well. Ovortodt 
Hobhouse, and resumed flic carriage, which is an open 
one. Stopped at Vevay two hours, (tho secondtime I 
had visited it;) walked to the church; view from tho 
churchyard superb: within it General Ludlow (the regi- 
rjde’s) monument—black marble—long inscription— 
Latin, but simple; he was an exile two-and-thirty years 
—one of king Charless judges. Near him Broughton 
(who read King Charles’s sentence to Charles Stuart) is 
burW, witii a queer and ratiicr canting, but still a republi¬ 
can inscription. Ludlow’s house shown ; it retmus still 
its inscription—‘Omne solum forti patria.’ Walked 
dowm to tho lake side ; servants, carriage, saddle-horses 
-—all set trff and left us ydontes Ih, by some mistake, and 
wo walked on after them towards Clarons; HoMiouso 
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ran on before, and overtook them at last. Arrived Ui, 
second time (first time was by water) at ('lareiis. Wen 
to Ohilion Uirougii scenery worthy of I know not wh(>m 
went over tlie Castle of Chillon again. On our rctun 
mot an English party in a carriage; a lady in it fin 
asleep—fa»st asleep in the most anti-narcotic spot in Ui 
worlt#—excellent! I remember at Ghtunouni, in llie very 
eyes of Moiit Blanc, hearing another woman, Englia 
alsfi, exclaim to her party, ‘ Did you ever see any thin, 
more rural —^as if it was Highgale, or Hampstead, c 
Hromplon, or Hayes—Rural!’ quotha?—Rocks, piiici 
torrents, glaciers, clouds, and summits of eternal snow fin 
{U>o?o them—and ‘rural!’ 

“After a slight and short dinner we visited the Cbiteai 
do Clarens ;* an English woman has rented it roccntl 
(it was not let when I saw il first;) the n>ses are goii 
witJi tlieir summer; tin* (ainily oiil, hut the servants de 
sired us U» walk over the interior of tlie mansion. Saw 
on the table of the saloon Blair’s Sermons, and somebody 
else (I fijrget wlio’s) .sermons, and a set of noisy <dnl(Iron 
Saw all worth seeing, and tlie*n desc<uided to the ‘ BoscjUfi 
<le Julie,' &.C.; our gui«le full of Rousseau, whom he 
is eternally confotiudiiig with St. IVcux, and mixing (ht 
man and the hook. VV(‘nt again as far as Chillon (<, 
revisit the little torrent from tlie hill bcdiind it. Suiisi'l 
retlectod in the lake. Have to gel uj) at five to-morrow 
1o cross the mountains on horsi^back; carriage to he sent 
round; hnlged at iny old cottage—hospitable and com¬ 
fortable; lire<l with a longisli ride on the colt, and the 
suhscMjnont j(»lting of the char-k-hanc, imd my scramble 
in the hot ruii. 

“ Mem. 'I'he corporal who showed the wonders of ] 
CJhillon was as drunk Jibirhrr; lie wasih'af also, and 
linking <wery one else so, roared out the legends of the 
casile fearfully.—However, we saw tilings from tlie 

gallows to the <lungi'Oiis,'j (the polmrc and the cachuin^) and 
returned to (Marcus with more freedom llian belonged t 
din fifteenth century. 


“September 19. 

“Rose at five. Crossed Uio motmtains to Moiiilxjvon 
on horseback, and on mules, and, by dim of scrambling, on 
fixjt also; tlie whole route b(:uutiful as a dream, and now 
to me almost as indistinct. I am so tired;—for tiioiigh 
bealdiy, I have not tlie strcngtli 1 possessed but a levs' 
years ago. At Montbovon wo breakfasted; afterward, 
on a Btfiep ascent, dismounted; tumbled down; cut a 
finger o|>en; the baggage also got loose an<i fell down a 
ravine, till slopi>ed by a large tree; rowvered baggage; 
horse tired and drooping; mounted mule. At the ap- 
prciach of the summit of Dent Juinenll dismounted again 
with Hobliousti and all the party. Arrived at a lake in 
the very bosom of the mountains; left our quadrupeds 
with a shepherd, and ascended farther; came to some 
enow in patches, upon which my forehead’s ptTspiraiion 
fell like rain, making tlie same dmts as in a sieve ; the chill 
of tlie wind and the snow turned me giddy, but I scram- 
dbled on and upwards. Hobhouse wont to tltc Ifighest 
pinnacle; 1 did not, but paused widiin a few yards (at an 
opening of theclifT.) In coming down, the guide tumbled 
three times; 1 fell a laughing, and tumbled too—tlie 
descent luckily soft, tliough steep ami slippery: Hobhouse 
also fell, but nobody hurt. The whole of Uio mountains 
superb. A sliopheitl on a very steep anti Ifigh cliff play¬ 
ing upon las pipe ;§ very difft rent from AmuUof where 1 
saw the pastors with a long musket instead of a crook, 
and pistols in tlieir girdles. Our Swiss shepherd’s pipe 
was sweet, and hm tune agreeable. I saw a cow strayed; 
am tiiat tliey often break tlieir necks on and over tlie 
crags. Descended to Montbovon; pretty scraggy village, 
with a wild river and a wooden bridge. Hobhouse went 

• See Childe Harold, Canto HI. Staiir* 99, Ac. 22d Note to CbiUle 
Harold, Canto tit. t Prisoner <h Chillon, Note Sd, Ac. 

} Daui dc JaiOAB. ) Maufred, Act I. Scetta Sd. 


to fish—Caught one. Our carriage not come; our h<mes 
mules, &c. knocked up; ourselves fatigued. 

“ The view from the highest points of to-day’s journey 
comprised on one side the greatest purl of Lake Leman; 
on llie other, tlie valleys and mounts of the canton of 
Fribourg, and an immense plain, with tlie lakes of Neuf- 
chktol and Moral, and all whicli the borders of the Lake 
of Geneva inherit; we hod boUi sides (fftbo Jura before 
us in one point of view, vrith Alps in plenty. In passing a 
ravine, the guide rccommendeil strenuously a quickening 
of pace, as the stones fall with great rapidity and occa¬ 
sional damage; the advi<!e is oxcellcnt, but, like moat good 
advice, impracticahlc, the road being so rough that neither 
mules, nor mankind, nor horses, can mtdee any violent 
progress. Passed without fractures or menace thereof 

“ 'J’ho music of the cow’s bells* (for tlieir wealth, like the 
patriarcli’s, is cattle) in tlie pastures, which ixiach to a 
licight far above any mountains in Britain, and the sbep- 
lerds shouting to us from crag to ert^, and playing on 
.heir rueds where the steeps ap{K;ared almost inaccessible, 
with the surrounding scenery, realized all thm: I have over 
H ard or imagined of a pastoral existence:—mucli more so 
hail Greece or Asia Minor; for tliere we arc a Utile too 
much of the sabre and musket order, and if tliere is a crook 
111 one hand, you are sure to sec a gun in the otiior:—but 
his was pure and unmixed—solitary, savage, and patrL 
xchal. As w'e went, they played tlie ‘Rons des Vachesi’ 
.nd other airs, by way of farewell. Iliave lately repoopled 
ny luiiiJ witJi nature. 

“September 20. 

“Up at six; off at eight. The whole of this day’s 
journey at an average of between from 2700 to 3(XX) feet 
bove tlie level of llie sea. This valley, the longest, nar- 
owosl, and considered the finest ofllio Alps,little traversed 
y trave llers. Saw the bridge of La Roche. The bed of 
u' river very low and deiqi, between immense rocks, and 
api<i as angera man and mule said to have tumbled 
ver witliout damage. The people looked free, and happy, 
and rick (wliich last implies neither of (lie fonner;) tho 
:ows superb; a bull nearly leaped into the char-h-banc—• 
agrc(‘able companion in a postchaise;’ goats and sheep 
ery thriving. A mountain with enormous glaciera to the 
igfit—dm Klit/gerberg; fiirtlier on, die llockUr(M‘n—mice 
lainos- so soft!—iStoei/wrii, I believe, very lofty and 
craggy, pati^bed witli snow only; no glaciers on it, but 
lonie gocul epaulettes of clouds. 

“Passed Uio boundaries, out of Vaud and into Bemo 
anton; French exerhanged for liad German; tho district 
iimous for c.hces(5, liberty, property, and no taxes. Hob- 
louse went to fish—caught none. Strolled to tlie river; 
aw boy and kid; kid fidlowid him like a d(»g; kid could 
lot get over a fence, and bleated piteously; fried myself, 
>help kid, but nearly overset both self and kid into tlio 
ver. Arrived hero about six in the evening. Nine 
'clock—going to bed; not tired to-day, but hope to sleep, 
cvertheless. 


“ September 21. 

“Off early. The valley of Shnmentlml as before. En- 
•ance to tlie plain of Thoun very narrow; high rockx, 
'ooded to the top; river; new mountains, with fine glaciers, 
.akc of Thoun; extensive plain with a girdle df A1 {m. 
iVaIk(’d down to tho Chateau de Schadau; view alcoig 
no lidce; crossed tlie river in a boat rowed by women. 
L'houn a very pretty town. The whole day’s journey 
llpine and proud. 


“September 22. 

“Left Thoun in a boat, which carried us tho lengUi ol 
le lake in three hours. The lake small; but tho banks 
me. Rocks down to ftio water’s edge. Landed at New- 
lause; passed Inierlachen; entered upon a range 
icenes beyond all^ description, or previous conception. 

ilaafrMi, Act b ScensSJ* 
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pMMdftroek; inicr^ion—two brotheffg—one murdered vjhole woods of withered pines^ aU withered;* trunks 
the other; just the place for it. After a variety of windin^pf stripped and lifeless^ branches iifcless ; dune by a single 
lame to aa enormous rock. Arrived at the foot of the winter, 
mountain, (the Jungfrau, that is, the Maiden;) glaciers; 

brents; ewe of diese torrents nine hundred Je^ in height * September 24. 

jf visible descent. Lodged at the curate’s. Set out to “ Set off at seven; up at five. I'ass^ the black 
lee the valley; heard an avalanche faU, like thunder; jlacier, the mountain W etterhom on tlie right; crossed 
glaciers enormous; storm ceune on, thunder, lightning, hail; die Scheideck mountam; came to the Rose glacier, said 
aU in perfection, and beautiful. 1 was on horseback; guide ^ he the largest and finest in Switzerland. / think the 
wanted to carry my canc; I was going to give it him, Bexssons glacier at Cbamouni as fine; Hobhouse does not. 
when 1 recollected that it was a sword»Btick, and I thought -laine to the Reichcnbach waterfall, two hundred feet 
ihe lightning might be attracted towards him; kept it igli; halted to rest the horses. Arrived in the valley 
myself: a good deal incumbered with it, as it was too ^f Oberland; rain came on; drenched a litdo; only four 
heavy for a whip, and die hOTse was stupid, and stood with riours’ rtun, however, in eight days. Came to the lake 
every other peal. Got in, not very wet, die cloak being 'f Brientz, then to the town of Brientz; changed. In 
stanch. Hothouse wet through; Hobhouse look refuge the evening, four Swl^s peasant girls of Oberhasii came 
in cottage; sent man, umbrella, and cloak (from the and sang the mrs of their country; tvvo of the voices 
curate’s when I arrived) afler him. Swiss curate^s house jcautiful—the tunes also; so wild and original, and at the 
very good indeed—much better dian most English vicai^ same time of great, sweetness. The singing w over; but 
ages. It is immediately oppesite the torrent I sjioke of. tie.low stairs 1 hoar the notes of a fiddle, wliich bode no 
The UMrrent is in sliape curving over Iho rock, like die itiil good to my night’s rest; I shall go down and see the 
of a white home streaming in die wind, such as it might dancing. 


be conceived would be that of the * pale horse’ on which 
Death is mounted in the Apocalypse.’*' It is neither mist 
nor water, luit a someUiing between bodi; its immense 
height (nine hundred feet) gives it a wave or curve, a 
spreading here, or condensation there, wonderful and hide- 
scribaUe. 1 dimk, upon the whole, that this day lias been 
better tlian any of thk present excursion. 

“ September 23. 

* Before tutcending tbo mountain, went to the torrent 
(seven in the morning) again; the sun U{)on it, forming a 
rombotof of die lower part all colours, but priiici|idly 
purple and gold; the bow moving as you move; 1 never 
saw any thing Uke diis ; it is only in die sunshine. As¬ 
cended the Wengen mountam; at noon reached a valley 
on die summit; left the horses, took off my coat, and 
went to die summit, seven thousand feet (English feet) 
above the level of the sea, and about five thousand above 
the valley we lefl in die morning. On one side, our view 
Comjirised the Jungfrau, with ail her glaciers; then the 
Dent fTArgent, slitning like truth; then the LitUe Giant, 
(the Kleine Eighor;) and the Great Giant, (the Grosso 
Eighor,) and lait, not least, die Wottorhorn. 7’hc height 
of the Jungfrau is 13,000 feet above the sea, 11,000 oUwe 
die valley: she is die highest of this range. Heard du 
avaianclies falling every five minutes nearly. From 
wlienco wc stood, on the Wcngeti A)p4i we had all tliose 
in 'riew on one side; on the other, the clouds rose froii 
die op{>osito valley, curling up perfK'iidicular precipicei 
tike the foam oC die ocean of hell, during a spring tide— 
it v^s white and sulphury, and immeasurably deep in 
appearance. The side we ascended was (of course) not 
of so precipitous a nature ; but on arriving at die summii 
we lo^ed down upon the other side upon a bc^ig sci 
doud, dashing against the crags cm whicdi wo stood, 
(these crags on one side quite peipendicular.) Stayed 
a quarter ^ an hour; began to descend; quite clear &om 
doud on that side of the mountain. In passing the masses 
of snow, I made a snowball and pelted Hodiouse with it. 

^Got down to our horses again; eat something; re¬ 
mounted ; heard the avalanches still; came to a morass; 
Hobhouse»dismounted to got over well; I tried to pass 
my horse over; the horse sunk up to the chin, and of 
course he and 1 were in the mud together; bemired, but 
not hurt; laughed, and rude on. Arrived at the Grindeb 
wald; dined, mounted again, and rode to tlie higher 
glacier—like a frosen hurricane.^ Starlight, beauldul. 
but a devil of a path! Never mind, got s^e in; a little 
lightning, but die whedo of the day as fine in point of 
weather as the day on which Paradise was made. Passed 

* Manfred Act n. Scene Sit. 1 Manfr^,Ael1. Scene 9d. 

t ibid, A«t U. Sews Si. | Ibid, 11^ Scone Sd. ' 


“ September 25. 

“ Tlie whole town of Brientz were apparently gatlicred 
togellior in the rooms below; pretty music and excellent 
t’altzing: none but peasants; the dancing much better 
than ill Kngland; liie English can’t waltz, never could, 
lover will. One man with his pipe in his mouth, but 
danced as well as tlie others; some otiicr dances in pairs 
and in fours, and very good. 1 w’cnt to bed, but the 
revelry continued below late and early. Brientz but a 
village. Rose early. Embarked on the lake of Brientz; 
rowed by the women in a long boat; prcsi'iitly we put t'' 
shore, and another woman jumped in. It seems it is the 
custom here for the boats to be manned by women; four 
or five men and throe women in our bark, all tlie women 
took an oar, and but one man. 

“Got to Iriterlacben in three hours; pretty lake; not 
so large as that of Thoun. Dined at Interlarhcn. Girl 
gave me some flowers|and made me a speech in German, 
of whicli 1 know nothing; I do not know whether the 
speech was pretty, but as tlie woman was, I hope so. 
Ro-embarked on tiie lake of Thoun; fell asleep part of 
the way; sent our horses round; found people on the 
shore, blowing up a rocli with gunpowder; they blew it 
up near our l^t, only telling us a minute before;—mere 
stupidity, but tliey might have broken our noddles. Got 
to Thoun in the evening; the weather has been tolerable 
tlie whole day. But as the wild part of our tour is 
finislied, it do n’t matter to us; in all the desirable part, 
wc have been most lucky in warmth and clearness of 
atmosphere. 

“ September 26, 

“ Bring out of the mountains, my journal must be as 
flat as my journey. From Thoun to Berne, good road, 
hedges, villages, industry, property, and all sorts tokens 
of insipid civilization. From Borne to Fribourg; dUfe^ 
rent canton ; Catholioa; passed a field of battle; Swiss 
beat the French in one of the late wars against the 
French republic. Bought a dog. The greater part of 
this tour has been on horseback, on foot, and on mule. 

** September 28. 

“Saw the tree planted in honour of the battle of 
Moral; three hundred and ibrty years old; a good deal 
decayed. Lril Fribouigf, but first saw die cathedral; 
high tower. Overtook the baggage of the nuns of La 
Tra()pe, who arc removing to Nonnandy, afterward a 
coa^ with a quantity of ntim in it. Proceeded along 
the baniw of the lake of Neufchdtel; very {^easing and 

* Manfred, Act I. Scene Oil. 

1 Clnide Hsroki, C'lutto 111.—Song after StMua 6S. 
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soft, but not «) mountainous—at least, the Jura, not ap- entrance and bridge eometiiing like that of Durfjam,) 
peariog so, after tlie Bernese Alps. Reached Yverdun which commands by &r il»e fairest view of (he Lake ot 
in the dusk; a long line of large trees on the border of| Genera; twilight; (he moon on the lake; a grove on the 
the lake; fine and sombre; the Auberge nearly full—a height, and very n(^e trees. Here Tavernier (the 
Oennan Princess and suite; got rooms. eastern traveller) bought (or built) the chateau, because 

the site resembled and equalled that of Anvon, a frontier 
"September 29. city of Persia; hero ho finished his voyages, and 1 thin 
•Passed through a fine and fiounshing country, but not iitde excursion,—fen* I am within a few hours of Diodati 
nxKndaiiious. In the evening reached Aubonne, (the and have little more to sc^ and no more to say.*’ 


EXTRACTS FROM A JOURNAL 


IN ITALY. 


“ Ravenna, January 4,1821. 

•*A sudd^ thought strikes me.’ Lot me begin a 
Journal once more. The last I kejit was in Switzerland, 
^ record of a tour made in the Bernese Alps, wliich 1 
made to send to my sister in 1816, and I suppose tliat she 
has It slili, for she wrote to me tliat she was plc;as(;d with 
it. Another, and longer, 1 kept in 1813-1814, which 1 
gave to Thomas Moore in the same year. 

"This morning 1 gat mo up late, as usual—weatiicr 
bad—bad os England—worse. I'ho snow of lost week 
melliiig to the sir<x:co of lo-day, so that there were two 
d— k 1 things at. once. Could not even got to ride on 
horseback in the forest. Stayed at liome all the morning 
—looked at the fire—wondered when the post would 
come. Post came at the Avo Maria, instead of half-past 
one o’clock, os it ought. Galignani's Messengers, six in 
number—a letter from Faenza, b\il none from England. 
Very sulky in consequence, (for there <Hight to have Leon 
letters,) and ate in consequence a copious dinner; for 
when 1 am vexed, it makes me swallow (juickcr—but 
drank very little. 

“I was out of spirits—read the papers—thought what 
fame was, cm rca^ng, in a case of murder, that ^Mr. 
Wych, grocer, at Tunbridge, sold some bacon, flour, 
cheese, and, it is believed, some plums, to some gipsy 
woman accused. He had on his counter (I quote faith¬ 
fully) a hook, the Life of Pamda^ which he was Uarinf^ 
for vxuAe (laper, &c. &c. In the cheese was found, &c. 
^'and a leaf <£ Pamela xvrapped round tlte bacoru* Wlial 
would Richardsem, the vainest and luckiest of limng 
authors (i. e. while alive)—he wlic^ with Aaron Hill, 
used to prophesy and (dm^e over the presumed fall ofl 
Fielding (the proee Homer of human nature) and ofj 
Pope (the most beautiful of pocis)—what would he have 
said could he have traced his pages ftom tlieir place on 
the French prince’s Uxlets (see Boswell’s Jolmson) to tlie 
grocer’s counter and the gipsy-murderess’s bacon!!! 

"What would he have sa^ ? what can any body say, 
save what Solomon said long before us ? After all, it 
is but passing from one counter to another, from the book¬ 
seller's to the other tradesman’s—grocer or pastry-cook. 
For my port, I have met with most poetry upon trunks; 
to that I am apt to consider the trunk-maker as the sex-; 
bm of auUiorship. I 


" Wrote five letters in about lialf an hour, sliort and 
savage, to tdl my rascally correspondents. Carriage 
came. Heard the news of tliree murders at Faenza and 
Forli—a carabiriicr, a smuggler, and an attorney—all last 
night. The first two in a quarrel, tlie latter by preme* 
ditation.* 

“ 'I’hree weeks ago—almiwt a month—the 7th it was— 
1 picked up the Oommamlant, mortally woundt^ out of 
the street; he died in my house; assassins unknown, but 
presumed political. Jlis brethren wrote from Romo last 
night to thank me for liaving assisted liim in his last 
inometits. Poor fellow! it was a fiity; he was a good 
soldier, bul im[irudcnt. It was eight in tlie evening when 
they kilted him. We heard the shot; my servants and I 
ran out, and found him expiring, with five wount^ tvfo 
whereof mortal—by slugs they seemed. 1 examined him, 
but did not go to the dissection next morning. 

“Carriage at 8 or so—went to visit La Contessa Q^— 
found her playing on the piano-forte—talked till ten, when 
(he Coimt, her father, and the no less Count, tier brrrfher, 
came in from die theatre. Play, they said, Alfieri’s 
Filipjio—well received. 

“Two days ago the King of Naples passed through 
Bologna on his way to congress. My servant Luigi 
brought die news. 1 had sent him to Bologna (or ■ 
lamp. How will it end ? Time will show. 

“Came home at eleven, or radier before. If the road 
and wcadicr arc confbnnable, mean to ride to-menrow. 
High time—almost a week at this work—snow, sirocce^ 
one day—frost and snow the otlier—sad climate for Italy. 
But the two seasons, last and prcs«mt, are extraordinary. 
Read a Life of Leonardo da Vinci by Rossi—ruminat^ 
—wrote tliis much, and wUl go to bed. 

* January 6,1821. 

“ Hose late—dull and droopmg-<»the weather dripping 
and deiis<'.. Snow on the ground, and sirocco above in 
the sky, like yesterday. Roads up to the home’s belly, 
BO that riding (at least for pleasure) is not very feasible. 
Added a postcript to my hiier to Murray. Read the 
conclusion, for the fiftieth time (I have read all W. Scotrii 
novels at least fifty times) of the third series of ’ Tales of 
my Landlord,’—grand wenk—Scotch Finding, as weH M 

* B« LftUer 4W, fee. 
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great RngKiih poet~wonder6il man ! I long to gat drunk and cry, neithar of which is now a very eet^ matter— at 
with him. loast, for a player to produce in me. 

* JKned rersus m o* the clock. Forgot that there was “ Thought of the state of women under the ancient 
a plumpuddingt (i have added, lately, eating to my Greeks—-convenient enough. Present state, a remnant 
‘&may of vices,’) and had dined before I knew it. of the barbarism of tlie chivalry and feudal ages—arliS- 
DraiUc half a bottle of some sorts of spirits—probably cial and unnatural. They ought to mind homo—and bo 
spirits of wine ; for, what thi^ brandy, ru^:^ &c, &c. well fed and clothed—but not mixed in society. Well 
here is nothing but spirits of wine, coloured accordingly, educated, too, in religion—but to read neither poetry nor 
Did not eat two apfde% which wore placed, by way ofi politics—nothing but books of piety and cookery. iVIusic 
dessert. B'od the two cats, the hawk, and the tame (but —drawing—dancmg—also a little gardening and plough- 
n<H tamed) crow, Retul Milford’s History of Greece— ing now and tlicn. I have seen them mending tlie roads 
Xonoplion*8 Hetreat of the I’cn Thousand. Up to this in Epirus with good success. Why not, as well as hay- 
present moment writing, 6 minutes before S o’ tlie clock making and milking ? 

—Frencli hours, not Italian. “ Canic home, and read Mitford again, and played with 

® Hear the carriage—order pistols and great coat, as my njasliff—gave him liis sup[jer. Made anotlier read- 
usual—necessary articles. Weather cold—carriage open, ing to the epigram, but the turn tlic same. To-night at 
and inhabitants somewhat savage—rather treacherous die theatre, Uiere brdng a prince on his throne in the last 
and highly intlamod by fjolitics. Fine fellows, fhough^— scene of tlie comedy,—tiie auiiiencc laughed, and ask^ 
good materials fijr a nation. Out of chaos God umde a him for a Comtitution. Thw shows the stale of the pub- 
world, and out of high passions comes a people. he mind here, as well as the assasinaUons. It won’t do. 

“Clock strikes—agoing out to make love. Somewhat There jnust be a universal republic,—and llicre ought 
perilous, but not disagreeable. Memorandum—a new to be. 

•creen put up to-day. It is rather antique, but will do “ Tlie crow is lame (jf a leg—wonder how it happent^d 
with a little repair. —some f<H)l trod upon liis loe, I suppostj. The falcon 

“ Thaw continues—hopeful that riding may be practi- pretty brisk—Uie cats largo and noisy—tlie monkeys I 
cable to-morrow. Sent the papers to All*—grand events liavo not looked to since the cold weather, as they suffer 
coming. by being brouglit up. Horses must be gay—get a ride as 

“ U o’ the ck)ck and nine minutes. Visited La Con- soon as weather serves. l>eus(*d muggy still—an Italian 
tessa G. Nata G. G. Found her beginning my letter of winter is a sad thing, but all the other seasons are charm- 
answer to the llianks of Alessio del Pinto of Rome for mg. 

assisting liis brother the late Commandant in his last ‘ What is the reason that I have been, all rny lifotiiiio, 
moments, as I had begged her to pen my reply for tlie more or less enmty^/ and Uiat, if any tiling, I am rather 
purer Italian, I being an ultra-montanc, little skilled in less so now than I was at twenty, a.s far as my recoil 
the set phrase of Tuscany. Cut short the letter—finish tion serves ? I do not know how to answer this, but pre- 
it another day. I’alkcd of Italy, patriotism, Alfieri, some that it is constitutional,—as well as the waking in 
Madame Albany, and other branches of learning. Also low H|)irits, which 1 have invariably done for many years. 
Sallust’s Conspiracy of Catiline, and tlic war of Jugurtha. Temperance and exorcise, wliich I have pruetiwed at 
At 9 came in her brother, II Conte Pietro—at 10, her tunes, and fi>r a long lime together vigorously and vio- 
foUier, Conte Ruggiero. huitly, made Ultle or no difference. Violent passions did ; 

“Talked of various modes of warfare—of the Hun- —wlicn under thoir immi'diale iulluence—it is odd, but— 
garian and Highland modes of broadsword exercise, in I was in agitated, but not in <lcpre.ssed syiirits. 
both whereof I was once a moderate * master of fouce.’ ** A dose of .salts has the effect of a leinporary inebria- 
Seltlcd that the R. will break out on the 7lh or 8lh of tion, like light champaign, upon mo. Butwhie and spirit 
Miu'ch, in wliich appointment I should trust, had it not make me sullen aiul savage to ferocity silent, however, 
been aettled that it was to have broken out in OtUober, and retiring, and not quarrelsome, if not spoken to. Swim- 
1820. But those Bologm'so slurked the Romagnuoles. ming also raises my spirits,—but in general Uiey are low, 
“Ht is aU one to Ranger.’ One must not bo parti- and got daily lower, Tliat in futpelvus; fori do not think 
culm*, but tedte rebellion when it lies in the way. Came I um so much cwwwyd as 1 was at niueloen. The jiroof 
h<wno—read the ‘ Ten Thousand’ again, and will go to *hat then I must game, or drink, or be in motion of 
bed. some kind, or 1 was miserable. At present, I can mope 


* Mom.—Ordered Fletcher (at four o’clock this after¬ 
noon) to copy out 7 or 8 atKjphtliegms of Bacon, in which 
I have detected sucli blunders as a schoollioy might do 
tect, rather tlian commit. Such arc the sages 1 What 
must they bo, when sucli as I can stumble on tlieir mis- 
t^es or nufitatemeiita ? 1 will go to bed, for 1 find lliat I 
grow cynical. 


in quietness; and like being alone better than any com¬ 
pany—except tho lady’s wliom I serve. But X foci a 
someffing, which makes mo think that, if 1 ever reach 
near to old age, like ywifi, ‘1 shall die at lop’ first. 
Only 1 do not drcml idiotlsm or madness so much as ho 
did. On the cofntrary, 1 think some quieter stages of both 
must be preferable to much of what men think the pos¬ 
session of ff)<^ senses. 


‘‘January 6,1821. 

• Mist—thaw—slop—rain. No stirring out on horse- “ January 7,1821, Sunday, 

back. Read Spence’s Anecdotes. Pope a fine follow— “Still rain—mist—snow—drizzle—and all tlie incal- 
always thought him so. Corrected blunders in nine a|K>- culahle combinations of a climate, whore heat and cc4d 
phthegins of Bacon—aU lustoriced—and road Milford t? struggle for mastery. Read Spence, and turned over 
Greece. Wrote an epigram. Turned to a passage in Ro»?oe, to find a passage 1 hav(i not found. Rea<l tho 
Quinguomk—ditto, in Lord Holland’s Lope do Vega. 4th vol. <»f W. Scott’s second scries of‘Tales of my 
Wrote a not© on Don Juan.* Landlord.’ Dined, Read the Lugano Gazette. Read 

“At eight went out to visit. Heard a little music— —I forget what. At 8 went to conversazione. Found 
like music. Talked vritli Count Pietro G. of the Italian there the Countess Geltrudc, Betti V. and her husband, 
comedian Vestris, who is now M Rome—^liavoscen him and others. Pretty black-eyed woman that—on^twenty- 
often act in Venice—a good weton—very. Sranewhat ofi two—same age as Teresa, who is prettier, thougl). 
a manneritrt; but excelkssl ka broad comedy, as well os in “ The Count Pietro G. took me aside to say that the 
•entimental pathetic. lias made me frequently laugh Patriots have had notice from Forli (twenty miles off) 

that to-night the government and its party mean to ^rike 
* Du© Jwn, note 9 th to CmV' v & strok©--that the Cardiual here has Itad orden to n^e 
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jieveral wrests immediately, and that, in consequenc 
the Liberais are arming, and have )>osted patrols in th 
streets, to sound the alarm and give notice to fight for it. 

*He asked me^what should be done?—I answerec 
< fight for It, rather than be taken in detwl and offeree 
if any of them are in immodiate appreheninon of arres 
to receive them in my house, (which is defensible,) and 
defend them, with my servants and themselves, (we ha^ 
arms and ammunition,) as long as we can,—or to try 
get them away under cloud of night. On going home; 
offerod him the fHStols which 1 had about me—but t 
refused, but said he would come off to mo in case of acc 
dents. 

"It wants half an hour of midnight, and rains;- _ 
*GtU»et says, *a fine night for their onteiq>riso—dark a 
• hell, and blows like the devil.’ If the row do n’t bappei 
now, it must soon. 1 thought that their system cd* shoot 
ing people would socm pr^uce a reaction—and now 
seems coming. I will do what I can in the way of com 
bat, though a little out of exercise. The cause is a gooc 
one. 

" Turned over and over half a score of lwK)ks for th< 
passage in question, and can’t find it. Kx|Kict to hoar 
die drum and the muslcetry momently (for they swear t( 
resist, and we right)—but 1 hear nothing, as yet, save th< 
plash of the rain and the gusts <d*>tho wind at intervals. 
Oon^ like to go to bed, because I hate to be waked, am 
would rather sit up for the row, if there is to be one. 

" Mended the fire—have got the arms—and a iKwk 
two^ which I shall turn over. I kn<»w little of their num¬ 
bers, but think tlie Carbonari strong enough to beat il 
troops, even here. With twenty men tliis house cnigh 
be defended for twenty-four iiours against any fierce to be 
bright against it, note in this place, for the same time 
and, in stich a time, the countiy would have notice, and 
' would rise,—if ever they nse, of‘ which there is some 
doubt. In the mean time, 1 may as well read as do any 
thing else, being olcme. 

" January 8,1821, Monday. 

“ Rose, and found Count P. Q. in ray apartments. Som 
away the servant. Told me that, according to tlte best 
inforrnadon, the Government had not issued orders for the 
arrests apprehended; that the attack in Forli had not 
taken place (as expected) by the Sanfedisti—the oppo¬ 
nents of the Carbonari or labcrob—and tliat, os yet, they 
ore still in apprehensiira only. Asked me fur some arms 
of a better sort, which I gave him. Settled tlmt, in case 
of a row, the Liberals were to assemble here, (with mo,) 
and that he had given the word to Vincenzo G. and others 
of the Chi^B for tliat purpose. He himself and father ar< 
gmng to the chase in the forest; but V, G. is to come to 
mo, and an express to be sent off to him, P. G. if any thing 
occurs. Concerted operations. They we to seize—but 
no matter. 

"1 advised them to attack in detail, and in difierent 
parties, in different planes, (though at the same lime,) so 
a.s to divide the attention of the troops, who, though few, 
y<* being disciplined, would beat any body people (not 
trained) in a regulw fight—unless^dispersed in small 
pwties, and distracted with difierent assaults. Ofiered to 
lot them assemble here, if they choose. It is a strongish 
post—narrow street, commanded from williin—and tena¬ 
ble walls. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

"Dined. Tried on a new coat. Letter to Murray, with 
correciimis of Bacon’s Apojjlithegnw and an epigram—the 
latter not for publication. At eight went to Teresa, 
Countess G. * * ♦ ♦At nine and a half 

came in II Conte P. and Count P. G. Talked of a cer¬ 
tain proclamation lately issued. Count R. G. had been 
with ♦ ♦ (the ♦ ♦,) to sound him about the arrests. He, 

* *, is a trimmer, and deals, at present, his cards wiili both 
hands. If he don’t mind, they *11 be full, * * pretends (/ 
doubt him—don%—we shall see) that there is no 
such erdw, and seems staggered by the immense exertions. 


of the Neapolitans, and the fierce flpmtc^theLibenkls here. 
The truth is, that * ♦ cares for Httks but his place (which 
is a good one) and wishes to play pret^ with both parttea. 
He has changed his mind &hly times diese last three 
moems, to my knowledge, for he corresponds with BM>. 
But he is not a bloody feUow-—only wt avwicious me. 

" It seems dial, just at this moment (asLycha T^g uwh 
says) there will be no elopement after all. I wish that 1 
had known as mudi last night—or, rather, diis morning— 
1 should have gone to bed two hours earlier. And yet I 
ought not to complain; for, though it is a sirocco, and 
heavy rain, I have notyaioned for these two days. 

“Came home—road History of Greece—before dinner 
had read Walter Scott’s Ri>b Roy. Wrote address to the 
letter in answer to Alcssio del Pinto, who has thauikod me 
for helping his broUier (the late Commandant, murdered 
hcr<j last month) in lus last moments. Have told him I 
only did a duty of hunauiity—as is true. The brother 
lives at Rome. 

“Mended the fire with smne ‘sgobole,’ (a Romagnuole 
word,) and gave toe falcon some water. Drank some 
Scltzcr-watcr. Mem.—received to-day a print, or etching 
of toe story of Ugolino, by an Italian painter—different, 
course, from Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, and I toiiik (as tor os 
recollection goes) no teorse, for Reynolds is not good in 
listory. Tore a button in iny new coal, 

“I wonder what figure these Italians will make in a 
regular row. I sometimes think that, like the Irishnmn’s 
gun, (somebody had sold him a crooked one,) they will 
only do tor ‘shooting round a corner;’ at least this sort of 
shool ing has been the late tenor of their exploits. And 
yet, there are materials in this people, and a noble energy, 
if well directed. But who is to direct them? No matter. 
Jut of such times heroes spring. Difficulties are the hot* 
lieds ofhigh spirits, and Freedom toe mother of toe few 
rirlues incident to human nature. 

“Tuesday, January 9,1821. 
"Rose—the day fine. Ordered the horses, Imt Lega 
my secretary, an Itaiianism fi)r steward or chief servant) 
:oming to tel) me that the painter had finished the w<H'k 
t fresco, for the room he has been employed on lately, I 
'ent to see it before I set out. The |>aintor has not 
'>pied badly Uie prints from Titian, &c. considering all 
lings. ♦ * * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Dined. Read Johnson’s ‘ Vanity of Human Wishes,* 
—all the examples and mode of giving them sublime, as 
veil as the latter part, with Uie exception an occasi<mal 
.ouplet. I do not so much admire the opening. 1 remem- 
wr an observation of Sharpe’s (toe ConverifatiomBt, as ho 
vas called in London, and a very tdever man,) that too 
Irst fine of this pof^m w'as superfluous, and that Pope (too 
cry best of poets / think) would have begun at once, only 
hanging the punctuation— 

* Surrey maxikittd from China to Peru I* 

’he former line,‘Let obKervation,’&c. is certainly heavy 
and useless. But’t is a grand poem—and so true /—true as 
le 10th of Juvenile himself. The lapse of ages ehangeB 
.11 things—time—language—toe earili—the boumls of toe 
Ba—toe stars of the sky, and every thing * about, around, 
and underneath’ man, except man himself, who has always 
cen, and always will be, an unlucky rascal. The iitonite 
ariety of lives ccaiducts but to death, and the infinity of 
Lshes leads but to disappointment All toe discoveries 
'hich have yet been m^c have multiplied little but exist- 
nce. An extiipafed disease is succeeded by some new 
cstilencc; and a discovered world hs^ brought little to 

old one, tsxcepi the p— first and freedom afterward— 
le laUcr a fine thing, particularly as they gave it to Eu- 
>pe in exchange for slavery. But it is doubtful whether 
.he Sovereigns’ would not Ihink the^rst die best present 
the two to their subjects. 

“ At eight went out—heard some news. They say too 
king (^'Naples li^ ^clared, couriers from Florence, 




W it iw ' thw odl wow thoM wratdws wM 
flr«wMl)^hlt lit CaB t^ a ti ca wu oompalMre, fcc. kc. 

liiiltfbe A«iteiubMbinaBi an plnwi agra on mr 
mTi aad BMrdi. Latthflm^ih^coDieiikeiaciv 
iMin Mrlaa,'tbohamdiiofliell!* l^UatiUbea 
ha)pa to aae thw bean piled like those of the human 
doga at Motat) m Bwitxendtod, which I hatre aeen. 

*H«ad aome music. At nine the iMual visitera—newa, 
(MT) «f imnoom of war. Consulted whh P. Q. &c. &c, 
They mean to btnimct here, and are to honour me with 
a CM dmeupMi. I shall not fall back; though I don’l 
think them in force or heart sufficient to make much of it. 
But onward 4t is now the time to act, and what signifies 
ae{^ tf a single spark of that which would be worthy of the 
past can be bequeathed unquenchedly to the future? It is 
not one man, nor a nuIUon, but the spirit at liberty, which 
must be spread. The waves which dash upon the shore 
are, one by one, broken, but yet the ocean conquers, never¬ 
theless. It overwhelms the Armada, it wears the ruck, 
and, if die Nepturdma are to be believed, it has not imly 
destroyed, but made a world. In like manner, whatevei 
the sacrifice of individuals, the great cause will gathci 
strength, sweep down what is rugged, and fertilize (fe 
aea-med is manure) what is cultivable. And so, the more 
selfish calculation ought never to bo made on such occa. 
lions; and, at present, it shall not be computed by me. 
was never a good arithmeticiBn of chances, and shall noi 
commence now, 

“January 10,1821. 

“ Day fine—rained only in the morning. Looked ovoi 
accounts. Head Campbeirs Poets—marked errors of Ton 
(the author) for correction.f Diued—^wont out—^music— 
T^rrolesc air, witii variations. Sustained the cause of the 
ongmal simple sir against the variations of the Italian 
school. ♦ * * * ♦ * 

“Politics somewhat tempestuous, and cloudier daily 
Tounorrow being foreign post-day, probably something 
mure will be known. 

“ Came liorao—read. Corrected Tom Campbell’s slips 
oflhe|)en. A good work, tlmugli—stylo affected—but his 
defence of Po|m is glorious. To be sure, it is his own 
cause too,—but no matter, it is very good, and does him 
great credit. 

“ Midnight. 

“ I have boon turning over different lives of the Poets 
I rarely read their works, unless an occasional flight ovei 
the classical ones, Pope,l>iyden, Johnson, Gray, and those 
who approach them nearest, (I leave the rant of the rest to 
the cant of the day,) and—1 had made several reflectioiis, 
but I feel sleepy, and may as well go to bed. 

“January 11,1821. 

“Road the letters. Corrected the tragedy and the 
'Hints from Horace.’ Dined, and got into bettor spirits. 
Went out—returned—finislied letters, five in number. 
Read Poets, and an anecdote in Spence. 

“AlVwiites to me that the Pope, and Duke of Tuscany, 
and King of Sardinia have also been called to Congress; 
but the Pope will only deal there by proxy. So the inter¬ 
ests of millions are in the hands of about twenty coxcombs, 
at a place caUed Leibacli! 

“I should almost regret tliat my own affairs went well, 
when those of nations are in peril. If the interests of man¬ 
kind could be essentially bettered, (particularly of tliese 
oppressed Italians,) X sh^d not so much mind my own 
‘ sina’ {loculiar.’ God grant us oil better times, or more 
philosophy. 

“ In reading, 1 have just chanced upon an expression of 
Tom Carapb^’s;—speaking of Collins, he says that ‘noi 
reader cares any more about the characteristic manners of 
his Eclogues than about the authenticity of the tale c^| 


Troy.’ T ■ fidae«''Wro db can about' the amhentwity eg 
the taleor Ti^.' I have stood upen daUg, 

maretfaua an»atli,m 1810; aiid|ir*By mu dioHmsbod) 
my pleanae, it wh that the Uackpwd Bryant hatu 
impugned iuwacity. B is true I read 'Hamm: TreJ 
vestied,’ (the first twelve booka,) becanaa Hobhouae and- 
others bored me wHh their leat^ local^iea, and I love 
quizzing. But I aliB venerated the grand otigiidd as the 
truth cdAutop (in the materud/asis) and Other¬ 

wise, it would have given me no delight. Who vriH per- 
suatfe me, when I reclined upon a ^hty tomb, feat it did 
not contain a hero ?—its very magnittide proved th». Men 
do not labour over the ignciile and petty dead—and why 
should not the dead be Homeds dead ? The secret of Tom 
Campbetl’s defence of inaccuracy in costume and descripJ 
tion is, that his Gertrude, 8tc. has no more locality in com- . 
mon with Pennsylvania than with Fenmanmaur. It is 
notoriously full of grossly false scenery, as all Americans 
declare, though they praise parts of fee Poem. It is feus 
that self-love for ever creeps out, like a snake, to sting any 
tiling which happens, even accidently, to stumUe ujion it. 

“January 12,1821. 

“The weather sdll so humid and impracticable, that 
London, in its most oppressive fogs, were a summer-bower 
to this mist and sirocco, which has now lasted, (hut wife 
one day’s interval,) checkered wife snow or heavy rain only, 
since the 30th of December, 1820. It is so far lucky that 
I have a literary turn; but it is very tiresome not to be 
alilc to stir out, in comfort, on any horse but Pegasus, for 
so many days. The roads arc even worse than fee 
weafeer, by the long splashing, and fee heavy sod, and the 
growth of die waters. 

“ Read tlie Poets—English, that is to say—of 
Campbell’s edition. There is a good deal of taffeta m 
some of Toro’s prefatory phrases, but his work is good as* 
a whole. I like Iiiiii liest, though, in his own poetry. 

“ Murray writes that they want to act the tragedy of Ma¬ 
rino Falicro; more fools they—^it was written fiir fee closet. 

1 have protested against tliis piece of iisurfiatioii, (whicli, 
it seems, is legal for managers over any printed work, 
against fee author’s will,) and 1 hope they wdl not attempt 
it. Why do n’t tliey bnng out some of fee nmnborloss 
aspirants fur theatrical celebrity, now incumbering feeir 
shelves, instead of lugging me out of the libraiy ? I have 
written a fierce protest against any such attempt, but 1 
still would hope feat it will not be necessary, and that they 
will see, at once, that it is not intended for the stage. It 
is too regular—fee time, twenty-four hours—fee ^onge 
(ff place not frequent—nothing mdo^amauc —no sue- 
prises, no starts, nor trap-doors, nor opportunities 'ibr 
tossing their heads and kinking their heels’—and no low- 
fee grand ingredient of a modern play. 

“ I have found out the seal cut on Murray’s letter. It 
is meant for Walter Scott—or Sir Walter—he is the first 
poet knighted since Sir Richard Biockmore. But H does 
not do him justice. Scott’s—particularly when he recites 
—^ia a very intelligent countenance, and this seal says 
lothing. I 

“ Scott is certomly the most wonderful writer of the day. 
His novels are a new literature in themselves, and his 
xietry as good as any—if not better (only on an erroneous 
lystem)—and only ceased to be so popular, because the 
■uigar learned wore tired of hearing ‘Aristides called fee 
ust’ and Walter Scott the Best, and ostracised him. 

“ I like him, too, for his manliness of character, for fee 
extreme pleasantness of Ids conversation, and his good- 
lature towards myself, personally. May he prosper!— 
or he deserves it. I know no reading to which I fall 
wife such alacrity as a work of W. Scow’s. I shall give 
the seal, wife his bust on it, to Madame la Contessa G. 
Ihis evening, who will be anious to have the effigies of a 
man so celebrated. 


* Clillde Harold, Sd Canto, itan. SU aud uota 14. 
4 Don Juan, noto 8 to Cantu 5. 1 < 


“ How strange are my thoughts!—The reading of fee 
song of Miltoa ‘ Sabrina fair ’ has brought back upon me 



know oetiKW « happieat, 

|my l»s (iih»»y» e*c«piing, We and there, a Htetow Wy « Read the Itahan tranaUdon Giddo L-.,»u. 

{day in the two latter fummaa a{ my etay diere,) whoe Oennan GrUIpanier—a dWl (rf a name, to be 
ttring at OambiidgB with Bdwaid Noel Long, afterwar posterity; but they mmt leam to pronounce it. W 
of theOna^r^**®) hamgser^ honourably i all Uieidlowanceftvatraiiulalioii,an(l,aboveall,anRali«i 
-the expedition to Copenhagen, {of wdlich two or three translation {they are the very worst of translators, except 
thousand scoundrels yet survive in plight and pay,) wt fr<»n the Classics—Annibio Caro, ftw instance—and 
drowned early in 1809, on his passage to Lisbon with h: - . . . 

regimont in the St. George transport, which was run tbs 


Mere the bastardy td* their language helps them, as, by 
way of looking ItgiUmaU, they ape their father’s tongue) 

_ k..* _n_r_u . j;_. t . ^ ' 


in the night, by uother transport. We were riva —but with every allowance lor such a disadvantage, the 


swimmers—ftmd of riding—reading—and of conviviality 
Wo had been at Harrow together; but—<4«re, at least— 
his was a loss boisterous spirit than mine. I was alway 
cricketing—rebelling—fighting—rmoing, (from two, ik 
fioot-rowing, a diftbrent practice,) and in alt manner o 
miscbie&; while he was more sedate and polished. A 
Cambridge—both of Trinity-my spirit ratlicr softenec 
or his roughened, for we became very great fiiends. Thi 
description of Sabrina’s seat reminds me of our riva 
feats in diving. Though Cam’s is not a very ‘ transluccni 
wave,’ it was fourteen feet deep, whore we used to dm 


tragedy of Sappho is superb and sublime! There is no 
denying it The man has done a great thing in writing 
that play. And who U he f I know him not; but ages 
wiU. ’T is a high intellect 
“ I must premise, however, that I have read nothing of 
Adolph Mullner’s, (the author of ‘Guilt,’) and much less 
of Godthe, and Scliiller, and Wieland tlian I could wish. 
I only know them through tlie medium of English, French, 
and Itaiiati translations. Of tJie real language I know 
altsoliitely nulhiiig,—except oaths learned from puslHlions 
and officers in a squabble. 1 can swear in German po- 


for, and pick up—having thrown them in on purpose— teiitly, when I like—‘Sacrament—Verllutclier—HuiKi*' 


plates, eggs, and even shillings. I remember, in particu- 
lar, there was the stump of a free (at least ten or twelvi 
feet deep) in the bod of tlte river, in a sftot where wi 
bathed most commonly, round which I used to cling, am 
‘ wonder how the devil I came there.’ 

“Our evenings we passed in music (he was musical 
and played on more than one iitstntmcnl, flute and violon 


fott’—and so forth; but 1 liave lil tie of Uieir less energetm 
conversation. 

“ I like, however, fltoir women, (I was once so despe- 
ratelg in love with a German woman, Constance.) and aD 
that I liave read, translated of their writings, and all that I 
have seen on the Rhino of flicir country aitd people—all, 
Mcept the Austrians, whom I abhor, loatlte, and—I carmot 


cello,) in which I was audience; and I think that our md words for my hate of tliem, and sliould be sorry to 


cliief beverage was soda-water. In the day we rode 
bathed, and lounged, reading occasionally. I remembe 
our buving, with vast alacrity, Moore’s new quarto, (ii 
W,) and reading it together in the evenings. 

^ “ We only passed the summer togetherLong ha( 
gone into the Guards during tlie year I passed in NottF 
away from college. J9u friendship and a violent, thoug) 
pure, love and pi^ion-~-which held mo at the some perioc 
—were the then romance of tlie most romantic period of 
my life. 

1(1 « * * « 

*‘J[ remember that, in the spring of 1 SOQ, H * * laughec 

at my being distressed at Long’s death, and amused him- ^ __ _ 

self wiffi making epigrams upon his name, which wa- eTr ^ l n'iT vob Octavo ofliliffind’s’Greece, Whore he 


find deeds correspondent to my hate; for I abhor cruelty 
more than I abhor the Austrians—except on an impulse, 
and then 1 am savage—but not deliberately so. 

“GriKparaer is grand—antique—not so simple as the 
ancients, but very simple ibr a modern—too Madame de 
Stael-isA now and ffien—but altogether a great aud 
goodly writer. 

‘ January 13,1821, Saturday. 

“Sketched the outline and DranH.Per8. of on intemied 
ragedy of Sardonapalus, which I have for some time 
meditated. Took the names from Diodorus Siculus, (I 
know the history of Sardanapalus, and have known it 
liuco I was twelve years old,) and read over a passage in 


susceptible of a pun— tong, ^lart, &c. But tliree years 
after be had ample leisure h> repent it, when our mutual 
friend, and his, H ♦ *’8, particular friend, Charles Mat 
thews, was drowned also, and he, himself, was as mud: 


adior vindicates the memory of this last of the A»sy- 
ins. 

“ Dined—news come—the Powers moon to war vrilh 
Jic peoples. The intelligenco seem^powtivc—let it be 


affected by a similar calamity. But I did not pay him „iii ge beaten in the end. The king-times are 

back in puns and epigrams, for I valued Matthews toe — . ■ • ■ - ’ 

much, myseli^ to do so; and, even if I had not, I should 
have respected his griefs. 

“Long’s father wrote to mo to write Ids son’s epitaph 


ast finishing. There will be blood shed like water, and 
lars like mist; but the peoples will conquer in the end. 
shall nof live to soe it, but I foresoe it. 

“ I carried Teresa the Italian translation of Grillparxer’s 


I promised,—but I had not the heart to complete it. Ho „i,ich she promises to read. She quarrelled 

was such a good, amiable being as rarely remains long in y-Jj because I said that love was not the loJtieU theme 
this world; with talent and accomplisliments, too, to i,r true tragedy; and, having tlie advantage of her native 
make him the more regretted. Yet, although a cheerful (a„g„ago, and natural female eloquence, she overcame my 
coppanion, ho had strange melancholy thoughts some- arguments. I believe she was right. I must put 

times. I remember once that we were going to his more love into ‘ Sardanapalus’than I intended. I speak, 
uncle’s, I think,—I went to accompiny him to the door ,f course, jf the times will allow me leisure. That (C 
merely, in some Upper or Lower Grosvenor or Brook „iii hardly be a peacemaker, 
street, 1 forget whicli, but it was in a street loading out of | 
some square^—be toid mo that, the night before, be ‘iiad 


taken up a pistol—not knowing or examining whether it 
was loaded or no—and had snapped it at his head, leaving 
It to chance whether it might, or mi^t not, be charged.’ 
The letter too, which he wrote me, on leaving college, to 
join the Guards, was as melancholy in its tenor as it 
could well be on such an occasion. But he showed 
nothing of this in his deportment, being mild and gentle; 
—and yet with much turn &r the ludicrous in his disposi¬ 
tion. We were both much attaclied to Harrow, and 
sometimes made excursions there together from London, 
to revive our schoolboy recollections. 


•January 14,1821. 

“ Turned over Seneca’s tragedies. Wrote the open- 
ig lines of the intended tragedy of Sardanapalus. Rode 
>ut some miles into the Ctrest. Misty and rainy. Re- 
irned—dined—wrote some more of my tragedy. 

“Road Diodorus Siculus—turned over Seneca, and 
ime other books. Wrote some more of the tragedy, 
ook a glass of grog. After having ridiien hard in rainy 
eather, and scriWiled, and scribbled again, the spirits 
at least mine) need a little exhilaration, and I do n’t like 
uidanum now as I used to do. So I have mixed a gfass 
strong waters and| single waters which I shall now 



EXTRACTS PROM A JOORNAIhISW, 


prooeod to empty. Therefore and thereunto I conclude 
this day’s diaiy. 

“The effect of all wines and spiriti! upon me is, how¬ 
ever, strange. Itae<ffes,butit makes me gloomy—gloomy 
at tto very moment of their effect, and nut gay hardly 
ever. But it composes for a time, though sullenly. 

•January 16,1821. 

•Weather 6ne. Received visit. Rode out into thi 
forest—fired pistols. Retimiod home—dined—dipped 
into a volume of Milford’s Greece—wrote part of a scene 
of ‘ Sardanapalus.’ Went out—heard some music— 
heard some politics. More ministers from the other 
Italian powers g<mo to Congress. War seems certain- 
in that case, it will be a savage one. Talked over vari¬ 
ous important matters with one of the initiated. At ten 
and half returned homo. 

•I have just thought of sometliing odd. In the year 
1814, Moore {‘ the poet,’ par earellaux, and he deserves 
it^ and I were going together, in the same carriage, to 
dine with Earl Grey, the Capo Politico of the remaining 
Whigs. Murray, the magnificent, (the illustrious putC 
lishor of that name,) had just sent me a Java gazette—1 
know not why or wherefore. Pulling it out, by way of 
curiosity, wo found it to contain a dispute (the said Javs 
gazette) on Moore's merits and mine. I think, if T btui 
been there, that I could have saved them the trouble of 
disputing on the subject. But, tliere is fame for you al 
six-and-twenty! Alexander had eonqiiored India at the 
same ago; but I doubt if he was disjmted aliotit, or his 
conquests compared willi those of Indian Bacchus, at Java. 
“It was great fame to be named with Moore; greater 

to be compared with him; greatest—pfeosarc, at least_ 

to be mth him; an<l, surely, an odd coincidence, Uiat we 
riiould be dining together while they were quarrelling 
about us beyond the equinoctial line. 

“Well, tire same evening I met Lawrence, the painter, 
nnil heard one of I.ord Grey’s daughters (a fine, fait 
spirit-looking girl, willi much of the pntridan thorough^ 
loek of her father, which I dote upon) play on the 
harp, so modestly and ingenuously, that she Uxiked mumc. 
Well, I would rather have had my talk with Lawrence 
(who talked delightfully) and heard the girl, than have had 
all the fame of Moore and me put together. 

•The only pleasure of fame is that it paves the way to 
pleasure; and the more intellectual our pleasure, the 
better for the pleasure and for us too. It was, however, 
agreeable to have heard our fame before dinner, and a 
girl’s harp after. 

•January 16,1821. 

•Read—rode—fired pistols—returned—dined—wrote 
—visited—heard music—talked nonsense—and went 
lieme. 

•Wrote part of a Tragedy—advance in Act 1st with 
'all delfoerate speed.’ Bought a blanket. The weather 
ia atdl muggy as a London May—oiiat, mizzle, the air 
replete with ScoUicisms, which, though fine in the descrip¬ 
tions of Ossian, are atgnewhat tiresome, in real, prosaic 
per^Mctive. Politics stUI mysterious. 

•January 17,1821. 

“ Rode i’ the forest—fired pistols—dined. Arrived a 
packet of books from England aial Lombardy—English, 
Italian, French, and Latin. Read till eight—went out. 

•January 18,1821. 

“To-day, the post arriving late, did not ride. Read 
letlera—only two gazettes, instead of twelve now due. 
Made Lega write to that negligent Galignani, and added 
a postscript. Dined. 

‘At eight proposed to go out. Lega came in with a 
letter about a bill mpeid at Tenice, whudi I thought ptud 
months ago. I Sew into a paroxysm of rage, wiiich 
•Inost made mo faint. I have mrt been well ever since. 
I deserve it for beuig suah a fool—but it teas provoking—a 
mH of scoundrels! It is, however, but five-oad-twenty 
founds. ^ 


•January 19,1821..,^ 

•Rode. Winter’s wind somewhat more laduadtfaaa 
ingratitude itself, though Shakespeare says otherwise. At 
least, I am so much more accustomed to meet with 
ingratitude than the north wind, that I thought the latter 
the sharper of the two. 1 had met with both ia the 
course of the twenty-four hours, ao could judge. 

“ Thought of a plan of education fix my daughter 
Allegra,whoon^t to begin soon with her studm. Wrote 
a letter—afterward a postscript. Rather in low qnrits— 
certa'mly hippish—liver touched—will take a dose of salts. 

“I have been reading the Life, by himself and daugh¬ 
ter, of Mr. R. L. Edgeworth, the fiitlier of foe Miss 
Edgeworth. It is altogether a great name. In 1813,1 
recollect to Itave met tiiem in the fashionable world of’ 
London (of which I then formed an item, a fraction, the 
segment of a circle, the unit of a million, the nothing td 
sometliing) in the assemblies of the hour, and at a break¬ 
fast of Sir Humphry and Lady Davy’s, to which I was 
invited for the nonce. 1 had been tlie lion of 1812; Miss 
Edgcwortli and Madame de Steel, with ‘the Cossack,’ 
towards the end of 1813, were the exhibitions of the suc¬ 
ceeding year. 

“I thought Edgeworth a fine old fellow, of a clarety, 
elderly, red complexion, but active, brisk, and endless. He 
was seventy, but did not look ftfty—no, nor forty-eight 
even. I had seen poor Fitzjiatrick not very long before 
—a man of pleasure, wit, eloquence, all things. He tot¬ 
tered—but still talked like a gentleman, though feebly. 
Edgeworth bounced about, and talked loud and Icsig; but 
he seemed neither weakly nor decrepit, and hardly old. 

“He began by telling 'tliat he had given Dr. Parr a 
dressing, who luui taken him for on Irish bog-trotter,’ &c. 
&c. Now I, who know Dr. Parr, and who know (not by 
experience—for I never should have presumed so far si 
to contend with him—^but by hearing him with others, and 
of others) that it is not so easy a matter to ‘ dress him,’ 
thought Mr. Edgeworth an assertor of what was not 
tnie. Ho could not liavc stood before Parr an instant. 
For the rest, ho seemed intelligent, vehement, vivacious, 
and full of life. He bids fair for a hundred years. 

“ Ho was not much admired in London, and I remem¬ 
ber a ‘ryghtc mcrric’ and conceited jest which was rife 
among the gallants of the day, —viz. a paper had been 
presented for the recall of Mr*. Siddon* to foe stage, (she 
having lately taken leave, to the loss of ages,—for nothing 
ever was, or can be, like her,) to which all men had been 
called to subscribe. Whereupon, Thomas Moore, of 
profane and [loetical memory, did propose that a similar 
fiaper should be suhscribed and circumscribed ‘lor the 
recall of Mr. Edgeworth to Ireland.’* 

“ The fact was—every body cared more about her. 
She was a nice little unassuming ‘ Jeannio Deans’-looking 
radic,’ as we Scotcli say—and, if not handsome, certainly 
sot ili-iooking. Her conversation was as quiet as her¬ 
self. One wouUI never have guessed she could write her 
name; whereas her father talked, not as if he could write 
iKithing else, but as if notliing else was worth writing. 

• As for Mrs. Edgeworth, I forgot—except that I think 
ihe was the younjfest of the party. iUlogether, they 
were an excellent cage of the kind; and succeeded for 
.wo months, till the landing cf Madame de Stodl. 

• To turn from them to their works, I admire them; 
but they excite no feeling, and tliey leave no love—except 
for some Irish steward or postillioa. However, the im¬ 
pression intellect and prudence is profound--and may 
be useful. 

• Januai^ 20,1821. 

•Rode—fired pistols. Read from Grimm’s Corre¬ 
spondence. Dined—went out—heard music—returned— 
wrote a letter to the Lcs^ Chamberlam to request him to 
prevent the theatres from representing the Doge, which 

• la thu.l rather think hewat miaisforined whatever merit there 
mar be In the jeet, I have not, at faree lean recaueet,lheillsMeiteleha 
tottc-Sfoore. 



EXTBA0T8 FROM 

ItsHaa papers mj that Uiey are going to act. This is 
pretty work—what! without asking my consent, and ever 
in opposition to it! 

“January 21,1821. 

* Pine, dear, frosty day—4hat is to say, an Italian frost 
for their winters hardly get beyond snow; for whidi rea¬ 
son nobody knows how to skate (or skait)—a Dutch anc 
Eagliatt accomplishment. Rode out, as usual, and hrec 
pistala. Good shooting—broke four common, and rathei 
small, bottles, in four shots, at fourteen paces, with a com¬ 
mon pair of pistols and indifierent powder. Almost as 
good vmftrmg or shooting-considering the diiference 
powder and pistols—as when, in 1809,1810,1811,1812, 
1813,1814, it was my lock to split walking-sticks, wafers 
half-crowns, shillings, and even the eye of a walking-slick 
at twelve paces, with a single bullet—and all by eye anc 
calculation; for my hand is not steady, and apt to chang< 
with the very weather. To the prowess which I hen 
note, Joo Manton and others can bear testimony;—for to 
former taught, and the latter have seen me do, these feats. 

“ Dined—visited—came home—read, l^markod on 
an anecdote in Grimm’s Correspondence, which says that 
‘ Regnard et la plQpart des po£tes comkjues etaient gens 
biiieuxetmdlancoliques; et que M. de Voitturc, qui esi 
trhs gai, n’a jamus friit que des tragedies—et que la come- 
die gaie est le seul genre oh il n’ait point rdussi. C’esi 
que celui qui lit et celui qui fait rire sont deux hommei 
fort differens.’-Vol. vi. 

“At this moment I feel ns bilious as the best comic 
writer of them all, (even as Regnard himself, toe next tc 
Moliere, who has written some of toe best comedies in 
any language, and who is supposed to have committci 
suicide,) and am not in spirits to continue my proposec 
tragedy of Sardanapalus, which I have, for some days, 
ceased to compose. 

“ To-morrow is my birthday—-that is to say, at twelve 
o’ the clock, midnight, i. e. in twelve minutes, I shall have 
completed thirty and three years of age!!!—and I go U 
my bed with a heaviness of heart at having lived so long, 
and to so litUe purpose. 

“ It is three minutes past twelve.—‘ T is the middlo ol 
night by the castle clock,’ and t am now thirty-three! 

* Kheu, fuipicM, PoBthumc, Pusthume, 

Labuntur annt; 

but I do n’t regret them so much for what I have done, as 
for what I might have done. 

** Throiii^ life’* mad, lo dim and dirtyg 
I hare dragg’d to three-and'Utirty. 

What hare th«u yeara left to mo? 

Nothing—except thirty-three. 

__ “ JanuaiT 22,1821.* 


iS31. 

HS&B UBS, 

nfTBKRBD nt TRB BTBSNXTT 
OP THB PA.ST, 

PAOM WHBNCB THBRB IS NO 
BESrRRBCTION 

POR THB DAYS—WHATBVBR THBRB MAY BB 
FOR THB DT78T— 

THB TBIRTYvTHlRD ITBAR 
OP AN ILL'SPBKT LIFB, 

WHrCH, AFTBR 

A LXNOBBZNO DISBASB OF MANY MONTHS, 

8HNX INTO A X.BTHAROY, 

AND BXPIRBD, 

MNUARTS^O, 1831, A. D. 

LBAVINO A SUOCB8SOR 
INCONSOUABLB 

FOR THB VBRY LOSS WHICH 
OOCA8IONSD ITS 
BXIBTBNCB. 

“January 23,1821. 

• Fine day. Read^’^rode—fired pistols, and returned 
* See lieuer iTt. 
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Dined—read. Went out at eight—made toe vaiu 

Heard of notoing but war,—' toe cry is still, They come.* 

The Car*, seem to have no plan-^-oothing fixed_^ 

themselves, how, when, or what to do. In tliat case, 
will make nothing of tliis project, so often postponed, and 
never put in action. 

“ Came home, and gave some necessary orden, in case 
of circumstances requiring a change of place. I shall 
act according to what may seem proper, when I hear 
decidedly what toe Barbarians mean to do. At presoit, 
toey are building a bridge of boats over the Po, which 
looks very warlike. A few days will probably show. I 
think of retiring towards Ancona, nearer toe northern 
frontier; that is to say, if Teresa and her father are 
obliged to retire, which is most lilcely, as all toe family are 
Liberals. If not, I shall stay. But my movements will 
depend upon toe lady’s wishes, for mysdf it is much the 
same. 

“ I am somewhat puzzled what to do with my little 
daughter, and my effects, whidi are of some quantity and 
value,—and neither of them do in toe seat of war where 
I toink of going. But there is an elderly lady who wiU 
take charge of her, and T. says that the Marcliese C. will 
undertake to hold the chattels in safe keeping. Half the 
city are getting tlieir affairs in marching trim. A pretty 
Carnival! The blackguards might as welt have waited 
till Lent. 

“ January 24,1821. 

“ Returned—met some masques in toe Corso—' Vive 
la bagatelle!’—toe Germans are on the Po, toe Barbari¬ 
ans at toe gate, and their masters in council at Lcybach, 
(or whatever toe eructation of tlie sound may syUaWo 
into a human pronunciation,) and lo! tlicy dance and 
sing, and make merry, ‘for to-morrow they may die.’ 
Who can say tliat too Aricquins are not right ? Like 
the Lady Baussiere, and ray old friend Burton—I 'rodo 
on.’ 

Dined—(damn this pen!)—^Imef tough—tliere is no 
beef in Italy worth a curse; unless a man could eat an 
old ox with toe bide on, singed in the sun. 

“ The principal persons in too events which may occur 
in a few days, arc gone out on a ehooting party. If it were 
like a ‘ highland hunting,’ a pretext of llic chase for a 
grand reunion of counsellors and chiefc, it would tie all 
very well. But it is nothing more or loss than a real 
snivelling, popping, small-shot, water-hen waste of powder, 
ammunition, and shot, for their owm special amusement; 
—^a rare set of fellows for ‘a man to risk his neck with,’ 
as 'Marishal Wells’ says in toe Black Dwarf. 

“If toey gather,—‘whilk is to be doubted,’—they will 
not muster a thousand men. The reaB<m of this is, that 
the populace are not interested,—only the higlicr and 
middle orders.. I wish tliat the peasantry were: toey are 
a fine savage race of two-legged leopards. But the 
Bolognese won’t—the Komagnudes can’t without them. 
Or, if toey try—what then ? They will try, and man can 
lo no more—and, if he would but try his utmost, much 
night be done. Tho Dutch, for instance, against toe 
Spaniards— then, the tyrants of Europe—since, toe staves 
—and, lately, toe freedmen. 

“ The year 1820 was not a fortunate one for toe indi¬ 
vidual me, whatever it may be for the nations. I lost a 
lawsuit, after two decisions in my favour. Tho project of 
ending money on an Irish mortgage was finally rejected 
ly my wife’s trustee after a year’s hope and trouble. The 
Rochdale lawsuit had endured fifteen years, and always 
wospered till I married; since which, eveiy thing has 
;oae wrong-with me, at least. 

“ In toe same year, 1820, toe Countess T. Q. nata G». 
Gl. in despite of ail 1 said and did to prevent it, would 
separate from her husband, II Cavalier Commendatore 
Ql. Ac. Ac. Ac. and all on the account of ‘P. P. clerk 
of this parish.’ The other little petty vexations of toe 
year—overtuna in carriages—the murder of people before 
Mie’s door, and. d)i!ng in one’s beds—toe cramp in swrim- 
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nany—cclici hriigBiitioni and Uliona attadia, Ac. Ac 

Ac.— 

' Maay nmU arUdei make up a aum. 

And hey bo for Calebduotcm, oh r 

« January 25,1821. 

• Received a letter from Lord Sidney Oeborne state 
secretary of the Seven Islands—a fine fellow—-clever— 
dished in England five years ago, and camo abroad to 
retrench and to renew. He wrote from Ancona, in his 
way back to Oerfu, on some matters d our own. He is 
son of the late Duke of Leeds by a second marriage. He 
wants me to go to Corfu. Why not?—perhtyw I may 
next spring. 

“Answered Murray’s letter—read—lounged. Scrawl¬ 
ed this additional page of life’s log-book. Chie day more 
is over, of it and of me;—but ‘ which is best, life or death, 
tile gods only know,’ a.s Socrates said to his judges, on 
tile breaking up of the tribunal. Two thousand years 
since that sage’s declaration of ignorance have not 
enlightened us more u|ion tliis important point; for, 
according to the Christian dispensation, no one can know 
whether ho is sure of salvation—even the most righteous 
—since a single slip of faith may throw him on his back, 
like a skater, while gliding smoothly to lus paradise. 
Now, therefore, whatever the certainty of faith in the facts 
may be, the certainty of the individual as to his happiness 
or misery is no greater than it was under Jupiter. 

“It has been said that the immortality of tiie soul is a 
grand peutfitro’—but still it is a grand one. Every body 
clings to it—the stupidest, and dullest, and wickedest of 
hunuui bipeds is still persuaded tiiat he is immortal. 

“January 26,1821. 

“Pine day—a few mares’tails portending change, but 
the sky clear, upon the whole. Rode—fired pistols—good 
shooting. Coming back, met an old man. Chanty— 
purchased a idiilling’s worth of salvation. If that was to 
be bought, I liave given more to my fellow-creatures in 
tliis life—sometimes for tiicr, but, if not more often, at 
least more am^hrokly, for virtue—than I now possess. I 
never in ray life gave a mistress so much as I have some¬ 
times given a poor man in honest distress;—but, no mat¬ 
ter. The scoundrels wdio have all along persecuted me* 
(with the help of * * who has crowned their efforts) will 
triumph;—and, when justice is done to me, it will be when 
this hand that writes is as cold as the hearts which have 
stung me. 

“ Returning, on the bridge near tlie mill, met an old 
woman. I asked her age—she said, ‘ TVe croa.’ I asked 
my groom (though mjrself a decent Italian) what the devil 
her three crosses meant. He said, ninety years, and that 
she had five years more to boot!! I rejieated the same 
force times, not to mistake—nmety-five years!!!—and 
foe was yet rather active— heard my question, for she 
answered it—.^ote me, for she advanced towards me; and 
did not appear at all decrepit, though certainly touched 
with years. Told her to come to-morrow, and will exa- 
nune her myself. I love phenomena. If she is ninety- 
five years old, she must recollect foe Cardinal Alberoni, 
who was legate here. 

“On dismounting, found Lieutenant E. just arrived 
from Paenaa. Invited him to dine with me to-morrow. 
Did not invito him for to-day,''becau8e there was a small 
turbot, (Friday, fast regularly and religiously,) which I 
wanted to eat all myself. Ate U. 

“Went out—found Teresa as usual—music. The 
gentlemen, who make revolutions, and are gone on a 
shooting, are not yet returned. They do n’t return till 
Sunday—that is to say, they have been out for five days, 
buffooning, while the mlerests of a whole country are at 
stake, and even they foomsolves compromised. 

“ It is a difficult part to play among such a set of assas¬ 
sins and Wockheads—but, when foe scum ts ritimmed oflj 

• CblMt Bsrolil, CsnU) IV. Stuu tS7,isiid Hot* to tho Two 
Foiearl. 


or has boiled over, good may emno of it. If tills ootmtiji 
could but be freed, what would be too ^eat for the accom¬ 
plishment of that desire ? for foe extinction of that Sigh 
of Ages ? Let us hope. They have hoped these thou¬ 
sand years. The very rovolvemont of foe chances may 
bring it—it is upon foe dice. 

“If foe Neapolitans have but a single Massaniello 
among them, they will beat the bloody butchers'of the 
crown and sabre. Holland, in worse circumstances, beat 
the Spiuns and Philips; America beat the Eiiglish; 
Greece beat Xerxes; and Prance bent Europe, till she 
took a tyrant; South America beats her <tid vultoes out 
of their nest; and, if these men are but firm in foetfr. 
selves, there is nothing to shake them from without. 

“January 28,1821. 

“ Lugano Gazette did not come. Letters from Venice. 
It appears that foe Austrian brutes have seized my tivee 
or four pounds of English powder. The scoundrels!—;I 
hope to pay them in ball for that powder. Rode out till 
twiliglit. 

“ Pondered the subjects of four tragedies to be written, 
(life and circumstances permitting,) to wit, Sardanapalus, 
already begun; Cain, a metaphysical subject, sometiiing 
in the style of Manfred, but in five aett, perhaps, with the 
chorus; Francesca of Rimini, in five acts; and I am not 
sure tliat I would not try Tiberius. I think that I could 
extract a something, of tragic, at least, out o[ the 
gloomy sequestration and old age of foe tyrant—and even 
out of his sojourn at Caprea—by softening the deUalt, 
and exhibiting the despair which must have led to tlioso 
■ery vicious pleasures. For none but a powerful and 
jloomy mind overthrown would have had recourse to such 
soUtary horrors,—being also, at the same time, old, and 
he master of the world. 

“Memoranda. 

“ What is poetry ?—The feeling of a Former world 
and Future. 

* Thought Seeond. 

“ Why, at the very height of desire and human plea- 
lure,—worldly, social, amorous, ambitious, or even avari- 
:ious,—does there mingle a certain sense of doubt and 
sorrow—a fear of wliat is to come—a doubt of what it — 
a retrospect to foe post, leading to a prognostication of 
tlie future. (The best of Prophets of the Future is the 
Past.) Why is this? or these?—1 know not, except 
that on a pinnacle we are most susceptible of giddiness, 
and that we never fear falling except from a predpice— 
the higher, foe more awful, and the more sublime; and, 
therefore, I am not sure that fear is not a pleasuraUe sen¬ 
sation ; at least, Hope is; and what Hope is there without 
a deep leaven of Fear ? and what sensation is so delight¬ 
ful as Hope ? and, if it were not for Hope, where would 
the Future be ?—in helL It is useless to say where foe 
Present is, for most of us know; and os for foe Past, what 
predonunates in memory l—Hape baffled. Ergo, in all 
human affairs, it is Hope—^Hopo—Hope. I allow sixteen 
minutes, though I never counted them, to any given qr 
supposed possession. From whatever place we com¬ 
mence, we know whdre it all must end. And yet, what 
good is there in knowing it ? It does not make men better 
or wiser. During foe greatest horrors of foe greatest 
plagues, (Athens and Florence, for example—see Thucy¬ 
dides and Machiavelli,) men were more cruel and profli¬ 
gate than ever. It is all a mystery. I feel most things, 
but I know nothing, except _ — — 




* Thus narked, vUb bnpatint itnikei of the pea, by htiasalfln thf 
origUlfd. 



EXTRACTS FROM 

,»it%iushtfiir a »ptidt of lMeffer,mOu tragedy of Cam ;■ 

** Wert evilt would I let thee livtl 

Fool 1 live ae I live—u thy fetfaerllvee, 

Mai Ihjr ton 'e toot thill live for evermore. 

“ Past midnight. One o’ the clodc. 

“1 have been reading W. P. Schlegel (brother to thi 
other of the name) till now, and 1 can make out notUng. 
He evidently shows a great power of words, but there ii 
nothing to be taken hcdd of. He is like Hakitt, in Eng¬ 
lish, who taUa jmnpieo-^ red and white corruptitai rising 
up, (in little mutation of mountains upon maps,) but con¬ 
taining nothing, and discharging nothing, except their own 
humours. 

' “I dislike him the worse, (that is, Schlegel,) because 
ho always seems upon the verge of meaning; and, io, hi 
goes down like sunset, or melts like a rainbow, leaving a 
rather rich confusiem,—to which, however, the above com¬ 
parisons do too much honour. 

* Continiung to read Mr. P. Schlogell. He is not such 
a fool as I took him for, that is to say, when ho speaks ol 
the North. But still he speaks of things aU over the world 
with a kind of authority that a philosopher would disdain, 
and a man of common sense, feeling, and knowledge of 
his own ignorance, would bo ashamed of The man is 
evidently wanting to moke an impression, like his brother, 
—or like George in the Vicar of Wakefield, who found 
out that all the good things had been said already on the 
right side, and therefore ‘dressed up some paradoxes'' 
upon the wrong side—ingenious, but false, as he himself 
says—to which 'the learned world said nothing, notliing 
at all, sir.’ The ‘ learned world,’ however, hoe said some¬ 
thing to the brothers Schlegel. 

“ It is high time to think of something else. What they 
Ay of the antiquities of the Nwth is I^t. 

“January 29,1821. 

“ Yesterday the woman of ninety-five years of age was 
with me. She said her eldest sun (if now alive) would 
have been seventy. She is thin—short, but active— 
hears, and sees, and talks incessantly. Several teeth 
left—all in the lower Jaw, and single front teeth. She is 
very deeply wrinkled, and has a sort of scattered gray 
beard over her chin, at least as long os my mustaebios. 
Her head, in fact, resembles the drawing in crayons of 
Pope the poet’s mother, which is in some editions rS his 
works. 

“ I forgot to ask her if she remembered Alberoni, (legate 
here,) but will ask her next fime. Gave her a louis— 
ordered her a new suit of clothes, and put her upon a 
weekly pension. TiU now, she had worked at gatiiering 
wood and pine-nuts in the forest,—pretty work at ninety- 
five years old! She had a dozen children, of whom some 
are alive. Her name is Maria Montanari. 

“ Met a company of the sect (a kind of Liberal Club) 
called the ‘Americani’ in the forest, all armed, and sing¬ 
ing, with all their might, in Romognudle—‘ iSem tutti 
soidal’ per la liberta,’ (‘ we are all soldiers for Uberty.’) 
*Ifiey cheered me as 1 passed—I returned their salute, 
and rode on. This may show the spirit of Italy at pre¬ 
sent. 

“ My to-day’s journal consists of what I omitted yes¬ 
terday. To-day was much as usual. Have rather a 
better opinion of the writings of the Schlegels than I had 
four-and-twenty hours ago; and will amend it sbll farttier, 
if posnble. 

“ They say that the Piedmontese have at lengtii risen 
-^0 iro.' 

“ Road Schlegel. Of Dante he says that' at no time 
has the greatest and most national oi all Italian poets 
ever been much the favourite of his countrymen.’ T is 
false! There have been more editors and commentators 
(and imitators, ultimately) of Dante than of all their poets | 
put together. IVot a favourite! Why, they talk Dante— 
write Dante—and think and dream Dante at this moment 
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(1821) to an excess, which would be ridiculouB, but 
I he deserves it. 

“ In the same style this German talks of gondolas on 
the Amo—a precious fellow to dare to speak (X Italy! 

“ He says also that Dante’s chief defect b a want, in a 
word, of gentle feelings. Of gentle feelings 1—and Fran¬ 
cesca of Bimini—and the facer’s feelings in UgoUno— 
and Beatrice—and ‘La Pia!’ Why, there is a gentleness 
in Dante beyond all gentleness, when he is tender. It is 
true that, treating of the Christian Hades, or Hell, tliere 
is not much scojie or site for gentleness—but who hut 
Dante could havo introduced any ‘ gentleness’ at all into 
Hdll Is there any in Milton’s? No—and Dante’s 
Heaven is all love, and glory, and majesty. 

“ 1 o’clock. 

“ I have found out, however, where the Gorman is right 
—^it is about the Vicar of Wakefield. ‘ Of ail romances 
in miniature, (and, perhaps, this is the best shape in whicli 
romance can apjiear,) the Vicar of Wakefield is, I think, 
the most exquisite.’ He thinks 1—he might be sure. But 
it is very well for a Schlegel. I feel sleepy, and may as 
well got me to bed. To-mOTrow there will bo fine wear 
ther. 

* Trait 00 , and think to-morroT will repay.' 

“ January SO, 1821. 

“ The Count P. G. this evening (by commission flora 
lie C*.) transmitted to me the new wards fin- Uie next six 
months. ♦ * * and ♦ ♦ ♦. The new sacred word is 
♦ ♦ ♦—the reply * *—the rejoinder ♦ ♦ ♦. Tho 
ormer word (now changed) was ♦ * *—there is also 
♦ ♦—* * ♦.! Things seem fast coming to a crisis— 
poiro/ 

“ Wo talked over various matters of moment and move- 
lent. These I omit^if they come to any thing, they 
'ill speak for themselves. After these, we s[ioke of 
fCosciusko. Count R.G. told me that ho has seen tho 
.’olish officers io tile Italian war burst into tears on beat¬ 
ing his name. 

“ Something must bo up in Piedmont—all tlio letters 
and papers are stopped. Noliody knows any thing, and 
tlie Gormans arc concentrating near ManUia. Of the 
Jecision of Laybach, nothing is known. Tliis state of 
hings cannot last long. The ferment in men’s minds at 
iresent cannot be conceived without seeing it. 

“ January 31,1821. 

“ For several days I have not written any thing except 
few answers to letters. In momentary expectation of 
an explosion of some kind, it is not easy to setde down to 
ho desk for the higher kinds of composition. I could do 
, to be sure, for, lost summer, I wrote my drama in the 
:;ry bustle of Madame la Contesse G.’s divorce, and all 
s process of accompaniments. At tlie same time, 1 
also had the nows of the loss of an important lawsuit in 
Fngland. But these were only private and personal 
business; the present is of a different nature. 

“ I sup[HMc it is this, but havo some suspicion tliat it 
may be laziness, wliich prevents mo from writing; espe- 
iaUy as Rochefoucaiilt says tliat' laziness often masters 
hem all’—speaking of the passions. If this were true, 
could hardly be said that ‘ idleness is the root of all evil,’ 
ance this is supfiosod to spring from tlie possioas only; 
Tgo, that which masters all the passions (laziness, to wit) 
'ould in so much be a good. Who knows ? 

“ Midnight. 

“I have been reading Grimm’s Correspondence. He 
epeats frequently, in speaking of a poet, or of a man of 
jenius in any department, oven in music, (Gretry, for in¬ 
stance,) that he must have ‘ une ame qui se tourmentc, 

t In tb« original MS. It (we wntclivDnll an bloued over lo lu to bf 
lUesiUe. 
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Ml eipril vioint.* How Ar tiM may be true, I know 
not; but if it were,I should be a poet‘per ecceiloiza;' 
Ibr I have etwajis had ‘une anus,’ which not oni/ loo 
mented itiielf but erery body else in contact with it; and 
an ‘es^ vudent,’ whudi has almost left me without any 
*eaprit’ataH. As to defining what a poet sAeidd be, it is 
not worth while, for what are C% worth 1 what have the; 
done? 

•Grimm, however, is an excellent critic and literary 
hirtoriail. His Correspondents forms the annals of thi 
literary part of that age of France, with much a( hei 
pobtioa, and still more of her 'way of life.’ He is a 
valuable, and far more entertaining that Muratori o. 
Tiraboschi—had almost said, than Guingene—but then 
we should pause. However’t is a great man in its line. 

• Momdeur St. Lambert has 

* Et tonqu*^ m regirdt U lumttrfl Mt rtFiei 
11 n*A plug, eii sioartat, perdra qoe la Tie.' 


who are aU on tqitoe to macdi. Gave anisn iiir Man 
hamea and portmanteaus neceeaary for the hmuea. 

•Read some of Bowles's dispute diout Popo,irithaD 
the repliee and rejoinders. Perceive that my name has 
been lugged into the controversy, but have not time to 
state 1 know of die subject. On some * piping day , 
of peaoe’ it is probable that I may resume it. 

I •February 9,1821. 

•Before dumer wrote a little; also, before I rode out. 
Count P. G. called upon me, to lot me know the result of 
the meeting of the Ch at F. and at B. * • returned late 
last ni|dd* Bvery thing was combined under the Hea that 
the Barbarians would pass the Po on the 16th inst. 
Instead of tliis, from some previoue information or other-, 
wise, they have hastened their march and actually passed 
two days ago; so that all that can be done at present in 
Romagna is, to stand on the alert and wait for the advance 
of the Neaiiolitans. Every thing was ready, and the 


This ii^ word for word, Thomson’s 

* And dying, all w« can rulpi in bnnUi,’ 
without the smallest acknowledgment from the Lorraim 
of a poeL M. St. Lambert is dead as a man, and (foi 
any thing I know to the contrary) damned as a poet, by 
tills time. However, his Seasons havo good things, and, 
it may be, some ofhis own. 

•February 2,1821. 

“I have been con-sidering what cau be the reason why 
I always wake at a certain hour in the morning, and 
always in very bad spirits—may say, in actual despair 
and deBjiondoncy, in all respects—even of that which 
pleased me over night. In about on hour or two, this 
goes o^ and I compose eitiier to sleep again, or at least, 
to quiet In England, five years ago, I had the same 


Neapolitans had sent on thoir own instnictions and inten¬ 
tions, all calculated for the terOA and ckuenth, (sn which 
days a general rising was to take place, under the suppo¬ 
sition that die Barbarians could not advance before 
the 15th. 

“As it is, they have but fifty or sixty thousand troops, a 
a number with which they might as well attempt to con¬ 
quer the world as secure Italy in its present stale. The 
artillery marches last, and alone, and there is an idea of 
an attempt to cut part of them off. All this will much 
depend upon die first steps of the Neapolitans. Htre, the 
oublic spirit is excellent, provided it be kept up. This will 
be seen by the event. 

“ It is probable that Italy will be delivered from the Bar- 
narians if the Neapolitans will but stand firm, and are 
united among themselves. Sere they appear so. 


kind of hypochmidria, but accompanied with so violent a “February 10; 1821. 

thirst that I havo drank as many as fifteen botties of soda- «Day passed as usual—nothing new. Barbmians still 
water in one night, after going to bed, and been still thirsty mareli—not well equipped, and, of course, not weU 

—calculating, however, some lost from the bursting out reived on their route. There is some talk of a commo- 
and effervescence and overflowing of die soda-water, in ion at Paris. 


drawing the corks, or striking ofi' the necks of the bottles 
frmn more thirsy impatience. At present, I have not the 
thirst; but the depression of spirits is no leas violent. 

“ I read in Edgeworth’s Memoirs of something similar 
(except that his thirst expended itself on small beer) in the 
case of Sir F. B. Delaval;—but then he was, at least, 
twenty yeare older. What is it?—fiver? In England, 
1.0 Man (the apothecary) cured me of the diiist in dirce 
days, and it had lasted as many years. I suppose that it 
is all hypochondria. 

“What I feel most growing upon me are huinessB and 
a darefish more powerful than indifference. If I rouse, 
it is into fury. I presume that I shall end (if not earfier 
by accident, or some such termination) likeSwifi>—'dying 
at top.’ I confess I do not contemplate this with so much 
horror as be apparendy did for some years before it hap¬ 
pened. But Swift had hardly begun Ufe at the very perM 
(thirty-three*) when I feel quite an old sort of feel. 

“Oh! there is an organ playing in the street—a waltz, 
too! I must leave off to fistmi. They are playing a 
waltz, which I have heard ten thousand times at the balls 
in London, between 1612 and 1816. Music is a strange 
thing. 

“February 6,1821. 

* At last, ' the kiln’s in a low.’ The Germans are 
ordered to march, and Italy is, for the ten thousandth time, 
to become a field of batde. Last night the newe came. 

“ This afternoon, Count P. G. came to mo to consult 
upon divers matters. We rode out together. They have 
sent off to the C. for orders. To-morrow the derision 
oug)it to arrive, and dien something will be done. Returned 
—^ed—read—went out—talked over matters. Mode 
a purchase of some arms for the new enrolled Americani, 

' S« Juuntftl, Jsaueiyt, 1821. 


“Rode out between four and six—finislied my letter to 
durray on Bowles’s pamphlets—added postscript. Psased 
he evening as usual—out till eleven—-and subsequendy 
Xhome. 

“February 11,1821. 

“ Wrote—had a copy taken of an extract from Petrarch’e 
letters, widi reference to die conspiracy of the Doge, M. 
'afiero, containing the poet’s opinion of the matter. Heard 
heavy firing of cannon towards Coraacchio—the Barba- 
■ians rejoicing for dieir principal pig's birthday, which is 
>-morrow—or Saint day—I forget which. Received a 
icket for the first ball to-morrow. Shall not go to the 
iirst, but intend going to die second, as also to the V eglioni. 

''February IS, 1821. 

“ To-day read a little in Louis B's Hollande, but have 
Titten nothing since the completion of the letter on the 
'ope controversy. Politics are quite mietv for the pre- 
lent. The Barbarians still upon their march. It is flat 
lasy to tUvine what the Italians will now do. 

“Was elected yesterday ‘Sorio’ of the Carnival ball 
oriety. This is the fifth carnival that I havo passed, 
.n the four former, I racketed a good deal. In the pre¬ 
sent, I have been ae sober as Lady Grace herself. 

“February 14,1821. 

“Much as usual. Wrote, before riding out, part of a 
scene of ‘ Sardanapalus.’ The first act nearly finished. 
The rest rf the day and evening as before—partly without, 
in conversazimie—partly at home. 

“ Heard the particulars of the late fray atRusei, a town 
aot far firom dus. It is exactly the fact of Romfo and 
Siufietta—not Romeo, as dm Barbarian writes iu Two 
amilies of Contadini (peasants) are at feud. At a ball, 
the younger part of the fiunilies forget their quarrels, and 
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togetlior. An oid man of one of them onterS) axu; 
roprores th® youa^ men for dancing with the females o; 
the oppwite iamily. The male relatives of the lattoi 
resent this. Both parties rush home, and arm themselves. 
They meet directly, hy moonlight, in the public way, ant- 
fight it out. Three are hilled on the spot, and SUE wounds 
most of them dan^rously,--pretty well for two families^ 
methihks-Huid of the last week. Another assas- 

sinaiion has taken place at Cesenna,—in all about/or^ 
tu Rennogna withm diese lait three months. Those peopli 
retain much of the middle ages. 

“February 15,1821. 

“t«ast night finished the first act of Sardana{>alu8. To¬ 
night, or to-morrow, I ought to answer letters. 

“February 16,1821. 

“Last night II Conte P. G. sent a man vvilli a bag fill 
of bay<»iets, some muskets, and some hundreds of car 
tridges to my house, without apprizing me, (hough I liac 
seen him not half an hour before. About ten days ag^ 
when there was to be a rising here, tlie Liberals and ni} 
brcdiren C*. asked me to ]»iirchase some arms for a c<'r- 
tain few of our ragamuffins. I did so immedialoly, and 
ordered ammunilion, 8cc. and they were armed accord¬ 
ingly. Well—the rising is prevented by the Barbarian- 
marching a week sooner than appointed; and an order is 
issued, and in fi>rcc, by the Government, ‘ that ail jiorsons 
having arms conceal^, &c. &c. sliall bo liable to,* &< 
&c.—and what do my friends, the patriots, rlo two days 
afterward? AVhy, they llirow back upon my liands, and 
into my hou.se, iheye very anns (without u word of warn¬ 
ing previously) with which I liad furnUlicd them at theii 
own request, and at my own peril and expense. 

. “ It was lucky that Lega was at home to rec('ive them. 
If any of the servants had (except Tita and F. andLi^ga) 
they would have betrayed it immediately. In liio mean 
time, if tlicy are denounced, or disc.overed, I shall be in a 
scrape. 

“At nine went out—at eleven relumed. Beat tli< 
crow for stealing the falcon's victuals. Read ‘ Talcs of 
my Landlord—wrote a letter—and mixed a modt^rate 
beaker of water with other ingredients. 

“February 18,1821. 

“The news are that the Neapolitans have broken a 
bridge, and slain four pontifical carabiniers, whilk cara- 
biniers, wished to oppi^. Besides the disrespect to 
neutrality, it is a pity that the first blood shed in this Ger¬ 
man quarrel should be Italian. However, the war seems 
begun in good earnest; for, if the Neapolitans kill tlie 
Pope's carabiniers, they will not be more delicate towards 
the Barbarians. If it be even so, in a short time, * there 
will be news o’ thae craws,’ as Mrs. Alison Wilson says 
of Jenny Blanc’s ‘unco cockernony’ in the Tales of my 
Landlord.* 

“ In turning over Grimm’s Correspondence to-day, I 
found a thought of Tom Moore’s in a song of Maupertuis 
t^a female Laplander. 

'Eltoiu b» li«ux, 
tont aMjreux, 

Fout la Z(me brfiJanta.' 

This is Moore’) 

Aod thoM ejM make my climate, wterever I roam.* 

But I am sure that Moore never saw it; for tliis song 
was published in Grimm's Correspondence in 1813, and 
I knew Moore’s by heart in 1812. There is also another 
but an antithetical rxnncidence. 

* La aobiilloky 
Dea Jnur* aana onit 
Biantdt 11 uoua deatinc ; 

Mala eea longa jours 
Barwit trop courts, 

Pasate prte des ChriatlAS .* 

This is the reveraedy of the last stanza of the 
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ballad wi Charlotte l.ynes, given in Miss Sewanft M«- 
moirs of Darwin, which is pretty—I quote from memory 
of these last fifieen years. 

, ‘ For my first iilghi rn go 

To Ulnae i-exions of anow, 

Wbsra tlio auo foi ai k momhs never aldim } 

A»d think, evuii then, 

Ue tfN) toon cutn« RgAin, 

To ditturh nte with fair CbarloUe Lynaa.’ 

“ To-day I have had no coinrnunk'^ition with my Cap- 
b<mari cronies; but, in the mean time, my lower apart¬ 
ments ere full of their bayonets, fiisUs, cartridges, and 
what not. I suppose tha(. they consider me as a depot, 
to be sacrificed, in case of accidents. It is no great inatlor, 
supposing that Italy cotdd be lilwrated, who or what is 
sacriliced. It is a grand object—ihe very poetry of poli¬ 
tics. Only think—a free Italy!!! Why,there has been 
mjfliiiig like it since the days of Augustus. I reckon the 
limes of Cff^sar (Julius) free; because the cotiiinoUons 
It^l every body a side to lake, and the parties were pretty 
ctjual at the set out. But, afterward, it was ail Pretor^ 
and Jcglwnary business—we shall see, or at least, some 
will sec, what card will (urn up. It is best to hojic, even 
of the. liopeless. I’he Dutch did more than tliese fellows 
have to dt>, in the Seventy Years’ War. 

“Felwiiary 19, 1821. 

'‘Came home solus—very high wind—lightning— 
moonshine—solitary stragglens muffled in cloaks—women 
in mask—wliite houses—clouds hurrying over the sky, like 
[pill milk blown o»it of t!)(‘ pail—altogether very poetical, 
if is still hlovNiug lianl—llic lih;a fiying, and the house 
rocking—rain spbtslnug—liyhtning flashing—quite a fine 
Swiss Alpine evening, and the sou roaring in the distance. 

“ Visited—tH>nvcrsa/ione. All the women frightened 
*y the squall: tlicy mm't go to the masquerade because it 
ighten.'*—the pious reason! 

“Still blow'ing away. A. has sent me some newsto- 
lay. 'J'lie war a|q>roaches nearer and nearer. Oh thmie 
(u>undr(d sovereigns ! Let us but. see them beaten—let 
lie Nea|H>lituns but have tire pluck of the Dutch of old, or 
'if the Spaniards of now, or of iJie German Protestants, the 
^CA>tch Presbytenaus, the Swiss under Tell,or the Greeks 
inder TIicmisKN'les—oi/ small an<i srilitary nations, 
except the Spaniards and German Lutherans,) mid there 
is yet a resurrection for Italy, and a lio|»o for the world. 

“Kelmiary 20,1821. 

“ The news of tlic day arc, that the Neapolitans are full 
>f energy. 'I'lie public spirit here is certainly W’cU kept 
ip. The ‘ Amcricani’ (a patriotic sJ»cioty here, an under¬ 
ranch of the ‘Carbonari’) give a dinner, in the Fvreet in 
. few days, and have invited me, as one of die C*. It 
s to be in die JFhroft of Boccackr’s and Dryden’s ‘Hunts- 
oan’s Ghost;’ and, even if I had not the same political 
eelings, (to say nothing of my old convivial turn, which 
tvery now and then revives,) I would go as a pool, or, at 
east, as a lover of fKjetry. I shall o.\j>crt to see the spectre 
if‘Ostasio* degli Onesti’(Dryden has turned him into 
xuido C^avalcanti—on essentially diflerent person, as may 
3 fouraJ in Dante) come ‘ thundering fJir his jirey’f in the 
lidst of the festival. At any rale, whether he does or no, 
will get as tipsy and patriotic as possilde. 

“Within these few days 1 have read, but not writian. 

“February 21,1821. 

“As usual, rode—visited, &c. Business ^gins to 
hicken. The Pope has printed a declaration against the 
iBtriols, who, he says, meditate a rising. The conse- 
iiiencc of all this will be, that, in a fortnight, the whole 
ountry will be up. The proclamaticm is not yet published, 
but printed, ready for distritHition. * * sent me a copy 
privately—a sign that he does not know what to thiz^. 

* In Bou-acio, tb« name te, I think, Keal»(lo. 

1 See iloii Juim, < anloSd, tUS Xiiu 106. 
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When he w«nto to be well with tlie patriots, he sends to 
me some civil message or other. 

“ For my own part, it seems to me, that nothing but the 
most decided success of the Barbarians can prevent a 
general and immediate rise of the wh<de nation. 

“February 23,1821. 

“Almost ditto <vilh yesterday—rode, &c.—visited— 
wrote nothing—read Roman History. 

“Had a curious letter from a fellow, who informs me 
that the Barbarians are ill-disposed towards me. He is 
probably a spy, or an impostor. But bo it so, even as be 
says. They cannot bestow their hostility on one who 
loathes and execrates them mure than I do, or who will 
oppose their views witli more zeal, when the op|)ortunily 
offers. 

“February 24,1821. 

“Rode, &c. os usual. The secret intelligence arrived 
this morning from the frontier to the C*. is as bad as pos¬ 
sible. The plan has missed—the chiifs arc betrayed, 
military as wcH as civil—and the Neapolitans not only 
have not moved, but have declared to the P. government, 
and to the Barbarians, that tlicy know nothing of the 
matter!!! 

“ Thus the world goes; and thus the Italians are always 
lost for lack of union among Uicmselves. What is to be 
d<jne here, between the two fires, and cut off from the !N". 
frontier, is not decided. My opinion was, better to rise 
than be taken in detail; but how it will be settled now, I 
cannot, tell. Messengers are despatched to the delegates 
of the other cities to learn their resolutions. 

“1 always had an idea that it would ho hungfcd; but was 
willing to hope, and am so still. Whatever I can do by 
money, means, nr person, I will venture freely lijr their 
freedom; and have so repealed to them (some of the 
Chiefs here) half an hour ago. 1 have Iwu thousand five 
hundred scudi, belter than five hundred jiounds, in tlic 
house, which I offered to begin with. 

“February 25,1821. 

“Came home—^my head aches—plenty of news, but too 
tiresome to sot down. I have neither read, nor written, 
nor thought, but led a purely animal life all day. I mean 
to try to write a page or two before I go to bed. But, as 
Squire Sullen says, ‘My liead aches consumodly: Scrub, 
bring men dram!’ Drank some Imota wine,and some 
punch. 

Log-book can&nued.* 

“February 27,1821. 

“1 have been a day without continumg the log, because 
1 could not find a blank hook. At length I recollected this. 

“Rode,&c.—dined—wrote down an additional stanza 
for the 6(h canto of D. J. which I had composed in bed 
this morning. Visited tAmxm. Wo are invited on the 
night of the Veglione, (next Oomenica) with the Mar- 
chesa Clelia Cavalli and the Countess Spinelli Rusponi. 
I pronused to go. Last night there was a row at tlio ball. 


of which I am a ‘ socio.’ The vice-legate had the imptK 
dent insolence to introduce three of liis servants in mask— 
withoui tickets, too! and in spite of remonstrances. The 
consequence was, that the young men of the ball took it 
up, and wore near throwing the vice-legate out of the win¬ 
dow. His servants, seeing the scene, withdrew, and he 
after them. His reverence Monsignore ought to know, 
that these are not times for the pr^ominance of priests 
over decorum. Two minutes more, two steps farther, and 
the whole city would have been in arms, and the govern¬ 
ment driven out of it. 

“ Such is the spirit of the day, and these fellows appoa. 
not to perceive it. As far as the simple fact went, ths 
young men were right, servants being prtdiibited always 
at those festivals. 

“ Yesterday wrote two note.*! on the ‘ Bowles and Pope’ 
controversy, and sent them ofi' to Murray by tlie post. The 
old woman whom 1 relieved in tlie forest (she is ninety- 
four years of age*) brought me two bunches violets. 
'Nam vita gaiidet mortua floribiis.’ I was muctipleased 
widi the present. An Englisliwoman would have pro- 
.sented a pair of worsterl stcK-kings, at least, in the month 
of Fehniary. Both excellent tilings; but the former are 
more elegant. The present, at this season, reminds one 
of Gray’s stanza, omitted from his elegy. 

‘ Here icalterVl oft, the earliegt of tlie year, 

Ily hanrlB iin«eeo, ahowcni of vi««let» found; 

The n'dhreufft lores to hailcl and warijie here, 

And tUtle footsU’its lii;htly print the ground.’ 

As fine a stanza as any in his elegy. I wonder that he 
could have the heart lo omit it. 

“Last night 1 suffered horribly—^from an indigestion, I 
believe. Innicrsup—that is, never at home. But, last 
night, 1 was prevailed upon by the Countess Gamba’s 
persuasion, and tiic strenuous example of her brother, to 
swallow, at supper, a quantity of lioiled cockles, and to 
dilute lhcm,n«t reluctantly, with some Imola wine. When 
I came home, apprehensive of the consequences, I swal¬ 
lowed throe or four glasses of spirits, which men (the 
venders) call brandy, mm, or Hollands, but which gods 
would entitle spirits of wine, coloured or sugared. All was 
pretty well till I got to bed, when I became somewhat 
swollen, and coasidcrably vertiginous. I got out, and 
mixing some soda-powders, drank them off. This brought 
on tera[K>rary relief. I returned to bed; but grew sick 
and sorry once and again. Took more soda-water. At 
last I fell into a dreary sleep. Woke, and was ill all day, 
till I had galloped a few miles. Query—was it the 
cockles, or what I took to correct tlicm, that caused the 
commotion ? I thmk both. I remarked in my illness the 
complelo bertion, inaction, and destroclion of my chief 
mental iacullics. I tried to rouse them, and yet could not— 
and lbs is the Soul!!! I sljould believe that it was mar¬ 
ried lo the body, if they did not sympathize so much with 
nach other. If tlic one rose, when file other fell, it would 
be a sign that they longed for the natural state of divorce. 
But, as it is, they seem to draw together like posthorsas. 

“ Let us hope file best—^it is the grand iroSBession.” 


* la soothtr paper-book. 


* Bee^i)rml,Jao.9> 
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Uk the first leaf of his “ Scriplorcs Gripci” is in his 
schoolboy hand, tlie followiiif' uieinuriol:—“ George Gor¬ 
don Byron, Wednesday, June 26lh, a. n. 1805,3 quarter.^ 
of an hour past 3 o’clock in the afternoon, 3d school,— 
Calvert, monitor, Tom Wildmon on my lefi. hand, and 
Long on my right. Harrow on the Hill.” On the same 
leaf, written five years after, appears ihis conunent: 

" Eheu fugaces, PuaGtume I PoBtliunic I 
Labttiituramu. 

•B. January 9th, 1809.—Of the four persons whose 
names are here menfioned, one is dead, another in a dis¬ 
tant climate, all separated, and not five years have elap.scxl 
smee they sat togetJicr in school, and none are yet twenty- 
one years of age." 

In some of Ids other school books are recorded the datt 
of his entrance at Harrow, tlie names of the boys wIk 
were at that time monitors, and die list of his fellow-pupils 
under Doctor Drury, as follows: 

“Byrtai, Harrow on the Hill, Middlesex, Alumnus 
'vcliolm Lyonensis primus in anno Domuu 1801, Ellison 
Duce.” 

“Monitors, 1801.—Ellison, Royston, Hunxman, Rash- 
leigli, Rokeby, Leigh." 

“Drury’s Pupils, 1804.—Byron, Drury, Sinclair, Hoare, 
Bolder, Anncslcy, Calvert, Strong, Aclatid, Gordon, 
Drummond.” 

“ For several years of my earliest diildhood, I was in 
Aberdeen, but have never revisited it since I was ten 
years old. I was sent, at five years old or earlier, to a 
school kept by a Mr. Bowers, who was called ‘liotlsy 
Bowers,’ by reason of his dapperness. It was a school 
for bodi sexes. I learned little there except to repeat by 
rote the first lesson of Monosyllables (‘God made man' 
—‘Let us love him’) by hearing it often repealed, without 
acquiring a letter. Whenever proof was made of my 
progress at home, I repealed diese words widi the mo.st 
rapid fluency; but on turning over a new leaf, I continued 
to repeat them, so that die narrow boundaries of my first 
year’s accomplishments were detected, my cars boxed, 
(which dicy did not deserve, seeing it was by ear only 
that I had acquired my letters,) and my intellects con¬ 
signed to a now preceptor. He was a very devout, clever 
litfee clergyman, named Ross, afterward minister of one 
of the kirks, (Eatt, I diink.) Unrler him I made asto¬ 
nishing progress, and I recollect to diis day his mild man¬ 
ners and good-natured pains-taking. The moment I 
could read, my grand passion was /dstoijf, and, why I 
know not, but I was particularly talien with the liatde 
near die Lake Regillus in die Roman History, put into 
my hands the first. Four years ago, when standing on 
the heights of Tusciilum, and looking down upon die little 
round lake that was once Regillus, and which dots the 
immense expanse below, I remembered my young endiu- 
aiasm and my old instructer. Afterward 1 had a very 
serious, saturnine, but kind young man, named Paterson, 

a tutor. He was the son of my shoemaker, but a 
good scholar, as is ctnnmon with the Scotch. He was a 
rigid Presbyterian also. With him I began Latin in 
Ruddimaa’s grammar, and continued till I went to Ihci 


‘Grammar School’ (Scotid, ‘Schulo;’ jherdomei, 
‘ Squccl,’) whore I Ihre^ed all Uio classes to the fourth, 
when I was recalled to England (where I had been 
hatched) by die demise of my uncle. I acquired this 
handwriting, which I can hardly read myself, imder tho 
fair copies of Mr. Duncan of the same city: I don’t 
tliiiik he would plume himself much u[ion my progress. 
However, I wrote much better then tlian I have ever 
done since. Haste and agitation of one kind or anotlier 
have (|uite sjsiiled as pretty a scrawl as ever scratched 
over a frank. The grammar school might consist of a 
hundred and fifty of all ages tmder age. It was divided 
into five classes taught by four masters, the chief teaching 
tho fourth and fifth himself. As in England, the fiftlq 
sixth llirms, and monitors, arc hcarti by the head masters.” 
****** 

“I doubt sometinies whether, after all, a quiet and 
unagilated life would have suited me; yet I sometimes 
long fiir it. My earliest dreams (as most boys’ dreams 
are) were martial; but a little later they were all for tom 
and retirement, till the ho|K!less attachment to M * * ♦ 

‘ * began and continued (though sedulously con¬ 
cealed) txry e.arly in luy teens; and so upward.s (bra 
time. Tlus threw me out again ‘alone on a wide, wide 
In the year 1804,1 recollect meeting my sister at 
General Uarcoiirt’s in Portland-place. I was then one 
ihinftt ttnd .she had always till then found me. Wlien 
met again in 1805, (she told me since) my temper and 
lispositioii were, .so completely altered that I was hardly 
0 be recognised. I was not tlion sensible of tlie change; 
but I can believe it, and account for it.” 

“In all other respects,” (he says, after mentioning his 
infant passion fiir Mary Duff,) “ I dilfered not at all from 
other children, being neither tall nor .short, dull nor witty, 
of my age, but rather lively—c.xcept m my sullen moods, 
and then I was tdways a devil. They once (in one of 
my silent rages) wrenched a knife from mo, which I had 
snatched from table at Mrs. B.’s dinner, (I always dined 
earlier,) and applied to my breast;—but tliis was three or 
four years after, just before the late Loni B.’s decease. 

“My ostermWe temper has certainly improved in later 
years; but I shiidiler, and must, to my latest hour, regret 
the consequence of it and my passions combined. One 
event—but no matter—there are others not much better 

to think of also—and to tliem I give tlie preference. 

‘ But I hate dwelling upon incidents. My temper is 
now under management—rarely hud, and, when loud, 
neve.r deadly. It is when silent, and I feel my forehead 
and my cheek paling, that I cannot Control it; and then 

.but unless there is a woman (and not any or every 

woman) in the way, I have sunk into tolerable apathy.” 

“My passions were developed very early—so eariy 
hat few would believe me if I were to state the period 
and the facts which accompanied it. Perhaps th» was 
one of the reasons which caused the anticipated melan¬ 
choly of my tlioughts,—having anticipated life. My 
artier poems are the thoughts m one at least ten years 
'Idrr than the age at which they were written,—I do n’t 
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mecn their solidity, but their experience. The firsi 
two Cantos of Childe Harold were completed at twenty* 
two; and they are written as if by a man older tlian ~ 
shall pr<^bly ever be.” 

♦ Kc 

" My 6rst dash into poetry w'os as early as 1800. Ii 
W8UI the ebidlition of a pa.ssion for my hi^t cousin, Mar* 
giret Parker, (daughter and granddaughter of the two 
Admirals Parker,) one of the most beautiful of evane» 
cent beings. I have long forgotten tiie versos, but i 
would be difficult for me to forget hor— h<5r dark eyes—- 
her long eyelashes—her completely Greek cast of face 
and figure! I was then about twelve—she rather older, 
perhaps a year. She died about a year or two afterward, 
in consequence of a fall, which injured her spine, and 
induced consumption. Her sister Augusta (by some 
thought still more beautiful) died of the same malady; 
and it was, indeed, in attending her, that Margaret met 
with tho accident which occasioned her own death. My 
sister told me, that wlien she went to stJc iier, shortly 
before her deatli, upim accidentally rncaitioning niy name, 
Margaret coloured tltrough the paleness of mortality to 
the eyes, to tlie great astonishment of my sister, who 
(residing with her grar>diuoth(.‘r, Lady Iloldentess, and 
seeing but little of me, for family reasons) know nothing 
of our attachment, nor could conceive why my nam^- 
shcHild affect her at such a time. 1 knew nothing of her 
illness, being at Harrow and in tJie cottntry, till she was 
gone. Some years after, 1 made an attempt at an elegy 
—a very dull one.* 

“I do not recollcc.t scarcely any thing equal to the 
tran^xtreni beauty of my cousin, or to tlje sweetness of 
her temper, durbg die short period of our intimacy. She 
lodked as if she had been inode out of a rainbow—all 
beauty and peace. 

“My passiem had its usual effects upon me—I could 
not sleep—l c»>uld not eat—I could not rest; and although 
I had reason to know that she loved m<‘, it was the texture 
of my life to tliink of the time which must elajise before 
we could meet again—being usually about Iwolvo hours | 

separation! But I was a fool then, and am not mucli 
wiser now.” 

* * tit 41 * * 

“When I was fifteen years of age, it happened that, in 
a cavern in Derbyshire, I had to cross in a boat, (in which 
two people only cottld lie down,) a stream whi(!h flows 
under a rock, with the rock so close upon the water as to 
admit the boat only to be pushed on by a ferryman (a 
•ort of Charon) who wades at tlie stern, stooping all the 
time. The companion of my transit was JVIary Anne 
Chaworth,with whom I had been long in love and never 
told it, though »he had discovertul it without. I recollect 
my sensations, hut camtotdescribe Oiem, and it is as well. 
We were a party, a Mr. W. two Miss W.’s, Mr. and 
Mrs. Cl—ke, Miss K. and my M. A. C. Alas! why 
do I say mv? Our union would have healed feuds in 
winch blood had been shed by our fathers, it w’ould have 
jtmed lands broad and rich, it would have joinc<l at least 
one h^rt, and two persona not ill maUdicd in years, (she 
»two years my elder,) and—and—and—uAot has been 
the result?” 

• When I was a youth, I was reckoned a good actor. 
Besides^ Harrow Speeclies’, (in which I shone,) I enacted 
Pemvddock, in the ‘Wheel of Fortune,* and Trislram 
Pickle in Allingbamh farce of the ‘Weathercock,* for 
three aiiftus, (the duration of our compact,) in some 
private theatncals at Southwell, in 1806, with great 
applause. The occasional prologue for our volunteer 
play was also of my composition. The other performers 
young ladies and gendemon of the n^hbourhood, 
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and the wliole went on with great enect upon our good- 
natured audience.** 

* * * * * 

“ When I first went up to college, it was a new and a 
heavy*hearted scene for me: firstly, I so much disliked 
leaving Harrow, that though it was time, (1 being seven¬ 
teen,) it broke my very rest for tho last quarter with 
counting the days that remained. 1 always heUed Harrow 
till the last year and a hal( but thon I liked it. Secondly, 
I wished to go to Oxford and not to Cambridge. Thirdly, 
I was so completely alone in this new world, that it half 
broke rny spirits. My c<iinpaiiions were not unsocial, 
but the contrary—lively, hospitable, of rank and fortune, 
and gay far beyond my gayoty. 1 mingled w'ith, and 
dined and supped, &c. w'ith them ; but, I know not how, 
it was one of Uie deadliest and heaviest feelings of my 
life to feel that 1 was no longer a boy.” 

“From tliat moment” (he adds) “I began to grow old 
in my own esteem, and in my esteem age is not estimar 
ble. I took my gradations in tlie vices with great promp¬ 
titude, but they were not to my taste; for my early pas¬ 
sions, though violent in the extreme, were concentrated, 
and hated division or spreading abroad. 1 could have 
left or lost the whole worid witli, or for, tliat wliich I 
loved; but, though my temperament was naturally burn¬ 
ing, T could not share in tlie commonplace libertinism of 
the place and time without disgust. And yet this very 
disgust, and my heart thrown Imck upon itself) threw me 
into excesses perhaps more fatal than tliose from which 1 
shrunk, as fixing upon one (at a time) tlie passions which 
spread among many would have hurt only myself.’* 

4; * St ♦ » • 

“ Till I wa.s eighteen years old (odd as it may seem) I 
lad never read a lieview. Rut while at Harrow, my 
general information was so great on modem topics as to 
iiuluce a suspitiion that 1 could only collect so much infor¬ 
mation from Rwieim, because I was never Sfxn reading, 
but always idle, and in mischief) or at play. The truth is, 
ihat I road eating, read in lied, read when no one else 
read, and had read all sorts of reading since I was five 
ears old, and yet never met with a Review, which is the 
only reason I kiiow of why I should not have read them. 
But it is (rue; for I remember when Hunter and Curzon, 
in 1804, (old me this opinion at Harrow, J made them 
laugh by my ludicrous astonishment in asking them, 
PVhai is a Review ?’ To be sure, they were then less 
•omrncm. In three years more, 1 was better acquainted 
vith that same; but the first I ever read was in 1806-7. 

“At School I was (as I have said) remarked for the 
xtent and readiness of my general information; but in all 
>ther respects idle, capable of great sudden exertion^ 
such as tliirty or forty Greek hexameters, of course with 
uch prosody as it j>1cased God,) but of few continuous 
iriidgories. My qualities were much more oratorical and 
niurda) titan poetical, and Dr. Drury, my grand patrmi, 
our }u;ad inasier,) had a great notion that 1 should turn 
.)ut ail orator, from my fluency, my turbulence, my voice, 
ny cojiiousness of declamation, and my action. I remeig- 
ler dial my first declamation astonished him into some 
iiiwonted (for he 'vfas economical of such) and sadden 
:oinpUincnts, before the declaimers at our first rehearsal. 
My first Harrow verses, (that is, English, as exercises,) 
a translation of a chorus from the Prometheus of ASschy- 
lus, were received by him but coolly. No on© had the 
least notion that I should subside into poesy. 

“Peel, the orator and statesman, (‘ that was, or is, or is 
:obe,’) was my form-fellow, and we were both at the top 
of our remove, (a public-scliool phrase.) We were on 
good terms, but his brother was my intimate friend. There 
were always great h<^es of Peel, among us all, masters 
and scholars—and he has not disappointed them. As a 
scholar he was greatly my superior; as a declaimer and 
actor, T was reckoned at least his equal; as a schoolboy 
mU of school, T w a^' alw ays in scrapes, and he never; aiai 
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in vuhooly he ahom/n knew his lessc’ and I rarely,—bn 
when I knew it, 1 knew it nearly as well. In "general 
information, history, &c. &c. I Uiink I was hi» superior, t 
well as of most bo 3 rs my standing. 

“ The prodigy of our school-days was George Sinclai 
^aon of Sir John;) he made exercises for half the schoc 
{Uteralt^j) verses at will, and themes without it. * + 
He WIU3 a friend of mine, and in tlie same remove, an< 
used at times to beg me to let him do my exercise,— 
request always most readily accorded upon a pincli, < 
when I want^ to do sometliing else, which v^as usual) 
once an hour. On the other hand, he was pacific and 
savage ; so 1 fought for him, or tlirashed others for liin 
or thrashed liimself to make him tlirash othiirs, when i' 
tvas necessary, as a point of honour and stature, tJiat h 
. siiould so chastise; or we talked politics, for he was a 
great politician, and were very good friends. 1 hav 
some of his letters, written to me from school, stil).* 

‘^Clayton was another school-iuonsler of learning, ani 
talent, and hope; but what has become of him 1 do no 
know. He was certainly a genius. 

“My school fricndsliips were %vith me passions^ (for 
was always violent,) but I do not know that there is om 
which has endured (to be sure some have been cut shori 
by death) till now. Tlial with Lord Clare began one ol 
the earliest and lasted longest—being only interrupfetl liy 
distance—tliat I know of. I never hear the word ‘ CZarr’ j 
without a beating of the heart even now, and I write i 
with the feelings of 1003-4-5 ad infinitum.” 

“At Harrow I fought my way very fairly. I think 1 
lost but one battle out of seven; and that was H— 
—and the rascal did not win it, but by the unfair treat¬ 
ment of his own boarding-house, wliere wo boxed—T ha» 
not even a second. 1 never forgave him, and 1 should bi' 

: iewry to meet him now’, as ] am sure we siiouki quarrel. 
My most memorable combats wore with Morgan, Kice, 
Hainsford, and Lord JtMiclyn,—but wo. wt*re always 
friendly afterward. I was a most unpopular boy, but lal 
latterly, and have retained many of my school fnendships, 
and all my dislikes—except to Doctor Butler, wli<»m ) 
treated rebclliously, and have been sorry over since. 
0oct(M' Drury, whom 1 plagued sufficiently loo, was tin 
best, the kindest (and yet strict, tw)) friend I ever had— 
and I look upon him still as a father. 

“P. Hunter, Curzon, Long, and Tatersall, were my 
principal friends. Clare, Dorset, C*. Gordon, De Baih, 
Clarice, and Wingfield, were my juniors and favour¬ 
ites, whom I spoUed by indulgence. Of all human 
beings, I was, perhaps, at one time, the most attached to 
poor Wingfield, who died at Coimbra, ISll, before I 
returned to England.’’ 

♦ % >1^ if: 

®I have been tliinking over, the other day, on the vari¬ 
ous comparisons, good or evil, which I have seen published 
of myself in different journals, Knglish and foreign. This 
was suggested to mo by accidentally turning over a 
foreign wie lately,—4br I have made it a rule latterly never 
U^earck for any thing of the kind, but not to avoid tlu* 
perusal if presamted by chamcc. 

“ To begin, then; I have seen rn/sclf compared per¬ 
sonally or poetically, in English, French, German, (as 
interpreted to me,) Italian, and Portuguese, wiUiin these 
lune years, to Rousseau, Gofuhe, Young, Aretinc, Tiinon 
of Athens, Dante, Petrm^, ‘ an alabaster vase, lighted up 
within,’Satan, Shakspeare, Buonaparte, Tibi*rius,iEscljy- 
lus, Sophocles, Euripides, Harlequin, the Clown, Stern- 
hold and Hopkins, to the phantasmagoria, to Henry the 
Eighth, to Chenier, to Mirabeau, to young R. Dallas, 
(the s^oolboy,) to Michael Angelo, to Raphael, to a 
petit-maitre, to Diogenes, to Childc Harold, to l^ara, to 
the Count in Beppo, to Milton, to Pope, to Dryden, to 
Bums, to Savage, to Chatterton, to have 1 heard of 
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thoe, iny I.ord Biron,’ in Shakspeare, to Churchill tha 
poet, to Kean tl»c act<»r,to Alfieri,&c. &c. &c. 

“ I he likeness to Aliieri was asserted very seriously by 
an Italian wiui had kiK.wn him in Itis younger days. It 
of course rciafed merely to our apparent personal dispo¬ 
sitions. Ho did not assert it to me, (for we were not tfien 
good fiiendy,) but in society. 

“ 'J'hc obj^-ci of so many contradictory comparisons 
must probalily be like something (hfferent from tliem all; 
but wliat t/uU is, is more tlian I know, or imybody else.” 

♦ * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“My mother, lieforc I was twenty, would have it that I 
was like Roicsscaii, and Madame do .Sfael ui^ed to say so 
too in 1813, and the Kdinbiirgh Review has scMnctiiing 
llie sort in its critique on tlie fourth Canto ofChiide 
Harold. 1 eaii’i see any point of resemblancehe 
wrote prose; 1 verse: he was of tlie people; 1 of the 
ari.stooracy:* he wtus a pliilo.sopher; 1 am none: he 
oublishiifi his first work at flirty ; 1 mine at eighteen; his 
irst essay brou^dit him umvci*sal applause; mine the 
contrary: he married his housekeeper; 1 could not keep 
house with my wife: he tlmiight all the world in a plot 
against him ; my little world seems to think mo in a plot 
against it, if I may jwdge by tlieir ahuse in print and 
c:otcrie: lie liked botany; I like flowers, herbs, and trees, 
but know nothitig of their pedigrees: he wrote music; I 
limit iny knowledge <.»f it to what I eateli by cor—I never 
could learn any thing hy studtf, not even a ZangKogs—it 
was all hy rote, atul ear, and nii’fiiory: be had a bad 
memory; 1 had, at least, an excellent one, (ask Hodgson, 
1x5 pcief—a good judge, for he lias an astonishing one:) 
10 wrol<; with hesilaiion and care; 1 with rapidity, and 
arolv with pains: he I'oiild never ride, nor swim, nor 
was (‘tinning of fi*nce/ atn an excollciil swimmer, a 
ent, though not at all u dashing, rider, (having staved 
;n a nh at eighteen in ilio course of scampering,) and 
•as su/rieicnt of fence, particularly of the Highland 
iniailsvvord,—n<il a l>ad hox(*r, wlum T could kecj» my 
•inper, winch was difliciilt, hut which I strove to do ever 
iiiice I knocked liowii Mr. Purling, and put liis kneepan 
•lit (with the gloves on,) in Angelo’s and Jackson’s 
ooms, ill 18t)6, during tlie sparring,—and I was besides a 
<’ry fair ericketer—cnie of (he Harrow eleven, when wo 
■lay(id aeainst Eton in 1805. Besides, Rousseau’s way 
•f life. Ins country, his manners, fiis whole character, 
/ere very dillV.rent, iliatl am ut'a loss t*> conceive how 
uch a c/miparison could liuve :iriseu, as it has done threo 
•v< ral times, and all in rathe r a remarkabk- manruT. I 
>rgot to say that he. was also shortsighted, and that 
lillierlo my eyes linve been (lie ctintrary, to such a 
legree, that in the largest theatre of* Bologna I distin- 
iishe.d and read some busts and mserjption.s painted near 
e stage from a box so distant and so darkfy lighted, tliat 
no of die company (c’oniposed of young mid very 
nghi-oycd people, sonic of them in th<’ same box) could 
lake out a letter, atul thought it was a trick, tliough 1 had 
cv«;r been in that tln’alre before. 

“ Altoge-lIxT, I think inyself justified in thinking tho 
oinpari.son not well fliUiKled. I do n’t say this out of 
■iquo, for Rousseau was a great man, and the thing, if 
Lie, were llatteriiig enough;—hut I have no idea of 
ing pleased vMth a chimera.” ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

* * * * 4 > 

“ I have been lliinking of an odd circumstance. My 
lUgliter, (1) my wife, (‘2) my half-sister, (3) my mother, 
4) iny sister’s mother, (5) niy natural daughter, (6) and 
y.Hi lfj (7) are, or were, all onZy children. My sister’* 
other (Laily Conyers) had only my half-sister hy that 
cond marriage, (herself, too, an only child,) and my 
ither hail only me, an only child, by his second marriage 
ith iny motlier, an only child too. Such a compIicatMWi 
onli/ children, all tending to one family, is singular 
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enough, and looks Itko fatality almost. But the fiercest 
antn^ liave the fewest numbers in tlieir litterS) as lions, 
tigers, and even olopbants, which are mild in coin{>ari- 
Bon."* 

e e « + * 

* I have a notion (lie says) that gamblers are as happy 
as many people, being always exdted. Women, wine, 
fame, the table,—even ambition, sate now and then; but 
every turn of tlie card and cast of the dice keeps tlie 
gamoster alive; besides, one can game ten times longer 
than one can do any tiling else. I was very fond of it 
when young, that is to say, of hazard, for 1 hate all card 
gainesf—^ven faro. When macco (or whatever tliey 
spell it) was introduced, 1 gave up tlie whole thing, for ] 
loved and missed the roitt^e and dos/i of the box and dice, 
and the glorious uncertainty, not only of good luck or bad 
Kick, but of any luck at ally an one had sometimes to throw 
often to decide at all. I have tlirown as many os fourteen 
mains running, aiid carried ofi’ ail tlio cash u{)on tlio tabic 
occasionally ; but i liad no coohiess, or judgment, or cal- 
culaUoii. It was the delight of tlie tiling that pleased me. 
Upon die whole, X left ofl' in time, without being iiiucli a 
winner or loser. Since one-and-twenity years of ago 11 
Have played but little, and tlion never above a hundred, or 
two, or tliree.” ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

‘‘list or HISTOIIICAL WRITKRS WHOSE WORKS I 
HAVE TERUBEI> IN DlFrKRENT LANGUAGES. 

^Hvdary of Engla-ml. —Hume, Kapin, Henry, Smollet, 
Tindal, Belsham, Bisset, Adolphus, llolingshcd, Frois* 
sort's Chronicles, (boloiig'mg properly to France.) 

“ Scotland. —Buchanan, Hector Boclhuis, boUi in the 
Latin. 

“/rriond.—Clordon. 

“Borne.—^Hooke, Decline and Fall by Giblion, Ancieni 
History by Rolltn, (includmg an account of tlio Carthagi¬ 
nians, &c.) besides Livy, Tacitus, Eutropius, Cornelius 
Ni*(k)s, Julius Caisar, Arrian, Saliast. 

“ CrTcecc.—Milford’s Greece, Lcliuid’s Pliilip, Pluttu-ch. 
PotlerV Autiqnitie.s, Xenophon, Thucydules, Herodotus. 

“/Vowee.—Mezeray, Voltaire. 

“Bjpoin.—I chiefly derived niy knowledge of old Spanish 
History fr<mi a bixA called die Atlas, now obsolete. The 
miMleni history, from the intrigues of Alberoni <lown te 
the Prince of Peace, I I(*amed from its connexion with 
European ixJitics. 

“Portu^^o/.—From Vertot; as also liis account of die 
Siege of Rhodes,—though tlio last is his own invention, 
the real facts being totally iliirerciit.—So much fur his 
Kniglitfi of Ma1t&. I 

“ 7V/’k<y.—I have reoil KnoUes, Sir Paul Rycaut, and! 
Prince Cantemir, besklos a more modem history, ano¬ 
nymous. Of die Ottoman History I know every event 
Tatigralopi, and forward Otliman 1. to the peace 
of Passarowilz, in 1718,—the battle of Outzka, in 1739, 
and the ti-eaty between Russia and Turkey, in 1790. 

“Buswrt.—Toerfte's Life of Catherine II. Voltaire’s 
Czar Peter. 

“jSftnedcn.—Voltaire’s Charles XII. also Norberg’s 
Charles XH.—in my ojunion the be.st of the two.—A 
translation of Schiller’s Thirty Years’ War, which con¬ 
tains the exploits of Gustavus Adolphus, besides llarte'i 
Life die same Prince. I have somewhere, too, reaiJ 
an account of Gustavus Vasa, the didivorer of Swixlcr 
but do not remember the author’s name. 

• JPniawa.—I have seen, at lea.st, twenty Lives of Pre* 
derick II. die only prince worth recording in Prussiar 
4ailJic8,His own Works, and Thielvaiilt^non- 
is paltry, but circumstantial, 
t know Uttie d. Of JVbn^ I understant 
miflPni! Wtory, but not the chronological. 

'.—1 have read Icmg histories the house 
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f Buobia, Wenceslaus, and, at length, Rodoljdi of Hl^S- 
urgh and his thick-lipped Austrian descendants. 

“ iSteitocrkind.—Ah! William Tell, and the battle of 
dorgarten, where Burgundy was slain. 

“ /ta/y.—Davila, Guicciardini, die Guelfdw and Ghfticl- 
ines, die battle of Pavia, Massaniello, the revolutions of, 
*Iaples, &c. &c. 

“ Orrae and Cambridge. 

“ .America.—Robertson, Andrews’ American War. 

“ Merely fixan travels, as Mungo Park, Bruce. 

“biooraphv. 

“Robertson’s Charles V.—Cinsar, Sallust, (Catiline 
nd Jiigurtha,) Lives of Marlborough and Eugene, 
['ekeli, Bcmnard, Buonaparte, all die British Poets, both 
ly J<^)nson and Anderson, Rousseau’s Confewiiona, Life 
f Cromwell, British Plutarch, British Nepos, Campbell’s 
.ives of the Admirals, Oharl(?s Xtl. Czar Peter, Cathe- 
iiie TI. Henry liord Kaimes, Marmontel, Teignmouth’s 
lir William Jones, Life of Novlon, Belisaire, widi Ihw- 
ands not to be detailed. 

“law. 

“Biackstonc, Monlosquitni. 

“philosophy. 

“ Palcy, Locke, Bacon, Hume, Berkeley, Drummond, 
Beattie, and BoUngbrokc. Hobbes I detest, 

“geography. 

“Strabo, Cellarius, Adams, Pinkerton, and Guthrie. 

“ POETRY. 

“ All the British Classics, as before detailed, witli most 
if the living poets, Scott, Southey, &C.—Some French, 
n the original, of wbieh tlic Cid is iny favourite.—Littlo 
talian.—Greek atul La’in without number;—these last I 
Oiall give up in future.—I have translated a good deal 
Tom both languages, verso as well as prose. 

“eloquence. 

“ Demosthenes, Cicerr», Cluintilian, Sheridan, Austin's 
^'hironomia, and Parliaiucnlary Debates, from the Re¬ 
volution to die year 1742. 

“divinity. 

“ Blair, Porteus, Tillotsoii, Hooker,—all very tiresome, 
abhor books of religion, though I reverence and love my 
<od, without the lilasplicmous notions of sectu'ies, or 
relief in I heir absurd and damnable heresies, mysteries, 
and Thirty-nine Articles, 

“ MISCELLANIES. 

“Spectator, Rambler, World, &,c. &c.—Novels by the 
tliousand. 

“ All the books here enumerated I liave taken down 
from memory. 1 recollect reading them, and can quote 
]»as.<agcR from any mentioned. I have, of e^urse, omitttd 
several in my catalogue; but the greater part of the above 
I ])crused before the age of fifteen. Since I left Harrow 
1 havii become idle- and conceited, from scribbling rhyme 
and making love to women. “B.—Nov. SO, 18(W. 

“1 have also read (to my regret at present) alxivc fmir 
thousands novels, including the works of Cervantes, Field¬ 
ing, Smollet, Richardson, Mackenzie, Sterne, Rabelaii^ 
aud Rousseau, &c. &:c. 1'ke hoolt, in my opiniem, most 
useful to a man who wishes to acquire the reputation of 
being well read, willi the least trouble, is, ‘ Burton’s Ana¬ 
tomy of Melancholy,' tlie most amusing and instructive 
medley of quotations and classical anecdotes I ever 
perus^. But a superficial reader must take care, or his 
intricacies will bewilder Idm. 1^ however, he has patience 
to go through his volitme^^ he will be more improved for 
literary conversation tiian by the perusal of any twenty 
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other worics with which I «m acquainted,—at least, in tlie 
English language.'’ 

In the same book that contains the above record of his 
studies, he has written out, also from memory, a “List 
of the ififferent poets, dramatic or otherwise, who have 
(iistinguisbed their respective languages by tlieir produc¬ 
tions.” After enumerating tlie various poets, both ancient 
and modem, of Eur<q>c, he thus proceeds with his cata¬ 
logue through other quarters of the world 

“ AraNa.—Mahomet, whose Koran contains most 
sublime poetical passages, far suqtassing European 
poetry. 

“ Psrsio.—Ferdousi, author rf tlie Shall Nameh, the 
Persian Iliad,—Sadi, and Hafiz, the immortal Hafiz, the 
drieutai Anacreon. The last is reverenced beyond any 
bard of ancient or modem times by the Persians, who 
resort to his tomb near Shiraz, to celebrate liis memory. 
A splendid copy of his works is chahied to his monument. 

“America.—An epic poet has already appeared in tliat 
hemisphere, Barlow, audror of the Columbiad,—not to be 
compared with die works of more polished nations. 

“/cefand, Denmark, Norway, were famous for their 
Skalds. Among these Lodburg was one of the most dis¬ 
tinguished. His Deatli-Song breatlies ferocious senti¬ 
ments, but a glorious and impassioned strain of poetry. 

“ Hmdostan is undisfmguished by any great bard,—at 
least, the Sanscrit is so imperfectly knoKm to Europeans, 
we know not what poetical relics may exist. 

“ The Birman Empire. —Hero the natives are passion¬ 
ately fond of poetry, but their bards are unknown. 

“ China. —I never heard of any (Jhinese poet but tin- 
Emperor Kien Long, and his ode to Tea. What a jiily 
tlieir philosopher Confucius did not write poetry, with his 
precepts of morality! 

“Africa .—In Africa some of the native melodies are 
plaintive, and the words simple and affecting; but whether 
their rude strains of nature can be classed with jioetry, as 
the songs of the Lards, the Skalds of Ettroiie, &c. &c. I 
know not. 

“This brief list of poets I have written down from 
memory, without any book of reference; conseiiuently 
some errors may occur, but I think, if any, very trivial. 
The works of the pluropean, and some of the Asiatic, I 
have perused, eidicr in the original or translations. In my 
list of EngUsh, I have merely mentioned the greatest;— 
to enumerate the minor poets would be useless, as well as 
tedious. Perhaps Gray,Goldsmith, and Collins, might have 
have added, as worthy of mention, in a cosmcpciite account. 
But as for the others, from Chaucer down to Churchill, 
they are ’voces et prieterca nihil—sometimes spoken of 
rarely read, and never with advantage. Chaucer, not¬ 
withstanding the praises bestowed on him,! think obscene 
and contemptiblehe owes his celebrity merely to his 
antiquity, which he doea not deserve so well as Pierce, 
Howman, or Thomas of Ercildoune. EngUsh Uving 
poets I have avoided mentioning;—^we have none who 
will not survive their productions. Taste is over with 
us; and another cenUiry will sweep our empir^ our 
liteAture, and our name, from aU but a place in the 
annals of mankind. • “Bviion.” 

“November 30, 1807. 

* ♦ * ♦ * * 

•Knolles, Cantemir, De Tott, Lady M. W. Montagtie, 
Hawkins’s Translation from Mignot’s History of the 
Turks, tlie Arabian Nights, all travels, or histories, or 
books upon the East I could meet with, I had read, as 
wen as Rycaut, before I was ten years old. I think the 
Arainan Nif^its first. After those, I preferred the history 
rf naval aefions, Don (Quixote, and SmoUet’s novels, par¬ 
ticularly Rodei^ Random, and I was passionate for the 
Roman History. When a boy, I could never bear to 
read any poetry whatever without disgust and reluct¬ 
ance.’’ 


“When I belonged to the Drtiiy-lane Committee^ and 
was one of the Suti-committec of Management, the num¬ 
ber of plays upon the shelves were about five hundred. 
Conceiving that among these there must be same of merit, 
in person and by proxy 1 caused an investigation. I do 
not think tliat of those which I saw, there was one which 
could be conscientiously tolerated. There never were 
such things as most of them! Maturin was very kindly 
recommended to mo by Waller Scott, to whom I had 
recourse, iirstly, in the hope that he would do something 
for us himself and secondly, in my despair, that he would 
point out to us any young (or old) writer of promise. 
Maturin sent his Bertram and a letter without his ad¬ 
dress, so that at first I could give him no answer. When 
1 at last hit upon his residence, I sent him a favourable 
answer and sometlung more substantial. His play suc- 
ceciled; but I was at tliat time absent from England. 

“ I tried Coleridge too; but he had nothing feasible in 
hand at the tunc. Mr. Solheby obligingly offered all his 
tragedies, and I pledged myself and notwithstanding 
many squabbles with my Committed Brethren, did got 
‘Ivan’ accepted, road, and the parts distributed. Buf lo! 
in tlie very lieart of tjie matter, U|ion some tepubiess on 
till! part of Kean, or warmth on that of the autlior, 
Sotlicby withdrew his play. Sir J, B. Burgess did also 
present four tragedies and a farce, and I moved green- 
rcKini and Wiib-committee, but they would not. 

“Thentho scouesl had to go through!—^tho authors, 
and (he aulhorosscs, and the. milliners, ami the wild Irish¬ 
men,—^Ihc people from Brighton, from Blackwall, from 
Cbaihain, from Cheltenham, from Dublin, from Dundee, 
—who came in upon me! to all of whom it was |iroper 
to give a civil answer, and a hearing, and a reading. 
Mrs. Glover’s father, an Irish dancing-master of sixty 
years, called upon me to reque.st to play Archer, (hessed 
in silk stockings, on a frosty morning, to show his legs 
(which were ciTtainlv gorwl and Irish for his age, and had 
lieon still better,)—Miss Emma Somebody with a play 
entitled ‘ The Bandit of Bohemia,’ or some such title or 
production,—Mr. O’Higgins, then resident at Richmond, 
with an Irish tragedy, in which the unities could not tail 
to be observed, for the protagonist was ctiained by tho 
leg to a pillar during the chief part of tho performance. 
Ho was a wild man of a salvage appeamnee, and the 
difliculty of not laughing at him was only to bo got over 
by reflecting ujion die probable consoquonces of such 
cachinnalion. 

“ As I am really a civil and polito person, and do hate 
giving pain when it can be avoided, I sent them up to 
Douglas Kinnaird,—who is a man of business, and suffi¬ 
ciently ready with a negative,—and left tliem to settlo 
with him; and as tho begiiming of next year 1 went 
abroad, 1 have since ticcn little aware of tho progress of 
the theatres. 

♦ ♦♦*** 

“ Players are said to be on impracticable people. Thw 
arc so: but I managed to steer clear of any disputes with 
them, and excepting one debate with the elder Byrne 
about Miss Smith’s pas d«—(something—I forgot the 
tcdimcals,)—^I do not remember any litigation of my 
own. I used to protect Miss Smilli, because she was 
Uko Lady Jane Harley in the face, and likenesses ^o a 
great way with me. indeed, in general, I left such things 
to my more bustling colleagues, who used to reprove me 
seriously for not being able to take such things in hand 
without buffooing with the histrions, or throwing things 
into confusion by treating light matters with levity. 

V a a « • a 

“ Then the Committee!—then the Sub-committee!— 
we were but few, but never agreed. There was Peter 
Moore who contradicted Kinnaird, and Kinnaird who 
contradicted every body: then our two managers, Rao 
and Dibdin; and our Secretary, Ward! and yet we were 
all very zealous and in earnest to do good and so forth. 
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^ * furnished us with prologues to our revived old but stood just behind the woolsack. * *** ttinied ramd, 

English plays; but was not pleased with me fi>r wmipli- and, catching my eye, immediately said to a pew, (who 
nenting him as ‘the Upttm^ of our theatre, (Mr. Upton is bad come to him for a few minutes on the woeWde, as is 
or was the poet who writes the songs for Astlcy’s,) and the custom of his friends,) * Damn them! they ’ll have it 
abnost gave up prologuing in consequence. now,—by G—d! the vote that is just come in wUl give 

it thorn.’ ” 


•In the pantomime of 18l5-16j there was a repre- 
sentathm trf* the majisqueraile of 1814 given by ‘ us youth’ 
of Waller’s Club to Wellington ami Co. Douglas Ivin- 
naird and one or two others, with myself, put on inasqut's, 
and went on the stage with foe 6i rreXXoi, to see the 
effect of a theatre from the stage:—it is very grand. 
Douglas danced mnong the figuranti loo, and they were 
puzzled to hnd out who we were, as being more titan 
their number. It w'os odd enough that Douglas Kinnaird 
and I should have been both at the real mas(|uera4lc, and 
afterward in the mimic one of foe same, on Uio stage of 
the Dritry-lane theatre.” 

* ♦ ♦ « Si ♦ 

•In 1812” he says, "at Middleton, (Lord Jersey’s,) 
Bincmg a goodly company of lords, ladies, and wits, &c. 
there was * ♦ ♦ 

•Erskinc, too! Erskiiic was there ; good, but intoler- 
aMe. He jested, he talked, he did every thing admirably, 
but then he uiould be applau<led for the same thing twice 
over. He would read his own verses, his own paragraph, 
and tell his own story, again and again; and then ‘ the 
Trial by jury!! 1’ 1 almost wished it abolished, for I sat 
next him at dinner. As 1 had read his published speeches, 
there was no occasion to rcfKjat them to me. 

“C * * (the fox-huntor,) nicknamed ^ Cheek C * 
and I, sweated die claret, being the only two who did so. 
C ♦ who loves his bottle, and ha<l no notion of meet¬ 
ing with a * bon-vivant’ in a scribbler, in making my eulogy 
to somebody one evening, summed it up in—‘ By G— 
he drinks like a man!’ i 

“Nobody drank, however, but C ♦ ♦ and I. To be ^ 
sure, there was little occasion, for we swept oft what W'as 
on foe table (a most splendid board, os may be supposf'd 
at Jersey’s) very sufficiently. However, w© carried our 
liquor du^rcetly, like tlie Baron of Bradwardine.” 

4 ^ ♦ >(1 ♦ « * 

“At the opposition meeting of foe Peers, in 1812, at 
Lord Grenville’s, when Lord Grey and he read to us the 
correspondence upon Moira’s negotiation, 1 sat next to 
foe present Duke of Grafton, and 8ai<l, ‘ What is to be 
done next?*—‘Wake foe Duke of Norfolk,’ (who was 
snoring away near us,) replied lie: ‘T don’t foink foe 
negotiators have left any thing else f^r us to do this turn.’ 

“ In the debate, or rather discussion, afterward in the 
House of L^ds U]>mi that very question, 1 sat immedi¬ 
ately behind Lord Moira, who was extremely anrtoyod at 
Grey’s speech upon (he subject; and, while Grey was 
speaking, turned round to me repeatedly, and asked me 
whother 1 agreed witli him. It was an awkward question 
to me, who had not heard both sides. Mwa kept repoal- 
iog to me, ‘ It was not so, it was so and so,’ Ac. I did 
not know very well what to think, but I sympathized wifo 
the acuteness of his feelings upon the subject.” 

“The subject of the Catholic claiiruj was, it is well 
known, brought forward a second time Uus session by 
Lcnrd Wellesley, wh(»e moti<»} for a future considemttiem 
of the question was carried by a majority of one. In 
reference to this division, another rather amusing anec¬ 
dote is thus related. 

“ Lord * ♦ affects an iirutafron of two very different 
Chancellors, Thurlow and Loughborough, and can indulge 
in an oath now and then. On one of the debates on the 
Catfac^ question, wh^ we were either equsd or within 
one, (1 forget whii^,) I had been sent for in great haste 
to a ball, which I quitted, 1 confess, somewhat r^uctantly, 
to emaoqpate five nulTtoas of people. I came in la^ 
•ad dkl not go immediately into the body of the House, 


“When I came of age, some delays, on account of 
some birth and marriage certificates from Cornwall, 
occasioned mo not to take my seat for several weeks. 
When these were over and I had taken the oaths, the 
t^haiiccllor apologized to me for the delay, observing, 
‘ tlial these forms were a part of his du^.’ 1 begged 
him to make no apology, and added, (as he certainly bad 
shown no violent hurry,) ‘Your Lordship was exactly 
ike Tom Thumb* (which was foen being acted)—-‘You 
I did your did^, and you did no twotc.’ “ 

* ♦ * 41 41 4i 

“I have never heard any one who fulfilled my ideal of 
an orator. Grattan would have been near it, but for his 
harlequin delivery. Pitt 1 never heard. Fox but once, 
and then he struck me as a debater, which to me seems 
as different from an orator as an improvisatore, or a ver¬ 
sifier from a fK)et. Grey is great, but it is not oratory, 
(banning is sometimes very like one. Windham I tfid 
not admire, foough all the world did; it seemed sad 
sophistry. Whitbread was foe Demosfoenes of bad 
tasto and vulgar vehemence, but strong, and English. 
Holland is impressive from sense and sincerity. Lord 
Lansdowne good, but still a debater only. Grenville I 
like vastly, if ho would prune hi.s speeches down to an 
liour's delivery. Burdctl is sweot and silvery as Belial 
himself, and I think the greatest favouiite in Pandemo¬ 
nium, at least I always lutard foe country gentlemen and 
the ministerial devilry praise his speeches vp stairs, and 
run do>vn from HeHoiny’H when he was upon his legs. 1 
heard Bfib Milnes make his aecowl speech ; it. made no 
impression. I bke Ward—studied, but keen, and sotne- 
imos eloquent. Peel, my school and form-fellow, (we 
«aLo witiiin two of cacli other,) strange to say, 1 have 
never heard, foough I often wished to do so; but from 
what I remt'rnber of him at Harrow, he is, or should be, 
among Uk* liest of tiiem. Now, 1 do not admire Mr. 
Wilbt^rforcc’s speaking; it is nothing but a flow of words 
—‘ words, words alone.’ 

doubt greatly if foe English have any eloquence, 
properly so called; and am inclined to foink foat foe Irish 
had a great deal, and that the French will have, and have 
had in Miraheau. Lord Chatham and Burke are the 
learcst approaches to orators in England. I do n’t know 
what Erskine may have been at foe bar; but in foe 
House, 1 wish him at the bar once more. Lauderdale is 
shrill, and Scotch, and acute. 

4i 4( 4: ♦ 4> # 

“But among all these, good, bad, and indifferent, I 

never heard the speech which was not too Icmg for the 
auditors, and not very intelligible, except here- and there. 
The whole tiling is a grand deception, and as tedious tOid 
tiresome as may to those who must bo often present. 
I heard Sheridan only once, and that briefly, but I liked 
bis voice, his manner, and his wit; and he is foe csily one 
of them I over wished to hear at greater length. 

“ The impression of Parliament upon me was, that iUi 
members are not formidable as speakers, but very muck 
so ^ an audience; because in so numenrous a body there 
may be little eloquence, (after all, there were two 
thorough orators in ail antiquity} and 1 suspect still fewer 
in modem times,) but there must be a leaven of thought 
and good sense sufficient to make them huso what if 
right, though they can’t express it n<^y. 

“Home Tooke and R(»coe both are said to have 
declared foat foey left Parliommt wifo a hi^ier opiAaoB 
of its aggregate integrity and abilities than that with 
which they entered it. The general amount of both in 
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tmmt Paiijame&ts Is probably about same, as also the 
number of speakers and tlieir talent. I except aralars of 
oouree, because they are things of ages, and not of sep> 
teanial or triennial reuni<m8. Neither House ever struck 
me with awe or inspect than the same number of 
. Turks in a divan, or of Metliodists in a bani, would have 
done. Whatever diffidence or nervousness I felt (and I 
fait both in a great degree) arose from the munber ratlier 
than the quality of the assemblage, and the tliought rather 
of the public wWuntt than the persons within,-^knowing 
(as ail know) that Cicero liimsulf, and probably tlie Mes> 
aiah, could never have altered tlie vote of a single lord 
of the bedciiamber or bishop. 1 thought our Houee dull, 
but the oilier animating enough upon great days. 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ Ht 

** In sodety I have mol Sheridan frequently: he was 
superb! He had a siMt of liking for me, and never at¬ 
tacked me, at least to my face, and he did every IkmIv 
else^^high names, and wits, and orators, some of tliem 
poets also. 1 liave seen him cut up Wititbread, quiz 
Madame de StaSl, anniliilate Colinan, and do little lusi 
by some others (whose names, as friends, 1 set not down) 
of good fame and ability. 

** The last time I met him was, I tliink, at Sir Gin>er 
Elliot’s, where he was as quick as ever—no, it was not 
the last time \ tlie last time was at Douglas Kinnaird’s. 

“I have met liim in all places and jiarfies—at White¬ 
hall wiUi the Melbourne’s, at tlio Marquis of TavisUM’k’s. 
at Robins’s the auctioneer’s, at Sir Humphrey Davy’s, at 
Sam Rogers’s,—in short, in most kinds of company, and 
always found liiru very convivial and delightful. 

**1 have soon Sheridan weep two or tliroe times. It 
may be that he was maudlin; but this only renders it 
more impressive, for who would see 

* From Mar1l)oroiigh’M tti« teara of dotage flow, 

And SwUl expire a driveller and a show?* 

Once I taw him cry at Robins’s the auctioneer’s, aficr a 
splendid dinner, full of great names and Iiigh spirits. I 
had the honour of sitting next to Sheridan. The oeea- 
aion of hLs tears was some observation or other upon the 
subject of tlie sturdiness of the Whigs in resisting office 
and keeping to tlioir principles: Sheridan turned round: 
•Sir, it is easy foriny l.ord G. or Earl G. or Marquis B. 
or Lord H. with tliousands upon tliousands a year, some 
of it either presently derived, or inherited in sinecuro or 
acquisitions from the public money, to boast of thei 
patriotism and keep aloof from temptation; but they do 
not know from what temptation those have kept aloof 
who had equal pride, at least equal talents, and not un- 
ual passions, and nevertlieless knew not in the course 
their lives what it was to have a sliilling of tlieir own.’ 
And in saying this he wept. 

“I have more than once heard him say, ‘that he never 
had a shilling of his own.’ To be sure, he contrived to 
extract a good many of other people’s. 

“ In 1816,1 had occasion to visit my lawyer m Chan- 
eety-lane; ije was witli Sheridan. After mutual greot- 
iop, &c. Sheridan retired first. Before recurring to my 
own business, I could not help inquiring that of Sheridan. 

' Oh,' replied tlie attorney, 'the usual tiling! to stave olT 
an action from his wine-merchant, my client .’—‘ Well,’ 
said I, ‘and what do you mean to do?—^‘Notliing at aU 
for the present,’ said ho: ‘would you have us proceed 
against old Sherry ? what would be the use of it ?’ and 
here he began laughing, and going over Sheridan’s good 
gifts rf conversation. 

“Now, (rom personal experience, I can vouch that my 
attorney is by no means the tenderost of men, or par- 
ticularly accessible to any kind of impression out of tho 
statute or record; and yet Sheridan, in half an hour, had 
iound the way to soften and seduce him in sucli a manner, 
that I almost think he would have thrown liis client (an 
honest man, with all the laws, and some justice, on bis 
nde) out of the window, had ho come in at the moment. 
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“Such was Sliorklan! he could soften an attorney! 
There has beon nothing like it since the days of Orpheus. 

“ One day I saw him lake up his own ‘ Monody on 
Garrick.’ He lighted upon the i:)edication to the Dow¬ 
ager Lady ♦ ♦. On seeing it, he flow into a rage, sad 
exclaimed, ‘that it must bo a forgery, that ho had never 
dedicated any tiling of liis to sudi a d—d canting,’ ice. 
&c. &c.—and so went on for half an hour abusing his 
own dedication, or at least tlie object of it. If all writers 
were equally sincere, it would be ludicrous. 

“He told me that, on the night of tho grand succosa 
of his School for Scandal, he was knocked down and put 
into tlio watclihouse for making a niw in tlie street, and 
being found intoxicated by tlie watchmen. 

“ 'When dying, lie was requested to undergo ‘ an opera¬ 
tion.’ He replied, tliat he had already submitted to two, 
which wore enough for one man’s lifetime. Being asked 
what they were, ho answered, ‘having his liair cut, and 
sitting for liLs picture.’ 

“I have met George Colinan occasionally, and thought 
him extremely plea.sant and convivial. Sheridan’s hu¬ 
mour, or rather wit, was always saturnine, and sometimes 
savage; he never laughed, (at least that J saw, and I 
watched him,) but Colinan did. If I had to chnaee, and 
could not have both at a tune, 1 should say, ‘ Let me begin 
the evening with Slieridim, and finish it with Cohnan.’ 
Sheridan for dimicr, Colmaii for supper; Sheridan lor 
claret or port, but Colman for every thing, from tho 
niadeira and chatiipaignc at dinner, ffie claret with a 
layer of port between the glasses, up to the punch of tlie 
night, and down to the grog, or gin and water, of day¬ 
break ;—^atl these I have ihreailed with liotli tlie same. 
Sheridan was a grenailier company of life-guards, but 
Colman a whole regiment—of light infantry, to bo sure, 

I hut still a regiment.” 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Sheridan’s liking for me (whctlier be was not mystify¬ 
ing me, I do not know, but Lady Caroline Lamb and others 
told me that he said tlie same botli before and after he 
mew me) was founded upon ‘English Bards and Scotch 
Reviewers.’ Ho told me that he did not care about 
im'try, (or about mine—at least, any but that {wem of 
nine,) hut ho was sure from that and other symptoms, I 
should make an orator, if I would hut talio to speaking 
and grow a parliament man. He never ceased haqiing 
upon this to me to tlie last; and I romemher roy old 
tutor. Dr. Drury, hod (he same notion when I was a ioy • 
but it never was my turn of inclination to try. I spoke 
once or twice, as all young peers do, as a kind of intro- 
luetion into public life; but dissipation, shyness, haughty 
and reserved opuiions, together with the short time I lived 
in England after my majority, (only about five years in 
all,) prevented me from resuming tlie exjiorhncnt. As 
far as it wont, it was not discouraging, particularly my 
first speech, (I spoke throe or ftiur times in all,) but just 
after it, my poem of Childe Harold was publisbed, and 
nobody ever thought about my prose afterward, nor indeed 
did I; it became to me a secondary and neglected olgeet, 
though I sometimes wonder to myself if I should have 
succeeded.” 


“ When the bailiff (for I have seen most kinds of life) 
came upon me in 1815 to seize my chattels, (being a peer 
of parliament, my person was beyemd him,) being carious, 
(as is my habit,) I first asked him, ‘What extents elsewhere 
ho had for government? upon whidi ho showed me one 
\ipon erne, house errdy (at severdytherusemdpounds! Next I 
asked him, if he had notliing for Sheridan 7 ‘Oh—Sheri¬ 
dan !’ said he; ‘ ay, I have thre,’ (pulling out a pocket-book, 
&c.;) ‘ but, my lor^ 1 have been in Sheridan’s house a 
twelvemonth at a time—a civil gentleman—knows how to 
deal witli im,’ &c. &c. &c. Our own business was then 
discussed, which was none of the easiest for mo at that 
time. But tlio man was dvil, and (what I valued more) 
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communicative. I had met many of his brethren, years 
before, in affairs of my friends, (ooiiunoiiers, Uiut is,) but 
this was the first (or second) on my own account. A 
civil man; feed accordingly: probably he anticipated as 
much.’’ 

have heard that when Grattan made lus first 8}>eech 
in the English Commons, it was for some minures doubt¬ 
ful whether (o laugh at or cheer him. The 
predecessor Flood had been a complete failure under 
nearly similar circumstances. But when the ministerial 
part of our senators Iia*! watched Pitt (their Ihormome- 
ler) for the rue, and saw him nod repeatedly his stately 
nod of approbation, they Uiok Uic liint from llu*ir luints- 
maii, and broke out into tiio most rapturous cheers. 
Grattan’s speech, indeed, deserved lliem ; U wa.s a chef- 
<fa?ut)rc. I did not h<‘ar ihut speech of his, (being tlien 
at Harrow,) but heard most of his others on the same 
question—also that on war of 1815. 1 diflered from 

his opinions on the latter question, hut coincided in tlio 
getiurui admiration of liis el(Mpicnre. 

“ When I met old Courtenay, the oiMtor, at Rogers the 
poet’s, in iSll-liJ, I was much tahen with the portly 
remains of his lino llgure, and the still aiaile quiekiioss 

his convorsati<ui. It was Ac who silenced Flood in tlie 
English House by a crushing rej)ly to a hasty fWiUl of 
the rival of Grattan in Ireland. 1 asked Courtenay (for 
I like to trace motives) it* he had not some personal pro- 
voc.aliijn; fortlje acrimony of his answer seemed to me, 
as I had r<'ad it, to involve il. (hxirtenuy said ‘lie had ; 
that, •when in Ireland, (being an Irishman,) at the har of 
Uic Irish House c»f Commons, h’lood hiui made a personal 
and unfair attack npoii who, not being a member 

of that House, could not di feud liiriisclf^ and tliat some 
years afierwaid, tins opporiuniiy of retort oflermg in (he 
English Parliament, In* eoulil not resist it. Hi; certainly 
repaid Fl«xwl with inte.resf, li)r FIimjiI never marie any 
figure, and only a spr*ecli or two atU rwanl, in the English 
House of Goininons. I must i‘xct*pt, however, his spr'ech 
on Reform in 1790, which Fox called‘the. best he ever 
heard upon that subject.’ ” 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

•I was much struck with the simplicity of Grattan’s 
manners in private lifts: th<'y wito odd, but they were 
natural. Curran used to take him off, bowing to the. 
very ground, and ‘ tliankhig Grxl that he had no pecu¬ 
liarities of gesture or a[)pcarance,’ in a way irresistibly 
ludicrous and * * usr^d to call him a ‘ sontimonUd harle¬ 
quin.’ 

“Curran! Curran’s the man who struck me most. 
Such imagination! thore mwer was any thing like it that 
ever 1 saw or licard of. Hls^u6hV/<ed life—liis publishod 
■peechos, give you 7w idea of the man—none at all. He 
was a mocAinc of imuginatiun, as somo one said that 
Piron was an epigrammatic machine. 

“I did not sec a groat deal of Curran—only in 1813; 
but I met him at home, (for ho used to call on me*,) and 
in society, at Mackintosh’s, Holland House, &c. &c. and 
he was wonderful even to mo, w'ho had seen many re¬ 
markable men of the time. 

j 

“The powers of Curran’s Irish imagination wore ex-| 
haustless. I have heard tliat man spoak more poetry than 
I have ever seen written,—though I met him seldom and 
hut occaMonaliy. I saw him presented to Madame de 
Sta£l at Mackintosh’sit was the grand confluence be¬ 
tween the Rhone and Uio Soone, and they were both so 
d—d ugly, tlmt I could not help wondering how tlio best 
mteUocts of Franco and Ireland could have taken up 
respectively such residences.” ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 


of the cleverest men I ever knew, in conversa¬ 


tion, was Soropo Berdmore Davies. Hobhouse it abo 
very good in tliat line, though it is of less consequence to a 
inuu who lias other ways of showing his talenU thut in 
company. Scropo was always ready and often witty— 
Hobliouse as witty, but not always so ready, being wxat 
diffident.” 

I * Lewis Is a good man, rhymes well, (if not wisely,) 

! but is a bore. He seizes you by the button. One ni^l 
of a rout, at Mrs. Hope’s, he had fastened upon me, not« 
withstanding my sym^itoms of manifest distress (for I 
w'as in love, and had just nicked a minute when neither 
mothers, nor husbands, nor rivals, nor gossips, were near 
rny th(‘n idol, who was beautiful as the statues of Ihc^ 
gallery wlicrc we stood at the time)—Lewis, I say, had 
seized upon me by the button and the heart-strings, and 
spared neither. W. Spencer, who likes fun, and do n’t 
dislike inischiefj saw my case, and coming up to us both, 
t(s.*k rnc by the hand, and pathetically bade me farewell; 
for,’ said he, ‘I see it is all over witli you.’ Lewis then 
went away. Sh me aermvit ApoUo. 

“1 remember seeing Blucher in tlie London assemblies, 
and never saw any tiling of lu.*? age less venerable. With 
the voiee and manners of a recruiting sergeant, ho pre- 
tended to tiic hon<jurs of a hero,—Jurt as if a steme could 
be worsliijiped because a man liad stumbled over it.” 

“When I met Hudson Lowe, the jailer, at Lord Hol« 
and’s before he sailed f(>r St. Helena, the discourse 
turned on the battle of Waterloo. I asked him whether 
the dispositious of Kupoh'on v\crc those of a great gene¬ 
ral? He answered, disparagingly, ‘ tliat they were very 
I had always thonghi that a degree of simpiicily 
was an iiigrodient of greatness. 

“J. * ^ was a good man, a clover man, but a bore. 
My only revenge or r<jnsulatiyn used to be, setting Iiim 
by tht* ears wi‘li some vivacious person who hated bores 
espeeially,—Madame deS— or H—, for example. But 
1 liked L * ; lie was a jewel of a man, had he been 

belter set;—don’t mean persmuUj/, but less tire»07ne, 
for lie was tedious, as well us conlra<lictory to every thing 
;ind every body. Being sliorlsigbted, when we used to 
ride out logetlier near the Brcrita in the twilight in sum- 
iu(;r, he made nic go before, to pilot him: I am absent at 
times, cspeciall}’towards evening; and the consequence 
of tins pilotage was s<mic narrow escapc.s to tlie M * * 
on horseback. Once I led lum into a ditch over which I 
had passed as usual, forgetting to warn my convoy; once 
I led him nearly into the river, instead of on tlie moveaidt 
bridge wliicU incommodos passengers; and twice did we 
both run against the Diligence, which, being heavy and 
slow, did coriiinunicale h^ss damage than it received in its 
loarh^rs, who were terrafied by the charge; thrice did I 
lose him in the gr«ay of the gloaming, and was obliged to 
bring-to to liis distant signals ofdistanc<* and distressall 
tho time ho went on talking without inUjrmission, for he 
was a man of many words. Poor fellow! he dioS a 
martyr to liis new aches—of a second visit to Jamaica. 

' I 'cl give the Innds of Deloraine 
I>&rk Mufgrave were alive again I 

that» 

I would give many a sugar cane 
Monk Lewie were alive again 1'* 

# « >t( « « 

“ Madame de Stael was a good woman at heart and 
the cleverest at bottom, but sfioiied by a wish to be—ahe 
knew not what. In her own house slic was amiable; in 
any other person’s, you wished her gone, and in her own 
again.” 

4i *(• 4* ♦ % * 

“ I liked die Dandies; they were always very civil to 
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fMj though in general they disliked literary people, aa 
pefsecuted and mystified Madame de Sta^i, Lewis, * ’ 
♦ *, and die like, damnably. They persuaded Madam 
de Sta£i that A * * had a hundred thousand a year, & 
&c. till she praised him to his face for his beau^! an 
. made a set at him for * *, and a hundred fwlerics be 
sides. ^ The truth is, that, though I gave up the busine^ 
early, I had a tinge of dandyism in my minority, and pre 
bably retainod enough it to conciliate the groat ones a 
6ve>and-twenty. i had gamed, and drank, and Uikcii tn 
degrees in most dissipadons, and having no pedantry, aii 
not being overbearing, we ran quietly together. 1 kno 
them alt more or less, and they made me a member « 
Watier’s, (a sujmrb club at that time,) being, I take it, th 
*only literary man (except two oUters^ both men of tli< 
world, Moore and S|>enser) in it. Our inas(juerade was 
a grand one; so was tlte dandy ball too, at tlio Argyl< 
but ^vxt (the latter) was given by the four chiefs, H., M 
A., and P., d* I err not. 

“I was a member of the Alfred, too, being electee 
wlule in Greece. It was pleasant; a htiio too sober an 
literary, aiui bored witli * * and Sir Francis Dlvernois 
but one mot Peel, and Ward, and 'Vuleutia, and man} 
other pleasant or known people; and U was, upon th 
whole, a decent resource in u rainy day, in a ileartli o: 
parties, or parliament, or in an empty season. 

“I belonged, or belong, to llie following clubs or socie¬ 
ties;—to tlie Alfred; to tlie Cocoa Tree; to AVatier’s 
to the Union; to Racket’s, (at Brighton;) to the Pugi¬ 
listic ; to die Owls, or ‘ Fly-by-nightto tlic Cantltridgc 
Whig Club; to tiio Harrow Cluli, (yambridge; and I* 
one or two private Clubs; to die Ilauipdun (political) 
Club; and to the Italuui Carbonari, &c. &c. &c. '■ diougl 
last, not UanO I got into ail diese, and never stood for 
any odier—at least to my own kiiowJodge. I declinei 
being proposed to several others, though pressed to stand 
oandKlate.** 


«♦ ♦ ♦ (commonly called long * ♦ *, a very clever 
man, but odd) complained to our friend Scrope B. Davies, 
in riding, that he had a stitch in liis side. ‘I do n’t won¬ 
der at it,* said Scropc, ‘ for you ride like a tailor} Whoever 
had seen * * ♦ on horseback, with his very tall figure on 
a small nag, would not deny the justness of the repartee 


“When BrummeU was obliged (by that affair of poor 
M * *, who thence acquired the name of ‘Dick die 
Dandy-killer’—it was about money, and debt, and all 
that) to retire to PVance, he knew no French, and having 
obtained a grammar for the pur|>osc of study, our friend 
Scrope Davies was asked what progress Briiminell had 
made in French, he responded, ‘ that Bnimmell had ho< ri 
stopped, like Buonaparte in Russia, by the Klnmots.^ 

“ I have put tliis pun into Be|j()o, which is ‘a fair ex¬ 
change and no roWicry,’ for Scropc made his fortune 
at ^veral dinners (as he owned himself) by repeating 
occasionally, as his own, some of the* buffooneries widi 
which 1 encountered him in tiie inornmg.” 


have been called in as mediator, or second, at least 
twenty times, in violent quarrels, and have always con¬ 
trived to setUe the business without, compromising die 
hemour of die parlies, or leading diem to mortal conse¬ 
quences, and this too sometimes in very difficult and 
delicate circumstances, and having to deal widi very hot 
and haughty spirits,—^Irishmen, gamesters, guardsmen, 
captains, and comets of horse, and the like. Tliis was, 
of course, in my youth, when I lived in hot-headed com¬ 
pany. I have hwl to carry challenges from gentlemen t/» 
noblemen, from captains to captains, from lawyers to 
counsellors, and once from a clergyman to an officer in ■ 
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the lifi>guards; but I found die latter by far the most 
difficult, 

' to comiHMo 

Tiic bloody duel -without blows, ’ 

the business being about a woman: I must add too, that 
1 never saw a VMman behave so ill, hke a cold-blo<ided, 
heartless b— as slie was,—^liut very handsome, for all 
tliat. A certain Busan G + * was she called. I never 
saw her but once; and that was to induce her but to say 
two words, (wliich in no degree comftromisiHl herself,) 
and which would have had the effect of saving a priest or 
a lieutenant of cavalry. .She would not say them, and 
ncith»!r N ♦ ♦ nor myself (the son of Bir K. K * *, 
and a friend to one of the parties) coukl prevail u|>on her 
o say them, dunigh Ixith of us used to deal in some sort 
with woman-kind. At l;isl 1 managed to quiet die com¬ 
batants without her talisman, and, 1 believe, to her great 
lisappoinliiK'nt: .she was the damnedest b—lhatl ever 
iaw, and T have se<m a great mmiy. 'riioiigh my clergy¬ 
man was sure to lose either his life or his living, ho was 
as warlike us the Bishop of Beauvais, and would hardly 
be ptu'ified; but then he was in love, and that is a martial 
lassion.” 

+ t ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“lake Sylla, I have always believed Uiat all things 
lejieiwl upon fortune, and nothing upon ourselves. 1 am 
lot aware of any one tlioughl or ucliou worUiy of being 
filled good to mysiilf or otherv, which is not to bo attri- 
'Uted to the good gixldcss Fortune.** 

“If t were to live over agiun, I d<» not know what I 
voiild change in my life, unless it wore for—-not to have 
iicd at nil. Ail luslorv, ami experience, and die rest, 
eacln*s us that die gooti and evil aro pretty equally 
•alanccd in this existence, and that what is most to bo 
!^^re^l is an easy passage out of it. AVliat can it give 
: but years? and those Jiave little of good but tlieir 
■nding. 

“The world visits change of politics or change of 
digion with a more severe censure than a mere diffe- 
iticc of opinion woukl apfiear to me to deserve. But 
•rc must be some, reason for Uiis feeling;—ami ] tliiiik 
Ls that lliesc departures from the earliest instilled ideas 
f our childh(X)fl, and from the line of conduct chosen hy 
s wh<*n wc first, enter into public life, have been seen to 
avc more mirtchievoiis results fi>r society, and to prove 
lore weakness of mind tlian other actions, in themselves 
lore immoral.” 

Of the bust of liirnsclf by Bartollini:—“ The bust does 
»l turn out a g<HKl onti,—though it may be like for aught 
know, as it exactly ••eseinble.s a superannuated Jesuit.” 
gain, “1 assure you Bartolliui s is dn^adful, Uiough my 
ind inisgivo.s me that it is hideously like. If it is, 1 
amjoi be long fi»r tliis world, fir it overl<H>ks seventy.” 

‘As far as fame g<»e8 (that is to say,/iwn^ fame,) I 
avc liaxl iny shans, perhajus—indiaul, ccrUdnJy—moro 
an my deserts. 

“ Some odd instances have occurred, to my osvn experi- 
ice, of tho wild and strange places to which a naina 
lay penetrate, and where it may impress. Tw'o year# 
fo, (almost throo, being in August or July, 1819,) I re¬ 
ived at. Ravenna a letter, in English verse, from JJron- 
im in Norway, written by a Norwi'gian, and full of the 
:ual compliments, &c. £cc. It is still somiiwliero among 
y papers. In the same month 1 receivisd an invitation 
lo HolaUin from a Mr. Jacobsen (1 tliink) of Ilam- 
irgh: als(^ by the same medium, a translation ofMo- 
*ra’s song in the Corsair by a Westphalian baroness, 
iMrf ‘ Thuuflerton-Tronck,’) with some original verses of 
jrs, (very pretty and Klopstock-ish,) and a pros© transla- 
m annexed to them, on tlw sulyect of my wifeas 
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ttiey oonceraed her more than me, I sent them to her, 
together with Mr, Jacc^en’e tetter. It was odd enough 
to receive an invitation to pass tlie summer in Hdstan 
while in Italy, from people I never knew. The letter 
waa addressed to Venice. Mr. Jacobsen talked to mo 
of the ‘wild roses growing in the Bulsteiii summer.’ 
Why then did the Cimbri and Toutcsies omigrale? j 

‘‘What a strange thing is life and man! Were 1 to| 
present myself at the door of the house where my daugh- j 
ter now is, the door would be shut in my face—unless (as 
is not impossible) 1 knucked down the |>orter; and if I 
had gone in that year (and perhafm now) to Drontheim, 
(the furthest town in Norway,) or into Holstein, I should 
have been received with arms into the mansion of 
strangers and foreigners, attached to me by no tie but by 
that of mind and rumour. 

* As fiu as fame goes, 1 have had my sliarc: it has 
indeed been leavenorl by otlier human contingoncies, and 
this in a greater degree than has occurred to most 
liters^ men of a decent rank in life; but, on the whole, I 
lake it that such equipoise is the condition of humanity.” 

“Among tlio various Journals, Memoranda, Diaries, 
&c. which I have kept in the course of my living, 1 began 
one about three months ago, and carried it on till I had 
filled one paper-book, (thiiuiisli,) and two sheets or so of 
another. I then left oHJ partly bocauso I thought we 
should have some businsss hero, and I had furbished up 
my arms and got my apparatus ready for tailing a turn 
with the patriots, having my drawers full of their procla¬ 
mations, oaths, and rc^utions, and my lower rooms of 
tlieir hkidon weapons, of most cahbers,—and partly 
bocauso I had filled my paper-book. 

“But tlie Neapolitans have beUnyod Uioraselves and 
all tho world; and those who would have given their 
blood for Italy can now only give her tlieir tears. 

“ Some day or other, if dust holds togetlier, I have been 
enough in the secret (at least in tliis part of the country) 
to cast perhaps some little light upon the atrocious 
treachery whicli has replunged Italy into barbarism: at 
present I have neither the time nor the temper. How¬ 
ever, tho retd Italians are not to blame; merely tlte scoun¬ 
drels at the heel ef the boot, which the Tlun now wears, and 
will trample them to ashes with for their servility. I have 
risked myself with the others here, and how for I may or 
may not bo compromised is a problem at tliis moment. 
Some of them, like Craigengelt, would ‘ tell all, and more 
than all, to save themselves.’ But, come what may, tlie 
cause was a glorious one, though it reads at present as if 
the Greeks had run away from Xerxes. Happy tho few 
who have only to reproach themselves witli believing tliat 
these rascals were less ‘roscaillu’ than tlicy proved!— 
Here in Romagna, the efforts were necessarily limited to 
preparations and good intentions, until tho Gormans were 
foirly engaged in equal warfare—as we are upon their 
very frontiers, without a rangle fort or hill nearer than San 
Marino. Whether 'hell will be paved with’ those ‘good 
intentions,’ I know not; but there will probably bo a good 
store of Neapolitans to walk upon the pavement, whatever 
may be its composition. Slate of lava from their moun¬ 
tain, with the bodies of their own damned souls for cement, 
would be tho fittest causeway for Satan's ‘Corso.’” 


“ Pisa, November 6,1821. 

There is a strange ewicidence somotimes in the little 
things of tins world, Bancho,’ says Sterne in a letter, (if I 
mistake not,) and so I have often found it. 

“ In Page [ 261, ] of this collection, I had alluded to 
my friend Lord Clare in terms such as my feelings sug¬ 
gested. About a week or two afterwartl, I met him on the 
raaAiketwmn Imola asMMMogna, after not having met for 
seven or sight years«.JHKlRm abroad in 1814, and came 
home as I set 

* This meeting atipMiill for a moment all tlie years 


between the present time and the days of Harraa. It was 
a new and mexplicahie feeling, like rising from the gravo 
to mo. Clare too was much agitated—more in aj/peer- 
anoe than was myself; for I could feel his heart beat to his 
fingers’ ends, unless, indeed, it was the pulse of my oWn 
which made me think so. He told me that I should find 
note from him left at Bologna. I did. Wc were obliged 
;o part for our different journeys, ho for Rome, I for Pisa, 
but with Uio promise to meet again in spring. W'e were 
but five minutes togetlier, and on the public road; but I 
hardly recollect an hour of niy existence which could be 
weif^ied against tliem. Hu hod heard that 1 was coming 
on, and had left his letter for me at Bologna, because the 
leopic witli whom he was travelling could not wail longer. 
“ Of all I have ever known, he has always been the least 
Iterod in every thing from the excellent qualities and kind 
afl'eclioiis wliich attached me to hitu so strongly at school, 

I should hardly have thuught it possible for society (or 
ho world, as it is called) to leave a being witli so little of 
the leaven of had passions. 

“I do not speak from {lersenal experience oply, but 
from all I have ever heard of liini from others, during ab¬ 
sence and distance.” 

*♦***♦ 

“ I revisited tho Florence Gallci^&c. My former itn- 
iressions wore confirmed; but there were too many 
tisiters there to allow one to feel any tiling properly. 
When wo were (abotit thirty or forty) all stuff,d into the 
cabinet of gems and knick-knackeries, in a corner tif one 
of tlie galleries, I told Rogers that it ‘ fell like being in the 
watchhousc.’ 1 left him to make his obeisanees to some 
of bis acquaintances, and strolled on alone—the only four 
minutes I could snatch of any feeling for the works around 
■ne. I do not mean to apply this to a ti'te-b-tdte st.Tutiny 
with Rogers, who has an excellent taste, and deep feeling 
'ir the arts, (indeed much more of both than I can pos¬ 
sess, for of the formek I have not miicb,) but to the 
crowd of jostling starers and travelling talkers around me. 

“I heard one bold Briton declare to the woman on his 
arm, looking at the Venus of Titian, ‘ Well, now, this is 
really very fine imleed,’—an observation which, like that 
if the landlord in Joseph Andrews on ‘ the certainty of 
death,’ was (as tlie landlord’s wife observed) ‘extremely 
true.’ 

“In the PitU Palace, I did not omit Goldsmith’s pro¬ 
scription for a connoisseur, via. ‘ that the pictures would 
have been better if tho painter had token more pains, and 
to praise tho works of Pietro Perugino.’” 

“ People liave wondered at tlic melancholy which runs 
tlirough my writings. Otliers have wonder^ at my per¬ 
sonal gayety. But I recollect once, after an hour in which 
I had been sincerely and particularly gay and rather bril¬ 
liant, in company, my wife replying to mo, when I said, 
(u[)on her remarking my high spirits,)‘And yet, Bell, I 
have been colled and miscalled melancholy—^you must' 
have seen how falsely, frcqiiontly?’ ‘No, Byron,’ shb 
answered, ‘itis not so: at heart, you arc the most mvlan- 
chedy of mankind i,and often when apparently gayest.’" 

.jrf* * * * * * ' 

■ A young American,* named Coolidge, called on mo 
not many months ago. Ho was intelligent, very hand¬ 
some, and not more tiion twenty years old, according to 
appearances; a little romantic, but tiiat sits well upon 
youth, and mighty fond of poesy, as may be suspected from 
his approaching me in my cavern. He brought me a 
message from an old servant of my family, (Joe Murray,) 
and told me that he (Mr. Coolidge) had obtained a copy 
of my bust from Thorwaldscn at Rome, to send to Ame¬ 
rica. I confess I was more flattered by tliis young enthu¬ 
siasm of a solitary transatlantic traveller, than if they had 
decreed me a statue in the Paris Pantheon,j(I have seen 
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emperors and demagogues cast down from tlioir pedestals 
even in my own time, and Grattan’s name razed from tlie 
street, called afWr him in Dublin;) 1 say that I was more 
flattered by it, because it was single^ vnpditkal^ and was 
without motive or ostentation,—the pure and warm feeliug 
' of a boy for the poet ho admired, it must have been ex< 
pensive, though/ would not pay the price of a Thor- 
waldsen bust for any human head and shoulders, except 
Napoleon’s, or my children’s, or some ^ absurd loomati- 
hinda^ as Monkbarns calls thtim—or my sister’s. If ruikod 
why^ then, I sat for my own '/—Answer, that it was at tlio 
particular request of J. C. Hubhouse, Ksq. and ibr no one 
else. A picture is a diflerent matterevery body sits for 
I their picture; but a bust looks like putting up pretensions 
to permanency, and smacks something of a liankoring for 
ptdiUe fame ra^or than private remembrance. 

** Whenever an American re<juesls to see me, (which is 
not unfrec|uently,) I comf»Iy, firstly, because 1 respect a 
people who acquired tlieir freedom by their firmness with¬ 
out excess; and, secondly, because these transatlantic 
visits,‘few and fiir between,* m.'ike me foci as if talking 
with posterity from the other 8id<5 of the Styx. In a cen¬ 
tury or two the msw English and Spanish Atlanlides will 
be masters of the old countries, in all probability, as Greece 
and EurojM^ overcame tlicir ni(»ther Asia in the older or 
earlier ages, as they are called.” 

♦ * * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Afior saying, in reference to his owm eboMre of Venicfi 
as a place of residence,*'! remembered General lakllow’s 
dom:d inscription, ‘Onuic solum forti patriu,’ and sat <lo\vn 
free in a coiintry which bad been one of slavery for centu¬ 
ries,” he adds, “But there is no freedom, evt*n for 
ill tltc midst of slaves. It mak«*s my blood l)<>il to see the! 
thing. I sometimes wish that I w’as the owner ofAfrH’a,! 
to do at tince what Wilbcrlbrcc will do in tiiiw', riz. sweep' 
slavery from her deserts, and look on upon the first dance- 
of their freedom. 

“ As to {>alifical slavery, so general, it is men’s own fault: 
if they wilt be slaves, let them! Yet it is btit ‘a word and 
a blow.* See how England ibriin*r!y, France, Spain, Por¬ 
tugal, America, Switzerland, freed theinsolvcs! 'J’hero is 
no one instance of a long contest in which mr.n did not tri¬ 
umph over systems. If Tyranny misses her Jirst spring, 
she is cowardly as Uic tiger, and retires to Ik) hunted.” 

is 4^ Itt 4: % 4: 

*G(Mng to the fountain of Pul|ihi (Oastri) in 1809, I 
saw a night of twelve eagles (H. says they were vultures 
—at least, in conversation,) and I seized the omen. On 
the day before, I composed the lines to Parnassus, (in 
Childe Harold,) and, on beholding the birds, hail a hope 
that Apollo had accepted my homage. 1 have at least had 
the name and fame of a poet during the poetical part of 
life, (from twenty to tliirty;)—whetlier it will Iasi Ls 
another matter.” 

♦ ♦ * * * * 

* In the year 1814, as Moore and I were going to dine 
v»ith Lord Grey in Portman-square, 1 pulled out a ‘Java 
Gazette,’ (which Murray had sent (j> me,) in which there 
was a controversy on our respective merits as poets. It 
was amusing enough that we should bo proceeding peace¬ 
ably to the same table, while tliey were sijiiabbling about us 
in the Iislian seas, (to bo sure, tlie paper was dated six 
months before,) and filling columns with Batavian criti¬ 
cism. But this is fame, I presume.”* 

“One of my notions lUfferont from those of my contem- 
porariejs is, that tlie present is not a Iiigh age of English 
poetry. There are more poets (soi-disant) than over tlicre 
wore, and proportionably less poetry. This thesis I have 
maintained for some years, but, strange to say, it mcetolli 
not witli favour from my brethren of the shelf. Even 
Moore shakes his head and firmly believes tliat this is the 
grand ago of British poesy." , 

* (%}C ’o'iniil in 


“Of the immortality of tlie soul, it appears to me that 
there can be little doubt, if we attend for a moment to thtt 
action of mind: it» in perpetual activity. I used to doubt 
of it, but reflection has taught me better. It acts also m> 
very inde]>endent of body—in dreams, for instance;—in- 
coherently and fnaeUyy I grunt you, but still it is mind, and 
much more mind than whem we are awake. Now that 
this shoukl not act sq)araielyy tta welh as j<^tly, who cao 
pronounce ? 'I'he stoics, Epictetus and Marcus Aurelhu^ 
call the ‘present state ‘ a soul which drags a carcass,*'— 
a heavy cliain to }>c sure, but all chains being inat«ia! 
may bo shivken off. How far our future life will be inefi- 
vulvaly or, rather, how far it will at all resemble our jpreseni 
existence, is another question; but that the mind is eternal 
si^cms as probable as that flie body is not so. Of ccMrse, 1 
ber^'jJn^iWtire upon tlie question williout recurring to rew* 
lattoa^ltii^ however, is at least as rational a solutkm of 
it A material resurreefion seems stranga 

ind eviuH^urd, tweept for purposes of punishment; and 
all pUhisKmont which is to rtnvnge rather than eorrexi must 
be inorally wrong; and t/Vten the untrld is at an end, what 
moral or warning purpose can eternal tortures answer? 
Human passions have probably disfigured the divine doo 
trines here:—but the whole thing is inscrutable.** 

“ It is useless to tell me woi to rrtwwn, but to believe. You 
[night, as well toll a man not to wake, but sleep. And then 
with torments, and all dial! i cannot help think- 

g (hat the 7nrnarr of hell mokes as many devils as the 
severe penal codes of inhuman hunuuiity make villains.” 


■•IVrun is born pasfdonate of body, but with an innate 
llKmf'li soerct femleucy to the love of good in his main- 
qtring of mind. But, GckI help us all! it is at present a 
:ad jxU- of atoms.” 

“ Matter is ct<!ma], always changing, but reproduced, 
and, as far as we can coinprebond eternity, eternal; and 
why not Why should not the mind act with and 

jpon the uiavirrso, as {K)rtiou.s ofil act Uf>on and with the 
•^ongregateil dust, called mankind? See how one man acta 
upon himself and others, or upon multitudes! Tlie same 
agency, in a higher and purer degree^ may act upon the 
stars, &c. ad intiniUiru.” 

“I hjivc often been inclined to materialism in philosojjhy, 
but could never bear its introduction into C/tmflcffwiJy, 
which ajipears to me essentially finmdod upon the send. 
For this reason, Priestley’s Christian Materialism always 
struck me as deadly. Believe the resurrection of the 
if you will, but 7iot wiOtoni a soul, Tlie deuce is in it, 
after having had a soul (as surely the wfnd, or whatever 
yo[i call it h) in this world, we must f»art witli it in the 
nrxf, oven f<»r an immortal materiality! I own iny par¬ 
tiality for spirit.^^ 

“lam always most religious upon a sunsliiny day, as if 
tliere was sonic associalicai between an internal approach 
to greater light uud purity, and tlic kindlcr of this dark 
ntern of our external existence.” 

y 

“ The night is also a religious concern, and oven more 
.so when I viewed the moon and stars UiroughHerschelTs 
telescope, and saw that they were worlds.” 

“K; according to some speculations, you could firove iho 
world many thousand years older than the Mosaic chro¬ 
nology, or if you could get rid of Adam and Eve, and the 
apple, awl serjjent, still, wliat is to be pul up in their stead ? 
r how is the difficulty rcmovwl ? Tilings must have had 
beginning, and wliat matters it when or h<nv?^ 
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DETACHED THOUGHTS. 


I •ometimw think that man may be the relic of some 
higher material being wrecked in a former world, and de¬ 
generated in the hardship and struggle through chaos into 
conformity, or something like it,—as we see Laplanders, 
Esquimaux, Ac. inferior in the present state, as the ele¬ 
ments become more inexorable. But even then this 
higher pre-Adamite supposititious creation must have 
had an origin and a Creator,—for a creation is a more 
natural imagination tlian afurtuituus concour.sc of atoms: 
aU things remount to a fountain, though they may flow 
to an ocean. 

. '* Plutarch says, in his Life of Lysander, tliat Aristo¬ 
tle observes ‘ that in general great geniuses are of a 
mdanciioly turn, and instances Socrates, Plato, and Uer- 
eules, (or Heraclitus,) os examples; and Lysander, 
though not while young, yet as inclined to it when ap¬ 
proaching towards age.’ Whether 1 am a genius or 
not, 1 have been called such by my friends as well a.s 
enemies, and in more countries and languages than one, 
and also within a no very long period of existence. Of 
my genius 1 can say nothing, but of niymelanclioly, that 
it is * increasing and ought to be diminished.’ But how ? 

“ I take it that most- men are so at bultoin, but that it 
is only remarked in the remarkable. The Duchessi; de 
Broglio, in reply to a remark of mine on the errors of 
olever people, said that ‘they were not worse than 
others, only, being more in view, more noted, esperially 
in all that could reduce them to tho rest, or raise the rest 
to them.’ In 1816 this was. 

“ In &ct, (I suppose that) if the follies of fools were 
att set down like those of the wise, the wise (who seem 
at present only a bettor sort of fools) would appear almost 
iutelligeot.” 

“ It is singular how soon we lose the impression of 
what ceases to be constantly before us: a year impairs ; 
a lustre obliterates. There is little distinct left without 
an effort of memory. Then, indeed, tlie lights are re¬ 
kindled for a moment; but wbo can be sure that iinagi- 
aalion is not the torchbearer ? Let any man try at i he 
end of ten years to bring before him the feature.s, or the 
mind, or the sayings, or the habits of his best friend, or 
his greateet man, (I mean his favourite, his Buonaparte, 
his this, that, or t'other,) and he will he surprised at the 
extreme confusion of his ideas. I speak confidently on 
this point, having always passed for one who liad a good, 
ty, an excellent memory. I except, indeed, our recol¬ 
lection of womankind; tliere is no forgetting them (and 
be d—d to them) any more than any other remarkable 
era, such as ‘ tlie revolution,’or ‘the plague,’ or ‘the 
invasion,’ or ‘ the comet,’ or ‘ the war’ of such and such 
an epoch,—being the favourite dates of mankind, who 
have so many blemnga in their lot, that they never make 
their calendars from them, being t(K> common. For in¬ 
stance, you see, ‘ the great drought,’ ‘ tho Tharac.« fro- 
Xen over,’ ‘the seven years’ war broke out,’ the ‘ Kng- 
lisb, or French, or Spanish revolution commenced,’ ‘ the 
LUbon earthquake,’ ‘ the Lima earthquake,’ ‘ the earth¬ 


quake of Calabria,’ ‘ the plague of London,’ ditto ‘of 
Constantinople,’ ‘the sweating sickness,’ ‘the yellow: 
fever of Philadelphia,’ &c. &c.. Ac.; but you don’t see ‘ the 
‘ abundant harvest,’ ‘the fine summer,’ ‘ the long peace,’' 
‘ the wealtliy spcculaliun,’ ‘ the reckle."i8 voyage,’ re¬ 
corded so emphatically ! By-thoway, there has been ’ 
a thirty year^ war and a aeventy yeara' war; was- there 
ever a aeventy or a thirty years’ peace? or was there 
cvern a day’s universal peace ? except perhaps in China, 
where they have found out the miserable happiness of a 
stationary and unwarliko mediocrity. And is all this 
because nature is niggard or savage, or mankind un¬ 
grateful ? Let philosojihers decide. 1 am none.” 

In general I do not draw well with literary men; not 
that I dislike them—but I never know what to say to 
them afier I have )>raisex] their last publication. There 
arc several exceptions, to be sure; but then they have 
either been men of the world, such as Scott and Moore, 
&c.; or visionaries out of it, such as Shelley, &c.: but 
your literary every-day man and I never went well in 
company, especially your foreigner, whom 1 never could 
abide; exceptGiordani, and—and—and—(I really can’t 
name any oilier)—I don’t remember a man among them 
whom I ever wislied to see twice, except perhaps Mez- 
zoplianti, who is a monster of languages, the Briareus of 
parts of speech, a walking Polyglolt, and more, who 
ought to have exi.stcd at the lime of the Tower of Ba¬ 
bel as universal interpreter. He is indeed a marvel- 
unassuming also. 1 tried him in all the tongues of 
which I knew a single oath, (or adjuration to the gods 
against post-boys, savages, Tartars, boatmen, sailors, 
pilots, gondoliers, niiileleors, camel-drivor.s, Velluririi, 
poslinaslcrs, posllioraes, pu.sl houses, post every thing,) 
and, egad! lie astounded me—even to ray English.” 

‘‘ ‘ No man would live his life over again,’ is an old 
and true saying which all can resolve for themselves. 
At the same lime, there arc probably moments in most 
men’s lives which they would live over the rest of life to 
regain ? Else why do we live at all ? because Hope 
recurs to Memory, both false but—but—but—but and 
this but drags on till—what ? I do not know : and who 
does ? He that died o’Wednesday ?” 

“ Alclbiadc.s is said to leave been ‘ succcs.sful in all 
his battles’—hut whfU battles? Name them! If you 
mention Cii-sar, or Hannibal, or Nafioleon, you at once 
rush upon J’harsalia, Munda, Alesia, Canriai, Thrasy- 
mene, Trchia, Lodi, Marengo, Jciin, Austerlitz, Fried- 
land, W'ugram, Mo.skwa: hut it is less easy to pitch 
upon the victories of Alcibiadcs; though they may be 
named too, Iboiigh not so readily as the Leucira and 
Manlin.a;a of Epaminondas, the Marathon of Millia- 
tles, the Salumis of Tliemisloeles, and the Thermopyiss 
of Leonidas. Yet, upon the whole, it may be doubted 
whether there be a name of antiipiily which comes down 
with such a general charm as that of Alcibiadcs. Whyrf 
I cannot answer. Who can?” 



REVIEW OF WORDSWORTH’S POEMS, 

TWO vohs. 1807.* 

(from “ MONTHLY LITERARY RECREATIONS,” FOR AVGUST, 1807.) 


The volumes before us are by the author of Lyrical 
Ballads, a collection which has not undeservedly met 
with a considerable share of public applause. The 
^characteristics of Mr. W.’s muse arc simple and flow¬ 
ing, though occasionally inharmonious verse, strong, and 
sometimes irresistible appeals to the feelings, with un¬ 
exceptionable sentiments. Though the present work 
may not equal his former cftorls, many of the poems 
possess a native elegance, natural and unaffected, totally 
devoid of the tinsel embellishments and abstract hyper¬ 
boles of several conleiiii>orary sonneteers. The last 
sonnet in the first volume, p. 152., is perhaps the best, 
witliout any novelty in the sentiments, which we hope 
are common to every Briton at the present crisis; the 
force and expression is that of a genuine poet, feeling as 
he writes:— 

“Anotliervear I auotlipr denilly lilow 1 
AiiKtliur niiphty empire ovorliiruvun ! 

And we arc left, or nbnll U‘ left, iilouo— 

The laat timt tlnrea to ntropcic with the ff>c. 

’Tie well!— from thin tlaji fiirweril we sliull know 
That in otirsclvcii <i'ir e.ilct v imiRt he soti^ht, 

That by our own richi-httmU it nni*!! he wrought; 

Tliiil we tniiHt Hliimi uiipnip’il. or lie litiil low. 

O dnatunl I whom siith lotrUistf iloth luit chcerl 
"Wenhnll cuiilt.it ihi> wlm iulc ihi limd 
Bfi men w)it> hold iu iiiiiiiy itiMr, 

’Wise, upriidit, vitliaiit, not a vciiul hund. 

Who arc to Jtitigr ol dancer which they fear. 

And honour which they do not iindentluad.” 

The .song at tlio Feast of Brougham Castle, tlie Se¬ 
ven Sisters, the Aliliction of Margaret-of——, 

possess all the beauties, and few of the defects, of this 
writer; the following lines from the last are in his first 
style:— 

“ Ah I lilllo doth tl't' younc one dream 
When full of ))lay <ujd clulihnh cuk-s, 

Whnt )H>wi:r hiiili e’en hie wildcat acreaiDi 
Heard by hia iiiuthrr tinawnrca : 

He knows it not, ho cannot ;'uckh : 

Yearn to a motlirr hrmf dmrcKd, 

But do nut lUoku her iuve the lewi.” 


* I hare becQ a raviewar. In 1807, in n. Mncaimc called ** Monthly 
Literary Kecrratioini,” I reviewed Wordaworili'a trash of that time. 
In the Monthly Review I wrote aomv articles wdiich vnere inaertedv 
Thu WM ia Uic latter port of HIU. 


The pieces least worthy of the author are those enti¬ 
tled “ Moods of my own Mind.” We certainly wiA 
these “ Moods” had been less frequent, or not permitted 
to occupy a place near works which only make their 
deformity more obvious; when Mr. W. ceases to pleaat, 
it is by “ abandoning” his mind to the most common¬ 
place ideas, at the same time clothing them in language 
nut simple, but puerile. What will any reader or 
auditor, out of the nursery, say to such namby-pamby 
as “ Lines written at tlic Foot of Brother’s Brid^?" 

“ The cock U crowing, 

Tile Bireani in flowing. 

The Binall binl* twiUer, 

The lake doth gliUer. 

The green field slecpii in the tun ; 

The oldpftt and youngeet, 

Are HI work with the iitrungatl j 
7 he cattle arc grazing, 

Their heads never raiemg, 

There are forty feeding like one. 

Like ail army defeated, 

I'hi; snow hath retrentedf 
And now doth fare ill, 

On the lop of tlie bare hill.” 

“ The plougli-boy i.s whooping anon, anon,” &c. &c. 
is in the same exquisite measure. This appears to us 
neither mure nor less than an imitation of such min- 
sirel.sy as soothed our cries in the cradle, with tlie ibriU 
ditty of 

” Ilcyde diddle, 

The cal uiid the iliidlo : 

7’lic cow juiop’d over the moon. 

7'lic iittlr dog laugh'd to see such sport, 

And the disli ran away with tlie spoon.” 

On the whole, however, with the exception of the 
above, and other innocent odes of the same cast, we 
think these volumes display a genius worthy of higher 
pursuits, and regret that Mr. W. cenfmes bis muse to 
such trilling subjects. We trust his motto will be in 
future, ‘ ‘ Paulo majora canamus.” Many, with inferior 
abilities, iiave acquired a loftier seat on Parnassus, 
merely by attempting strains in which Mr. Wordsworth 
is more qualified to excel. 


REVIEW OF GELT.’S GEOGRAPHY OF ITHACA, AND 
ITINERARY OF GREECE. 

, (from the “monthly review” for august, 1811.) 


That laudable curiosity concerning the remains of 
classical antiquity which has of late years increased 
among our countrymen, is in no traveller or author 
more conspicuous than in Mr. Gell. Whatever differ¬ 
ence of opinion may yet exist with regani to the success 
of the several disputauLs in the famous Trojan contro¬ 
versy,* or, indeed, relating to the present author’s 
merits as an inspector of the Troad, it must universally 

♦ Wf have it from the best authority that the veoerable Icadrr of thr 
Anti'Homeric sect, Jacob Bryoiit, arveral yearv hafort! bis dvadi, rx- 
lin^sed regret for his ungrateful attempt to destroy SLmi<> ol the niost 
pleasing auMoeiations of our youthful studies. Onu of bis last wishes 
wa»«^'TVi^cifue itunc etaree,” &«. 


be acknowledged that any work, which more forcibly 
impresses on our imaginations the scenes of heroic ac¬ 
tion, and the subjects of immortal song, possestei claima 
on the attention of every scholar. 

Of the two works which now demand our report, we 
conceive the former to be by far the most interesting to 
the reader, as the latter is indisputably the most ser¬ 
viceable to the traveller. Excepting, indeed, the run¬ 
ning commentary which it contains on a number of 
extracts from Pausanias and Strabo, it is, as the title 
imports, a mere itinerary of Greece, or rather of Argo- 
lis only, in its present circumstances. This being the 
case, surely it would have answered evoiy purpose of 



Wa REVIEW OP CELL’S GEOQBAPHT OP ITHACA. 


utility mtich better by being printed as e pocket roa< 
book of £hftl plot w Morea i ior a <|uarlo is a V' 
uaBanafeabie travelUng companion. The maps* a»' 
drawings, we shah be told, would not permit such 
amngemeot; but as to the drawings, they are not 
general to be admired as specimens of the art; an 
oeveral of them, as we have been assured by eye- wii 
nesses of the scenes which they describe, do not com 
pensate tor their mediocrity in point of execution, b 
any extraordinary fidelity of representation. Otheri 
indeed, are more ^ithful, according to our iiiformantf 
The true reason, howover, for this costly mode of publ 
cation Is in course to be found in a desire of gratilyin, 
&e public passion for large marmns, and all the luxiir 
of typography; and we have before expressed our di 
■atisfimtion with Mr. Gell’s aristocratical mode of com> 
DKmicating a specios of knowledge which ought to b< 
accessible to a much greater portion of classicdstudenti 
than can at present acquire it by his means ;-~but, ui 
fticb expostulations are generally useless, we shall be 
thankful for what we can obtain, and that in tlie mannci 
in whicli Mr. Goll has chosen to present it. 

The former of these volumes, we have observed, is 
tlje most attractive in the closet. It comprehends a j 
very full survey of the far^^fatned island which the hero 
of die Odyssey has immortalized; for we really are in- 
dined to think that the author has established the iden¬ 
tity of the modern Theaki with tlie Ithaca of Homer. 
At all events, if it be an illusion, it is a very agreeable 
deception, and is elTcctod by an ingenious interpretsition 
of the passages in Homer tiiat are supposed to be de¬ 
scriptive of the scenes which our traveller has visited. 
We shall extract some of those adaptations of the an¬ 
cient picture to tlie nK)dern scene, marking the points of 
resemblance which appear to bo straiiiod and forced, as 
well as those which are moro easy and natural: but wc 
must first insert some preliminary matter from the open¬ 
ing diapter. The following passage conveys a sort of 
general sketch of Uk) book, wluch may give our readers 
c tolerably adequate notion of its contents 

“The present work may adduce, hy a simple and cor¬ 
rect survey of the island, coincidences in Us geoi;raphy, 
in its natural productions, and moral state, hefore unno¬ 
ticed. Some will be directly pointed out; the fancy or in¬ 
genuity of the reader may be employed in tracing others ; 
the mind familiar with tho imagery of tlic Odyssey will 
recognise with satisfaction the scenes themHeives; and 
this volume is offered to the public, uul rmirely without 
hopes of vindicating the poem of Hcmin* fri>m the scepti¬ 
cism of those critics who imamne that ilie Ody^^sey is a 
more poetical comjxisiiion, unsupported by history, and 
unconnected with the localities of any particiibir niiuallon. 

“ Some have assertod ihat, in the r.omparison of places 
now existing with the dt-scriptioriH (jf Homer, wc ouglu not 
to expect c<»inridcnce in miiuite details ; yet It seems only 
by these that the kiiigdi»m oC Ulyssea, or any other, car. 
be identified, as, if such un idea bo adf%itted. every small 
and rocky ialund in lito Ionian Hea. containing a good pi>rL 
might, with equal plausibility, Resume the appellation of 
Ithaca. 

“ The Venetian geographers have in a great degree con¬ 
tribute to raise llmwo di*nbia which have existed (»n the 
identity of tho modern with the anciciit Ithaca, by giving, 
In their charts, tito name of Val di Compare to the Island. 
That name is, however, totally unknown in the country, 
where the isle is invariably called Ithaca by liic upper 
ranks, and Theaki by the vulirar. The Venetians have 
equally corrnpted the name of almost every place in 
Greece; yet, as the natives of E)mctos or Maup'actos never 
heard of Lepanto, (hose of Zuryotlnts of /ante, or tin; 
Athenians of Settines, it would be as unfair to rob Ithaca 
of its name, on such authority, as it would )>o to assicrt 
that no such island existed, because no tolorabJo repreaen- 
UUlon of ita form can be found in the Venetian surveys. 

**The rare medals of the island, of which three are 
represented in the tille-page, might bo adduced as a proof 
that the name of ithaca was not lost during the reigns of 


* Or, *«th«r, Map ; for we here only oue in thn voliim**, unci Ibitt u 
00 too omaiiaseale to|^vcinor« (iutna Mneral iUen ot Uh* n lntive pvti* 
Uon of Tbe excvuw alxHit k nir);iT itiaii uul fuUUn^ well ta 

(Httag { SM, for insUace, Utoautbor’i owu luap of Itltacs. 


the Knman emperora. They have the head of ITIynee, 
r6Ci>sni.>o(l by the pUeura, or pointed cap, while the re- 
verse of one presenta the figure of a cock, the emblem of 
his vigilance, with the legenil leaKllN. A few of tbeae 
meiJula are preeorved in the cabinets^ of the eurioue, and 
one alao, with the cock, found in the island, ie in the poe- 
seasiari of Signor Za vo, of Batlii. The uppermoal coin ia 
in the collection of Dr.Hiiiitor; the second ia copied from- 
Newman, and the third is tho property of R. P. Knight, 
E.s(|. 

“ Several inscrijuions, which will be hereafter produced, 
will ipml t'» the confirmation of the idea that Itasca was 
, inhabheil about the time vvlieu the RomftiiB were ma-nters 
of Greece; yet tliero is every reason to believe that lew, 
if any, of the present propi'ietors of the soil arc descended 
from ancestors who had long resided successively In the 
island. Even those who lived, at the time of Ulysses, In 
Ithaca, seem to liavc been on the point of emittrattng to 
Argos, and no ciiief remained, after the second in descend 
from that hero, worthy of being recorded in history. It 
appears that the Isle has been twice colonised firom Cepha- 
Jonia iti modern times, and I was informed that a grant 
had been made by (he Venetians, entitling each settler in 
Ithaca to as much land os his circumsumces would enable 
'lim to cultivate.** 

Mr. Gell then proceeds to invalidate tho atithorit/ of 
irevious writers on the subject of Ithaca. Sir George 
Wheeler and M. Ie Chevalier fall under his severe 
animadversion; and, indeed, according to his account, 
[either of those gentlemen had visited the island, and 
lie doscription of the latter is “ absolutely too absurd 
jr refutation.’* In another place, he speaks of M. Ie 
. “ disgracing a work of such merit by tlie introduction 
if such fabrications;” again, of the inaccuracy of the 
ithor’s maps; and, lastly, of his inserting an island at 
ho southern entry of the Channel between Cephalonia 
nd Ithaca, which lias no existence. This observation 
cry nearly approaches to tho use of that monosyllable 
'liich Gibbon,* without expressing it, so adroitly a^K 
lied to some assertion of his antagonist, Mr. Davies. 

11 truth, our traveller’s words arc rather biller towards 
lis brother tourist: but wc must concludo that their 
ustice warrants their severity. 

In the second chapter, tlie author describes his landit^ 
n Ithaca, and arrival at the rockKorax and the foun- 
ain Aretimsa, as he designates it with sufficient posi- 
ivcncss.—This rock, now known by the name of Korax, 
r Koraka Petra, he contends to bo the same with that 
hicli Homer mentions as contiguous to the habitation 
r Kuinams, tho faitlifu) swine-herd of Ulysses.—We 
hall take iho liberty of adding to our extracts from 
dr. Gull somo of tho passages in Homer to which he 
e/ers only, conceiving this to be the fairest method of 
xhibiting tho strength or the weakness of his argument. 
Ulysses,” be observes, “ came to the extremity of tho 
lie to visit Eumams, and that extremity was the tnost 
mthern; fiir Telemachus, coming from Pylos, touched 
t the first souUi-eastem part of lilunca with the same 
ntontion.” 

Kim tot* p' Kitteog jroflti' #;vny* 

Aynn irr' MxarirfV. Mi Aojfiara vat: avfimrt^S' 

KtfO' ijX'lfi' i'ti’S ’* Wfioi»>, 

'Kk rivM i/iMffitivToiy lent' ffvv I'lji ^c>atv/r 

'Oivcvu' lyp 

/ti/ 1' ffowTjji' aK-'tiv 'lOaKti^A'I'ueijat 

N»/o ftri' noAiJf^rf)! I'rti tfm itavra^ iraipovs' 

*Avto^6i trowTi-a ct‘i''uintv itoai,‘’tKsir<pai, 

. T. X. 0, 

These oitations, we think, appear to juatif, the author 
t his attempt to identify the aituation of his rock and 
lUiitain with the place of those mentioned by Homer, 
iiit let us now follow him in the closer description of tbe 
cone.—After some account of tbe subjects in the plate 
iftixcd, Mr. Geli remarks: “It is impossible to visit 
lis sequestered spot without being struck with the re- 
ollection of tlie Fount of Arethusa and the rock Korax, 
'hich the poet mentions in tlie same line, adding, that 


* Ren hi* Vinilicatlon of the IStfa And Idtb duint«r« of tb* JOeeibia 
d yult, \c. 
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swmo eat tno acorns, and drank the 
black water.’* 

rov yt irvtvtn nt^q^p^vov' ol vsiiovfm 
nao no^xos ntrqii, bti rt Kpjfvj) Upidiwn, 

^>dwr<i( /SoAavov fttvotuaa, km /ttKav iiwp 

ntWKTOf »0dvw«f N. 

“ Having paabed somo dme at the fountain, taken 
drawing, and made the noeessoryobHervaiioHsoniboaiti 
ation of the plmw, we i^ocoedeil to an exaniliiatiou <if th 
precipice, climbing over ilie tcrrnces above the wuirce 
am<»ng tjliiid^ fig-irees, which, )l(^wovp^, did not prcvei, 
us frora feeling the powerfuj effects of tlio mi(l-<hiy aua 
After a short but fatiguing ascent, wo arrived at tlio rock, 
which exientls in a vuat perpendicular acmicircle, heauti 
fully fringed with trees, facing to the south-enst. Unde 
the crag we fi»und two caves of imuuisideralde extent, thi 
•entrance of one of whicii, not dilhculi of acces.s, i.s seei 
in iho view of the fount. They ai e still tfic resort of f-heo 
• and goals, and in one of them arc small natural recep 
lacle*< for the water, covered by a staliigniilic incrustatioi 

‘‘Those caves, being at the extremity of tli« curv 
f«»rmocl hy the precipice, open toward the south, anti pro 
sent us with another accompaiiiinent to the fount of Are 
thusa, mentioned by the ]>oct, who Informs us tliat the 
ewinclierd Eum eua left his guests in the luiiisu, wliils 
he, putting tm a thick garment, went (o Blee}i near tin 
herd, under the ludlow of the rock, which sheltered hhi 
from the nortJicrn blast. Now we know that ibe herd fee 
near the hmnt; for Minerva tells lHysscs that lio is to gc 
first to Eninanis, whom he Nliotdtl find with the swine, 
near the rock Kurax and the fbimr of Arcthasa. As the 
HWinethen fed at the louniain, s(* it is nm'j?-s:iry that a 
cavern sliouid be finnid in its vji.inity ; and this seoms to 
c<*incido, in dislanctt and situation, with that of rh»5 jmein. 
Near the foniii also was the fold or snithnios of Kunia-.os ; 
for the gedde.ss inloriiis IJlys.ses that he should find his 
faithful servant at or almve iho fount. 

“ Now the hero meets tiie swiuehenl close to the fold, 
wliicli was C(»nft<Mnu*iUly very near that source. At tin*. 
Km of till! rock, and Just aliove iho spot where the water* 
fall shoots down the preeipie.t:, is at this ilay a siagni or 
pastoral tlwellirifi, which the herdsmen of liliaca siili in¬ 
habit, on aec.tmnl td' tln^ water necessary fT ibeir euttle. 
One <if llii'se jviojilc walked «m the verge of the pn-cijiice 
at the time (»r«iur visii i(» ihe place, and seemetl so anxioiis 
to know how we had been conveyeil to ihe '■jmii, ihat his 
ciKpuricH reinimbsl us (»f a tjuiMion probably not uneoiii- 
irion in the days of IJ()mor, wlu> more than onee rt'pre- 
«ents the Itliarcnce.s deiuanding of siratiiiers what sbip 
had bruuyht tlieni to the island, it beiu"’ evident they 
could not e.omeon Iota. He told us that there was, on (he 
Bumrnit wlu-re be stood, a Hiii.dl cistern of Wiiter, and a 
kulyboa,or sliephcid’.-: hni. There are als(> ve.slii'es "f 
ancient hnbilalioiis, and the ])]act' is now called Amariuliia. 

“ Convenience, as well us salety, seems to have j’onited 
out the loftv situalionol'Amarutliia as a fit place fur the 
rcHideiic.o of the herd.smeo of this fwiri of tin? Inland IVom 
the earl mat ages. A siiiali soiirec/ol'w'ater is a treasure 
ill ihcse climaiU 2 i; and if the inhabitants of libaea now 
select a ruggod and elevated spot, to •••ecnr«‘ them Irom 
the rohber.s <»f the Kcbintidc'’, it is to bo re.-olleeted that 
the Taphian piraie.s were not less hirini'Uibloj i-ven in the 
days of Ulysjius. and that a r<*sidch(:e in ibo solitary part 
of the island, fur from ll»c lorlrcss, and close to a cele¬ 
brated fouiiiam, must at uil times iu<\e been daiigeroua, 
without some such security ns tlio nn’ks »>f Korax. In- 
dee.tl,.there can lie no doubt that the hmisc of Fannanm 
was on the top of the iirecipice; for Uly-^-es, hi order to 
evince the truth of his story to the swmuherd, d('.>'iri‘M to 
be liirown IVmri the sutninii if his narruiimi does not prove 
corrtjci. 

“^ear tln^ bottom of the prccijuce is a curious natural 
gallery, about scvoii feet bigh, which is exjiressed in (he 
]ihuc. It may h« fairly presiitned, fioi»the very remark* 
able coiticidenec t>eiwccn this (dace and the Homeric a<'- 
cotint, that this was tlie scene dosienuted by tlie poet as 
the foviutuin of Areihusa, aiul the rcsitlonre of Emuieus; 
utid, perlin|»s, It would he itn}H)SHilde to find another spot 
which hears, at this day, so strong a reHcniblauco to a 
plic desiTiption composed at a period so very remote. 
n*ro is no other foumain in this part of the islanil, nor 
any rock which bears the slightest resemhiance to the 
Korax of Ilonicr. 

“ Tim Kaihmos of the good Einmcuii apiM'urs to have 
been little difforenr, cuher in use or conHirnciion, from the 
MHgni and kalybeu of the present day. The poet express¬ 
ly lueniious thul other lierdsinuu drove thuir Hocks into 


• “ l),*c»Mr.Orll lritii*i..lM li^rn llu- t.uliji! 

BY(^didmikri:nat«<if mixMkr, /aivAtucMuhimhi iti)i)M‘reu<tmn(«uas«m 

but gftUan*, •» UwroKK ba* given it. 
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the city at ii<m»Bt,—a euetom which MtU provaila thrtmeh 
out Greece Uarlng the winter, and that was the aeeeott in 
I which Ulysses visited Euidqdus. Yst Hooter accounM fiwp 
this (leviatiou from the prevailing custom, by observing 
that he had roilred from the city to avoid the auhore o? 
Penelope. These trifling occurrences afford a strong pre- 
Burnption that the Ithaca of Homer was something more 
than the creature of his own fancy, as some have sup¬ 
posed it; lor though the grand omlino of, a fable may be 
easily imagined, yet the consistent adaptation of minute 
incidents to a long and elaborate faU^ehood Is a task of the 
most arduous and complicated nature.’* 

After this long extract, by which we have endea¬ 
voured to do justice to Mr. GelPs argument, wo cannot 
allow room for any farther quotations of such extent; 
and we must offer a brief and imperfect analysis of tiie 
remainder of the work. 

In tlie third chapter, the traveller arrives at the capi¬ 
tal, and in ihe fourth, be describes it in an agreeable 
manner. We select his account of the mode of cele¬ 
brating a Christian festival in the Greek church 

We were prci it at the celebration of the feast of the 
Ascension, when (he eiij7.eiiH apjiesred ju their gayest 
dresses, nnd suJuiod each other in the streets with dcnion- 
strntions of pleasure. As we saio at breakfast in (ho house 
if Eigiinr Za l o, u e. were suddenly roused hy the djselmrge 
if a gun, succeeded by a tremeudous crash of jiouery, 
ivhich loll on the (iics, steps, and pavements, in every ni- 
ectioi). 'J’lie bells of tin- nuinorous chnrcbes commenced 
lisconlant jingle; colours w^ere hoisted on every 
i<'i>iin the ]H)U, ami a general shout of joy announceti 
inu' great event. Our ho.st ndbrnied us tliat the (oust of 
he Asceji'ina was auntmJJy commemorated in this man- 
mr at llathi, the populace exclaiming av*?nj o Xfi;os, sX-q- 
liVGs w *^* 05 , Christ is risen, tlie true God.” 

In another passage, ho continues this account as fol- 
,w.s;—“In the eveiuiig of the festival, tlio inhabitanta 
ianced before Iboir houses; and at one we saw the 
igurc wliidi is »iaid to have been first used by the youths 
lid virgiriH of Delos, at the happy return of Theseus 
rom the expedition of the Cretan Dabyrintli. It has now 
)st much of tliat intricacy which was supposed lo al- 
ido to die windings of the habitalitm of the Minotaur,’* 
htc. &c. This is rather too much for even the iiiflexi- 
e gravity of our censorial must'.los. When the author 
.Iks, with all the realih/ (if we may use the exjiresaion) 
fa Lenipriero, on the stories of the fabulous ages, we 
[innot n^irain from indulging a momentary smile; nor 
!an we seriously accompany liim in die learned archi- 
fecUiral detail by which he eiidetivour.s lo give us, from 
tlie Olyssey, tiie ground-plot of the house of Ulysses,— 
of which he actually offers a plan in drawing! ** show¬ 
ing liow the description of the house of Ulysses in the 
Odyssey may be supposed lo corresjiorid widi (he tluiii- 
dutioiiK yet visible on tho hill of A Uo!”—Oh, Foote! 
Foote! why are you lost lo such inviting Hubjects for 
your ludicrous |M^'neil! In his account of this cele¬ 
brated mansion, Mr. Geli says, one side of tho court 
Keciii.<i! to have Ih'cii occupied by die Thalamos, or sleep¬ 
ing apailineids of die men, &c. kc .; and, in confirmation 
of this hypothesis, he refbrs to dm lOih Odyssey, lino 
(MO. On oxamining his roferonce, wo road, 

JC; doAtf/iov’ r’Uvm, km inijiijfuvut ivv^s" 
where Ulysses records an invifali<in which he received 
from Circe to lake a jiart of her bed. How this illiis- 
ratos the above conjecture, wo are at a loss t4> divine; 
but we suppose that some numerical orr^r has occurred 
in die reference, as we have delected a trifling mistake 
or two of the same imturu. 

Mr. G. labmirs hard to identify the cave (d* Dexia, 
nearBadii (tiie capital of die island), with the groUu 
of the Nymphs described in tlie I3lh Odyssey. We 
arc dis|sjKcd to grant that he has surxctMjcd: but wo 
cannot iiere enter into the pruols by which ho su{>|>orU 
bis opinion; and wo i^n mily extract one of die con¬ 
cluding stiitonces of tho chapter, wlimh appears to us 
candid and judicious 
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“ Whxever opinion may be formed aa to the Identity I 
of the care of Dexia with the eretto of the Kymphe, it u i 
filir to elate, that Strabo posinvely assertg that no such J 
care ae that deecribed by Homer exiated in hie time, and 
that geographer thought It better to aaaign a physical 
change, rather than ignorance in Homer, to account fur a 
difference which he imagined to exist between the Ithaca 
Of hie time and that of the poet. But Strabo, who was 
an uncommonly accurate observer with respect to coun- 
Iries surveyed by himself, appears to have been wretch¬ 
edly misled by his Informers on many occasions. 

‘‘That Strabo had never visited this country is evident, 
not only from his inaccurate account of it, but from Ids 
citation of Appollodorus and Scepsius, whose relaiinmi 
are in direct opposition to each other on the subject of 
Ithaca, aa wiU w demonstrated on a future opportunity.” 

We must, however, observe that “ demonstration” is 
a strong term.—In his description of the Leucadian 
Promontory (of which we have a pleasing representation 
in the plate), the author remarks that it is “ celebrated 
for the Iscp of Sappho, and the death of Artemisia.” 
Prom this variety in the expression, a reader would 
hardly conceive that both the ladies perished in tlie 
same manner: in fact, the sentence is as proper as it 
would be to talk of the decapitation of Russull, and tlic 
death of Sidney. The view from this promontory in¬ 
cludes the island of Corfu; and the name suggests to 
Mr. Gell the following note, which, though rather irre¬ 
levant, is of a curious nature, and we therefore con¬ 
clude our citations by transcribing it 

“ It has been generally supposed that Corfu, or Corcyra, 
was the Phnacia of Homer : but Sir Henry Kni lt lielil 
thinks the msitinn of that isinnd. iiieoiisistent with itie 
voyage of Ulyasoa as dcac.ribed in the Odyssey. Tliat 
gentleman has atsn observed a number id such remarkable 
cnincidencea between the courts of Alcinous and Sotomori, 
that they may be tliouglit curious ami interusthig. Homer 
was familiar witli tlie names uf Tyre, Sidon, and Kgypt; 
and, as he lived about the time el' Solomon, it would* not 
have been extraordinary if he had inmtdnced sumo aecnitnt 
of the inagnifieenco uf tliat I'rincc into his poeni. As 
Solomon was famous Ibr wisdom, so the iiainn of Alcinous 
slghiiies strength td* knowledge; as the trtirdetts of Solo¬ 
mon were celebrated, so are tlioao of Alcinous (Od. 7. 
112.); as the kitigdom of Solomon was distloguisiti'd by 
twelve tribes utider twelve |iriitc(ts (1 Kings clt. 4), s i that 
of Alciitous (Od. 8. 390) Wat riiltsi by an etjittii ttnntlter; 
as the Ihrottc of Solomon was t.n|,)t'.rted by Itons of gold 
(1 Kings, ch. In), BO that uf Alcimnis was plaeod ott dog. 
of silver and goiil (Od. 7. 91); as the Heels of Solomon 
were famous, so wore ihoso of Alcinous. It ts jieiltit];.' 
worthy of remark, that Neptiine stite ott the mouniatti.. tti' 
the SoLYMi, as ho returiieil from /Ktliiopla to TK tii, ivltiie 
be raised the tempest which throw IJlysstt.-i oti tlie cttn't 
of Fhatacia; attd that the Solytiti of Pantpltiliu are very 
considerably distant from the route.—TIte sitsptcious cha¬ 
racter, also, which Nausicaa attrilmlcs to her l•<)UlllryIn;ln 
agrees precisely with that wlticb the Greeks and Homans 
gave of the Jews.’’ 

The seventh chapter contains a description of the 
Monastery of ICathara, and several adjacent places. 
The eighth, among other curiosities, fixes on an imagi¬ 
nary site for the farm of Laertes: but tliis is the agony 
of conjecture indeed!—and the ninth ciiapter mentions 
another Monastery, and a rock still called the school of 
Homer. Some sepulchral inscriptions of a very simple 
nature are included.—The tenth and last chapter brings 
us round to the Port of Schomus, near Bathi; aAcr we 
have completed, seemingly in a very minute and accurate 
manner, the tour of tlie island. 

We can ce^inly recommend a perusal of this volume 
to every lover iff classical scene and story. If we may 
indulge the pleasing belief that Homer sang of a real 
kingdom, and that Ulysses governed it, though wo dis¬ 
cern many feeble links in Mr. Getl’s chain of evidence, 
we are on the whole induced to fancy that this is the 
Ithaca of the bard and of the monarch. At all events, 
Mr. Gell has enabled every future traveller to form a 
dearer judgment on the questinn than he could have 
estabiished without soefa a “ Vademecum to Ithaca,” 
or a “ Have with /iw, to the House of Ulysses,” as the 


present. With Homer in his pocket, and Gell en his 
sumpter-horse or mule, the Odyssean tourist may now 
make a very classical and delightful excursion; and we 
doubt not that the advantages accruing to the Ilfaacences, 
from the increased number of travellers who will visit 
them in consequence of Mr. Gell’s account of ihek 
country, will induce them to confer on that gentleman 
any heraldic honours which they may have to bestow, 
should be ever look in upon them again ,—Barm Bath 
would be a pretty title:— 

" Hoe Ubacai , et magno mereentur 

For ourselves, we confess that all our old Grecian feel¬ 
ings would be alive on approaching the fountain of 
Melainudros, where, as the tradition runs, or as tb) 
priests relate, Homer was restored to sight. 

Wo now come to the “ Grecian Patterson,” or 
** Cary,” which Mr. Gell has begun to publish; and 
really he has carried the epic rule of concealing die 
person of tlie author to as great a length as either of 
the above-mentioned heroes of itinerary writ. We bear 
nothing of his hair-breadth’scapes” by sea or land; 
and we do not even know, for the greater part of his 
journey through ArgoUs, whether he relates what he 
lias seen or what ho has hoard. From other parts of 
the book, we find the former to be the case: but, though 
there have been tourists and “ strangers’* in oilier coun¬ 
tries, who have kindly permitted their readers to learn 
rather too much of their sweet selves, yet it is possible 
to carry delicacy, or cautious silence, or whatever it 
may Ite called, to the contrary extreme. We think that 
Mr. Gell has &Uon into this error, so op{H)8ite to that 
of his numerous brethren, it is offensive, iiicJeed, to 
lie told what a man has eaten for dinner, or how paihctlc 
he was on certain occasions; but we like to know that 
there is a being yet living who describes the scones to 
which he introtluces us; and that it is not a iikto 
translation from Strabo or Pausanias wliich wo aro 
leading, or a commentary on those authors. This n - 
(leclion leads us to the concluding remark in Mr. (lell’.s 
preface (by much the most interesting part of his book) 
to his Itinerary of Greece, in which he thus expreswes 
himself:— 

“ The fonlhsion of the modern with the ancieut nam«‘» 
of places in this volume is ah;tolntrly uiuivoitiabie ; iht-y 
.‘ire, however, rnentionod in such aninnoer, ih/it tlie muicr 
will soon hr: uccuHtoniod to the initlKcriinihutr nse ot'tlicin. 
Tlie iiccf SHiiy of* apptyirni: tJic nnrieiit appclJuli'Jiiv to the 
difiereut mules, will he evident iVoni iho loial ii.mor.incc 
of llip piitihc on the subject of ihe moderu ir;mrs. wiiich, 
having never appeared in prhtl, are only known to the 
few iudividoala who have visiUMl the eouniry. 

“ What could Ujipear less jntcUigihJo to tlic ie;idcr, or 
less useful to tho traveller, than a roii'c from (ihione and 
Zaracca to Kulchukniadi, from thence to Kraliaia to 
Schasnochorio, and by the mills of Peali, while every one 
is in some degree aciiuaintcd with (he name'* of Brympha- 
lus, !Neinca, Myccnas, Lyrceia, Lerna, and Tegea 

Although this may be very true inasmuch as it relates 
to the rcador, yet to the traveller wo must observe, in 
opposition to Mr. Gell, that nothing can bo less lyniful 
than the designation of his route according to the ancient 
names. We mi|ht as woU, and with as much chance 
of arriving at the placo of our destination, talk to a 
Hounslow post-boy about m^ing haste to Auffwda, as 
apply to our Turkish guide in modem Greece for a di¬ 
rection to Stymphalus, Nemoa, Mycenw, &c. &c. 
This is neither more nor less than classical affectation; 
and it renders Mr. Gelfs bo(^ of much more confined 
use dian it would odterwise have beenbut we have 
some other and mcH'e important romarks to make on hia 
general directions to Grecian tourists; uid we heg 
leave to assure our readers that they are derived from 
travellers who have lately visited Greece. In the first 
place, Mr. Gell is absedutely incautious enough to re¬ 
commend an interference on the part of EngUtdi travel¬ 
lers with the Minister at the Porte, in behalf of the 
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Greeks. “ The folly of such neglect (p^ 16. preface,) court.—Mr. Gell mentions g(M mines in Greece: he 
in many instances, where the emancipaticm of a district should have specified their situalkm, as it certainly is 
might often be obtained by the present of a snufiT-box or not universally known. When, also, he remarks that 
a watch, at Constantinople, and vyithoui the amaUeBt “ the first article of necessity in Greece is a firman, or 
danger of eafciting the jealousy of such o court as that order from the Sultan, permitting the traveller to pa s s 
of TStrkey, will be acknowledged wh^ we are no unmolested,” we ore much misinformed if ho be right, 
longer able to rectify the error.** We have every rea- On the contrary, we believe this to be almoirt the only 
son to believe, on the contrary, that the folly of half a part of the Turkish dominions in which a firman is not 
dozen travellers taking this advice, might bring us into necessary; since the passport of the P«^ is absolute 
a war. ** Never interfere with any thing of the kind,** within his territory (according to Mr. G.’s own adrais- 
is a much sounder and more politi<^ suggestion to all sionl, and much more effectual than a firman.—Mo- 
English travellers in Greece. ncy,” he remarks, ** is easily procured at Salontca, or 

Mr. Gell apologises for the introduction of his pa- Patrass, whore the English have Consuls.** It is mu<d) 
noraroic designs,*’ as he calls them, on the score of the bettor procured, wo understand, from the Turkish go- 
great difficulty of giving any tolerable idea of the face vernors, who never charge discount. The Consuls for 
of a country in writing, and the ease with which a very he English are not of the most magnanimous order of 
accurate knowledge of it may be acquired by maps and iireeks, and far from being so liberal, generally speak- 
panoramic designs. We aro lnfi)rmed that this is not ing; although there ore, in course, some exceptions, 
the case with many of thrae designs. The small scale and Striine of Patrass has been more honourably men- 
of the single map we have alre^y censured; and we tioned.—After having observed that ^‘horses seem the 
have hinted that some of the drawings are not remarka- best mode of conveyance in Greece,** Mr. Gell ;vo- 


ble for correct resemblance of their originals. The two 
nearer views of the Gate of the Lions at MyceniB arc 
indeed good likenesses of their subject, and the first of 
them is unusually well executed; but the general view 
d[ Mycenm is not more than tolerable in any resftect; 
and the prospect of Larissa, &c. is barely equal to the, 
former. The view from tliis last place is also indiffer¬ 
ent; and we are positively assured that there are no 
wmdows at Nauplia which look like a box of dominos, i 
—the idea suggested by Mr. Gell’s plate. We must| 
not, however, be too severe on tliese pictur«tque baga-; 
tellcs, which, probably, were very liasty sketdies; and 1 
the circumstances of weather, &c. may have occasioned 
some difference in the appearance of the same objects 
to different spt^ciators. Wc shall therefore return to 
Mr. GeU*s preface; endeavouring to set him right in 
his directions to travellers, where we think that he is 
erroneous, and adding what appears to have been omitted. 
In his first sentence, lie makes an assertion whicii is by 
no means correct. Ho says, “ tVe arc at present as 
ignorant of Greece, as of the interior of Africa.” 
Surely not quito so ignorant; or sevt*ral of our Grecian 
Mungo parka have travelled in vain, and some very 
sumptuous works have Imen piibliNhed to u(» purpose! 
As wo prrKjccd, we find the autlior <»hserving that 
“ Athens is rwu> the most fjolished city of Greece,” 
when we believe it lobe tl»o nn)St barbarous, oven to a 
proverb— 

’P irpeoTt} Xw(hi, 

is a cotiplot of reproach now applied to this once fiimous 
city; whose inhabitants scorn little worthy of the in¬ 
spiring call which was addressed to them within those 
twenty years, by the celebrated Riga:— 

Acfrs raises tuiv KAAi^voiv—k. t. X. 

Tannina, the capital of Epirus, and t!>e. seat of Ali Pa¬ 
cha^ government, m in truth deserving of the honours 
which Mr, Gell has improperly hcst(iwei) on degraded 
Athens. As to the correctness of the remark coucorn- 
ing the fashion of wearing the hair cropped in Moloaaia, 
as Mr. Gell informs iis, our authorities cannot depose: 
but why will he use the classical term of Eleiithero- 
I.acones, when that people are so much bolter known by 
their nKjdcm name of Mainotes? “ The court of tlic 
Pacha of Tri|»oli7.7V* is said to realise the splendid 
visions of tho Arabian Nights.” Tliis is tnio with re¬ 
gard to thocour/.’ but surely the traveller ought to have 
added that the city and palace arc most miserable, and 
form an extraordinary contrast to the splendour of the 


• We write U»<we lioeii fr(»fn U»r rfritation cf Uie triierilpr^ to ^ 
we b«Pi> ^Hurled; Nit we cMiiwt emirlt ftir the eorreetiiens ot Uie ftoi 


coeds: Some travellers would prefer an English sad¬ 
dle ; but a saddle of this sort is always objected to by 
he owner of the horse, and ma uithout reoBon,^ Ac. 
This, we learn, is far from being the case; and, indeed, 
for a very simple reason, an English saddle must seem 
0 he preierablc to one of the country, because it is 
much lighter. When, too, Mr. Gell calls the postUion 
‘ Mcnzilgi,” he mistakes him fcM* his betters: SerrU" 
geca are {>osti!ions; MensUgis are postmasters:—Our 
raveller was fortunate in his Turks, who are hired to 
walk by tho side cf the baggage-horses. They ** are 
certain,** he says, ‘‘of performing their engagement 
without grumbling.” We apprehend that this is by no 
moans certain ;—but Mr. Gell is perfectly right in pro- 
erring a Turk to a Greek for this purpose ; and in his 
general recommendation to t^c a Janissary on the 
tour: who, we may add, should be suffered to act as he 
deasrs, sirice nothing is to he done by gentle means, or 
‘ven by offers of money, at Uic places of accommoda- 
ion. A courier, to be sent mi before to the place at 
which the traveller intends to sleep, is indispensable to 
uimfort : hut no tourist slKHild be misled by the author’s 
uivicif to suffer tlie Greeks to gratify ihcir curiosity, in 
x'rriiitiing tlmm to remain for sonic time about him on 
his arrival at nn inn. They should be removed as soon 
IIS jiossibic; f»r, as to Ihe remark thru “ no stranger 
ivr»il<l think of intruding when a room is f»re-occttpied,” 
mr informants were not so well eonvinewi of that fact. 

^’hough wc have made, tlie alwve I'.vnrpfions to tho 
accuracy of Mr. (iidl’s information, wc are most ready 
justice to ll»c genera! utility of his directions, and 
;an certainly concede the praise which he is desirous 
>f obtaining,—namely, “ »»f having facilitated tho re¬ 
searches of future travclIiTR, by affording that kx»I 
information which it was before impossible to obtain.” 
I’fiis hook, indood, is absolutely necessary to any person 
dio wishes to explore the Morca advantageoudy ; and 
we hope that Mr. Gell wull continue his Itinerary over 
that and every other part of Greece. He allows that 
his volume “ is only calculated to become a botdc of re¬ 
ference, and not of general entertainment:” but we do 
nr)t s(;c any reason a^inst the compatibility of both 
dijects in a survey of the most celebrated country of 
lie ancient world. To that country, we trust, the at- 
ention not only (ff our traveilers, but of our legislakvs, 
will hereafter he directed. The greatest caution will, 
induefl, be required, as we have premised, in toudiing 
m 60 (Mieate a subject as tlie amelioration of the 
^semioas of an ally: but the field fiir the exercise of 
^mlitical sanity is wide and inviting in this portitm of 
he globe; and Mr. Gell, and all other writeni who 
:crest us, however remotely, in its extraordinary otfp* 
(uiitira, deserve well of tlie British empire. Wo shidi 



276 REVIEW OF GELL’S GEOGRAPHY OF ITHACA. 

omolude by an exbuct from the author’s work: which. “ The city of Tlryns is also placed in two difoeftt 

•uTAn if 4. falla rf araitina f4.«* latiiah tions, oDCo iiy its OrBok naiiiB, ttinl Btfain Bs 1 IrjrDtnuB. 

wren tf it fads of exciting that general interest which The mistake between the islande of Spli.wia and dalBura 

we hope mtwt earnestly it may attract, towards its im- heen noticed in pa.ee Vib. The Pontinus, wliich D’An- 
portaot subject, cannot, as he justly obserres, “ be en- vllle n prescnis as a river, and the Erasiniis are equally 
tirdy uninteresting to the scholarsince it is a work Hi placed in his map. There was a place called Creopoiis, 

“ which sives him a Ihithfal descrintion of the remains somowhere u.ward Cjnouria; hut its situation is not easily ' 
gives mm a laitntoi oescription ol tne remains The ports called Bucephalium and Pireeus spem to 

of ciUes, the very existence of which was doubtful, as hay^ been nothing more than little bays in the country 
they perilled before the era of authentic history.” The between Corinth and Epidaurut. The town called Atbe- 
suhjoined tjuotation is a good specimen of the author’s h®, in Cynouria, by Fausanias, Is called Anthena by 
minul^ss rf res^rch as a topographer; and we trust of D’AnviUa will be found more 

tlttt tne credit wnicn must accrue to him from the accurate than those which have been published since his 
present performance will ensure the completion of his time; indeed the mistakes of that geographer are in ge- 
Itinerary}— could not be avoided without visitinr the 

^ country. Two errors ofD’Anvjlle may be memioneJ, lest ^ 

, » s. V s. a 1 . j I Ik® opportunity of publishing tJie itinerary of Arcadia 

The inaccuracies of the luaps of Anacharsis are in should never occur. The first is, that the rivers Maiaitas 
many respect very giarmg. The situation of PhJiua is and Mylaon, near Methydrium, are ropresented as run- 
marked by Strabo as surromided by the tornioriea of toward the south, whereas they flow nonhwards to 
Steyon, Argos, Cjeonce. and Stymphalus. Mr. Hawkins theJLadon: and tlie second is, that the Aroanius, which 
oMsrvea, that Pmius, the ruins of which stiil exist near alls into the Eryinanihun at Psojihts, is represented as 
Agios Oiorgios, lies in a dhect line tieiweeu Cleonos and flowing from the lake of Pheneos; a mistake which arises 
Stymphalus, and another from Sicyou to Argos; eu that from the ignorance of the ancients tiiemeclves w'iio have 
Suabo was correct m spying that it lay between those four written on the subject. The fact is that the Ladon receives 
^wns } y®t we see Phlius, in the map of ArgoJis by M. jln* -paters of the lakes of Orchomem»B and Pheiieos : but 
^bie Qu Became, placed ten miles to the nonh of Styni* Aroaftius rises at a spot not two hours distant from 
phalus, contradicting both history and lack DUnville is paophis.’’ 
guilty of the same error. ' ’ ’ 

him Phaontt?Tth?“rfm“olTaad”?^^^^^^ I" furtherance of our principal object in this critique, 

of Drepano: there are not at present any ruins there. have only to adii a wish that some of our Grecian 
The maps of D’An vllle are generally more correct than tourists, among the fresh articles of information ctm- 
any others where ancient geography is emicorneU. A mis- ceming Greece which they have lately imported, would 
lake occurs on the subject of Tiryns, and a place named 

byhim Vathia, but of which nothing can be understood, turn their min^ to the language of the co^try. So 
It is p(»B8ible that Vaihi, or the profound valley, may be a fitnkingly similar to the ancient Greek is tho modem 
name someiimes used for the valley of Barbitsa, ami that liomaic as a written language, and so dissimilar in 
theplace named by O’Anville Clausira may be the outlet sound, that even a few general rules concerning pro* 

“ corrcaiamding 



THE FIRST CHAPTER OF A NOVEL, 


COOTEMPLATKl) By LORD ByROM IN THE SPRING OF 1812 ; (AFTERWARDS PUBLISHED IN ONE OF 

MR. Dallas' novels.) 


DARRELL TO 0 , Vi 

* ♦ * ♦ So much fof ynuf pfesent pursuits. I wil 
now resume tho subjttcl oC my last. How I wbh yoi 
wore upon the spot; your tasto for the riiliculous wouh 
bo fully gratified; and if you fell inclined for more serious 
amusenient, there is no “lack of argument.” Within 
tliis last week our guests havo Iwou doubled in number, 
some of them my old actjuaintancc. Our host you alroadj 
know—absurd as ever, but rather duller, and 1 shouk 
conceiv<!, troublesome to surJi of his very good friends as 
find hLs house more agrccalde than its owner. I confine 
myself t/i olisorvaUun, and do not find him nt all in tho 
way, though Voramorc and Asply are of a different 
opinion. The former, in |>articular, unparts to mo many 
pathetic complaints of the want of opimrtunitics (nothing 
else beuig wanting to tlie success of the said Vcramore) 
created by the fractious and but ill concealed jealousy of 
poor Brainblebear, whoso Penelope .seems to have as 
many suitors as her namesake, and for aught I can see to 
tho contrary, with as much prospect of carrying their 
point. In tho mean time, I look on and laugh, or rather 
I should laugh were you present to share in it; sackclotli 
and sorrow are excellent wear for soliloquy; hut for a 
laugh there should bo two, but not many more, except at 
the first night of a modern tragedy. 

You are very much mistaken in tho design you impute 
to myself; I have none here or elsewhere. 1 am sick of 
old intrigues, and too indolent to engage in new ones. 
Besides, I am, that is, I used to be, apt to find ray heart 
gone at the very time when you fastidious gentlemen 
begin to recover yours. I agree witli you tliat the world, 
as well as yourseH are of a different opinion. 1 shall 
never be at tho trouble to undeceive cither; my follies 
have seldom been of my own socking. “ Rebellion came 
in my way, and I found it.” This may appear as cox¬ 
combical a speech as Veramoro could make, yet ym 
partly know its trutli. You talk to me too of “ my cha¬ 
racter,” and yet it is one wliich you and fifty others have 
beeR struggling these seven years to obtiun for yourselves. 

I wish you had it, you would make so much tetter, that is, 
worn use of it; relieve mo, and gratify an ambition winch 
is unworthy of a man of sense. It has always appeared 
to ^ extraordinary that you should value women so 
highly, and yet love them so little. Tho height of your 
gratification ceases with its accomplishment; you bow, 
and you sigh, and you worship,—and abandon. For my 
part I regard them as a very beautiful, but inferior animal. 

1 think them as much out iff place at our tables as tbey^ 
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would be in our senates. The whole present system,, 
witli regard to that sex, is a remnant of the chivalrous 
barbarism of our ancestors; I look upon them as grown¬ 
up childri'u, but, like a foolish mamma, am always the 
slave of some rrn/y one. With a contempt for tlie race, I 
am ever attached to tlio individual, in spito of myself.. 
You know that, though not rude, I am inattentive; any 
tiling but a “ beau garpon.” 1 would not hand a woman, 
out of her carriage, but I would leap into a river after her.. 
However I grant you that, as tliey must walk oftoner out 
of chariots than into the Thamus, you gcntlomcn servitors, 
Conejos and Cicisbei, have a bettor chance of being 
agreeable and useful; you might, very probably, do both;. 
hut as you can’t swim, and I can, 1 recommend you to- 
invite me to your first water-party. 

Bramblelicar’s Lady Penelope puzzles me. She is; 
very beautiful, but not one of my beauties. You know I 
admire a difierent complexion, but the figure is perfect. 
She is accomplished, if her moflior and music-mostor 
may be believed; amiable, if a soft voice and a sweet 
smile could make her so; young, even by the register of 
her liaptisra; pious and chaste, and doting on her hus¬ 
band according to Brambleboar’s observation; equally 
loving, not of hor husband, though rather loss pious, and 
atluT thing, according to Voramorc’s; and if mine hath 
any discernment, she detests the one, despises the other, 
and loves—herself. That she dislikes Bramblebear ia 
ividont; poor soul, I can’t blame her; she has found him 
lut to be mighty weak and Utth-temperedf she has also 
ILscorcred tliat she married too early to know what she 
liked, and tliat there arc many likeable people who would 
lave been less discordant and more creditable partners. 
Still, she conducts herself well, and in point of good 
bumour, to admiration. A good deal of religion, (not 
'nthusiasm, for tliat leads the contrary way,) aptying 
lusband who never loaves her, and, as I think, a very 
emperato pulse, will keep her out of scrapes. I am ^ad 
ff it, first, Wause, though Bramblebear is bad, I ite’t 
hiuk Veramoro much better; and next, because Bram- 
ilebcar is ridiculous enough already, and it would be 
hraan away u{)on him to make him more so; thirdly, iL 
vould bo a pity, because nobody would pity him; and, 
burthiy, (os Scrub says,) he would then become a melaiir. 
choly and sentimental harlequin, instead of a merry, fret¬ 
ful [lantaloon, and I like the pantomime better as it is now 
last. More in my next. Yours, truly, 
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DBBATX ON THE FRAME-WORK Bii,t,iN THE HOUSE hutricd ovcf witha viow to exportation. It was called, in 
OF 1.0RD8, FEBRUARY 27, 1812. tho Cant of the trade, by the name of “Spider work." 

The order of the day for tho second reading of this The rejected workmen, in the blindness of their igno* 
UU being read, ranee, instead of rejoicing at these improvements in arts 

LORD BYRON rose, and (for the first time) ad- so benofknal to mankind, conceived themselves to be 
dressed their lordshijss, as follows; sacrificed to improvements in mechanism. In the fuolisb- 

My Lords —The subject now submitted to your lord- ness of their hearts they imagined, that the maintenance 
ships for the first time, tiioiigh new to Uie House, is by and woll-dohig of the industrious poor wore objects of 
no means new to the country. I believe it had occupied greater consequence than the enrichment of a few indi- 
the serious thoughts of all descriptions of persons, long viduais by any improvement, in tho implements of trade, 
before its introduction to the notice of that legislature, which throw the workmen out of employment, and reiv- 
whose interference alone could be of real service. As a dered the labourer unworthy of his hire. And it must be 


person in some degree connected with the suffering 
county, though a stranger not only to this House in gene¬ 
ral, but to almost every individual whose attention I pre¬ 
sume to solicit, I must claim some [lortion of your lord- 
ships’ indulgence wlulsl I offer a few observations on a 
question in which I confess myself deeply interested. 

To enter into any detail m the riots would be super¬ 
fluous: the House is already aware that every outrage 
short of actual bloodshed has been perpetrated, and that 
tho proprieties of the frames obnoxiouB to the rioters, and 
all persons supposed to bo comiected with them, have 
been liable to msult and violence. During the short time 
I recently passed in Nottinghamshire, not twelve hours 
elapsed without some fresh act of violence; and on the 
day 1 left the county, 1 was informed that forty frames had 
been broken the preceding eveping,, as usual, without 
resistance andvnthuut detection. 

Such was then the state of that county, and such 11 
have reason to believe it to be at this moment. But whdst 
these outrages must be admitted to exist to an alarming 
extent, it cannot be denied that they liave arisen from 
circumstances of the most unparalleled distress. The 
perseverance rf these miserable men in their proceed¬ 
ings, tends to prove that nothing but absolute wont could 
have driven a large, and once honest and industrious, 
body of the people, into the commission cd* excesses so 
hazardous to themselves, their families, and tlie commu¬ 
nity. At the fime to which I allude, the town and county 
were burdened with targe detachments of die military; 
the police was in motion, die magistrates assembled; yet 
all the movements, civil and milit^, had led to—^nothing. 
Not a ^Ic instance bad occurred of the afiprchension 
cf any r^ delinquent actually taken in the fact, against 
whom there existed legal evidence suflicient for convic¬ 
tion. But the police, however useless, were by no means 
idle: several notorious delinquents had been detected; 
men, Ikble to conviction, on the clearest evidence, of die 
cental crime of poverty; men who had been nefariously 
gtdty of lawfully begetting several children, whom, thanks 
to dm times! they were luiabte to maintain. Considera¬ 
ble injury has been done to die pn^riotors of the improved 
frames. These machines wore to them an advantage, 
inasmuch as they superseded die necessity of employing 
a number of workmen, who wore left in consequence to 
starve. By die adoption of one species of frame in par- 
tiaular, one man performed the work of many, and die 
supet&MWi labourers were dirown out of employment. 
.Yet it il to lie observed, Ihatlhe work thus executed was 
inferior in quality; not marketable at home, and merely 


confessed that although the adoption of tho enlarged ma- 
cliinery, in that state of our commerce which the country 
once boasted, might have been beneficial to die master 
widiout being detrimental to the servant; yet, in the pre¬ 
sent situation of our manufactures, rotting in warehouses, 
without a prospect of exportation, with the demand for 
work and workmen equally diininiahcd; frames of this 
descriptimi tend materially to aggravate the distress and 
discontent of the disappmnted sufferers. But tho real 
cause of diose distresses and consequent disturbances 
ies deeper. When we are told that these men are 
eagiiod togelhor not only for the destruction of their own 
ximfort, but of their very means of subsistence, can we 
forget that it is the bitter policy, the destructive warfare of 
the last eighteen years, which has destroyed their com- 
ort, your comfort, all men’s comfort? That policy which, 
jriginating with “great statesmen now no more,” has 
survived the dead to become a curse on tho living, imto 
tho third and fourth generation! These men never 
destroyed their looms till they were become useless, 
worse than useless; till they were liccomeacliial impedi¬ 
ments to their exertions in obtaining their daily tyeail. 
Can you, then, wonder that in times like Ihesc, when 
liankruptcy, convicted fraud, and imputed felony ore found 
in a station not far boneatli that of your lordships, tho 
lowest, though once most useful portion of the people, 
should forgot their duty in their distresses, and bccDme 
only less guilty than one of tlieir representatives? But 
while the exalted offender can find means to baffle the 
law, new capital punishments must be devised, new 
snares of death must bo spread for the wretclied mecha¬ 
nic, who is fomislicd into guilt. These men wore willirg 
to dig, but the spade was in other hands; they were net 
ashamed to beg, but mere was none to relieve them: their 
own means of subsistence wore cut oS| all other employ¬ 
ments preoccupied, and their excesses, however to bo 
deplored and condemned, can hardly be sidiject of soi^ 
prise. 

It has been stated that the persons in the temporary 
possession of frames connive at their destruction; if thm 
be proved upon inquiry, it were necessary that such mala¬ 
rial accessaries to the crime should be principals in the 
punisliment. But 1 did hope, that any measure proposed 
by his majesty’s government, for your lordships’ decuion, 
would have had cwciliation for its basis; or, if that were 
hopeless, that some previous inquiry, some deliberation 
would have been deemed requisite; not tliat we should 
have been called at once without examination, and with¬ 
out cause, to pass sentences by wliolesale, and sign death- 
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warrants blindfold. But admitting that those men had no 
cause of cmnplaiot •, that the grievances of them and 
their employers were alike groundless; that they deserved 
tfie worst; what inefficiency, what imbedili^ has been 
evinced in the method chosen to reduce them! Why 
* were the military called out to be made a mockery of if 
they were to be called out at all? As far os the differ¬ 
ence of seasons would permit, they have merely parodied 
the smnmer campaign of Major Sturgeon; and, indeed, 
the whole proceedings, civil and military, seemed on the 
model of ^ose of the Mayor and Corporation of Ghir- 
ratt.—Such marchings and countermarchings! from 
Nottingham to BuUwoll, from Bullwell to Banfbrd, from 
It Banfoid to Mansfield! and when at length the detach¬ 
ments arrived at their desonatioiui, in all “the pride, 
pomp, and circumstance of glorious war,” they came just 
in time to witness the misctiief wliich had been done, and 
ascertain the escape of the perpetrators, to collect the 
*apo{ia Dpima” in the fragments of broken frames, and 
return to their quarters amidst the derision of old women, 
and the bootings of children. Now, though in a free 
country, it were to be wished that our military should 
never be too formidable, at least to ourselves, 1 cannot see 
the policy of placing them in situations where they can 
only be made ridiculous. As the sword is the worst 
argument tliat can be used, so should it be the last. In 
this instance it lias been the first; but providentially as 
yet only in tho scabbard. The present mea-siire will, 
indeed, pluck it from the sheatii; yet hod proper meet¬ 
ings been held in the earlier stages of these riots,—^had 
the grievances of these men and their masters (fur they 
also had their grievances) been fairly weighed and justly 
examined, I do think that means might have been devised 
to restore these workmen to their avocations, and tran- 
spiillity to the county. At present tho county suffers from 
tite double infliction of an idle military, and a starvmg 
papulation. In what state of Bfiathy have we been 
plimged so long, tlial now for die first time tlie Hou.se has 
been officially apprised of these disturbances! All tius 
has been transacting within 130 miles of London, and yet 
we, ‘good easy men, have deemed full surely our great¬ 
ness was a-ri|)cning,” atid have sat down to enjoy our 
foreign triumphs in the midst of dumesiie calamity. But 
all the cities you have taken, all tlio armi(!s which have 
retreated beflwe your leaders, are hut paltry subjects of 
eelf-rangratulation, if your land divides against itself, and 
your dragoons and your e.vcciitioners must ho let loose 
against your fellow-mtizens.—^You call these men a mob, 
<leB|ierate,dangerous, and ignorant; and seem to think 
that the only way to quiet the “Belhm rmdtamm mpitum” 
is to lop off a few of its superfluous heads. But even a 
mob may be better reduced to reason by a mixturo of 
conciiiaflon m>d firmness, titan by additional irritation and 
redoubled penalties. Are wo aware of our obligations 
to a mob ? It is the mob that labour in your fields, and 
i serve in your houses,—that man your navy, and recruit 
your army,—^that have enabled you to defy all the world, 
iand can also defy you when neglect and calamity have 
driven them to despair. You may call the people a mob; 
hut do not forget, ffiot a mob Mo often speaks tho senti- 
'ments of the people. And here I most remark, with 
what alacrity you are accustomed to fly to the succour of | 
your distressed allies, leaving the tUstressod of your own 
counfiytoffie care of Providence, or—theparish. When 
the Portuguese suffered under the retreat of the French, 
every arm was stretched out, every hand was opened, 
from the rich man’s largess to the widow la mite, all was 
bestowed to enable them to rebuild their villages and 
repleniah thw granaries. And at this moment, when 
thousands of misguided but most unfintunate fellow- 
countrymen are struggling with the extremes of hardships 
and hunger, ax your Parity began abroad, it should end 
at luHns. A much less sum, a titlie of the bounty be¬ 
stowed on Portugal, even if those men (which I cannot 
admit without inquiry) could not have been restored to 
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their employments, would have rendered unnecessary the 
tender mercies of the bayonet and the gibbet. But 
doubtlesB our friends have too many ibreign claims to 
admit a prosjioct of domestic relief; though never did 
such objects demand it. I have traversed the seat of 
war in the Peninsula, I have been in some of the most 
oppressed provinces of Turkey, but never tpider the most 
despotic of infidel governments did I behold sudi squalid 
wretchedness as I have seen smeo my return in the very 
heart of a Cliristian coimtry. And what are your reme¬ 
dies 7 After months of inaction, and months of action 
worse than inactivity, at length comes fortli die grand 
specific, the never-failing nostrum of all state phy^aus, 
from tho days rf Draco to the present time. After feel¬ 
ing the pulse and shaking the head over the patient, pre¬ 
scribing the usual course of warm water and bleeding, the 
warm water of your maiikish police, and the lancets of 
your military, diese convulsions must terminate in death, 
the sure coasummadon of the prescripdons of oil pdid- 
cal Sangrados. Setting aside the palpable injustice, and 
the certain inefficiency of the bill, are there not capital 
punishments sufficient in your statutes? Is diere not 
blood enough ujion your penal code, that more must be 
poured fiirth to ascend to Heaven and testify against you? 
How will you carry the bill into cflect ? Can you com¬ 
mit a whole coimty to tlieir own prison ? Will you erect 
a gibbet in every field, and hang up men like scarecrows ? 
or will you proceed (as you must, to bring diis measure 
into effeet) by decimation ? place tho county under mar- 
iallaw? depopulate and lay waste all around you? and 
■estorc Sherwood Forest as an acceptable gift to the 
irown, in its former condition of a royal chaso and an 
asylum for oudaws ? Arc these the remedies for a starv¬ 
ing and desperate populace? Will die famished wretch j 
who has braved ymn bayonet^ bo optialled by your gib-1 
bets? When death is a relief, and tho only rclirf it*' 
appears that you will afford him, will lie bo dragooned 
into tranquillity ? Will diat which could not be efiected 
by your grenadiers be accomplished by your exectilion- 
ors ? If you proceed by die forms of law, where is your 
evidence ? Those, who have refused to impeach dieir 
accomplices, when transportation only was the piinisli- 
moiil, will hardly be tempted to witness against them 
when death is the penalty. With all due deference to 
the noble lords opposite, Ithink a little investigation, some 
prctfioiislnqnify, would induce even diem to change their 
purisise. That most favourilo state measure, so niurvel- 
lusly efficacious in many and recent insuuices, teiii|Hiriz- 
ng, would not bo without its advantages in diis. When 
a proposal is made to emancipate or relieve, you hesitate, 
you deliberate for years, you tom|>orize and tamiier with 
die minds of men; but a death-bill must be passed off 
hand, without a thought of the consequences. Sure 1 am, 
from what I have heard, and from wliat I have seen, that 
to pass tho Bill under all the existing circumstances, 
without inquiry, widiout deliberation, would only be to add 
injustice to irritation, and barbarity to neglect. Tho 
frkmors of such a Bill must be content to inherit the 
honours of that Adienian lawgiver whoso edicts were 
said to be written not in ink, but in blood. But supfsiso 
it past; suppose one of these men, as I have seen them, 
—meagre with famine, sullen with despair, careless of a 
life which yonr lordships are perhaps about to value at 
something loss than the price of a stocking-frame—8Ui>- 
pose this man surrounded by the children for whom he is 
unable to procure bread at the hazard of his cxisteiice,t, 
about to bo tom for ever from a family which ho lately , 
supported in peaceful industry, and which it is not his 
fault that he can no longer so support—suppose this man, 
and there are ton thousand such fi-om whom you may 
select yonr victims, dragged iiUo court, to be tried for this 
new offence, by this new law; still, there are two tiling , 
wanting to convict and condemn him; and these are, m ! 
my opinion,—twelve Butchers for a Jury, and a Jefferies i 
for a Judge! 



■ *»*”** f* W bww/w* cytorwatit* of amading iii» oto? Tlw pe m^m 

y* ch«j.biB. ^ theXTishaiSiiarapS!^ 
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dwconkn UMcSlW fanvc U*® rwiioM ob/sctKiiw h**>e/n iw« ittfiM. muvOie Cati^ pmjwly (jroiettcd j* 
bMo <aB*ii»»d and refui«4 wi«i «««< ^ !*« £mitir Iwlaml / Cauth» i±imApurchaiiciinodofkm]«hen. 
op(MVHints of Cfttiu^iw EmaiMiipttUuu st /ep^ii cofh jou to cfoct ft ; tiil thepl&cos of woi^iip ueo 

ceded to the expediency of relk ring die (H*titiofH?rs. i» / Ml oo hasm of trml or suifcraocc Gvoi the kity^ easi/y 
ooQce^^i^ thus much> however, a new objection is starttid; broken and often betrayed. The moment any irregular 
k is not the time, say they, or it k an improper time, or wish, any casual caprice of the benevolent hmdlord meets 
there is t ime <mough yet. In stane degree I concur with I with oppoaiion, the doors are haired against the congre 


those who say it is not the time exactly; that time isjgation. Thkhaslmpperiedcmitmually, fautinuoiiistana 
pas^; better had it been for tile countr)', tliat the Ca- more gJaringiy, tlian at the town of A'ewtown Barry, 
tholka poaaeased at this moment their proportion of our in the county of Wexfiad. I'he CathoKcs, enjoying no 
privileges, that their nobles held their due weight in our regular chapel, as a teniporaiy expedient, hirtKl two bara^ 
councUa, than that we should be assembled to discuss which, being tlirown into one, served litr public worsilip. 
their di^s. It had indeed been better M this time there was quartered opposite to the spot an 

“ Noo tempore tall officer, whose mind appears to have been deeply imbued 

Cogerc concilium cum murtm obiidet hona.” witli those prejudices wliich tlio Protestant petitions, now 

The enemy is without, and distress witliin. It is too late on the table, prove to have been fortunately eradicated 
to cavil on doctrinal points, ’When wc must unite in defence from the more rational portion of the people; and when 
of things more important than the mere ceremonies of the Catholics wore assembled on the Sabbath tut usual, in 
religion. It is indued angular, that we arc called together peace and good-will towards men, for the worslii|) of tlieir 
to deliberate, not on the God wo adore, for in tliat wo are God ami yours, tliey found the chapel door closed, and 
agreed; not about the king wc obey, for to him wo arc were told that if they did not immodiatcly retire, (and 
loyal; but how jar a difference in thoceremonials of wor- tliey were told tliis by a yeoman officer and a magistrate,) 
al^ bow far believing nut too little, but too much, (the the riot act sliuuldlic read, and tlie assembly dispersed at 
worst tliat can bo imputed to the Catholics,) bow far the point of tlic bayonet! This was coiiiplained of to 
too much devotion to their God, may incapacitato our the midillc-mon of govomment, liic secretary at the Cas- 
feliow-subjects from eSectually serving their king. tie in 1806, and the answer was, (in lieu of redress,) that 

Much has been said, witliin and witiiout doors, of ho would cause a iuiter to isi written to the cokaiel, to 
Church and State, and aithougli those venerable winds prevent, if possible, tile recurrence of similar disturb- 
have been too often jirostituted to the must despicable of anccs. Upon this fact, no very great stress need be laid; 
party purposes, wo cannot hoar them hio uflcu; all, 1 but it tends to prove tJial wiiile the Cadiulic churcli lias 
presume, ore tho advocates of Church and State, tlic not power to purchase land fur its cliapeis to stand u(nHi, 
Church of Christ, and tlie State of Great Britain; but tlio laws fur its protection are of no avail. In’die mean 
not a state of exclusion and despotism; not an intolerant time, die Catholics arc at the mercy of every “pelting 
church; not a church militant, which renders itself liable petty officer,” who may choose to play his “fiuitaslic 
to the very objoedon urged against the Komish comma- tricles before high heaven,” to insult his God, and injure 
uion, and in a greater degree, for the Calholic merely with- his fellow-creatures. 

hdds its spiritual benediedon, (and even that is doubtful,) Every sclioollioy, any feotboy (such have held com- 
but our church, or rather our cliurchmen, not only refuse missions in our service,) any foolboy who can exchange 
to the Catholic their spiritual grace, but all tem[ioral bless- liis sliouldcrknot fiir an e[>aulel, may ;>erfomi all diis and 
mgs whateoever. It was an obscrvaUou of die great more against the Catholic, by virtue of diat very audiority 
liWd Peterborough, mode within these walls, or whbiii die delegated to him by bis sovereign, for die express purpose 
walls where the Lords then assembled, that he was for a of defending bis fetiew-subjecls to die last drop of his 
“parliamentary king and a parliamentary coiistitudon, but loud, williuut discrimination or distiiicUon between 
not a |iariiaraentary God, and a parliamentary religion.” Catholic and Protestant. 

Tbe interval of a century has not weakened the fiirce of Hare the Irish CathoUcs the full benefit of trial by 
die remark. It is indeed time that we should leave off | iiry ? Tliey liavo not; they never urn have until diey 
these petty cavils on frivolous points, these Lilliputian are perniittcd to share die privilege of serving as siieriffs 
sophistries, whether our “eggs are best broken at die and under-sberiffs. Of diis a striking example occurred 
breed or narrow end.” at the last EnniskilU ii assizes. A yeoman was arraigned 

The opponents rf the Catholics may be divkiod into for tho murder of a Catholic named Maevoumagh: diroe 


two classes; diose vrho assert that the Cadiulics have too 
much already, and those who alloge that die lower orders, 
at least, have nothing more to require. We are told by 
the farmer, that the Catholkis never will be contented: 
by the latter, that they are already too happy. The last 
paradox issufikaondy refuted by tho present, as by all past 
petidons: it might as well be said, that the negroes did 
not desire to be emancipated—but this is an unfortunate 
comparison, fm- you have already delivered them out of 
the houBo of bondage without any petition on their part, 
but many from their tariunasters to a contraiy effect; 
and for myseiC when I consider thiE, I pty tbe Cathdic 
peasantry for net having the good ftatune to be bom black. 
But the Cathoiics are contented, or at least ougiit to be, 
aa tste are told; I ahall dierefbre proceed to touch on a 
lew cS those circumstances which so marvellously contri- 
^ boto to their exceeding contentment. They are not 
'•trowed the free roUfcise of their religbn in Ae regular 


respectable uisiontradicted witnesses deposed that di^ 
saw die prisoner load, take aim, fire at, and kill die said 
Macvouniagli. THis was properly commented on by 
die judge; but, to the astonishment of tho bar, and 
indignatiutt of the court, die Prutostaiit jury aci(uitled 
the accused. So glaring was the partiality, that Mr. 
Justice Osborne felt it his duty to bind over the acquitted, 
but not absolved assassin, in large recognizances, thus 
for a time taking away his license to bill Catholics. 

Are the very laws passed in their fevour observed? 
They are rendered nugatory in trivial os in serious coses. 
By a late act, Cathulic chaplains are permitted in jails, 
but in Fermanagh county tho grand jury lately persisted 
in presenting a sus|K)nded clergyman for the omce, there¬ 
by evading die statute, notwithstanding tho most pressing 
remonstrances of a most rcs[iectable magistrate, named 
Flelclier, to die contrary. Such is law, sudi is justice, 
for the liappy, free, contented CutlioUc! 



parliament 

It hu been uked in anodier place, why do not th 
fiehCatlKdie* endow fbundations for din education of th 
ptieedieod ? Why do you not permit them to do so 
Why are aO such bequests sidij^t to the inteiferenci 
dw vexadoua, aibitrary, peculating interference of lh 

• Orange commissioners for charitable donations ? 

As to Maynooth college, in no instance, except at th 
lime of its foundation, when a noble Lord (Camden,) i 
the heed of the Irish administration, did appear to inP 
rest himself in its advancement; and during the goven 
ment of a noble Duke (Bedford,) who, like his ancestors, 
has ever been the friend of freedom and mankind, an 
who has not so far adopted the selfish iiolicy of tiio da 

• as to exclude the Catholics from the number of his fcUow' 
creatures; with tlicsc exceptions, in no instance has tha 
institution been properly encouraged. There was indoec 
a time when the Catholic clergy were conciliated, whil< 
the Union was ponding, that Union wliich could not b< 
carried without them, while their assistance was requisip 
b procuring addresses from the Catliolic counties j thei 
they were cajoled and caressed, feared and flattered, anc 
given to understand that “ the Union would do every 
Slingbut, the moment it was passed, they were driver 
back with contempt into their former oliscurily. 

In the contempt pursued towards Maynooth college, 
every thing is done to irritate and perplex—every thinj^ 
is done to efface the slightest impression of gratitude 
from the Catholic mind; the very hay made upon the 
lawn, the fat and tallow of the beef and mutton allowod. 
must be paid for and accounted U|)on oath. It is true, 
this economy in miniature cannot be sufficiently com¬ 
mended, particularly at a time when only the insect 
defivulters of the Treasury, your Hunts and your Chiu- 
nerys, when only tliesc “gilded bugs” can escape the 
microscopic eye of ministers. But when you come for* 
ward session after session, as your paltry pittance is 
wrung frmn you with wrangling and reluct^ce, to boast 
of your liberality, well might tlic Catholic exclaim, in tlie 
w(^s of Prior,— 

'* To John I owe tome nhligatlon, 

But John unluckilj ihiitks fit 
To ptihUsh it to nil Utc nation, 

So John anil 1 are more than quit.** I 

Scmie persons have compared the Catholics to the 
beggax in Gil Bias. Who made them beggars ? Who 
are eniiched with the spoils of tlieir ancestors? And 
cannot you relieve the beggar when your fathers have 
made him sudi? If you are disposed to relieve him at 
aUg cannot you do it without flinging your fartliings in liis 
lace? As a contrast, however, to tliis beggarly btme- 
rolence, let us look at tlie Protestant Charter Schools; 
lo them y<M 2 have lately granted 41/XK)/.: thus aro they 
•i^sported, and how are they recruited ? Montesquieu 
ol^rves, on the English constitution, tliat tlio model may 
be found in Tacitus, where the historian describes the 
policy of the Germans, and adds, this beautiful system 
was taken from die woodsso in speaking of the cliarler 
Bclfools, it may be observed, that this beautiful system 
was taken from the gipsies. These ^chools are recruit¬ 
ed in the same manner os tlie Janizaries at the time of 
their enredment under Amurath, and the gii^ies of the 
present day, with stolen children, with children decoyed 
and kidnapped from their Catholic connexions by their 
rich and powerful Protestant neighbours: tliis is noto¬ 
rious, and one instance may sufBco to show in wliat 
manner. The sister of a Mr, Carthy (a Catliolic gen¬ 
tleman of veiy considerable property) died, leaving two 
girls, who were immediately marked out as proselytes, 
and conveyed to the charter school of Coolgreny. Their 
imele, <m being apprized of the fact, which took place 
diffing his absence, applied fl>r the restitution of his 
Dteces, offering to settle an independence on these rela* 
riona; his request was refused, and not till afler five 
yeiuV struggle, and the interference of very hi^ auUi^ 
rit^ could this Catholic gentleman obtain back his 
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nearest of kindred from a charity charter achoot. fa 
this manner are proselytes obtaaMd, and mingled with 
the offspring of such Protestants as may avail themselves 
of the institution. And how are they taught? A cato. 
chism is put into their hands consisting o^ I believe, 
fiwty-fivo pages, in which are three questions relative to 
the Protestant religion; one of lliose queries is, “ Whwe 
was the Protestant religion before Luther?” Answer, 
“In the Gospel.” The remaining forty-four pages and a 
half regard toe damnable idolatry of Papists! 

Allow me to ask our spiritual pastors and masters, is 
this training up a child in too way which he riiould go? 
Is this toe religion of the gospel before the time of Ll*. 
ther? that religion which preadies “Peace on earth, 
and glory to God ?” Is it bringing up infiints to bo men 
or devils? Better would it be to send them anywhere 
toon teach them such doctrines; better send them to 
those islands in the South Seas, where they might more 
humanely learn to become cannibals; it would be less 
disgusting that they were brought up to devour the dead, 
than persecute toe living. Schools do you call them ? 
call tliem rather dunghills, whore toe viper of intolerancB 
deposits her young, that, when tlieir teeth are cut and 
toeir poison is mature, they may issue forth, filthy and 
'enomous, to sting the Catholic. But are these the doc- 
rines of the Church of England, or of churchmen? 
S'o; toe most enlightened churchmen are of a different 
ipiiiiun. What says Paley? “I perceive no reason 
by men of different religious persuasions, should not 
t upon the same bench, deliberate in the same council, 
ir fight in the same rank.>i, as well as men of various 
cligious ojiiniuns, upon any controverted topic of natural 
listury, philosophy, or etfiics.” It may be answered that 
’aley was not strictly ortliodox; I know nothing of his 
>rthodo.Yy, but who will deny that he was an ornament 
the church, to human nature, to Christianity ? 

I shall not dwell upon toe grievance of tithes, so 
cverely felt by the peasantry, but it may be proper to 
(bsorvo tiiat there is an addition to toe burden, a per- 
intagc to tlie gatiieror, whose interest it thus becomes 
■ rate them as highly as possible, and we know that in 
uaiiy large livings in Ireland, tlie only resident Protest¬ 
ants aro toe lithe-proctor and his fanniy. 

Among many causes of irritation, too numerous for 
capitulation, there is one in too militia not to be passed 
ver, I mean too existence of Orange lodges amongst too 
irivates; cun the officers deny this? And if such lodges 
1 e.xist, do tliuy, can Uicy tend to promote harmony 
iiioiigsl tlic men, who arc thus individually separated 
1 society, although mingled in tlie ranks? And is this 
moral system of persecution to be permitted, or is it to 
believed that with such a system tlie CatooUcs can or 
iight to be contented ? If they are, they belie human 
ature; tliey are then, indeed, unworthy to be any thing 
ut the slaves you have made them. The facts stated 
,rc from most respectable aiitliority, or I should not have 
!arod in this place, or any place, to hazard this avowal, 
f oxaggeratetl, there are plenty, as willing as 1 believe 
hem to be unable, to improve tliem. Should it bo 
ibjected fliat 1 never was in Ireland, I beg leave to 
liservc, that it is as easy to know something of Ireland 
itliout having been there, as it appears with some to 
ave been iHirn, bred, and cherished there, and yet remain 
gnorant of its best interests. 

But there are, who assert that toe Catiudics have 
iready been too much indulged: aee (cry they) what 
las Imen done: wo have given them one entire eollefn 
allow them food and raiment, the full enjoysoent of 
ID elements, and leave to fight for us as long ae they 
ave limbs and lives to offer; and yet they are never to 
e satisfied! Generous and just declaimers! To Ihi^ 
ad to this only, amount the whole of your arguments 
hen stript of their sophistry. These personages remind 
le of the story of a certain dnimmcr, who being colled 
xm ill toe course of duty to aihiiiuister puniihnlsnt to 





ft&isnd Wl to tho bBH»e(t8, waa requested to flog high 
lie iJMf—toflog tew, he did—to flog in the middle, be did 
-4iigh, tew, down the middle, and up ttgeioj hut all in 
vain, ^ patient continued his complaints widi iho most 
provoking perdnacity, until the drummer, exhausted and 
angry* fcmg down his scourge, exdaimingj ** the devil burn 
you, there *b do pleasing you, ft>g where one will!” Thus 
it is, you have flogged the Cholic, high, low, here, ihcro, 
and every where, atid then you wonder he is not pleased. 
It is true, that time, experience, and Uiat weariness which 
even the exercise of barbarity, have taught you 
1o flog a little mwe gently, but still you continue to lay 
on the lash, and will so continue, till periiaps tho rod may 
be wrested from your hands, and applied to the backs of 
yooraelves and your posterity. 

It was said by somebody in a former debate, (I forget 

whmn, and am not very anxious to remember,) if tht^ 
CathoUcaare emancipated, why not the Jews ? If this 
amibment was dictated by compassion for the Jews, it 
might deserve attention, but as a sneer agahist tiu? Oatln»- 
lic, what is it but die language of SliyJook transfi ri cd 
frera his daughter’s marriage to Calliolic emancipation— 

** Would any of the triboof Bantibhaa 
Should have il rather than a Chrutlian.’* 

I presume a Catholic is a Christian, even in the opi- 
intm of Wm whose taste only can be called in question 
for his preference rf tlie Jews. 

It is a remark often quoted of Dr. Johnson, (wliom 1 
take to be almost as good authority as Iht; gentle aposllt' 
of intolerance. Dr. Duigeiian,) that he wlio could cut 
tain serious np)irohen.sions of danger to the Oliureh in 
these times, would have “cried fire in tlic deluge.” ThL 
is more titan a metaphor, fitr a remnant of the.se aiile- 
dilurians appear actually to have come down to us, wilb 
fire in their mouths and water in their brains, to disturb 
and perplex mankind with their whitusicul oiitcrii^s. 
And as it is an infallible symptom of that distressing 
malady with which 1 conceive them to be alHicted, (so 
any doctor will inform your lordships,) for the uulia[)py 
invalids to perceive a flame perpetually flashing before 
their eyes, particularly when their eyes arc siiiit, (as 
those of the persons to whom I allude have long been,) 
it is impossible to convince these poor creatures, that the 
fire against which they are perpetually warning iia and 
themselves, is nothing but an igvit falum of their own 
drivelling imaginations. What rhubarb, senna, or “ vvliat 
purgative drug can scour that ftincy tlience '/”—^It is im¬ 
possible, they are given over, theirs is tho true 

“ Caput Inaanabile tribu* Amicjrrli.” 

These arc your true Protestants. Like Bayle, who pro¬ 
tested against all sects whatsoever, so do Uiey protest 
against Catholic petitions, Protestant petitions, all re¬ 
dress, all that reason, humanity, policy, justice, and com¬ 
mon sense, can urge against tlie delusions of tlicir absurd 
delirium. These are the persons who reverse tho fable 
of the mountain tliat brought fortli a mouse; they are the 
mice who conceive themselves in labour with mountains. 

To return to tho Callmlics, suppose llie Irish were 
actually contented under their disabilities, sup[K)so them 
capable of such a bull as not to desire deliverance, ought 
wo not to wish it for ourselves? Have wo notliing to 
gain by their emancipation? What resources have been 
wasted! What talents have been lost by the selfish 
lystem of exclustMi! You already know the value of 
Jhish aid; at this moment die defence of England is 
intrusted to the Irish militia: at this moment, while tho 
Btarviog people are rising in the fierceness of despair, 
flie Irish are ftuthful to their trust. But till equal energy 
is imparted throughout by the extension of freedom, you 
cannot enjoy the full benefit of the strength which you 
are to interpose between you and destruction. Ire- 
hod has done much, but will do more. At this moment 
tiss only triumph obtained through long years of con- 
tlBtMhl dhaster has been achiov^ by an Irish general; 


it is truohoisnotaOaiiwiic; bafl hebwBfo^^t jhovM 
have been tieprived of his exertiom t but I previaDe no 
one will assert, that bis religion would have ioqfHtinKi ^ 
talents or diminished bis patriotism* thou|^ in that case 
he must have conquered in tho raidcs, for he never could 
have commanded an army. 

But white ho is flghting the battles of the Catholics 
abroad, his noble brother has tliis night advocated their 
cause, with an eloquence which I shall not deineciate by 
the humble tribute of iny panegyric, whilst a ^ird of hw 
k tmlrfiti, ON unlike aa unequal, has l>een combating against 
his t.-atholic brethren in Dublin, with circular letters, 
edicts, prodaiiiatiortq arrests, and dispersions—all the 
i^exalious irupleiucnls of petty warfare tlrat could be 
vvicldetl by the mercenary guerillas of govenmient, clad 
in the rusty armour of Uieir obsolete statutes. Your 
lord-diips will, dou]>iless, divide new honours between the 
of Fortui’al, and iho disi>cnser of delegates. It 
is singular, indeed, to ob<erve the difference between our 
l(n t*igii and domestic pulley; if Catholic Spain, faithful 
Portugal, or tho no les^ (’alliolic and faithful king of dio 
one Su ily, (of w hioh, by tlic by, you have lately <lej)rived 
him,) stand lu necil (»f succour, away goes a fleet and an 
army, an ainl)a3:;ador and a subsidy, sometimes to fight 
(iri'tiy iiardly, generally to negotiate very badly, and 
:iiways to pay very dtsaily f)r our Popish allies. But 
.v\ four luiliions of fcllo\\-sul»jee(s pray for relief, who 
tight and pay and labour in your belialf, they must be 
treated as aliou.^!, and ahbongh their ‘‘fatlicr’s house has 
luuny UKUisious,’' there is no resting-place for them. 
Allow me to asl;, iii ii you not lighting for tlie oniancipa- 
lion of bVnlinaiid iJic f^<'V«‘ii!hj who certainly is a find, 
and <*onseijU('iulv, in uH prohal>iliiy, a bigot; and have 
yoti more regard lor a foreign soirreign than your own 
ellovv-.suhjecls, who uic not fjols, for they know your 
inb'rest bettor tJian you know your own; who are not 

)ls, fir they return yon good for evil; Imt w}a> arc in 
worse durance than ilie prison of an usurper, inasmuch 
as the f(.‘tters of the mind are more galling than Uiose of 
die body. 

Itfion l!ic consequences of your not aceedmg to the. 
claim.:; of tlie petidonors, I shall not cx]>aliatc; you know 
them, yon will feel iliem, and your children's cliildren 
when YOU are passed away. Ailicu to llmf. Union so 
called, as “Awrtw a non lucewh,'^ a Xhiion from never 
uniting, whidi, in its first operation, gave a death-blow 
to the inde.pcndi'nce of Irvimid, and in its last may be 
die cause of her ciernal .separation from tliis country. If 
it must be called a Xinion, it is the union of ilie shark 
witfi liis prey; tlic spoiler swallows up his victim, and 
finis they become one and iiidivi.^iblo. Thus lias Great 
Britain swuilowf'd up the parliament, the coiistitutioi^ 
the indcpeiidemx* of Ireland, and refuses to disgorge even 
a sbigte privihige, allhongli for tho relief of her swollen 
and distempered Ixuly politic. 

And now, ni}’ lords, before I sit down, will his majestyV 
ministers permit me to say a tew words, not on their 
merits, for that would be superfluous, but on tlio degree 
of cstiiiiaiion in which they arc held by the people of 
Uicsc realms. Thc»cs(ccrn in which they are hold has 
been boasted of in a triumphant tone on a late occasion 
within these walls, and a comparison instituted between 
their conduct, and that of noble lords on Uiis aide of the 
Iiouse. 

What pwtion of popularity may have fallen to the 
share of my noble friends, (if such I may presume to call 
them,) r sliall not protend to ascertain; but that of his 
majesty’s ministers it were vain to deny. It is, to be sure, 
a little like the wind, “ no one knows whence it cometh 
or whither it goeth,” but they feel it, they enjoy it, they 
boast of it. Indeed, modest and unostentatious as they 
are, to what part of the kingdom, oven the most remote, 
can they flee to avoid the triumph which pursues them 9 
If tliey plunge into the midland counties, there they will 
be greeted by the manufacturers, with epumed petitions 
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httsads, awi those haltera round thoir necks recent 
ly voted in their behalf impb^ blesBmgs on the hcadi 
«* those vdio bo simply, yot ingeniously contrived to re 
move them from their miseries in this to u better world 
If they journey on to ScoUand, from Glasgow to Johnn 
Groat s, every where will tltey receive similar marks o 
approbation. If tliey take a trip from Portpatrick t< 
Donagba(le<j, tliere will they rutdi at once into the cm 
braces of four Catholic millions, to whom their vote o 
this night is about to endear them for ever. When t 
return to the metropolis, if they can pass un<ler Tempi’ 
Bar without unpleasant sensations at the sight of tlx 
greedy niches over that ominous gateway, llu^y cann< 
oscapo tlie acclamations of tlie livery, and tlm more tre¬ 
mulous, but not less sincere, applause, tlie bic'ssings ^ 
loud but deep" of bankrupt nierdiants and doubting stock¬ 
holders. If tl^ey look to the arniy» what wreallis, not o 
laurel, but of nightshade, are preparing Ibr the heroes 
Walcheren I ll is true lliere are few living deponent; 
left to testify to their merits on tliat occasion; but 8 
‘cloud of witnesses” are gone above from tliul gallaii 
army wluch they so generously mid piously despatches 
to recruit the “noble army of martyrs." 

What if, in the course of this triumphal career, (ii 
which tlicy will gather as many pebbles us Caligula’: 
army did on a minilar Iriimiph, iIm‘ prototype of iln-i 
»wn,) they do not p<-rceive. any of tliose innnorials whiel 
i grateful peojilo. eri-et in hoimur of tln-ir bem-faetors 
what altliougli n<it even a signpost vill eondt^scend li 
depose the Sanieeri’s head in favour of the iilo'ucss of tin 
conquerors of VValcherenj they will not want a pletun 
who can alw'ay.s have a <-iirioature; or r('gret the omisslor 
>f a statue who will so often set; Ihonisi-lvi’S e^alU‘d ii 
sffigy. But their popularity is not liniiicd to the narrov 
>ounds of an island ; there are other countries when' 
:heir measures, and, above all, lh<'ir conduct to the (^a- 
holics, mtist remlor tlicm pre-einincnlly p</pii!ar. If tiny 
ure bciovetl here, in France tiny must Ik* adored. U’hero 
B no measure more repugnant to the designs and feelings 
>r fiuona]>arte tiian Catliolic emancipufiou; no line of 
:onduct more propitious to Ins proj<'Cts, than that whicli 
las been pursued, is pursuing, and, i f*;iir, will be. pursie- 
owords Ireland. What is Luigland ^v 2 thout Irtdand, and 
vhal is Ireland without the (hitltolics ? It is on the bash 
if your tyranny Napt>lcon hopes to build Ids own. So 
fateful must oppression of tlu? Catholics he to his mind, 
hat doidillcss (os he has lately penmi led .some renewal 
if intercourse) the nc.xt cartel will convi-y to iliis roun'^ry 
;argoes of Sevres china and blue ribands, (thiug.s in gr<*al 
equest, an<l of equal value at this moment,) blue ril.iavKl-. 
if the legion of bonour for Dr. Dnigenan and his nunis- 
crial disciples, Sucli is that well-earned }>f>pularity, tin 
esult of tliose e.xtraonlinary c.vjiedifions, so eAjiensivc 1-. 
lurselves, and so useless to our allies ; of those singular 
aquirics, so exculpatory to the accused and so dissalis- 
actory to llio people; of those paradoxii^al viclorios, so 
lonourablc, as we arc Uild, to ilie British name, and so 
Ijjstructivo to the best interests of the British nation; 
£ove all, such is tlie reward of a conduct pursued by 
ninisters towards tlie Catliolics. • 

1 have to apologize to Uie House, who will, I trust, 
ardon one, not often in the liabit of intruding upon tlieir 
adulgence, for so long atlemptiiig to engage their atfen- 
icm. My most decided opinion is, as my vote will be, ui 
avour of tlio motion. 

lEBATE ON MAJOR CARTWIIIGHT’S PETITION, JUNE 

1,1813. 

My Lords— The Petition which X now licdd for the 
urpose of presenting to the House, is one which I 
umbly conceive requires tlic partiimlar attention of your 
^rdships, inasmucli af^ though signed but by a siiigb* 
idividual, it contains statements which (if not disproved) 
emand most serious investigation. The grievance of 
rbich the petitioner complains is neither scliieh nor, 


imaginary. It is not hi« own only, &r it bai 
is still felt by numbers. No one without these wi^ Mir 
indeed within, but may to-morrow be made liable to ^ 
suirif! insult and obstruction, in the discharge of an ibtt* 
pisi-ious duty for the restoration of the true constitutiem 
of tliese realms by petitioning for reform in parliament 
The peliUoner, my Lords, is a man wIkwc long life has 
been spent in one unctiasmg struggle for the liberty of 
tlie subject, against Uiat undue influence which “has in-l^ 
crca.scd, is increasing, and ought to bo dimimshed andif i 

^^halcvc^ dilforence of opinion may exist as to his pediJiV 
cal tenets, few will be found to question the integrity <^( 
ins iuioniions. Kven now, oppressed with years, and 
not exempt from tlie infirmities attendant on his age, 
but still uium}>airc(l in talent, and unshaken in spiriw 
“//•on^gos nonJloctPH ^—he has received many a wound in 
the combat against corru|ition; and the now grievance 
tile fresh insult of which lie complains, may inflicl another 
scar, but no dishonour. The petition is signed by John 
Cartwrighi, and it was in belialf of the {leoplc and par¬ 
liament, in the. lawful pursuit of that reform in the 
rejiresciitalion which is the best service to bo rendered 
iitli to parliament and people, that ho encountered the 
wanton outrage which forms the subject matter of hia 
petition to your lonlships. It is couched in firm, yot 
rosjHx-tful language—ill the language of a man, not re- 
ganiless of wliat i-^ <Iuo to himself, but a* the same time 
1 trii> t, cijuallv mindful of llie deference to be paid to 
his Mouse. The pelbiom-r states, among otlier mat¬ 
er of equal, if not greater imjiortance, to all who are 
Briti'^h in their fil lings, well as bloc^ and birth, that 
m the 2].st January, 1813, ul Huddersfield, liiniself and 
dx Ollier jiorsons, who, on hearing of his arrival, had 
\vaitc<l on liiin nu-rely us a testimony of respect, 'were 
1 by a military and civil ftircc, and kept in close 
.*u.sf(xly fir several hours, subjected to gross and abusive 
insinuations from the commanding officer relative to tlie 
liura<'ter of the petitioner; lliat lie (the petitioner) was 
itially carrii'd hcfire a magistrate ; and not released till 
n e.uimiuation of his papers proved that tliere W'as 
■nly no just, Imt not even statutable charge against him; 
nd tliut, notwithstanding the promise and order from tlie 
're.siding magistrates of a copy of the warrant against 
our jK ti'ioncr, it was afterwards withhekl on divers pre- 
fxts, and lias never until this liourbeen grunted. The 
'UiiK's and condition of tlie parties will be found in the 
eiition. To the other tojiies iouclicd upon in the peti* 
ion, 1 shall not ikov advert, from a wish not to encroach 
.pnn the lime of the House; but 1 do most sincerely 
all the atUmtioii of your )ordsliip«! to its general con- 
Ills—it, is in the causi! of tlie parliament and people 
'lat the riglits of this venerable freeman have been vio- 
ated, anti it is, in my opinion, tiio highest mark of respect 
lat could be paid to tho House, that to your justice, 
ilher than by a]'pcal to any inferior court, he now emn- 
liLs liiinsclf. Wha’ovor wiav bt) the fate of his remon- 
trance, it is .some satisfaction to rne, though mixed with 
‘gret for the oneasioii, that 1 have this opportunity of 
ihlicly staling ilic ob.slruction to which the subject is 
able, in th(! prosecution of the most lawful and imperkius 
f his duties, tlio obtaining by petition reform in paiiia- 
lent. 1 have shortly staled luscomplaint; tho petitioner 
as more fully (expressed it. Your lordsliips will, I hope, 
:lopl pome measure fully to protect and redress 
,nd not him alone, but tlie whole body of the people 
isulted and aggrieved in his pereon by the intciposi- 
011 of an abused civil, and unlawful military force, be- 
/cen thorn and Uicir right of petition to their own 
present atives. 

His lordship then presented the petition from Major 
artwright, which was read, comjilaining of tho clreum- 
aiiccs at IIiuU<;rsficld, and of interruptions given to the 
gilt of petitioning, in several places in tho nortiiem 
arts of the kingdom, and which his lordship moved 
' ould be laid on tho table. 



884 


Several Lord* hftvmg spcdcen on the queelion, 

LORD BYRON replied, that he had, from motives of 
duty, presented this jwtition to their lordshijw’ considera¬ 
tion. The noble Earl had contended tliat it was not a 
petition but a speech; and that, as it contained no prayer, 
it should not be received. What was tlie necessity of a 
prayer 1 If that word were to be used in its proper sense, 


their lordships could nc* expect that any man abntid 
pray to others. Ho had only to say that the petition, 
lliough in some parts expressed strongly perhaps, did not 
contain any imprope.r mode of address, but was couched 
in respectful language towards their lordships; he should 
therefore trust tlicir lordships would allow tlio petition to 
be received. 


A FRAGMENT. 


June 17,1816. 

In the year 17—, having for some time determined on 
a journey tlirough countries not hitherto much frequented 
by travellers, I sot out, accompanied by a friend whom I 
shall designate by the name of Augustus Darvell. He 
was a few years my elder, and a man of considerable for¬ 
tune and ancient foinily—advantages which an extensive 
capacity prevented him alike from undervaluing or over¬ 
rating. Some pecidiar circumstances in his private his¬ 
tory bad rendered him to me an object of attention, of 
interest, and even of regard, which neither the reserve of 
his manners, nor ncrasiunal indications of an inquietude ai 
times nearly approaching to alienation of mind, could 
extinguish. 

I was yet young in lifo, which I had begun early; but 
my intimacy with him was of a recent date: we had been 
educated at the some schools and university; but his pro¬ 
gress through tiiese had preceded mine, and he had beer 
deeply initiated into what is called the world, while I was 
yet in my nrwiciate. While thus engaged, I had heard 
much both of his past and present life; and, altliough in 
tliese accounts there were many and irreconcilable cou- 
tradictiona, I could still gather from the whole that he was 
a being of no common order, and one who, whatever pains 
be might take to avoid remark, would still lie remarkable. 
I had culfrvated his acquaintance subsetjuently, and cn- 
leavoured to obtain his friendship, but this last appeared 
to be unattainable; whatever alfections be might have 
possessed seemed now, some to have been extinguished, 
and others to be concentred: that his feelings were acute, 

1 had sufficient opportunities of observing; fur, although 
he could control, he could not altogether disguise them: 
Hill he had a power of giving to one ))assiun the appear¬ 
ance of another in sucli a manner that it was difficult to 
define the nature of what was working witiiin him; and 
the expressions of his features would vary so rapidly, thou^ 
■hgfatly, that it was useless to trace them to their sources. 
It was evident that he was a prey to some cureless dis¬ 
quiet ; but whether it arose from ambition, love, remorse, 
grie( from one or all of these, or merely from a morbid tem¬ 
perament akin to disease, I could not discover: there were 
oircunstajiceB alleged which might hare justified the ap¬ 
plication to each of these causes; but, as I have before 
■aid, these were so contradictory and contradicted, tiiat 
none could be fixed upon with accuracy. Whore there 
is mystery, it is generally supposed that there must also 
be : I know not how this may be, but in him there 
oertiualy was tlie one, though I could not ascertain the 
extent of d>e other—and felt loth, as far as regarded him- 
•el? to believe io its exiHtence. My advances wore rc> 
ceivod with sufficient coldness; but I was young, and not 
Mifly discouraged, and at length succoodod in obtaining, 
le a d^eoi that oonamonplaco ix)tenx)urse and 


moderate confidence of common and every-day cimeemi^ 
created and cemented by similarity of pursuit and fre¬ 
quency of meeting, which is called intimacy, or friendship) 
according to the ideas of him who uses those words to 
.express them. 

Darvell had already travelled extensively, and to him I 
had applied for information with regard to the conduct of 
my intended journey. It was my secret wish that he 
might he prevailed on to acemnpany me: it was also a 
proi>ablc hope, founded upon the shadowy restlessness 
which 1 had observed in him, and to which the animation 
which he apf»eared to fed on such subjects, and his appa¬ 
rent indifference to all by which he was more immediately 
siiiTounded, gave fresh strength. This wish I first hinted, 
and then e.xpressed: his answer, tliough 1 had partly ex¬ 
pected it, gave me all the pleasure ofsurprise-^e con¬ 
sented ; and, after the re(]UK«ite arrangements, wo com- 
ntcnccd our voyages. After Jotimeying through various 
countries of the south of Europe, our attention was turned 
lowurds the east, according to our original destinatkxi; 
and it in my progress through those regions that the 
incident occurred upon which will turn what 1 may have to 
relate. 

The constitution of Darvell, which must, from his ap¬ 
pearance, have been in early life more than usually rohus^ 
lad been for some time gradually giving way, without the 
intervention of any apparent disease: he had neither 
cough nor hectic, yet he became daily more enfeebled: 
lis habits were temperate., and he neither declined iu>r 
complained of fatigue, yet he was evhicntly wasting away: 
le became more and more sili^nt and sleepless, and at 
ength BO seriously altcrc/d, that my alarm grew proportion¬ 
ate to what I conceivtid to be his danger. 

Wo had determined, on our arrival at Smyrna, on an 
ixcursion to tlte ruins of Ephesus and Sardis, from wluch 
endeavoured to dissuade him, in his present state ofin- 
lisposition—but in vain: there appeared to be an oppres* 
iion on his mind, and ^ solemnity in his manner, which ill 
iorrespondod witli his eagerness to proceed on what I 
ogarded as a mere party of pleasure, little suited to a 
aletudinarian; but I opposed him no longer—and in a few 
lays we set off together, accompanied caily by a serrugao 
and a single janizary. 

We had passed half-way towards the remains cf Ephe- 
Its, leaving behind us the more fortilo environs of Smyrna, 
.nd were entering upon that wild and tenantless track 
hrough the marshes and defiles which lead to the few huts 
ot lingering over the broken columns oTDiana—tho roof^ 
less w^B of expelled Christianity, and the still more recent 
hut complete desolation of abandoned mosques—when the 
sudden and rapid illness of my ccxnpankm oldiged us to 
* laU at a Turkish cemetery, the tiirtMUiod tombsttmee cf 
kvhicb were the sole indication that human i^e bad evei 
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been a lojouraer m tine wildemens. The only caravan- “ On the ninth day of the month, at noon prec Wy, (wliat 
■era vre had seen waa left some hours behind us; not a month you please, but this must bo the day,) you mult 
vestige of a town or even cottage, was within sight or fling this ring into the salt springs which run into the Bay 
^ this “city of the dead’’ appeared to bo the sole of Elcusis: the day after, at the same hour, you nnwt 
_ for my unftotunate friend, who seemed on the verge repair to the ruins of the temple of Ceres, and wait one 
• of becoming the last cd'its inhabitants. hour.” 

In this situation, I looked round for a place whore ho “Why?” 
might most conveniently repose:—contrary to the usual “You will see." 
aspect of Mahometan burial-grounds, the cypresses were “The ninth day of the month, you say ?” 
in this few in number, and these thinly scattered over its “The nuith.” 

extent: the tombstones wore mostly fallen, and worn with As I observed that the present was the ninth day of the 
ago: upon ono of the most considerable of tliese, and be- month, hie countenance changed, and he paused. As he 
noath one of the most spreading trees, Darvcll supported sate, evidently becoming more feeble, a stork, witfi a snake 
, himself, in a half-roclinmg posture, with great difiiculty. in her beak,perched upon a tombstone near us; and, with- 
He asked for water. I had some doubts of our beuig able out devouring her prey, appeared to be steadfastly regard- 
to find any, and prepared to go in search of it with hesita- ing us. I know not what impelled me to drive it away, 
ting despondency—but he desired me to remain; and, but the attempt was uselera; she made a few circles in 
turning to Suleiman, our janisary, who stood by us smoking the air, and returned exactly to the same spot. Darvell 
with great tranquillity, he said, “Suleiman, verbana su,” fiointcd to it, and smiled: hespke—I know not whether 
(i. e. tring some water,) and wont on describing the spot to himself or to me—but the words were only, “ Tis well !■ 
where it was to be found with great minuteness, at a small “What is well ? what do you mean ?” 
well for camels, a few hundred yards to tlie right: the “No matter: you must bury me here this evening, and 
janizary obeyed. I said to Darvell, “How did you know exactly where that bird is now perclied. You know the 
this?”—^He replied, “From our situation; you must per- rest of my injunctions.” 

ceive that this place was once inhabited, and could not He tlion proceeded to give me several directions aa 
have been so without springs: I have also been here before.” to flic manner in which his death might be best concealed. 

“You have been here before!—^How came you never After flicse were finished, he exclaimed, “ You perceive 
to mention this to me? and what could you be doing in a flial bird ?” 
place where no one would remain a moment longer tlian “Certainly.” 

they could help it ?” “And flic serpent writhing in her beak ?” 

To this question I received no answer. In the mean “Doubtless; there is nothing uncommon in it; it if 
time, Suleiman roUimed with the water, leaving the scr- her natural prey. But it is odd that she does not 
rugee and the horses at the fountmn. The quenching of devour it.” 

his thirst had the appearance of reviving him for a mo- Ho smiled in a ghastly manner and said, faintly, “It i» 
ment; and I conceived hopes of his being able to proceed, not yet time!” As he spoke, the stork flow away. My 
or at least to return, and I urged the attempt. He wa.s eyes followed it for a moment; it could hardly be Imger 
silent—and appeared to be collecting his spirits for m: than ten might be counted. I felt Darvell’s weight, as it 
effort to speak. He began. were, increase upon my sliouldcr, and, turning to look upon 

* This is the end of my journey, and of my life—I came his face, perceived that he was dead! 
here to die: but I have a request to make, a command— I was shocked with the sudden certainty which could 
for such my last words must be.—^You will observe it?” not be mistaken—his countenance in a few minutes be- 
“ Most certainly; but have better hopes.” came nearly black. I should have attributed so rapid a 

‘I have no hopes, nor wishes, but this—conceal my change to poison, had I not been aware that he had no 
death from every human being.” opportunity of receiving it un|ierceived. The day waa 

“I hope there will bo no occasion; that you will ro- dediniug, the body was rapidly altering, and nothing re¬ 
cover, and—” mailed but to fulfil b'ls request. With the aid of Suld- 

“Peace! it must be so: promise this.” mati’s ataghan and my own sabre, we scooped a shallow 

“Ido.” grave ujion the spot which Darvcll had indicated: the 

“Swear it by all that”-^He here dictated an oath of earth easily gave way,having already received s^e Msj- 

great solemnity. hometan tenant. We dug os deeiJy as the time pee- 

“ There is no occasion for this—I will observe your re- mittod us, and tlirowing the dry earth upon all that 

quest; and to doubt me is - ” remained of the singular being so lately departed, we cut 

“ It cannot be helped, you must swear.” a few sods of greener turf from the less withered soil 

I took the oath: it appeared to relieve him. Ho re- around us, and laid them upon his sepulchre, 
moved a seal-ring from his finger, on which were some Between astonishment and grie^ I was tearless. 
ArBbicdiaracters,andprescntodittome.Heproceeded— ****** 
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1 ’ll play at with the tun aud moon. 

OLD SONG. 

My mither ’« auld, air, and she has rather forgotten hersell In 
ipeahing to my Lfddy, tlmt cunnft wed bide lu lie contradickit* 

(us I ken iiaebody likes it if Uiry could ltd)) tliemiGUB.) 

TALKM OF MY LANDLORD, Old MortatUf,rot,U, 


Ravmna, Februay 7</i, 1821. 

Dear Sir, 

Ir the diffisrent pamphlets wliich you have had th 
goodneu to send me, on the Pope and Bowles’ contro 
veny, I perceive that my name is occasionally introduced 
ly both parties. Mr. Bowles refers more than once to 
what he is pleased to consider “a remarkable circum¬ 
stance,” not only in his letter to Mr. Campbell, but in bis 
r^ly to the Q,unrtcrly. The Quarterly also and Mr. 
Gilchrist have conferred on me tlic dangerous honour of 
R quotation; and Mr. Bowles indirectly makes a kind of 
appeal to me personally, by saying, “I.ord Byron, i/'Ac 
ranmAtra the circumstance, will vnlnm—(rcUneaa in 
ITALIC, an ominous character for a testimony at pre¬ 
sent.)* 

I mall not avail myself of a “non mi ricordo” even 
after so long a residence in Italy;—I do “remember tlie 
mrcumstancc”—and have no reluctance to relate it (since 
called upon so to do) as correctly as the distance of time 
and the impression of intervening events will permit me. 
Ill the year 1812, more thantliroe years after the publica¬ 
tion rf “ English Bards and Scotch Reviewers,” 1 had tlu 
honour of meeting Mr. Bowles in the house of our vene. 
table host of “Human Life, etc.” the last Argonaut of 
Classic English poetry, and the Kestor of our inferior 
race of living poets. Mr. Bowles calls this “ soon after” 
the publicadon; but to me three years apftcar a consi¬ 
derable segment of tbe immortality of a modern poem. 
[ recollect nothing of “the rest of the company going into 
another room”—nor, though I well remember the topogra¬ 
phy of our host’s elegant and classically-furnished man¬ 
sion, could I swear to the very room where tbe conversa¬ 
tion occurred, diough tlie “taking doum the ptaim” seems 
to fix it in the library. Mod it been “ taken it would 
probably have been in the drawing-room. I presume 
also that the “remarkable circumstance” look place after 
dinner, as I conceive that neidier Mr. Bowles’s politeness 
nor appetite would have allowed him to detain “ the rest 
of the company” standing round thoir chairs in tlio “other 
room” while we were discussing “ the Woods of Madei¬ 
ra” instead of circulating its vintage. Of Mr. Bowles’s 
® good-humour” I have a full and not ungrateful recollec- 
tkm; as also of his gentlemanly manners and agreeable 
conversation. I speak of the joAofc, and not of particu¬ 
lars ; for whether he did or did not use the precise words 
printed in the ptunphlet, I cannot say, nor could ho with 
accuracy. Of “the tone of seriousness” I certainly 
recollect nothing: on the contrary, I thought Mr. Bowles 
rather disposed to treat the subject lightly; for he said (I 
have DO objection to be contradictfd if incorrect) that 

/ H« slluatf U) Msjoechl, tad lAe oU»r luJisn vltarnei on the (rtsi 

•rtheUDOM, 


some of his good-natured friends had come to him and 
exclaimed, “ Eh! Bowles! how came you to make the 
Woods of Madeira,” etc. etc. and that he had been at 
some pains and pulling down of the poem to convince 
them that ho had never made “ the Woods” do any thing 
of die kind. He was right, and I vm wrong, and have 
been wrong still up to this acknowledgment; for I ought to 
have looked twieo before I wrote that which involved an 
inaccuracy capable of giving pain. The fact was, that 
although I had certainly before read “ the Spirit of Dis¬ 
covery,” I took dm quotation from the review. But the 
mistake was mine, and not the review’s, which quoted the 
passage correctly enough, I believe. I blundered—God 
knows how—into attributing the tremors of die lovers to 
the "Woods of Madeira,” by wliich they were sur¬ 
rounded. And I hereby do fully and freely declare and 
asseverate, that die Woods did not tremble to a kiss, and 
that the lovers did. I quote from memory— 

A kiii 

Stoic on the lUt’ninetUence, ftc. etc. 

They (the lovers) trembled, even as if the iiower, etc. 

And if I had been aware dial this declaration would have 
on in the smallest degree satisfactory to Mr. Bowles, I 
should not have waited nine years to make it, notwith¬ 
standing that “English Bards and Scotch Reviewers” 
had been suppressed some time previously to my meeting 
lim at Mr. Rogers’s. Our worthy host might indeed 
iiuve told him as much, as it was at his representadon 
that I suppressed it. A new edition of diat lampoon was 
iireparing for the press, when Mr. Rogers represented to 
!ue, diat “I was now acquainted widi many of thepoi^ 
sons mentioned in it, and with some on terms of inti¬ 
macyand that he knew “one family in particular to 
whom its suppression would give pleasure.” I did Dot 
hesilato one moment; it was cancelled instandy; and it 
is no fault of mine that it has ever been republished. 
Wl«‘n I left Englarsl, in April, 1816, with no very violent 
intentions of troubling that country again, and amidst 
scenes of various kinds to distract my attention—almost 
my last act, I believe, was to sign a power of attorney, to 
rourself, to prevent or suppress any attempts (of which 
leveral had been made in Ireland) at a republication. It 
s proper that I should state, that the persons with whom 
' was subsequently acquainted, whose names had occur- 
•ed in that publication, were made my acquaintances at 
heir own desire, or through the unsought intervention of 
ithers. I never, to the best of my knowledge, sought a 
lersonal introduction to any. Some of them to this day 
know only by correspondence; and with one of those it 
was begun by myself, in consequence, however, of a polite 
orbal communication from a third person. 

I have dwelt fOT an instqnt on these circumstaneea 



ON BOWLES’S STRIOTDHES ON POPE. 


2S7 


becauae it has sometimes been nuuie a subject of bitter 
reproach to me to have endeavoured to mipprefts that 
satire. I never shrunk, as those who know mo know, 
from any personal consequences which could bo attached 
to its publicatitm. Of its subsequent suppression, as I 
possessed the copyri^t, I was the best judge and the sole 
master. The circumstances which occasioned the sup> 
prossion 1 have now staged; of the motives, eaidi must 
judge according to his candour or malignity. Mr. Bowles 
does mo the honour to talk of noble mind,” and " gene¬ 
rous magnanimityand all this because the circumstance 
would have been explaincMi had not the book been su{)-1 
|x^Bod.” I see no nobility of mind” in an act of sim-1 
, pie justice; and 1 hate the word because 

1 have sometimes seen it applied to tho grossest of iinpo.s- 
■ tors by the greatest of fools; but I would have. “ explained 
the circumstance,” notwithstanding “the suppression of 
the book,” if Mr. Bowles had expressed any desire that I 
should. As the “ gallant Galbraith” says to “ Baillie Jar- 
vie,” “ Well, the devil take tlie mistake and all that occa¬ 
sioned it.” I have had as great and greater mistakes: 
made about me personally and poetically, once a month 
for these last ten years, and never cared very much al>out 
donrecting one or ^e other, at least after tho first eight- 
and-forty hours had gone over tliorn. 

I must now, however, .say a word or I wo about Pope, of' 
whom yw have my opinion more at large in die unpiiti- 
lished letter on or to (for I forget whuth) the editor of 
“ Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazineand here T doubt 
thtU Mr. Bowles will not approve of my sentiments. 

Although I regret having published “English Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers,” tho part which I regret the least 
is that which regards Mr. Bowles with reference to Pope. 
Whilst I was writing that publication, in 1807 atid 1^, 
Mr. Hobhousc was desirous that I should express our 
mutual opinion of Pope, and of Mr. Bowles’s <*dition of | 
his worl^. As 1 had completed my outline, and felt lazy, 

I requested that he would do so. He did it. Hm f^iirtocn 
linos on Bowles’s Pope are in the first edition of “Eng¬ 
lish Bards and Scotch Reviewersand arc quite as 
severe and much more poetical than my own in the 
second. On reprinting the work, as I put my name to it 
I omiUed Mr. Hobhottse’s line.s, and rtqilaccd them witli 
my own, by which tlie work gained less than Mr. Bowles. 

I have stated Uiis in the preface to the second edition. It 
is many years since I have read that poem; but Uie 
Quarterly Review, Mr. Octavius Gilchri.st, and Mr 
Bowles himselfj have been so obliging as to refresh my 
memory, and that of tho public. I am grieved to say, 
that in reading over those lines, I repent of their having so 
far fallen short of what 1 meant U> exjiress upon the sub¬ 
ject of Bowles’s edition of Pope’s Works. Mr. Bowles 
says that “ Lord Byron hiov^a ho does not deserve this 
character.” I know no such thing. I have met Mr. 
Bowles occasionally, in the best society in London; he 
appeared to me an amiable, well-informed, and extremely 
able man. 1 desire nothing better titan to dine in com¬ 
pany with such a mannered man every day in tho week 
but of “ his character” I know nothing personally; I can 
only speak of his manners, and thele have my warmest 
approbation. But I never judge from manner:?, for I once 
had my pocket picked by the dvilesi gentleman 1 ever 
met with; and wie of the mildest persons I ever saw was 
All Pacha. Of Mr. Bowles’s “(doctor” I will not do 
him the injutUce to judge from the edition of Pope, if he 
prepared it heedlessly; nor the^ustice, should it bo otlicr- 
wise, because I would neidier become a literary execu¬ 
tioner, nor a personal one. Mr. Bowles the individual, 
and Mr. Bowles the editor, appear the two most opposite 
things imaginable. 

** And he himeelf one ——enUtheela.'* 

I wctfi’t say * vile,” because if b harsh; nor “ mistaken,” 
beoaBse H has two syllables too many; but every one 
must fill up the blank as he pleases. 


What I saw of Mr. Bowles increased my surprise and 
regret that he should ever have lent his talents to such a 
task. If he had been a fool, there would have been some 
excuse for liim; if he had been a needy or a bad man, his 
conduct would have been intelligible; but he b the oppo> 
site of all these; and thinking and feeling as 1 do of Pope, 
to me the wliolc thing is unaccountable. However, I miut 
call filings by their right names. 1 cannot call his edition 
of Pope a “candid” work; and I still think that there is 
an affectation of that quality not only in those volumes, 
but in the pamphlets lately published. 

Why pet he doth deny hit prieonere.** 

Mr. Bowles says, that “he has seen passages in his 
letters to Martha Blount, which were never published by 
me, and I hope never v)ill be by oUiers; winch are so gross 
as to imply the groaseat licentiousness.” Is this fair play ? 
It ma)^, or it may not bn, that such passages exist; and 
that Pope, who vvas not a monk, alfitough a catholic, may 
have occasionally sinned in word and in deed with woman 
in his youth: hut is this a sufficient ground for such a 
sweeping denunciation ? Wherti is the unmarried Eng¬ 
lishman of a certain rank of life, who (provided he lias not 
tak<'n orders) lias not to reproach himself between the 
ages of sixteen and thirty with far more licentiousness 
than has ever ye.t been traced to Pope ? Pope lived in 
the public c)'<5 from his youth upwards; ho had all the 
dunc<‘S of his ovsm time for his enemies, and, I am sorry 
to say, some, who have not the afiology of dulness for de- 
tr.aetinti, since his death; and yet to what do all tlioir 
aceninulated liints and charges amount;—loan eqvuvocal 
litxison with Martha Blotint, which might arise as much 
from his infiriiiities as from his passions; to a hopeless 
flirtation witli Lady Mary W. IVbintagu; to a story of 
(Jibber’s; and to two or throe ^arse passages in his 
works. IVho could come forfii clearer from an invidious 
inquest on a life of fifty-six years ? Why are wo to be 
officiously reminded of sucli passages in his letters, pro- 
vi<h'd that they exist ? Is Mr. Bowles aware to what 
such rummaging among “letters” and “stories” might 
lead? I have myself soon a collection of letters of 
another eminent, nay, pre-eminent, deceased poet; so 
al>ominably grew?, and elalmrately coarse, Uiat I do not 
believe that they could be paralleled in our language. 
Whatis more strangt', is, tliat some of these are C(Hiched 
as postaenpts to Ids serious and sentimental letters, to 
which are tacked cither a piece of prose, or some verses, 
of (lie most hyperbolical indecency. He himself says, 
that if “ obscenity (using a much coarser w<M-d) be th* 
sin against the Holy Ghost, he most certainly cannot be 
saved.” These letters are in existence, and have been 
seen by many besides myself; but would his editor have 
boeu “ condid” in even alluding to them ? Nothing would 
liave even provoked tne, an indifferent spectator, to allude 
to them, but this further attempt at tho depreciation of 
Pope. 

What should wo say to an editor of Addison, who 
cited tho following passage from Walpole’s letters to 
George Montagu? “Dr. Young has puWi^ed a new 
book, etc. Mr. Addison sent for the young Earl of 
Warwick, as he was dying, to show him in what peace a 
Christian could die; unluckily he died of bremtiy: no* 
thing mokes a Christian die in peace like being maudlin 1 
but do n’t say this in Gath where you are.” Suppose the 
editor introduced it with this preface: “ One circumstance 
is mentioned by Horace Walpole, which, if true, was 
indeed Walpole informs Montagu that Addi¬ 

son sent for the young Eari of Warwick, when dying, to 
show him in what peace a Christian could die; but im* 
luckily ho died dnmk, etc. etc,” Now, although there 
might occur on the subsequenh cwr on the same page, a 
faint show of disbelief^ seasoned with the expression of 
“file same candour” (the same exactly as throughout the 
book,) I should say that fiiis editor was either foednh or 
false to his trust: sudi a story ought not to have been 



o» a'dwi.Bn dTaiti" 

MMaAmwrtAtftgMMef n>ik<yrcrMiuDe iodu^ need Of mr aUknoe, nv idalllprMuiMtetirwjtfiM- 

Why the words I do hats that word '■muariabk.” What m thm af 
^%at*^»kBot a peacemaker. Why Udk Aumaa, be it poetry, phiJoeophy, wit, wi«^ oeieiMe^ 
«f*0#iorAitealiinoBy” tohiahc8ntiousiieM? Towhat power, |^,mind,matter,life or death, which * *«»•. 
4mt tim amoOBt? that Pope, when very young, wa* rvAUr Of eouree I puttlunga divine out of the fiem 
OHMducKByodly tomrnnhlriinnn andthnplnjrrtn n hmwr'p tiM. Of attant^nt bapUaxns of a book, tittatom* 
of carnal recreation. Mr. Bowie* was not always a pamphlet appear* tl» most complacently conceit^ It 
ctencytaan; and v^mb he was a very young man, was be is Mr. Campbell’s part to answer the contetiti of this pep- 
namtwdaeed into aa much? If I were in the humour formance, and especially to vindicato bis own “Ship,* 
ferate^siteUmg, mid relad^ littie anecdotes, I ooukl tell which Mr. Bowles most trium[diantly prodaims to havo 
; a mash better Story of Mr. Bowies than Cibber's, iqion struck to his very first fire. 

aandk better authority, viz. that of Mr. Bowles himself. “ ftuath he, ibwo wm • Ship; 

d was not related by him in my presence, but in that of **»» Irt‘•'™ srsy-twir’ii loon, 

') atinrd person, whom Mr. Bowles names oftener than Or mj B«ff ihsU ra«k« thw skip 

5 once in the course ofhis replies. This gentleman related It is no aifair mine, but having once begun, (certam^ 
i, it to me as a humorous and witty anecdote; and so not by my own wish, but called upon by the firefpienl 
I was, whatever its other characteristics might bo. Bui recurrence to my name in the pamfiilets,) I am like an 
' dMald I, from a youdifnl Irolk^ brand Mr. &wles with a Irishman in a “row,” “any body's customer.” I shall 
t •Bbertino sort of love,” or with “licentiousness?” is he tliereforesay awordortwoonthe “Ship.” 

the less now a pious or a good man fur not having always Mr. Bowles asserts that Campbell’s “Ship of the Line" 

' beoi a prieat ? No such thing; I am willing to believe derives all its poetry not from “mi” but from “ noiwre.” 
him a good man, almost as good a man as Pope, but no “ Take away the waves, the winds, the sun, etc. etc. on* 
better. will become a stripe of blue bunting ■, and the other a 


The truth is, that in these days the grand '‘primum 
mMe”a( England is cant; cant political, cant poetical, 
cant religious, cant moral; but always cant, multiplied 
through tdl the varieties of life. It is the fashion, and 
while it lasts will be too powerful for tliose who can only 
exist by taking the tone of the time. I say coni, because 
it is a thing of words, without die smallest influence upon 
human actions; the English being no wiser, no better, 
and mudb pomer, and more divided among themselves, 
aa well as fer less moral, than they were iHsfure die preva¬ 
lence of this verbal dermpum. This hysterical horror of 
poor Pope’s not very wcll^scertained, and never fully 
proved amours, (for even Cilfeer owns that he prevented 
the somewhat perilous adventure in which Pope was 
emhukhig,) sounds very virtuous in a controversial 
pamphlet; but all men of the world who know wliat life 
is^ or at least what it was to them in their youth, must 
Uuigh at such a ludicrous feundation of the charge of a 
“Imiutme sort of lovewhile tlie more serious will look 
open Uioee who bring forward such charges upon an 
inndated fact, a* fanatics or hypocrites, perhaps both. 

two ore sometimes compounded in a Iiappy mix¬ 
ture. 

Mr. Octavius QUehrist speaks rather irreverently of a 
“second tmnbler of hot white-wine negus.” What does 
hemesn? Is there any honn in negus? or is it the 
worse fer being hat? or does Mr. Bowles drink negus ? I 
had abetteriqiinHm of him. I hoped that whatever wine 
ha draife was neat; or at least that, like the ordinary in 
Jmiadian Wild, “ he prrferred punch, the rather as there 
waanothing against it in scripture.” I should be sorry to 
believe that Bowles was fimd of negus; it is such a 
“candid” liquor, so like a wishy-wa^y compromise 
between the passion fer wine and the propriety of water. 
But different writers have divers tastes. Judge Black- 
ateaa composed his “ Commentaries,” (lie was a poet too 
in his youth,) with a bottle of port before him. Addi- 
'aeidi oonversatioB was not good for much till he had 
taken a similar dose. Perhaps the prescription of these 
two great men was not inferior to the very dificrentone of 
a aoi-disant poet of this day, who, after wandering among 
the hWs, nkums, goes to bed, and dictates his verses, 
beiog fed by a by-stander with bread and butter, during 
ffw operation, 

1 BOW come to Mr. Bowles’s “ invariable principles of | 
peetiy.” These Mr. Bowles end some of his corre- 
spnaaeat* pnmounce “unanswerable;” and they are 
, “nn aa ew e re d ,” at least by Camj^ll, who seems to have 
‘ htea BSCoimded by the titisu saltan of the time 
Wng, offered to ally himself to the king of Fiance, 
haMmM‘‘hs hated fee word league f whiim proves that 
0ihaPaiUiaaioiderstoodFrenrii. Mr. Canqibetthasno 


piece of coarse canvass on throe tali polos.” Very true; 
take away “ tlio waves,” “ the winds,” and there will be no 
ship at all, not only for poetkal, but for any other purpose; 
and take away “ the sun,” and we must read Mr. Bowles’s 
lamphlet by candleliglit. But the “poctiy” of the 
“ Sliip” does not depend on “ the waves,” etc.; on the con¬ 
trary, the “Ship of the Line” confers its own poetry upon 
the waters, and heightens theirs. I do not deny, that the 
“waves and winds,” and above all “the sun,” are highly 
poetical; wc know it to our cost, by the many descr^ 
tions of them in verse: but if the waves bore only the 
foam upon their bosoms, if the winds wafted only the 
sea-weed to the shore, if the sun shone neither upon 
pyramids, nor fleets, nor fortresses, would its beams be 
cquaity poetical? 1 think not; the poetry is at least 
reciprocal. Take away “the ship of the line" “swing¬ 
ing round” the “ calm water,” and the calm water becomes 
somewhat monotonous tiling to look at, particularly if 
iiot transparently clear; witness the thousands who pass 
by without looking on it at all. What was it attracted 
the thousands to the launch ? they might have seen fee 
poetical “calm water,” at Wapping, or in the “London 
Bock,” or in tho Paddington Canal, or in a hotaepond, or 
in a slop-basin, or in any other vase. They mi^t have 
heard the poetical winds howling through fee cifeika of a 
pig-sty,or fee garret-window; they might liave seen fee 
sun shining on a footman’s lively, or on a brass warming- 
ion ; but could fee “ calm water,” or the “wind,” or tto 
sun,” make all, or any of these, “poetical?” I think 
not. Mr. Bowles admits “ fee sliip” to be poetical, but 
only from those accessories: now if they eaifer poetry so 
as to make one thing poetical, they would miike other 
things poetica]; fee more so, as Mr. Bowles calls a “ sh^ 
}f fee line” without feem, feat is to say, its “masts and 
«ils and streamers,” “ blue bunting,” and “ coarse canvass,” 
and “ tall poles.” So they are; and porcelain is clay, and 
man is dust, and flesK is grass, and yet fee two latter It 
least are the subjects of much poesy. 

Did Mr. Bowles ever gaze upon fee sea ? I presume 
hat be has, at least upon a sea-piece. Did any painter 
iver paint fee sea on^, without the addition m a 
boat, wreck, or some aucb adjunct ? Is fee sea itself a 
more attractive, a more moi^ a more poetical olyect 
wife or without a vessel, breaking its vast but fatiguing 
monotony? Is a storm more poetical without a ifeip? 
ir, in fee poem of the Shipwre^, is it the storm or fee 
ihip whicli most interests? both much, imdoubtedly; but 
•ifeout the vessel, what should we care for fee tempest ? 

!t would sink into mere descriptive poetry, which in itself 
was never esteemed a high (»der of that art. 

1 look upon myself as entitled to talk of naval moctan, 
it least to poets;—with fee exception of Walter Sootti 
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Jtf«ore, and Soutfaeyt parhap^ (who have been voyagers^) to b« told that the “nature” of At^ would be 
Iha^w woufU more miles than all the rest of them together poetical without the*‘art“of the Acropolis? of dm 
new living ever sotZsdi and have lived for monUa and pie of Theseus? and of the stiH all Oreek andgiormii 
moD^ on shipboard; and during the whole period of| monuments of her exquisitely artificial genius? Ask the 
W life abroad, have scarcely ever passed a month out traveller what strikes him as most poetical, the Parth»> 
^oi sight of the ocean; besides being brought up &om two non, or the rock on which k stands ? The coLtmai of 
years tiU ten on the brink of it. I recollect, when an- Cape Colonna, or the Cape itself? The rocks, at the 
chored off Cape Bigmum, in 1810, in an English frigate, foot of it, or the recollection that li’alconer's was 
a violent squ^l coming on at sunset, so violent as to bulged upon them. There are a thousand rocks and 
moke us imagino that the ship would part cable, or drive capes, far more picturesque than those of the Acropolis 
from her an^orage. Mr. Hobhouse and myself, and and Cape Sunium in tliemsolves; what are they to a 
some officers, been up the Dardanelles to Abydos, thousand scenes in the wilder jmi'ts of Greece, of Asia 
and were just returned in time. The aspect of a storm Minor, Switzerland, or even of Cintra in Portugal of to 
in the. Archipelago is as poetical as need be, tlie sea many scenes of Italy, and the Sierras of Sjmin ? But it 
• being particularly abort, dasliing, and dangerous, and the is the “ art,” the columns, the temples, the wrecked vessel, 
navigation intricate and brcdieii by the isles and currents, which give them their antique and ffioir modem poetry^ 
Ciq>e Sigteum, tlio tumuli of the Troad, Lemnos, I'ene- and not the spots themselves. Without them, the ipots 
do^ all added to tlie associations of the time. But what of earth would be uimoticed and unknown; bmied, Uka 
seemed the most ^poeticat' of all at the nannont, were Babylon and Nineveh, in indistinct confusion, without 
Uie numbers (about two hundred) of Greek and Turkish poetry, as without existence: but to whatever spot of 
crafl; wliich were ckdiged to “ cut and run” before the earth tliese ruins were transported, if they were axpobU 
wind, from their unsafe aucitorage, some for Tenedos, of transportati<m, like the (kieUsk, and the s[>hiox, and the 
some for other isles, some for the main, and some it might Memnon’s head, there they would still exist in the perfeo- 
be for eternity. The sight of these little scudding ves- tion of tiieir beauty, and in the pride of iheir poetry. I 
sels, darting over the foam in the Ut'ilight, now appearing opposed, and will ever oppose, the robbery <£ ruins ffom 
and now disappearing between the waves in the cloud of Athens, to instruct lire English in sculpture; but why did 
night, with their peculiarly tohite sails (the Levant sails I so ? Tlie ruins are as poetical in Piccadilly an they 
not being of ^coarse canva*^ but of white cotton) skim- wore in the Parthenon; but Uio Parthenon and its rode 
ming along as quickly, but less safely than the scomews are less so witliout them. Such is the poetry of art 
which hovered over Uiein; tlieir evident distress, tlieir Mr. Bowles contends, again, the pyramklt of 
reduction to fluttering specks in the distance, their crowd- Egypt are poetical, because of “me association wifli 
ed succession, their htl/eness, as contending witli the giant boundless deserts,” and that a “pyramid of the same 
element, which made otir stout forty-fburis teak timbers dimensions” would not be sublirne in “Linedn’s Inn 
(she was built in India) creak again; thoir aspect and Fieldsnot so poetical, cerUimly; but take away th# 
their motion, all struck me as something far more “ poeti- “pyramids,'” and what is the “desert/” Take away 
cal” than the mere broad, brawling, sbipless sea, and the Steme-henge from SalisUiry plson, mid U is nothing more 
sullen winds, could possibly have been witliout them. than Hounslow Heath, or any other unenclosed down. It 
The Euxine is a noble sea to look upon, and the port appears to me that St. Peter’s, tlie Coliseum, the Pan- 
of Constantinople the most beautiful of harbours, and Uieon, the Palatine, the Apollo^ the Laocoon, the Vecnie 
yet I cannot but think that the twenty sail of tlio line, di Medicis, the Hercules, the dying Gladiator, the Mose* 
some ^ tMie hundred and forty guns, rendered it more of Michael Angelo, and all the iiigher works of Canovi, 
“poetical” by day in tlio sun, and by night perhaps still (I have already spoken of those of ancient Greece, still 
more, for the Turks illuimnatc Uieir vtissels of war in a extant in (iiat country, or transported to England,) are u 
manner the most picturesque — and yet all this Ls ortp?- \poeticQl as Mont Blanc or Mount i>erhap8 still 

cioi. As for the Euxine, I stood ujion the Syinplegadcs more so, as they are direct manifestations <jS min^ and 
—I stood by the broken altar still exposed to the winds 'presuppwe poetry in their voiy conception; and have, 
upon one of them—I felt all tlie ^^poctry'^ of the sif.ua- moreover, as being such, a something of actual 

as I repeated the first lines of Medea; but would which cannot belong to any part of inanimato nature, 
not that “poetry” have been heightened by tlio Argot unless we adopt the system of Spinosa, that the world 
It was so even by the appearance of any merchant vessel is tlie deity. There can be nothing more poetical in Mi 
arriving from Odessa. But Mr. Bowles says, “ why aspect than the city of Venice: does this depend upon 
bring your ship cdf the stocks ?” for no reason that 1 the sea, or the canals ?— 

know, except iliat ships ore built to bo launched. The , whence proud Venice ro» t** 

water, etc. undoubtedly ueiohteks the poedi^ associa- 

Xons, but it does not make them; and the ship amply Is it the canal which runs between the palace and the 
repays the obligation: they aid each other; the water is pi^n, or the “Bridge of Sighs” vriiich connects tbein, 
nore poetical witli the ship—the ship less so wiffiout the that render it poetical? Is it the “Canal Grande,” or 
water. But even a ship, 1^ up in dock, is a grand and the Rialto which arcdiea it, the churches which towM 
Metical sigMl* Even an old boat, keel upwards, wrecked over it, the palaces which line, and tlm gondolu whidi 
ipon the barren sand, is a “ poeticid” Abject, (and Words- glide over the waters, that render this city more poetical 
v(Htb, who made a poem about a washing-tub and a blind ^an Romo itself ? Mr. Bowles will say, perhapS] that 
»y, may tell you ao as well as [;) whilst a long extern of j the Rialto is but marble, the palaces and churches oaiy 
and and unbrdeen water, wiUxmt the boat, would be as st<aie, and the gondolas a “ coarse” blade d^, thrown 
tke dull prose as any pamphlet lately published. over some planks of carved wood, with a shmiBg fait of 

What makes the poetry in the image of the “marAfe fantastically-formed iron at the prow, “tMlAeiM” tbn 
andk T^idmor,” or Gramger’s “Ode to Solitod^” so water. And I tell him thid wstlKHit these the wator . 
Buch admired by Johnson ? Is it the “ morW^” or the would be nothing but a day-coloured ditdi, and who* 
w«ISi”thesDti/Jdo?orffienamrtiiobje^^ The “waste” ever says the contrary, deserves to be at die bottom^ 
s like all other toaates; but tbe ^marble” of Palmyra that where Pope’s heroes are embraced by the 
Bakes the poetry of the passage as of the place. nymphs. There would be nothing to mdre the canal 

The beautifid but barren Hymettus, the whole coast of! Venice more poetical than that of PaddaigtoB, w«rt A 
kttiea, her hilla and mountains, Protelicui, Aacbesmus, not t]» artificial ac^uiKrts ab<w» meotkmed, aMheuj^ 
lakmappus, etc. etc. are in themselves poetknd, and is a perfectly natural eiaal, by tbe 9 ^ w 

midd Iw so if tbe name of Athems of Athemaos, and innumerable nlaadB which ouustituta tbe ake « 

«r vsiy nrini, were swept from the earth. But am I extraordinary dty. 
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OK BOWLES’S STRICTURES ON POPE. 


The vejy Gloecs of Tai^wn at Rome are as poedcal 

Richmond HU!; many will think more so. Take away 
Rome, and leave the Tiber and tho seven hills, in the 
nature of Evander’s time; let Mr. Bowles, or Mr. 
Wordsworth, or Mr. Southey, or any of the other “na¬ 
turals,” make a poem upon them, and then see which is 
most poetical, their production or tiie commonest guide¬ 
book winch tells you the road from St. PeterV to the 
Coliseum, and informs you what you will sec by the way. 
The ground interests in Virgil, because it trnU be Rome, 
and not because it is ICvandoi^s rural domain. 

Mr. Bowles then proceeds to prws Homer into his 
service, in answer to a remark of Mr. Campbell’.^, that 
**Komer was a great describer of works of art.” Mr. 
Bowles contends, tliat all his great power, even in this, 
depends upon their connexion with nature. The “shield 
erf* Achilles derives its poetical interest from the subjects 
described on it.” And from what does the spear of 
Achilles derive its interest? and the helmet and the mail 
worn by Patroclus, and the c;oIes(ial armour, and the 
very brazen greaves of the well-booted Greeks ? Is it 
solely from the legs, and the back, and the breast, and tht; 
human body, which they enclose ? In that case, it would 
have been more poetical to have made them fight naked; 
and Gully and Gregson, as being nearer to a state of 
nature, are more poetical, boxing in a pair of drawers, 
than Hector and Aclillles in radiant armour, and with 
heroic weapons. 

Instep the clash of helmets, and the rushing of 
chariots, and the w^zing of spears, and the glancing of 
•words, and the cloving of shields, and Iho piercing of 
breastplates, why not represent the Greeks and Trojans 
like two savage tribes, tugging and tearing, and kicking, 
and biting, and gnashing, foaming, grinning, and gouging, 
in all the poetry of ruartial nature, uniticun^red with 
gross, prosaic, artificial arms, an equal superfiuity to the 
natural warrior, and his natural poet? Is there any 
thing impoetica) in Ulys.ses striking the horses of Rhesus 
with hia bow, (having forgotten his thong,) or would Mr. 
Bowles have had him ki^ them with his foot, or smack 
them with his hand, as beng more unsophisticated? 

In Gray’s Elegy, is there an image more striking than 
his “ shapeless sculpture ?” Of sculpture in general, ii 
may be chserved, that it Is more poetical Uian nature 
itself, inasmuch as it represents and bodies forth tliat 
ideal heuity and sublimity which is never to be found in 
actual nature. This at least is the general opinion ; but, 
always excepting the VentLS di Medicis, 1 dif!*er from that 
opinion, at least as far as regards female beauty, for t!ic 
Iwad of Lady Charlemont (when I first saw her, nine 
years ago) seemed to possess all that sculpture could 
require for its ideal. I recollect seeing something of tlie 
same kind in the head of an Albanian girl, w ho was 
actually cmployeil in mending a road in Uic mountains, 
and in some Greek, and one or two Italian faces. But 
of avbUmti/, I have never seen any thing in human nature 
at ail to approach tho expression of sculpture, cither in 
the Apollo, the Moses, or otlier of tlic sterner works of 
ancient or modern art. 

Let us examine a little further this “ babble of green 
£k»ldx,” and of bare nature in general, as superior to arti- 
fici^ imagery, for the poetical pur|) 0 ses of the fine arts, 
in landscape painting, the great ardst does not give you 
a literal copy of a country, but ho invents and composes 
one. Nature, in her actual aspect, does not famish him 
with such exiting scenes as ho requires. Even where 
he {presents you with some famous oty, or celebrated 
■oeoe fitrm mountain or other nature, it must be taken 
li^ some particular point of view, and with such light, 
flnd shade, and distance, etc. as serve not only to heighten 
ha beautiM, iMit to shadow its deformities. The poehry 
nature alone, sssaet/v ^ she appears, is not sufficient 
^ hear ban out. The very dky of hb piwting b not the 
pnWtk of the ricy of native; it b a competition erf* diffie- 
lOBt obfenred at dUferent times, and not the whde 


copied from any particular day. And why ? Boeauee 
Nature b not lavbh of her Maudes; they are widely 
scattered, and occasionally displayed, to be ^ected with 
care, and gathered with difficulty. 

Of sculpture I have Just spoken. It b the great scope 
of die sculptor to hoi^^ten nature into hercnc beauty, t. e. 
in plain English, to surpass hb model. When Canova 
forms a statue, he takes a limb from one, a bimd from 
another, a feature from a third, and a sliape, k may be, 
from a fourth, probably at tlie same time improving upon 
all, as tho Greek of old did in embodying hb Venus. 

Ask a portrait painter to describe his agonies in acemn- 
modating the faces with which Nature and hb sitters have 
:’rowde<l hb paintuig-rooin to the principles of hb art; 
with the exception of perhaps ten faces in as many mil¬ 
lions, there b not one which he can venture to g^ve with¬ 
out shading much and adding more. Nature, exactly, 
riniply, barely nature, will m^o no great artbl of any 
kind, and least of all a poet—the most artificial, perhaps, 
of a!i artbts in his very essence. With regard to natural 
imager}', the poets are obliged to ttdee some of their best 
iliustrutiuns from art. You say that “a fountain b as clear 
or clearer than glaas^* to express its beauty— 

0 funs Bnnduiift, splemluliur vitro I*’ 

In the speech of Mark Antony, tho body of Cssar b 
dbplayed, but so also is his mantle^ 

*' Vou alt do know this numtU,*' etc. 

• « * • • ■ 

Look I in this place nin Caasins* daggar through.” 

If the poet had said that Cassius had run his^st through 
the rent of the mantle, it would have had more of Mr. 
Bowles’s “nature” to help it; but the artificial dagger is 
more poetical than any natural hand without it. In the 
sublime ofaacred poetry, “Who b this that cometh from 
}>^dom ? with dyed garments from Bozrah V Would “ the 
comer” be poetical without his “ dyed garments which 
strike and startle the spectator, and identify the approach¬ 
ing object. 

The mother of Sisera b represented listening for tho 
“ir/icfb qfhb chariot.” Solomon, in hb Song, compares 
the nose of his beloved to a ® tower,” which to us appears 
an eastern exaggeration. If he had said, that her statue 
was like that of “ a lower,” it would have been as poetical 
as if he had compared her to a tree. 

” The virtuous Marcia tower* above her seX)*' 
is an instance of an artificial image to express a moral 
sup<;rioriiy. But Solomon, it is prtfoable, did not compare 
hb beloved's nose to a “ tower” on account of its length, 
but of its symmetry: and, making allowance fur eastern 
hyperbole and the difficulty of finding a dbereet image for 
a female nose in nature, it is perhaps os good a figure as 
any other. 

Art b not inferior to nature for poetical purposi^. What 
makes a regiment of soldiers a more noble object of view 
Uian the same mass of mob? Their arms, their dresses, 
their banners, and the art and artificial symmetry of their 
position and movements. A Highlander’s plaid, a Mus¬ 
sulman’s turban, and a Roman toga, are more poetical 
than the tattooed or untattooed buttocks of a Now Sand¬ 
wich savage, although they were described by William 
Word.sworth hirnselflike the “idiot in his glory.” 

I have scon as many mountains as most men, and more 
fleets than the genenility of landsmen: and, to my miud, 
a large convoy, wkh a few sail of the line to conduct them, 
is as noble and as poetical a prospect as all that inanimate 
nature can produce. I prefer the “ mast of some great 
ammiral,’ with all its tackle, to the Scotch fir or the Alpine 
tannen: and think that more poetry has been made out of 
it. In what does the infinilo superiority of “Falconer’s 
Shipwreck,” over all other shipwrecks, consist? In hia 
admirable api^ication of the terms of his art; in a poet- 
sailor’s description of the sailor's fate. These terma^ 
by his application, make ffie strength and reality of hb 
poem, ^l^y ? because he wa» a poet, and in the hands 
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of & poet ort will not bo found less ornamental than nature 
It ia precisely in general natute, and in stopping out o 
his eloment, that Falconer fails; where he digresses ti 
speak of ancient Greece, and “ such branches of learning.' 

In Dyer’s Grongar Hill, upon which his fame rests, th 
very appearance of Nature herself is moralized into 
artificial image: 

“ Thu»U Nature’s whtrt wrought, 

To hiitruct our wandering tbougUi; 

Tbua she dreaaet gr$tn tvid gay. 

To iHtpame our care* sway.” 

And here dlso wo have the telo!ico|hc, tho miauee o 
which, from Milton, has rendered Mr. Bowles bo tri- 
omphutt over Mr. Campbell: 

♦* So we mletake ih« future’* face, 

Eyed thntughHope'edetuding giaae." 

And here a woni,en/iasaan 2 !, to Mr. Campbell: 

** Ae yon auiximlU, soft and fair, 

Clad in eoloura of tiie air, 

Which, tu (hoK w)ii>]oiirney near, 

Barren, brown, and rough appear, 

Still we tread the eame cuarae we y— 

The prearnt’a still a cloudy day.’’ 

Is not tlus the ori^nal of the far-iaiiied, 

*' ’T Is distance lends enchantment to the view, 

And rohsstbe mountain in its azure hue 7” 

To return once more to the sea. Let any tjne look on 
die long wall of Malamocco, which curbs the Adriatic, and 
pronounce between the sea and its master. Surely that 
Roman work, (I mean Roman in conception and perform¬ 
ance,) which says to the ocean, “ thus far shall thott come 
and no further,” and is obeyed, is not less sublime and 
poetical than lito angry waves which vainly break be¬ 
neath it. 

Mr. Bowles makes tlie chief part of a ship’s poe.sy 
depend on the “ windthen why is a ship under sail more 
poetical than a hog in a high wind ? The hog is all nature, 
the ship is all art, coarse canvas,” “ blue bunting,” and 
“tall poles;” both arc violently acted upon by the wind, 
tossed here and there, to and iro; and yet notliing but 
excess of hunger could make me lot^ ufion the pig as the 
more poetical of the two, and then only in the diape of a 
^iikin. 

Will Mr. Bowles toll us that the poetry of an aqueduct 
ronsists in the water which it convoys ? Let him look on 
that oTJustmian, on thcKio of Romo, Constantinople, Lisbon, 
and Elvas, or even at the remains of that m Attica. 

Wo are asked “what makes the venerable towers of| 
Westminster Abbey more |>octical, as objiJCts, than the 
tower for the manufactory of patent shot, surrounded by 
the same scenery?” I will answer—the architecture. 
Turn Westrainster Abbey, or Saint Paul’s, into a powder 
magazine, tlieir poetry, as objects, remains tho same; the 
Pai^enon was actually converted into one by the Turks, 
during McM’osini’s VencUan siege, and part of it destroyed 
in e(Mnsequence. Cromwell’s dragoons stalled tlicir steeds 
in Worcester cathedral; was it loss poetical, as an 
jec^ than before ? Ask a foreigner on his approach to 
London, what strikes him os tho most poetical of the 
tow«^ iMfbre him; be will point out S^. Paul’s and West¬ 
minster Abbey, without, perhaps, knowing the names or 
asBotutions of either, and pass over the “ tower for patent 
aho%” not that, for any thing he knows to the contrary, it 
might not be the mausoleum of a monarch, or a Waterloo 
column, or a Trafalgar monument, but because ite archi¬ 
tecture is obviously inferior. 

To the question, “ whether the description of a game of, 
cards be as poetical, supposing the execution of the artists 
equal, as a descriiption of a walk in a forest?” it may be 
answered, that the tneUerialii are certainly not equal; but 
that “ Uie artist,” who has rendered the “ game of cards 
poetical,” is ^ far the greater of llm two. But all this 
•ordering" of poets is purely arbitrary on the part of Mr. 
Bowles. There may or may not be, in fact, different 
’ “orders” of poetry, but the^lbet is always ranked according 


to his execution, and not according to bis Ivanob of 
the art. 

'IVagedy is one of the highest presumed orders. Hughes 
has written a tragedy, and a very successful one; Fettfon 
another; and Pojm none. Did any man, however,—will 
even Mr. Bowies himself rank Hughes and Fenton as poets 
above Popr? Was even Addison, (the author of Cato,) 
or Rowe (one of the higher order of dramatists, as far as 
success goes,) or Young, or even Otway and Southerne, 
ever raised for a momenr to Uie same rank with Pope m 
tiio eslimation of tho reader or the critic, before his death 
or since ? If Mr. Bowles will contend for claasihcations 
of tills kind, let him recollect that descriptive poetry has 
been ranked as among tlic lowest brandies of the art, and 
(Icscriplion us a mere ornament, but winch should never 
form “the subject” of a poem. The Italians, with the 
most poetical language, and the most fastidious t^te in 
Europe, posses.*) now five great poels, they say, Dante, 
Pelrartth, Ariosto, T asso, and lastly AUleri; and whom do 
they esteem one of the highest of these, and some of them 
the very liighest ? Petrarch, the sonndteer: it is true that 
some of his Canzoiii are not le.vi esteemed, but not more; 
who ever dreams of his Latin Africa? 

Were Petrarch to ho ranked according to tho “order" 
of lii.« comfiositions, whore would the best of sonnets place 
him? wilh Dante and the others? No: but, as I have 
lofjre Saul, the {wTot who executes best is llie highest, what¬ 
ever his department, and will over be so rated in the 
worlds esteem. 

Hud Cray written notliing but hie Elegy, high cm he 
siuiicls, I am not sure iliat he would not stand higher; it 
IS the corner-stone of his glory; without it, his odes would 
>e insufiicicnl fi»r his fame. The depreciation of Pope is 
lartly founded upon a tliUo idea of the dignity of his order 
•f poetry, to which ho has partly contributed by the in¬ 
genuous boast, 

“ That not in fancy’* maze hewandar'd long. 

But ftooji'Hto truth, and morulixtid his soiift'” 

lo should liave written “ rose to truth.” In my mind, tho 
tighe.st of all poetry is ethical poetry, as tlie highest ot all 
tanhly objects must be monil tnitli. Religion docs not 
nake a part of mv subject; it is something beyond human 
towers, and has fliiled in all human hands except Milton’s 
intl Dantes, and even Dante’s powers are involved in tho 
lelineation of human pa.ssions, thuu^i in supernatural cir- 
'umslances. What made Socrates tlie greatest of men ? 
lis moral truth—his ethics. ‘VSTiat proved Jesus Christ 
lie Son ofGod hardly ics.s than his miracles? His moral 
irecepts. And if ethics have made a pliitosoplior the first 
»f men, and have not been disdained as an adjunct to bis 
:ospcl by tho Deity himself, are we to bo told that ethical 
)oeiry, or didactic poetry, or by whatever name you term 
!, whose object is to make men better and wiser, is not 
-he t'ery first order of yioettry ? and arc we to be told this 
oo by one of the priesthood? It requires more mind, 
more wisdom, more power, than all tho “ forests” that ever 
'oro “walked” fir tlieir “description,” and all tlie epics 
hat ever were founded upon fields of battle. The 
jeorgics are indisputably, and, I believe, widisprdediy^ 
ven a finer poem lliaii the .^neid. Virgil knew this; he , 
id not order them to be burnt. 

“ The proper tUidy of mankind toman.” 

It is the fashion of the day to lay great stress upon what 
licy call “imagination” and “invention,” the two coro- 
nonest of qualities: an Irish peasant, with a litUe whisky 
n his head, will ima^ne and invent more than would fur- 
lish forth a modern poem. If Lucretius had not been 
ipoiled by the Epicurean system, we should have hi^ a n 
far suptirior poem to any now in existence. As mere.; 
^oeiry, it is the first of Latin poems. "WTiat then has ; 
'uined it ? His ethics. Pope has not th» defect; his moral ^ 
IS as pure as his poetry is glorious. In speaking of «rti- 
fi(^l rejects, I have omitt^ to touch upon am t 
will new mmtion. Cann<m may be presumed to he «i 



899 


ON BOWLEB’S STBICTOKEB ON POPE. 


Ughly (meticil M art can make faor objects. Mr. Bon’lei 
will, perhaps, tell me that this is because thcjt resembl 
ifaat grand natural article of sound in heaven, and simili 
Upon earth—thunder. I shall be told triumphantly, thai 
Milton made sad work with bis artillery, when he armcc 
lua devils therewithal. He did so; and this artificial ol 
jact most have had much of the sublime to attract hi: 
attention for such a confiict. He has made an absurd use 
of it; but the al)su.'dity consists not in using eanrnm againsi 
the angels of God, bin any material weatKMi. The thun¬ 
der of the clouds would have been as ridiculous and vain 
in the hands of the devils, as tiie " villanous saltpetre 
tile angels were as impervious to the one as to the other. 
The thunderbolts became sublime in the hands of the Al¬ 
mighty, not as such, but because he deigns to use them as 
t means of repelling the rebel spirits; but no one can at¬ 
tribute tlicir defeat to this grand piece of natural electri¬ 
city: the Almighty willed, and they fell; his word would 
have been enough; and Milton is as absurd (and in fact, 
Hasphaimu) in pulling material lightnings into the handi 
of the Godhead as in giving him ho^s at all. 

The artillery of the demons was but the first step of 
his mistake, the thunder the next, and it is a step lower. 
It would have been fit for Jove, but not for Jehovah. 
The subject altogether was essentially unpoetical; he 
has made more of it than another could, but it is beyond 
him and all men. 

In a portion of his reply, Mr. Bowles asserts that 
Pope “ envied Phillips” because he quizzed his pastorals 
in tile Guardian, in that most admirable model of irony, 
his paper on die subject. If there was any thing envi¬ 
able about Phillips, it could hardly be his pastorals. 
They were despicable, and Pope expressed his conlempt. 
If Mr. Fitzgerald published a volume of sonnets, or a 
“Spirit of Discovery,” or a “Missionary,” and Mr. 
Bowies wrote in any periodical journal an ironical paper 
upon them, woidd this bo “ envy ?” The authors of the 
^Rejected Addre.ssea” have ridiculed the sixteen or twenty 
“first living poets” of die day; but do they “ envy” them ? 
“Envy* writhes, it don’t laugh. The aulhors of the 
“Rejected Addresses” may despise some, but they can 
hardly “envy" any of the persons whom they have paro¬ 
died ; and Pope could have no more envied Phillips than 
he did Welsted, or Theobalds, or Sraedly, or any other 
given hero of die Dunciad. He could not have envied 
him, even had he himself not been the grealest poet of 


imitation of Milton’s style, as burlesque as the “Sjdendid 
Shilling.” These two writers (for Gowper is no poet) 
come into comparison in one great wivk—the translation 
of Homer. Now, with all the great, and manifest, and 
manifold, and reproved, and acknowledged, and uncon- 
trovorted faults of Pope’s translation, and all the scholar¬ 
ship, and pains, and time, and trouble, and blank verse 
of the other, who can ever read C'owper ? and who will 
ever lay down Pope, unless for the original 1 Pope’s was 
“not Homer, it was Spondanus;” but Cowper’s is not 
Homer, either, it is not even Cowper. As a child I first 
read Pope's Homer with a rapture which no subsequent 
work could ever afford; and children ore not the worst 
udges of their own language. As a boy I read Homer, 
m the orig^nah as wo have all done, some of us by force, 
and a few by favour; under which de.scripfion I come is 
lotliing to the purimse, it is enough that I read him. As 
a man 1 have tried to read Cowper’s version, and I found 
It impossible. Has any human reader ever succeeded ? 

And now that we have heard the Cathcdic reproached 
witfi envy, duplicity, licentiousness, avarice—what was 
the Calvinist? He attempted the most atrocious of 
rimes in the Christian c^e, viz. suicide—and why? 
Because he was to be examined whether he was fit fin- 
on office which he seems to wish to have made a sine- 
urc. His connexion with Mrs. Unwin was pure enough, 
ir the old lady was devout, and he was deranged; hut 
■hy then is the infirm and then elderly Pope to be re¬ 
moved for his connexion with Martha Blount ? Cowper 
fas the almoner of Mrs. Throgmorton; but Pope’s chari- 
ies were his own, and they were noble and extensive, Ikr 
eyond his fortune’s warrant. Pope was the tolerant yet 
eady adherent of the most bigoted of sects; and Cow- 
■p.r the most bigoted and despondent sectary that ever 
.nlicipated damnation to himself or others. Is this harsh ? 
know it is, and I do not assert it as my opinion of Cow- 
tr personalty, but to show vitiat might bo said, with just 
t great nn appearance of truth and candour, as all the 
lium which has been accumulated upon Pope in similar 
peculations. Cowper was a good man, aiid lived at a 
irtunate time fitr his works. 

Mr. Bowles, apparently not relying entirely upon his 
i-n arguments, has, in person or by proxy, brought fbr- 
ard the names of Southey and Moore. Mr. Sonthey 
agrees entirely vwtli Mr, Bowles in his mvariabU prin- 
tiples of poetry.” The least that Mr. Bowles can do in 


his age. Did Mr. Ings “cnqy”Mr. Phillips, when he 
asked him, “ how came your Pyrrhus to drive oxen, and 
say, I am goaded on by love ?” This question silenced 
poor Phillips; but it no more proceeded from “envy” 
than did Pope’s ridicule. Did he envy Swift ? Did he 
envy Bolingbroke ? Did he envy Gay tlie unparalleled 
success of his “ Beggars’ 0|iera ?” We may be answered 

prevent may? Study the first woman you meet w-ith, 
or the first scribbler, let Mr. Bowles himself (whom I 
acquit fully of such an odious quality) study some of 
his own poetical intimates: the most envious man I 
ever heard of is a fioet, and a high one; besides it is an 
wmersal passion. Goldsmith envied not only the pup¬ 
pets for their dancing, and broke his shins in the attempt 
at rivslty, but was seriously angry because two pretty 
women received more attention than he did. This is 
may ,• but where does Pope show a sign of the passion ? 
In that case, Dryden envied tlie hero of his Mac Fleck- 
Boa. Mr. Bowles compares, when and where he can. 
Pope with Cowper, (the same Cowper whom, in his 
aditioD of Pope, he laughs at for his attachment to an 
oU woman, Mrs. Unwin: search and you will find it; I 
tunmiiber the passage, though not the page;) in parti- 
|re-qiiotes Cowper’s Dntch delineation of a wood, 
plilw a seedsman’s catalogue,'*' with an affected 

t to Mr. Bowlei's own JuSsment a poMsss from another 
'a, to ha comgarod with die laioo vHtera S^ran Sam. { 


return is to approve tlie “invariable principles of Mr. 
SouUiey.” I should have thought that the word “invari- 


Th; needha, oncp a Bhlnlni;ftorc» 

For my fake reirtleM heretofore, 

New run dimiacd, and ahine no mere, 
j My Mary,” 

rdntafn a eimjile, household, ''indoor,'' artificial, and ordinary{foaft. 
I refer Mr. llowlrs to (hr ilnnrn, and ask if (hnic three linre about ** nee* 
dlei^nm not worth nil the hmiMed twaddliiiratmut trees, •otriDn^haailf 
re-quoted f and yet iit /act wha i do they convey f A homely collecUon 
of imoyra and hleas asioclatcd with the durnlni! of stockinfe, and tha 
hununlne of shirts, ami the inendina of hrerches ; but will any one deny 
that tlir.v are eminently poeticni and pnihetic as addressed by Cowuer to 
Ids nurse? The tmithof trees reminds me of a SH.vinn; nf Rherldan's. 
^wQ sfterthe “ Rejected Address” scene, in 1812,1 met Sheridan, lu 
the course n( dinner, h< said, “Lord tlyroii, did Tou know that amonc 
the writers of addresses wns V^hlthrean hiniself?” I onawered by as 
inquiry^ whut sort of an address he hnd made. “Of tliat,”replied 
Sherklan. ” 1 rememljer IKile, except that there was a phemixln It.” 
'• A ((hfltnix 1! Well, how did herieecribe it ?” " J4k9 a poultarar.** 

_.’ered Nberidan ; isgreeu, and yellow, and red, and blue ; ut 

did not let iiavfl' fora siiicle frathor.” And just such aa ihis p«)alterer*a 
account of a phtxnix, is fkjwper's stiek-plcIrHr's detail of a wood, with 
al) its petty minulia of Unis, liial, and the other. 

cine more )>oeUcat instance ol the power nf art, and even Its tup$- 
riorUy over nature, in poetry, and I hare done t•~the■ bust of Anlinona/ 
Is there any thing in nature like this maride,excNptln{): the Venus? Can 
there be more poetry lathered into existence than in that wonderful 
creation of perfect beauty i But the portry of this buit is in no respect 
derived from tiaiure, nor from any aasoclntiou of moral exattodoeai: 
for what la there in common with moral nature and the male mlnioD of 
Adrian? The very execution la not nxfwraf, but M^srnatural, or 
rather evpar-vtrtfjteial, for nature has never done so roiteh. 

Away, then, with this cant about natuie end “Invariable principlM 
of poetry I” A great artiit will make a block of etone m •ubllme aa a 
mountain, ondo'p^ poet can imbue apaekof cards with more poetry 
than Inhabits the forests of America. It is the business and the prow 
^ a jjoet to give the lie to the proverb, and sometimes to ** mal e n eitken 
j 0 »f M out of a aote'e ear {*' and to 6M|clade with another homely pro¬ 
verb, gnnrt ■srorkman will net flnIrfisaU with hie tool*. ’ 
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bWs’ might have aluok in Southey’s throat, like Macbeth’s 
“Amen!” I am sure it did in mine, and I am nottlie 
least consistent of the two, at least as a voter. Moore 
(et <u Brule!) also approves, and b Mr. J. Scott. There 
is a letter also of two lines from a gentleman in asterisks, 
•who* it seems, is a poet of “ the highest rank”—who can 
tiih be ? not my friend, Sir W'alter, surely. Campbell it 
can’t be; Rogers it won’t be. 

'• You h«Te Ait thg nail in tlie head, and [Pope, I presumej on 
the hud olio." 

I r$main, yoart, afifectionatet;, 

(Four Atlerisks.) 

And 'm asterisks let him remain. Whoever this person 
*may be, he deserves, for such a judgment of Midas, that 
^ the nail” which Mr. Bowles has hit m the head should 
be driven through his own ears; 1 am sure that they are 
long enough. 

The attention of the poetical populace of the present 
day to obtain on ostracism against Pope is as easily ac« 
counted for as the Athenian’s shell against Aristides; 
they are tired of hearing liim always c^led tlic Just.” 
They are also fighting for life; for if he maintains his 
station, they will reach Uieir own falling. They have 
raised a mosqtio by the side of a Grecian temple of the 
purest arcliitecture; and, more barbarous than tlie bar> | 
barians from whose practice I have borrowed the figure, 
they are not contented with their own grotesque edifice, 
unless they destroy the prior and purely beautiful fabric 
which preceded, and which shames them and theirs for 
ever and ever. I shall be told that aroon|^t those 1 have 
been (or it may l>e still am) conspicuous—true, and 1 
am ashamed of it I fuwe been among the builders of 
this Bal>el, attended by a confusion of tongues, but ne?.vr 
among the envious destroyers of the classic temple of 
our predecessor. I have loved and honoiired tlic fame 
and name of tiiai illustrious and unrivalled nian, far 
more Uian my own paltry renown, and the trashy gin- 
gleoT the crowd of “schools” and upstarts, who preteml 
to rival, or even surpass him. Sooner titan a single leaf, 
should be tom from his laurel, it were better tliat all 
which these men, and I, as one of llieir set, have ever 
written, should 

" Tilne truikJn, cioth« spicp, or, fluUerini' in a row» 

Dcfriiifie tke raiU of Dedlam or Soho !’* 

There are those who will believe this, and those who 
win not. You, sir, know how far I am sincere, and 
whether my opinion, not only in tlie short work intended 
for publication, and in private letters which can never 
be published, has or has not been the same. I look 
upon this as ihe decUniug age of English poetry; no 
regard for others, no selfish feeling, can prevent me from 
seeing this, and expressing the truth. There can be no 
worse sign for the taste of the times tlian the deprecia¬ 
tion of Pope, It would Iks better to receive for proof 
Mr. Cobbel’s rough but strong attack upon Shakspeare < 
and MUton, than to allow this smooth and “candid” 
UDdermiuing of the reputation of tlie most perfect of our 
poets and the purest of our moralists. Of his power in 
^e poMtons, in description, in the niocJc-heroic, I leave 
others to descant. I take him on his strong ground, os 
an ethical poet: in the former none excel, in the mock- 
heroic and the ethical none equal liim ; and, in my mind, 
the latter is die highest of ail poetry, because it does 
that in uerse, which the greatest of men have wished to 
accomplish in prose. If the essence of poetry must bo 
a Ue^ throw it to tho dogs, or banish it from your republic, 
as Plato would have done. He who can reconcile poetry 
with truth and wisdom, is the only true “poet” in its real 
sense; “the maker,”“the creator”—-why must this mean 
die “ liar,” the “feigner” “the tale-teller?” A man may 
make and create better things than these. 

I shall not presume to say that Pope is as high a poet 
as Shakspeare and Milton, though his enemy, Warton, 
places him immediately under them. I would no more 
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this than I would assert in die mosque, (once St. 
Sophia’s,) that Socrates was a greater man than Maho¬ 
met. But if I say that he is very near them, U is no 
more than has been asserted of Bums, who is supposed 
** To rival all but Shakflpear«*B name below.** 

I say nodiing against this opinion. But of what “ order,• 
according to the poetical aristocracy, arc Burns’s poems ? 
These are \\\aopxia moignttm, * Tom O’Shantcr,” a tale; 
tho “Colter’s Saturday Night,” a descriptive dcetch; 
some others in the same style; the rest are semgs. So 
much f<>r tliu rank of his prodvetiona ; the rank of Swn» 
is tlie very first of his art. Of Pope 1 have expressed 
my opinion elsewhere, as also of tlie efiect which tho 
present attempts at. poetry havo had upon our literaUire. 
If any great national or natural convulsion could or should 
overwhelm your country, in such sort os to sweep Great 
Britain from the kingdoms of the earth, and leave mily 
that, after all the most living of human things, a dead 
langTMige, to be studied and read, and imitated, by the 
wise of future and far generations upon foreign sh^oi; 
if your literature should become the learning of mankind^ 
divested of party cabals, temporary fashions, and national 
pride and prejudice; an Englishman, anxious that the 
posterity of strangers .«;)!Oul(l know that there bad been 
such a thing as a British h^pic and Tragedy, might wish 
fur (he preservation of Shakspeare and Milton; but the 
surviving world would snatch Pope from tho wreck, and 
let the rest sink with the people. He is the moral poet 
of all civilization, and, as such, let us hope that he will 
one day be tlie national poet of mankind. He is the (Xily 
poet that never shocks; the only poet whose faultUesneae 
has been made his reproach. Cast your eye over his 
productions; consider their extent, and contemqilate their 
variety:—pastoral, passion, mock-heroic, tronslatiou, sa¬ 
tire, ethics,—all excellent, and often perfect. If his great 
cluu-m be his mdody^ how comes it tiiat foreigners ^ore 
him even in (lieir diluted translation ? But 1 have made 
th is letter too long. Give my compliments to Mr. Bowles. 

Yours ever, very truly, 

BYRON. 

To J. Murray^ lusq. 

Post 8aiptum,~-^hong as this letter has grown, I find 
it necoRsary to ap^iend a postscript,—^if possible, a short 
one. Mr. Bowles denies that he has accused Pope c€ 

“ a sordid inoney-gef ling passionbut he adds “ if I had 
ever done so, 1 should be glad to find any testimony that 
might show me ho was fwt so.” Tliis testimony he may 
find to his heart.'s content in Spence and elsewhere. 
First, there is Martha Blount, who, Mr. Bowles charit¬ 
ably says, “ probably thought ho did/not save enough fc«r 
her as k'galce.” Wliatever she thought upon this point, 
her wcads arc in Pope’s favour. Then there is Aiders 
man Barber—see Spence’s Anecdotes. There is Pope% 
*old answer lo Halifax, when ho proposed a pension; hk 
b<3haviour to Graggs and lo Adilison upon like occaakxis; 
and hiR own two lines- 

* And) (h&nht (a Homer, «ine« I lire and thrlTS, 

Intlcbted to no prince or peer ative—'* 

written when princes would have been proud to pension, 
and peers to promote him, and when the wlKile anoy of 
dunces were in array against liim, and would have been 
but too happy to deprive him of this boast of mdepen- 
dencc. But tlierc is something a little more serious : 

Mr. Bowles’s deciaratitm, that he “ would have spoken” 
of hiR “ noble generosity to the outcast, Richard Savage,” 
and other instances of a conqiasstonate and generous 
fieart, “ had they occurred to hie recollection vdien he wntey* 
What! is it come to this ? Does Mr. Bowles sit down 
to write a minute and laboured life and edition of a great 
poet ? Does ho anatomize his character, tnctfal and po¬ 
etical ? Does he present us with his faults and vriih bis 
foibles ? Does ho sncMsr at his feelings, and doubt of bis 
sincerity ? Does he imfoM his vanity and duplidty? and 
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llteo omit the {[ood qualities which might, in part, hav 
“covered this multitude of sine?’’ and then plead tha 
“ (hqr did not oneur to lot recoUeelion 7” le this the frami 
Ilf mind and of memory with which the illustrious dea 
are to be reproached 7 If Mr. Bowles, who must havi 
had access to all the means of refreshing his memory, 
did not recollect these facts, he is unfit for his task; bui 
if he did recollect, and omit them, I know not what he 
u Bt for, bat I know what would be fit for him. Is the 
plea of “ not recollecting" inch prominent facts to be 
admitted f Mr. Bowles has been at a public school, 
and, as 1 have been publicly educated also, I can sym¬ 
pathize with his pr^ilection. When we were in the 
third form even, hsid we pleaded on the Monday morning, 
that we had not brought up the Saturday’s exercise be¬ 
cause “ we had forgotten it,” what would have been the 
reply 7 And is an excuse, which would not be pardoned 
to a schoolboy, to pass current in a matter which so 
nearly concerns the &me of the first poet of his age, if 
not his country ? If Mr. Bowles so readily forgets 
the virtues of others, why complain so grievously that 
others have a better memory for his own &ults ? They 
are but the faults of an author; while the virtues he 
omitted from his catalogue are essential to the justice 
due to a man. 

Mr. Bowles appears, indeed, to be susceptible beyond 
the privilege of authorship. There is a plaintive dedi¬ 
cation to Mr. Gifford, in which ht is made responsible 
for all the articles of the Guarlerly. Mr. Southey, it 
leema, “ the most able and eloquent writer in that Re¬ 
view,” approves of Mr. Bowles’s publication. Now, it 
teems to me the more impartial, that notwithstanding 
that the great writer of the Q,u nrterly entertains opinions 
apposite to the able article on Spence, nevertheless that 
setay was permitted to appear. Is a review to be de¬ 
voted to the opinions of any one man? Must it not 
vnry according to circumstances, and according to the 
robjects to be criticised 7 I fear that writers must take 
the sweets and bitters of the public journals as thuy 
occur, and an author of so long a standing as Mr. 
Bowles might have become accustomed to such inci¬ 
dents ; he might bo angry, but not astoniehed. I have 
been reviewed in the Quarterly almost as oileii as Mr. 
Bowles, and have had as pleasant things said, and some 


as anplfosant, as could well be pronounced. In the re¬ 
view ol' ’■ The fall of Jerusalem,” it is staled that 1 
have devoted ” my powers, etc. to the worst parts of 
manicheism,” which ‘being interpreted, means that 1 
worship the devil. Now, 1 have neither written a reply, 
nor complained to Gifford. I believe that I obeorved iff 
a letter to yoit, that 1 thought “ that the critic might 
have praised Milman without finding it necessary to 
abuse mebut I did not add at the same time, or soon 
slier, (apropos, of the note in the book of travels,) that 
! would not, if it were oven in roy power, have a single 
ine cancelled on my account in tliat nor in any other 
publication 7—Of course, I reserve to myself die privi¬ 
lege of response when necessary. Mr. Bowies seemsi 
in a whimsical state about the article on Spence. You . 
now very well that I am not in your confidence, nor in 
bat of the conductor of the journal. The moment I 
saw that article, I was morally certain that I knew the 
.uthor ” by his style.” You will tell me that I do tuff 
:nmi him t that is ail as it should bo: keep the secret, 

•0 shall I, though no one has ever intrusted it to me. 
He is not the person whom Mr, Bowles denounces. 
Mr. Bowles’s extreme sensibility reminds me of a cir- 
mmstance which occurred on board of a frigate, in 
hich I was a passenger and guest of the captain’s for 
considerable time. The surgeon on boaiff, a very 
[entlemanly young man, and remarkably able in his 
irofession, wore a wig. Upon this ornament he was 
xtremely tenacious. As naval jests are sometimee a 
title rough, his brother-officers made occasional allu- 
ions to this delicate appendage to the doctor’s person. 
)ne day a young lieutenant, in the course of a facelioue 
liscussion, said, “ Suppose, now, doctor, I should take 
■ff your hat.” “ Sir,” replied the doctor, “ I efaali talk 
so longer with you; you grow scurrilous.” He would 
lot even admit so near an approach as to the hat which 
irotected it. In like manner, if any body approaches 
Mr. Bowles’s laurels, even in his outside capacity of an 
ditor, “ they grow scurrilous.” You say that you ars 
bout to prepare an edition of Pope; you cannot do 
letter for your own credit as a publisher, nor for the le- 
lemplion of Pope from Mr. Bowles, and of the public 
taste from rapid degeneracy. 


NOTES. 


Note 1. Page S9I. 

Theltattana, with the man poetical languagej and the 
meet faetidioue latte in Europe, poetett vow live great 
peels, theu tap. Dame, Petrarch, Ariosto, Taaeo, and 
taetly Aj/feri. 

Of these there is one ranked with the others fur his 
ScKHKTS, and two for compositions which belong to no 
class at alll Where is DanteHis poem is nut an epic; 
then what U It ? He himself calls It a “ divine comedy 
and why f This is more than all his thousand commen¬ 
tators have been able to explain. Ariosto’e is not an epic 
poem; and if poets are to bo classed according to the 
genu* of their i^etry, where is he to be placed.’ Of these 
Bve, Tasso anil Alncri only come within Aristotle’s ar¬ 
rangement, and Mr. Bowles’s class-book. But the whole 
pneltioa Is false. Poets are classed by the power of their 
perftatinance, and not according to its rank in a graiius. 
In the contrary ease, the forgotten epic poets of all coun- 
Ortet would rank above Petrarch, Dante, Ariosto, Burns, 
Ony, Dryden, and the highest names of various countries. 
Mr. Bnwles’e title of “ invariable principles of poetry,” 
la, terhaps, the must arrogant ever prefixed to a volume. 
Bo W we (He principles of poetry from being invatia* 
tbit they tiever were nor erer will be settled. These 
** Roebing more then the predilections 

of A paimttUr age; and every age hai In own, and a 
Meniit fhan Its prsddcessor. it is now Homer, and now 


VirdI; once Dryden, and since Walter Scott; now Cor* 
neille, and now Racine; now Crebillon, now Voltaire. 
The Homerists and Viruiliens in France disputed for half 
a century. Not hUy years ago (he Italians neglected 
Dante—Beuinelli reproved Monti for reading that bar* 
hariRiiat present they adore him. Sbakapeaie and 
Milton have had their rise, and they will have their de* 
dine. Already they have more than once tiuctuated, as 
must be the case with all the dramutisis and poets of a 
living language. This does not depend upon their meriiSp 
but upon the ordinary vicissitudes of human ojpinlona. 
Schlegel and Madame de 8tael have endeavoured also to 
reduce poetry to two systems, classical and romantic. 
The effect is only beginning. 

Note 2. Page 203. 

I shall not presume to say that Pope i$ as high a poet 
as Shakspeaie and Milton^ thou/fh his enemy^ Wartony 
places him immediately under them. 

If the opinions cited by Mr. Bowles, of Dr. Johnson 
against Pone, are to tie taken as decisive authority, they 
will also hold good against Gray, Milton, Swift, Thomson, 
and Drrden: in that case what becomes of Gray’s poeiical 
and Milton’s moral character? even of Milton’s poeHcat 
character, or, indeed, of English poetry in general ? for 
Johnson strips many a leaf from every Jaurei. Still 
Johnson’s is the finest critical work extant, and can never 
be read without inetruction and delight. 
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A SECOND LETTER TO JOHN MUKRAV, ESQ. 

0 » 

THE REV.W. L. BOWLES’S STRICTURES 

ON THE 

LIFE AND WRITINGS OP POPE 


JRavenna, March 25, 182J. I 
Dear Sis, | 

Is the further “ Obeervations” of Mr. Bowles, in re-1 
joinder to the charges brought against his edition of 
Pope, it is to be regretted that he has lost his temper. 
Wliatover the language of his antagonists may have been, 

I fear that his replies have afforded more pleasure to [ 
them than to the public. That Mr. Bowles should not ‘ 
be pleased is natural, whether right or wrong; but a 
temperate defence would have answered his purpose in 
the former case—and, in the latter, no defence, how¬ 
ever vitdent, can tend to any thing but his discomfiture. 

I have read over this third pamphlet, which you have 
been so obliging as to send me, and shall venture a few 
observations, in addition to those upon the previous con¬ 
troversy. 

Mr. Bowles sets out with repeating his “ confirmed 
conviction,” that “ what he said of tlie moral part ofj 
Pope’s character was, generally speaking, true; and 
that the principles ofpoetical criticism which he has laid 
down are invariable and invulnerable,'^ &c.; and that he 
is the more persuaded of this by the “ exagger^ions of| 
his opponents.” This is all very well, and highly na¬ 
tural and sincere. Nobody ever expected that either Mr. 
Bowles or any other author, would be convinced of hu¬ 
man illibility in their own persons. But it is nothing 
to the purpose—for it is not what Mr. Bowles thinks, 
but what is to be thought of Pope, that is the question. 
It is what he has asserted or insinuated against a name 
which is the patrimony of posterity, that is to be tried ; 
and Mr. Bowles, as a party, can bo no judp. The 
more he is persuaded, the better for himself, if it give 
him any pleasure; but ho can only persuade others by 
the proofs brought out in his defence. 

After these prefatory remarks of ” conviction,” &c. 
Mr. Bowles proceeds to Mr. Gilchrist; whom ho charges 
with “ slang” and “ slander,” besides a small subsidiary 
indictment of “ abuse, ignorance, malice,” and so forth. 
Mr. Gilchrist has, indeed, shown some anger ; but it 
is an honest indignation, which rises up in defence of| 
the illustriotis dead. It is a generous rage which in¬ 
terposes between our ashes and their disturbers. There 
appears also to have been some slight personal pro¬ 
vocation. Mr. Gilchrist, with a chivalrous disdain ofj 
the fury of an incensed poet, put his name to a letter 
avowing the production of a former essay in defence of 
Pope, and consequently of an atuick upon Mr. Bowles. 
Mr. Bowles appears to bo angry with Mr. Gilchrist for 
four reasons ftrstly, because he wrote an article in 
“ The London Magaxine secondly, because he after¬ 
wards avowed it; thirdly, because ho was the author ofj 
a still more extended article in “ The Cluarterly Re¬ 
view and, fourthly, because he was rot the author 
of the said ftuartorly article, and had the audacity to 
disown it—for no earihly reason but because he had ito* 
written it. 


Mr. Bowles declares, that “ be will not enter into a 
particular examination of the pamphlet,” which by a 
mienomer is called ” Gilchrist’s Answer to BowIm," 
when it should have been called “ Gilchrist's Abuse of 
Bowles.” On this error in the baptism of Mr. Gil¬ 
christ’s pamphlet, it may be observed, that an _ 

may be abusive and yet no less an answer, though in¬ 
disputably a temperate one might be the better of the 
two ; but if abuse is to cancel all pretensions to reply, 
what becomes of Mr. Bowles’s answers to Mr. Gil¬ 
christ ? 

Mr. Bowles continues :—“ But as Mr. Gilchrist de¬ 
rides my peculiar sensitiveness to criitdm, before I show 
how deatituie of truth is this repreaentalion, I will hero 
explicit ly declare the only grounds, &c. itc. Ac.—Mr. 
Bowles’s sensibility in denying his ” sensitiveness to 
criticism” proves perhaps too much. But if he lum 
been so charged, and truly—what then 1 There is no 
moral turpitude in sucli acuteness of feeling: it has 
been, and may be, combined with many good and great 
qualities. Is Mr. Bowles a poet, or is he not? If ho 
be, be must, from his very essence, be sensitive to criti¬ 
cism ; and even if he be not, he need not be ashamed of 
the common repugnance to being attacked. All that is 
to be wished is, that he had considered bow disagreeable 
a thing it is, before he assailed the greatest moral poet 
of any age, or in any language. 

Pope himself “ sleeps well,”—nothing can touch 
him further; but those who love the honour of their 
country, the perfection of her literature, the glory of her 
language—are not to be expected to permit an atom of 
his dust to bo stirred in his tomb, or a leaf to be stripped 
from the laurel which grows over it. 

Mr. Bowles assigns several reasons why and when 
*• an author is justified in appealing to every upright 
and honourable mind in the kingdom.” If Mr. Bowles 
limits the perusal of his defence to the ” upright and 
honourable” only, I greatly fear that it will not be ex¬ 
tensively circulated. I should rather hope that some 
of the downright and dishonest will read and be con¬ 
verted, or convicted. But the whole of his reasoning h 
here superfluous—” an author it justified in appeal¬ 
ing,” See. when and why ho pleases. Let him make 
out a tolerable case, and few of his readers will quarrel 
with his motives. 

Mr. Bowles “ will now plainly set before the Hteraty 
public all the circumstances which have led to Ws name 
and Mr. Gilchrist’s being brought together,” Ac. 
Courtesy requires, in speaking of others and ourselves, 
that we should place the name of the former first—and 
not “ £go el Rex mens.” Mr. Bowles should have 
written “ Mr. Gilchrist’s name and his.” 

This point he wishes ” particularly to address^ to 
those most respectable charaeters, who have the dirertioB 
and management of the periodic^ critical press." That 
the press may bo, in some instances, conducted by ro- 
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•paeuible characters is probable enough; but if they are 
•o, there is no occasion to tell them of it; and if they 
•re not, it is a base adulation. In either case, it looks 
tike a kind of flattery, by which those gentry are not 
eery likely to be softened; since it would be difficult to 
find two passages in fifteen pages more at variance, 
than Mr. Bowles’s prose at the beginning of this 
pamphlet, and bis verse at the end of it. In page 4. 
he speaks of “ those most respectable characters who 
have the direction, &c. of the periodical press,” and in 
p«ge 10. we find— 

** Te inquititon, a monk'tike band, 

Who o’er eome ebriukiOjK victin)>author eUmd, 

A eolenin, eecrei, and vtndictivt brood, 

Oaijf terrific Iq ^our cowi and hood.” 

And SO on—to “ bloody law” wid red scourges,** with 
oUhmt fimilar phrases, which may not bo altogether 
agreeable to the above-mentioned most respectable 
eharacten.” Mr. Bowles goes on, I concluded my 
^ beerva tioDS tn the last Pamphleteer with feelings not 
mnkind towards Mr« Gilchrist, or** [it should be nor] 
^ to the auUtor of the review of Spence, be he whom he 
■light.**—** 1 was in hopes, as [have alwaysbeen ready 
lo admit any error# I might have been led into, or pre¬ 
judice I might have entertained, that even Mr. Gilchrist 
might be disposed to a more amicabU mode of discussing 
’whM I had advanced in regard to Pope*s moral cha¬ 
racter.** As Major Sturgeon observes*, ** There never 
was a set of more amicable officers—with the exception 
•of a boxing-bout between Captain Shears and the 
Otdonel.** 

A page and a half—say only a page before—Mr 
Bowles re-affirms his conviction, that ** what he hae 
isaid of Pope’s moral character is {generally speaking) 
tnUf and that his ** poetical principles are invariable 
and invulnerable.^' He has also published three pam- 
phlets,—ay, ftmr of the same tenour,—and yet, with thr 
dedaration and these declamations staring him and hi 
adversaries in the &ce, he speaks of his ** readiness t< 
admit errors or to abandon prejudices 111’* His use o 
the word ** amicable'* reminds me (d* the Irish Institu 
thui (which 1 have somewhere heard or read of) calle( 
the Society,** where the president always 

ewied pistols in his pocket, so that when one amicabh 
gentleman knocked down another, the difierence migh 
be adjusted on the spot, at the hamonious distance o 
twelve paces. 

But Mr. Bowles ** lias since road a publication b^ 
him (Mr. Gilchrist) containing such vulgar slander 
■ffecting private life and character,** &c. &c.; and Mr. 
Gikdirist has ulso had the advantage of reading a pub 
Ucmtion by Mr. Bowies sufficiently imbued with per 
Banality ; for one of the first and principal topics o 
nproach is that he is a grocer, that he has a ** pipe ii 
his mouth, ledger^botdc, green canisters, dingy shop-boy 
half a hogshead brown treacle,** Ac. Nay, the sam 
tMieide raillery is upon the very title-page. Whei 
GOBU^vemy has once commenced upon this footing, a 
Dr. lehnson said to Dr. Percy, Sir, there is an end o 
polUsMst—ws are to be as rude as we please—Sir 
you said that 1 was dwitighted.'* As a man*8 pro 
fessioa is generally no more in his own power than hi 
persoB—both having been made out for him—it i 
bard that he should ht reproached with either, and stii 
mars that an honest calling should be made a reproach 
Ifthereisany i^ng more honourable to Mr. Gikhris 
thanittother it is, that being engined in commerce b( 
has had tbs taste, and fou^ iIm leisure, to become k 
able a proficisat ta the ht|^r literature of his own anc 
other countries. ]V&. Biowles, who will be proud V 
own Qhattertop, Bums, and Bioomfisld for hr 

■t i||||||jiMtfdly havs ejuarrsUed with Mr. Gilebrit. 
pa cn|i|b^ Mr. OUohrist*i station, however, which 
H «b«Sr km to the hipest mvic honours, and to 


^undlew wealth, has nothing to r^uire apok^; but 
’en if it had, such a reproach wus not very gracious 
i the part of a clergyman, nor graceful on of a 
;entleman. The allusion to ** Chmiian criticism** is 
t particularly happy, e8{>ecialiy where Mr. Gildirist is 
ccused of having ** set tfijird example of this mode in 
S^arc^e.** What Pagan criticism may have been ws 
mow but little; the names of Zoilus and Aristarchus 
iurvive, and the works of Aristotle, Longinus, and 
Quintilian: but of Christian criticism** we have 
jready had somo specimens in the works of Philel- 
ihus, Poggius, Scaliger, Milton, Salmasius, the Crus- 
anti (versus Tasso,) the French Academy (against the 
vid,) and the antagonists of Voltaire and of Pope—to 
lay nothing <}f somo articles in most of the reviews,' 
linco their earliest institution in tlie (lerson of their 
ospectable and still prolific parent, ** The Montlily.** 
iVhy, iheu, is Mr. Gilchrist to be singled out ** as 
laving set the first example ?** A sole page of Milton 
•r Salmasius contains mm’e abuse—rank, rancorcHis, 
unleavened abuse—than all that can be raked forth 
from the whoio works of many recent critics. There 
are somo, indeed, who still keep up the good old custom; 
)ut fewer English than foreign. It is a pity that 
Mr. Bowles cannot witness some of the Italian contro¬ 
versies, or Itocome the subject of one. He would then 
look upon Mr. Gilchrist as a panegyrist. * ♦ ♦ ♦ 
To mo it appears of no very great consequence whe- 
.her Martha Blount was or was not Pope’s mistress, 
hough 1 could have wished him a better. She appears 
>0 have been a cold-hearted, interested, ignorant, dis¬ 
agreeable woman, U[>on whom the tenderness of Pope's 
heart in the desolation of his latter days was cast away, 
not knowing whither to turn, as he drew towards his 
premature old age, childless and lonely,—like the needle 
which, approaching within a certain distance of the pole, 
becomes helpless and tiseioss, and, ceasing to tremble, 
rusts. She seems to have been so totally unworthy of 
lenderness, that it is an additional proof of the kindness 
of Pope’s heart to have been able to love such a being. 
But we must love sometliing. I agreo with Mr. B. that 
she “ could at no time have regarded Pape personally 
with attachment,’* because she was incapable od* attach¬ 
ment ; but 1 deny that Pope could not be regarded with 
personal attachment by a worthier woman. It is not 
probable, indeed, that a woman would have fallen in love 
with him as he walked almig the Mall, or in a box at 
Uie opera, nor from a balcony, nor in a ball-room; but 
in society be seems to have been as amiable as unassum¬ 
ing, and, with the greatest disadvantages of figure, bis 
head and face were remarkably handsome, especially his 
eyes. He was adored by his friends—friends of the 
m(»t opposite dispositions, ages, and talents—by the 
old and wayward Wycherley, by the cynical Swift, the 
rough Alterbury, the gentle Spence, the stem attorney- 
bishop Warburton, ffie virtuous Berkeley, and the 
** cankered Bolingbroke.” Holingin'oke wept over him 
like B child; and Spence’s description his last mo¬ 
ments is at leut as edifying as the more ostentotious 
account of the deathbed of Addison. The soldier Peter¬ 
borough and the poet Gay, the witty Congreve and the 
laughing Rowe, the eccentric Cromwell and the steady 
Bafourst, were all his intimates. The man who could 
conciliate so many mend* the most opposite dest^iption, 
not one of whom but was a remarkable or a celebrated 
character, might well have pretended to oU the attach¬ 
ment which a reasonable man would desire of on amiable 
woman. 

Pope, in foot, wherever he got U, appears to have 
understood the sex well. Bolingbroke, ** a judge ef the 
sobgect,” says Warion, thought his *'Spisde on the 
Characters of Women” his ** masterpiece.” And even 
with reitpect to the grosser {^ssion, which takes occo^ 
rionally the nvne of ** remanrio,’* accordii^y U ffie 
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dagrae of wntiment elevates it above the definition of i 
love by Bufion, it may be remarked, that it does not j 
always depend upon personal appearance, even in a 
woman. Madame Cottin was a plain woman, and 
might have been virtuous, it may be presumed, without 
mi^ interruption. Virtuous she was, and tlte conse¬ 
quences of this inveterate virtue were that two different 
admirers (one an elderly gentleman) killed themselves 
in despair (see Lady Morgan’s “ France.”) 1 would 
not, however, recommend this rigour to plain women in 
general, in the hope of securing the glory of two suicides 
apiece. I believe that there are few men who, in the 
course of their observations on life, may not have per¬ 
ceived that it is not the greatest female beauty who 
forna the longest and the strangest passions. 

But, apropos of Pope.—Voltaire tells us that the 
Marechal Luxembourg (who had precisely Pope’sfigure) 
was not only somewhat too anuilory for a great man, but 
fortunate in his attachments. La Valibre, the passion 
of Louis XIV., had an unsightly defect. The Princess 
of Eboli, the mistress of Philip II. of Spain, and 
Maugiron, the minion of Henry HI. of France, had 
each of tliom lost an eye; and the famous Latin epigram 
was written upon them, which has, I believe, been either 
translated or imitated by Goldsmith;— 

** Lomj>n« Aeod dextro, eat IseoDilia wnietro, 

£t uotie eat forma viocer«! nterqiie Deoa ; 

Blanda puer, lumau quod Itulwi coocede aorruri, 

Sia ta uacua Amor» sic erit Ula Venu».” 

Wilkes, with his ugliness, used to say that “ he was 
but a quarter of an hour behind the handsomest man in 
Englandand this vaunt ef his is said not to have been 
disproved by circumstances. Swifl, when neither yuung, 
nor handsome, nor rich, nor even amiable, inspired tiie 
two most extraordinary passions upon record, Vanessa’s 
and Stella’s. 

“ Vaneaaa, ag<>d acarca a score, 

Sighs for a gown of /orty-Jour.'* 

He requited them bitterly; for ho seems to have 
broken the heart of the one, and worn out tliat of the 
other; and he had bis reward, for he died a solitary 
idiot in the hands of servants. 

For my own part, I am of the opinion of Pausanias, 
that success in love depends upon Fortune. “They 
particularly renounce Celestial Venus, into whose tem¬ 
ple, &c. &c. &c. I remember, too, to have seen a 
building in .£!gina in which there is a statue of Fortune, 
holding a horn of Amalthea; and near her there is a 
winged Love. The meaning of this is, that the success 
of men in love affairs depends more on the assistance 
of Fortune than the charms ufbeauty. I am persuaded, 
too, with Pindar (to whose opinion I submit in other 
particulars), that Fortune is one of the Fates, and that 
in a certain respect she is more powerful than her sis¬ 
ters.”—See Pausanias, Achates, book vii. chap. 26. p. 
846. Taylor’s “ Translation.” 

Grimm has a remark of the same kind on the different 
destinies of the younger Crebillon and Rousseau. The 
former writes a licentious novel, and a young English 
girl rf some fortune and fiimily (a Miss Strafford) runs 
away, and crosses the sea to marry him ; while Rous¬ 
seau, the most tender and passionate of lovers, is obliged 
to espouse his chambermaid. If I recollect rightly, this 
remark was also repeated in the Edinburgh Review of 
Grimm’s correspondence, seven or eight years ago. 

In regard “ to the strange mixture of indecent, and 
acmetimes profane levity, which hie conduct and lan¬ 
guage qftm exhibited,” and which so much shocks Mr. 
Bowles, I object to the indefinite word “ often. and in 
extenuation of the occasional occurrence oC such lan¬ 
guage it is to be recollected, that it was less the tone of 
Pope, than the tone of the time. With the exception 
of the correspondence of Pope and his friends, not many 
private letten of the period have come down to us; but 
those, such as they are—a few scattered scraps from 

38 


Farqubar and others—are more indecent and ooaroe 
than any thing in Pope’s letters. The comedies el 
Congreve, Vanbrugh, Farqubar, Cibber, Ac., which 
naturally attempted to represent the manners and con¬ 
versation of private life, are decisive upon this point; 
as are also some of Steele’s papers, and even Addison’s. 
We all know what the conversation of Sir R. Walpole, 
for seventeen years the prime minister of the country, 
was at his own table, and his excuse for his Hcentious 
language, viz. “that every body understood that, but 
few could talk rationally upon less common topics.” 
The refinement of latter days,—which is perhaps the 
consequence of vice, which wishes to mask and soflen 
itself, as much as of virtuous civilisation,—had not yet 
made sufficient progress. Even Johnson, in his “ Lon¬ 
don,” has two or three passages which cannot be read 
aloud, and Addison’s “ Drummer” some indelicate al- 
lu-sions. 

To return to Mr. Bowles. “If what is here ex¬ 
tracted can excite in the mind (I will not say of any 
‘ layman,’ of any ‘ Christian,’ but) of any human being," 
&c. &c. Is not Mr. Gilchrist a “ human being?” 
Mr. Bowles asks “ wliether in attributing an artiefo,” 
&c. &c. “ to the critic, he had any reason for distin- 
guisliing him with that courtesy,” &c. &c. But Mr. 
Bowles was wrong in “ atlributing the article” to Mr. 
Gilchrist at all; and would not have been right in call¬ 
ing him a dunce and a grocer, if he had written it. 

Mr. Bowles is here “ peremptorily called upon to 
speak of a circumstance which gives him the greatest 
pain,—tile mention of a letter he received from the 
editor of ‘The London Magazine.’” Mr. Bowles 
seems to have embroiled himself on ail sides; whether 
by editing, ot replying, or attributing, or quoting,—it 
has been an awkward affair for him. 

Poor Scott is now no more. In the exercise ol his 
vocation, he contrived at last to make himself the sub¬ 
ject of a coroner’s inquest. But he died like a brave 
man, and he lived an able one. I knew him personally, 
though sliglitly. Although several years my senior, we 
had been schoolfeltows together at the “ grammar-schule” 
(or, as the Aberdonians pronounce it, “equeeF’) of New 
Aberdeen. He did not behave to me quite handsomely 
in his capacity of editor a few years ago, but he was 
under no obligation to behave otherwise. The moment 
was too tempting for many friends and for all enemies. 
At a time when all my relatione (save one) fell from me 
like leaves from the tree in autumn winds, and my 
few friends became still fowor,—when the whole peri¬ 
odical press (I mean the daily and weekly, no< the 
literary press) was iet loose against me in every shape 
of reproach, with tlie two strange exceptions (from their 
usual opposition) of “ The Courier” and “ The Exami¬ 
ner,”—the paper of which Scott had the direction was 
neither the last nor the least vituperative. Two years 
ago I met him at Venice, when he was bowed in griefo 
by the loss of liis son, and had known, by experience, 
the bitterness of domestic privation. He was then ear¬ 
nest with me to return to England; and on my telling 
him, with a smile, that be was once of a different opi¬ 
nion, he replied to me, ‘ that he and others bad bmn 
greatly misled; and that some pains, and rather extraor- 
dinaiy means, had been taken to excite them.’ Scott is 
no more, but there are more than one living who were 
present at this dialogue. He was a man of very eonei- 
derabie talents, and cf great acquirements. He had 
made his way, as a literary ebaracter, with high suceeas, 
and in a few years. Poor fellow! I recollect hie jey at 
some appointment which he had obtained, or was to 
obtain, through Sir James Macfcintoeh, and wbieh pre¬ 
vented the further extension (unless by a rapid run to 
Rome) of his travels in Italy. I little thoug^it to what 
it would conduct him. Peace be with him!—«td msy 
aii such other fouits as are inevitable to humanity be as 
readily forgiven hiiii, as the little iqjury which he had 



298 


OBSERVATIONS ON “OBSii.a- A . 


done to one who respected bis talents, and regrets hii 
loss. 

I pass over Mr. Bowles’s page of explanation, upon 
the correspondence between him and Mr. S—. It is 
of little importance in regard to Pope, and contains 
merely a re>contradiction of a contradiction of Mr. Gil¬ 
christ’s. We now come to a point where Mr. Giichrisi 
has, certainly, rather exaggerated matters; and, of 
course, Mr. Bowles makes the most of it. Capital 
letters, like Kean’s name, “ large upon the bills,” are 
made use of six or seven times to express his sense of 
the outrage. The charge is, indeed, very boldly made 
but, like “Ranold of the Mist’s” practical joke of pul¬ 
ling the bread and cheese into a dead man’s month, is, 
as Dugald Dalgetty says, “ somewhat too wild and sal¬ 
vage, besides wasting the good victuals.” 

Mr.Bowles appeals to the “ Christian reader!” upon 
this ” GUchriaiian criticism.” Is not this play upon 
such words “ a step beyond decorum” in a clergyman? 
But I admit the temptation of a pun to be irresistible. 

But ” a hasty pamphlet was published, in which sumo 
personalities respecting Mr. G ilchrist were suffered to 
appear.” If Mr. Bowles will write ” hasty pamphlets,” 
why is he so surprised on receiving short answers ? 
The grand grievance to which he perpetually returns is 
adiarge of “ HypoAendriaeism,” assorted or insinuated 
in the Q.uarterly, 1 cannot conceive a man in perfect 
health being much affected by such a charge, because 
his complexion and conduct must amply refute it. But 
were it true, to what does it amount ?—to an impeach¬ 
ment of a liver complaint. “ I will tell it to the world,” 
exclaimed the learned Smelfungus.—You had better,” 
said I, ” tell it to your physician.” There is nothing 
dishonourable in such a disorder, which is more pecu¬ 
liarly the malady of students. It has been the complaint 
of the good, and the wise, and the witty, and even of 
the gay. Regnard, the author of the last French co¬ 
medy after Moli^rc, was atrabilious; and Moliere him¬ 
self, saturnine. Dr. Johnson, Gray, and Burns, were 
all more or loss affected by it occasionally. It was the 
prelude to the more awful malady of Collins, Cowper, 
Swift, and Smart; but it by no means follows that a 
partial affliction of this disorder is to terminate like 
theirs. But even were it so,— 

*' Nor bMt, nor wiMRt, nre exempt from thee; 

Polly—Folly’# onl7 free.” Ptnroae. 

If tilts be the criterion of exemption, Mr. Bowles s last 
two pamphlets form a better certificate of sanity than a 
physician’s. Meudehlson and Bayle were at times so 
overcome with this depression, as to be obliged to recur 
to seeing “puppet-shows, and counting tiles upon the 
opposite houses,” to divert themselves. Dr. Johnson at 
times “ would have given a limb to recover his spirits.” 
Mr. Bowles, who is (strange to say) fond of quoting 
Pope, may perhaps answer,— 

** Go <m, obliging erettturet, let me eee 

All which (iTegrec’d my betten met in me.*’ 

But the charge, such as it is, neither disgraces them nor 
him. It is easily disproved if false; and even if proved 
true, has nothing in it to make a man so very indignant, 
Mr. Bowles himself appears to be a little ashamed of his 
“ hasty pamphlet;” for he attempts to excuse it by the 
“ great provocationthat is to say, by Mr. Bowles’s 
supposing that Mr, Gilchrist was the writer of the article 
in the Quarterly, which he was not. 

But, in extenuation, not only the great provocatimi 
should be remembered, but it ought to be said, that 
orders were sent to the Lmidon booksellers, that the 
most direct personal passages should be omitted entirefy,” 
Ac. This is whst the proverb calls “ breaking a head 
and giving a piasterbut, in this instance, the plaster 
was not spread in thae, and Mr. Gilchrist does not seem 
at prsMBt disposed to tegard Mr. Bowles’s courtesies 


like the rtnt of the spear of Achilles, which hod such 
“ skill in surgery.” 

But “Mr. Gilchrist has no right lo object, as the 
reader will sec.” 1 am a reader, a “ gentle reader,” and 
1 see nothing of the kind. Were I in Mr. GilchriEl’s 
place, I should object exceedingly to being abused; • 
firstly, ibr what I did write, and, secondly, for what I 
did not write ; merely because it is Mr. Bowles’s will 
and pleasure to he as angry with me for having written 
in the London Magazine, as for not having written in 
the Quarterly Review. 

“ Mr. Gilchrist has had ample revenge ; for he has, 
in his answer, said so and so,” &c. &c. There is no 
great revenge in all this; and I presume that nobody < 
lit her seeks or wishes it. What revenge? Mr. Bowles 
calls names, and he is answered. Bui Mr. Gilchrist and 
he Quarterly Review arc not poets, nor pretenders to 
poetry; therefore they can have no envy nor malice 
aiainst Mr. Bowles: they have no acquaintance with 
Mr. Bowles, and can have no personal pique ; they do 
lot cross his path of life, nor he theirs. There is no 
political feud between them. What, then, can be the 
motive of their discussion of his deserts as an editor 1 — 
veneration for the genius of Pope, love for his memory, 
and regard for the classic glory of their country. Why 
would Mr. Bowles edite ? Had he limited his honest 
ndcuvours to poetry, very little would have been said 
upon the subject, aud nothing at all by bis present an¬ 
tagonists. 

Mr. Bowles calls the pamphlet a “ mud-cart,” and the 
writer a “ scavenger.” Afterwards he asks, “ Shall he 
fling dirt and receive rmte-waier?” This metaphor, by 
he way, is taken from Marmontcl’s Memoirs; who, la¬ 
menting to (lharnfort the shedding of blood during the 
French revolution, was answered, Do you tiiiiik that 
revolutions arc to he made with ruse-wairr 

For my own part, I presume that “ rose-water” 
would be infinitely more graceful in the hands of Mr. 
Bowles than the substance which he has substituted for 
hat dolieale liquid. It would also more confound his 
idversttry, supposing him a “ scavenger.” I remember, 
and do you remember, reader, that it was in my ear- 
icst youth, “C'oiisulo Planco,”)—on the morning of 
he great battle, (the second)—between Gulley and 
Greg.son,— Crihh, who was matched against Horton 
‘or the second fight, on the same memorable day, 
awaking mo (a lodger at the inn in the next room) by 
a loud remonstrance to the waiter against tlie abomina- 
ion of his towels, which had been laid in lavender. 
ribb was a coal-heaver—and was much more discom- 
itted by this odoriferous effeminacy of fine linen, than 
>y his adversary Horton, whom ho “ finished in 
ilyle,” though with sonic reluctance; for I recollect 
Iial ho said, “he disliked hurling him, he looked so 
irctty,”—Horton being a very fine fregh-coloured young 
man. 

To return lo “ rose-water”—that is, to gentle 
means of rebuke. Docs Mr. Bowles know how to re- 
enge himself upon a hackiiey-coacliman, when be has 
ivercharged his fare ? In case he should not, I will 
.ell him. It is of little use lo call him a “ rascal, a 
scoundrel, a thief, an impostor, a blackguard, a villain, a 
raggamuffin, a—what you pleaseall that he is used 

-it is his mother-tongue, and probably his mother’s. 
But look him steadily and quietly in the face, and say— 

'* Upon my word, I tliink you are the uglieet feU^ I 
ver saw in my life,” and ho will instantly roll forth the 
irazen thunders of the charioteer Salmoneus as follows: 

—“ Hugly ! what the h—II arc you ? You a gentleman ! 

“iVhy —. !” So much easier it is to provoke —and 

herefore to vindicate—(for passitm punishes him who 
'eets it more chan those whom the passionate would ex- 
smeiate)—^by a few quiet words the aggressor, than by 
retorting violently. The “ coals of fire” of the Scrip- 
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ture ate bm^ but they are not the lees coals of 

fin.” 

I pus over a page of quotation and reprobatioi 
“Sin up to my song”—“Oh lot my little bark”— 
“ Arcades ambo”—“ Writer in the 0.uarterly Review 
and himself”—" In-door avocations, indeed”—" Kings 
ofBrentftM'd"—“One nosegay”—"Perennial nosegay” 
—“ Ob Juvenes,”—and the like. 

Page 13. produces “ more reasons,”—(the taslt ought 
not to have been difficult, for as yet there were none)— 
“ to show why Mr. Bowles attributed the critique in the 
Quarterly to Octavius Gilchrist.” All these " reasons” 
consists of mrmites of Mr. Bowles, upon the presumed 
, character of his opponent. " He did not snpjiose there 
could exist a man in the kingdom so impudenC, &c. &c. 
except Octavius Gilchrist.”—“ He did not think there 
was a man in the kingdom who would prelend ignorance, 
Ac. &c. exc^t Octavius Gilchrist.”—^He did not 
conceive that one man in the kingdom would utter such 
stupid flippancy, &c. &c. except Octavius Gilchrisl.”— 
“ He did not think there was one man in the kingdom 
who, &c. &c. could so utterly show his ignorance, com¬ 
bined with conceit, Ac. as Octaviu.s Gilchrisl.”—" lie 
did not believe there was a man in the kingdom so per¬ 
fect in Mr. Gilchrist’s 'old lunes,”’ Ac. Ac.—“He 
did not think the mean mind of any one in the king¬ 
dom,” Ac. and so on; always beginning with “ any one 
in the kingdom,” and ending with “ Octavius Gilchrisl,” 
like the word in a catch. I am not " in the kingdom,” 
and have not been much in the kingdom since I was one 
and twenty, (almut five years in the whole, since 1 was 
of age,) and havit no desire to be in the kingdom again, 
whilst I breathe, nor to sleep there afterwards; and 1 
regret nothing more than having ever been “ in the 
kingdom'’ at all. But though no longer a man “ in the 
kingdom,” let me hope that wdten f have ceased ti> 
exist, it may be said, as was answered by the master of 
Clanronald’s henchman, his day after the battle of .Sheri tf- 
Muir, when he was found watching his chief’s body. 
He was asked, “ who that was ?” he replied—‘itwa-s 
a man yesterday.” And in thi.s capacity, '' in or out o 
the kingdom,” I mu.«t own that f participate in many ol 
the objections urged by Mr. Gilclirist. I participate it 
his love of Pope, and in his not uiulerstantling, and oc¬ 
casionally finding fault with, the last editor of our last 
truly great |joct. 

One of the reproaches against Mr. Gilchrist is, tha 
ho is (it is sneeriugly said) an K.S.jl. If it «ii 
give Mr. Bowles any pleasure, I am not an F. S. A. ItuI 
a Fellow of the Royal Society at his service, in case 
there should be any thing in tliat association also which 
may point a paragraph. 

“ There are some other reasons,” but “ the author is 
now not unknown.” Mr. Bowles has so totally ox- 
hamsted him.self upon Octavius Gilchrist, that he has not 
a word left for the real quarterer of his edition, although 
now “ deterre.” 

The following page refers to a mysterious charge of 
“ duplicity, in regard to the publication of Popids let¬ 
ters.” Till this charge is made in proper form, wo have 
nothing to do with it: Blr. Gilchrist hints it—Mr. 
Bowles denies it; there it rests for the present. Mr. 
Bowles professes his dislike to Pope’s duplicity, not to 
Pope”—a distinction apparently without a difference. 
However, I believe that 1 understand him. Wc have a 
great dislike to Mr. Bowles’s edition of Pope, but not to 
Mr, Bowles ; nevertheless, he t^es up the subject as 
warmly as if it was personal. With regard to the fact 
of “ Pope’s duplicity,” it remains to be proved—like 
Mr. Bowles’s benevolence towards his memory. 

In page 14. we have a large assertion, that “ the 
‘ Eloisa’ alone is sufficient to convict him of grots Hcen- 
tioutneti.” Thus, out it comas at last. Mr. Bowles 
does accuse Pope of “gTo,ts I icontiousneas,” and grounds; 
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the charge upon a poem. The licentiotMness is a 
“ grand peut-etre,” according to the turn of the times 
being. The grossness I deny. On the contrary, I do 
believe that such a subject never was, nor ever could be. 
treated by any poet with so much delicacy, mingled 
with, at the same time, such true and intense passion. 
Is the “ Atys” of Catullus Uoentious? No, nor even 
gross ; and yet Catullus is often a coarse writer. The 
subject is nearly the same, except that Atys was the 
suicide of his manhood, and Abelard the victim. 

The “ licentiousnoss” of the story was not Pope’s,— 
it was a fact. All that it had of gross, he has sofiened; 
—all tliat it had of indelicate, he has purifiedall 
that it had of passionate, he has beautifiedall that it 
had of holy, he has hallowed. Mr. Campbell has admi¬ 
rably marked this in a few words (I quote from me¬ 
mory), in drawing the distinction between Pope and 
Dryden, and |iointing out where Dryden was wanting. 
“ 1 fear,” says ho, “ that had the subject of ‘Eloisa’ 
fallen into his (Dryden’s) hands, that he would have 
given us but a coarse draft of her passion.” Never was 
the delicacy of Pope so much shown as in this poem. 
With the lacts aial the letters of “ Eloisa” he has done 
what no other mind but that of the best and purest of 

uld have accomplished with such materials. 
Ovid, Sa)>[>ho (in the Ode called hers)—all that wo 
have of ancient, all that we have of modem poetry, 
sinks into nothing compared with him in this production. 

Lei us hear no more of this trash about “ licentious¬ 
ness.” Is not “ Anacreon” taught in our schools ?— 
translated, praised, and edited ? Are not his Odes the 
amatory praises of a boy? Is not Sappho’s Ode on a 
girl ? Is not this sublime and (according to Longinus) 
tierce love lor one of her own sex ? And is not Phil¬ 
lip’s translation of it in the mouths of all your women ? 
And are the English schools or the English women the 
more corrupt for all this ? When you have thrown tho 
ancients into the fire, it will be time to denounce the 
moderns. “ Licentiousnessthere is more real mis¬ 
chief and sapping licentiousness in a single French 
prose novel, in a Moravian hymn, or a German comedy, 
than ui all the actual poetry that ever was penned, or 
poured liirth, since the rhapsodies of Orpheus. The 
.senlimental anatomy of Rosseau and Mad. de S. are 
far more formidable than any quantity of verse. They 
are so, because they sap tho principles, by reasoning 
upon the passions ; whereas poetry is in iiself passion, 
and does not systematise. It assai Is, but does not argue; 
it may be wrung, but it does nut assume pretensions to 
Optimism. 

Mr. Bowles now has the goodness “ to point out the 
difference between a tradveer and him who sincerely 
slates what ho sincerely believes.” He might have 
spared himself the trouble. The one is a liar, who lies 
knowingly; the other (I speak of a scandal-monger of 
course) lies, charitably believing tliat he speaks truth, 
and very sorry to find himself in falsehood ;—because 
he 

** Would I'ather thal the dcAn ehoukl tUei 
7'hau hu prvdictiou prove a lie.’* 

After a definition of a “ tradueer,” which was quite 
superfluous (though it is agreeable to learn that Mr. 
Bowles so well understands the character), we are as¬ 
sured, that " he feels equally indifferent, Mr. Gilchrist, 
for what your malice can invent, or your impudence 
utter.” This is indubitable; for it rests not only on 
Mr. Bowles’s assurance, but on that of Sir Fretful Pla- 
liary, and nearly in the same words,—“ and I shall treat 
t with exacUy the same calm indifference and philo¬ 
sophical contempt, and so your servant.” 

“ One thing has given Mr. Bowles concern.” It is 
' a passage which might seem to reflect on the patro¬ 
nage a young man has received.” MiOHTseeml! The 
lassage alluded to expresses, that if Mr. Gilchrist be 
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the rariener of “ a co-tsin poet of nature,” hif prai 
and Waine are equalljt contemptible.”—^Mr. Bowie 
who has a peculiarly ambiguous style, where it suits bin 
oomss off with a “ not to the poet, Iwt the critic,” &c 
la my humble opinion, the passage referred to both 
Had Mr. Bowles really meant &irly, he would have sail 
•0 from the first—ha would have been eagerly transpa 

A certain pMt of nature” is not the style o 
commendation. It is the very prologue to the mas 
scandalous paragraphs of the newspapers, when 

« WiilliiS to worad, ud rat afraid u> alrika.’- 

” A certain high personage,”—” a certain peeress,”— 
“ a certain illustrious foreigner,”—^what do these words 
ever precede, but defamation ? Had he felt a spark of 
kindling kindness Ibr John Clare, he would have named 
him. There is a sneer in the sentence as it stands. 
Howa favourablereviewaf a deserving poet can “ rather 
injure than promote his cause” is difficult to comprehend. 
The article denounced is able and amiable, and it luut 
” served” the poet, as far as poetry can be served by 
judicious and honest criticism. 

With the two next paragrajAs of Mr. Bowles’s pam¬ 
phlet it is pleasing to concur. His mention of “ Pon- 
nie," and his former patronage of “ Shoel,” do him 
honour. I am not of those who may deny Mr. Bowles 
to be a benevolent man. I merely assert, that he is not 
a candid editor. 

Mr. Bowles has been “ a writer occasionally upwards 
of thirty years,” and never wrote one word in reply in 
his life ” to criticisms, merely os criticisms.” This is 
Mr. Lofiy in Goldsmith’s GoM-natured Man ; “ and I 
vow by aii that’s honourable, my resentment has never 
done the men, as mere men, any mamier of harm,—that 
is, os mm men. 

“ The letter to the editor of the newspaiier” is owned ; 
but “ it was not on account of the criticism. It was 
because the criticism came down in a frank directed to 
Mrs. Bowles! ! !”—(the italics and three notes of ad¬ 
miration appended to Mrs. Bowies are copied verbatim 
from the quotation), and Mr. Bowles was not displeased 
with the criticism, but with the frank and the address. 

I agree with Mr. Bowles that the intention was to an¬ 
noy him; but 1 fear that this was answered by his no¬ 
tice of the reception of tiie criticism. An anonymous 
latter-writer has but one means of knowing the effect of I 
his attack. In this he has the superiority over the vi-1 
per; he knows that his poison has taken effect, when he 
hears the victim cry ;—the adder is deaf. The best re¬ 
ply to an anonymous intimation is to take no notice di¬ 
rectly nor indirectly. I wish Mr. Bowies could see only 
one or two of the thousand which I have received in the 
course of a literary life, which, though begun early, has 
not yet extended to a third part of his existence as an 
author. I speak of literary life only. Were I to add 
pereonal, I might double the amount of arumymoue letters. 

If he could but see the violeace, the threats, the absurdity 
(ff the whole thing, he would laugh, and so should I, and 
thua be both gainers. 

To keep up the farce,—within the last month of this 
present writing (1821,) 1 have had roy life threatened 
in the same way which menaced Mr. Bowles’s &me, 

—exeapting that the anonymous denunciation was ad¬ 
dressed to me Cardinal Legate of Romagna, instead of 
to Mrs. Bowles. The Cardinal is, I believe, the elder 
Udy of the two. I append the menace in all its bar- 
barie hut Utersi Italian, thaX Mr. Bowles may be con- 
vinetd; and ai this ia the only “ promise to pay,” which 
the Italians ever keep, so my person has been at least as 
much exposed to a ” ehot in the gloaming,” from 
” John Hsathahiatter” (see Waverly,) as ever Mr. 
BowleA fipory was frotn an editor. I am, nevertheless, 
oolMiiMiek tad lonely for some hours (one (ff them 
in the foreit Mily; and ihii, bemuse it was 


my “ custom in the afternoon,” and that 1 believe if 
the tyrant cannot escape amidst his guards (should it he 
so written ?) so the humUer iodirid^ would find pre¬ 
cautions useless. 

Mr. Bowies has here the humility to say, that “he 
must succumb; for with Lord Byron turned against, 
him, he has no chance,”—a deoiaratioo of seffideniai 
not much in unison with his ” promise,” five lines 
afterwards, that “ for eveiy twenty-four lines quoted 
by Mr. Gilchrist, or bis friend, to greet him with u 
many from the ‘ Gilchrisiad” but so much the better, 
Mr. Bowles has no reason to “ succumb” but to Mr, 
Bowles. As a poet, the author of ” The Misaionary" 
may compete with the foremost ofhis contemporaries. 
Let it be recollected, that ail my previous opiniaes of 
Mr. Bowles’s poetry were written long before the publi- 
sation ofhis last and best poem; and that a poet’s test 
loem should he his best, is his highest praise. But, 
lowerer, ho may duly and honourably rank with his 
ving rivals. There never was so complete a proof of 
he superiority ofPope, as in the lines with which Mr. 
Bowles closes his “ to ^ concluded in our next.” 

Mr, Bowles is avowedly the champion and the poet of 
lature. Art and tlie arts are dragged, some before, and 
ilhers behind his chariot. Pope, where be deals with 
lassion, and with the nature of the naturals of the day, 
s albwed even by themselves to be sublime; but they 
ompiain that too soon— 

** He atoop'd to truth tuud moraliaed bit aotig.** 

ind there even they allow him to be unrivalled. He has 
iuceeeded, and even surpassed them, when he chose, in 
leir own pretended province. Let us see what their 
orypbeeus effects in Pope’s. But it is too pitiable, 
is too melancholy, to see Mr. Bowles ” sinning” not 
up” but “ down” as a poet to his lowest depth as on 
ditor. By the way, Mr. Bowles is always quoting 
’ope. I grant that there is no poet—not Shakspeare 
imself—who can be so often quoted, with reference to 
fe;—but his editor is so like the devil quoting Scrip- 
jre, that 1 could wish Mr. Bowles in his proper place, 
uoting in the pulpit. 

And now for his lines. But it is painful—painful- 
see such a suicide, though at the shrine of Pope. I 
lan’tcopy tliemall:— 

RhalUhe rniik, loathaomc miacreant oftbesM 
Ciil, like a uigbt'marei griauing u'er a page J' 

Wbow pye>bald ^ararter so aptly suit 
The two exireiQct of Dautom aud of Brute, 

Comiwuiid grotesque of sullenneHaiid show, 

The citaueriug msgpie, and the croaking crow,’* 

“ Whose heart contends with thy Satumiau bead, 

.A root (if hemlock, and a lump of lead. 

Gilchrist proceed,” &c.&c. 

“ And thus stand forth, spiu of thy Tenom’d foam, 

To give tbee litre/or Aire, or ksh thee timpiog bume.** 

Vith regard to the last line, the only one upon which I 
tiall venture for fear of infection, I would advise Mr. 
ilchrist to keep out of the way of such reciprocal mor- 
iro—unless he has more faith in the ” Ornakirk me- 
icine” than most people, or may wish to anticipate the 
ension of the recent German professor, (I forget his 
ame, but it is advertised and full of consonants,) who 
•esented his memoir of an infallible remedy for the 
irdrophobia to the German diet last month, coupled 
ith ffie philanthropic condition of a large annuity, pro- 
ded that his cure cured. Let him begin with the 
liter of Pope, and double bis demand. 

Yours ever, 

Brson, 

To JoKS MuRsar, Esq, 

P. B. Amongst the above-mentioned lines there oe- 
iuri the following, appM to Pope— 

•' Ths sMSHin'i rniniite, tai tbs wmrd't 11s." 
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And Mr. Bowks persists that he is a well-wisher to 
Pope!!! He has, then, edited an “assassin” and a 
“coward” wittingly, as well as lovingly. In my Tormer 
letter I have remarked upon the editor’s forgetfulness of 
Pope’s benevolence. But where he mentions his fault) 
it is “ with sorrow ”—his tears drop, but they do noi 
blot them out. The “ recording angel ” differs from the 
recording clergyman. A fulsome ^itor is pardonable 
though tiresome, like a panegyrical son whose pious sin¬ 
cerity would demi-deify his &ther. But a detracting edi¬ 
tor is a paricide. He sins against the nature of his office, 
and connection—he murders the life to come of his 
victim. If his author is not worthy to be mentioned, 
>do not edit at all: if he be, edit honestly, and even 
. flatteringly. The reader will forgive the weakness in 
favour of mortality, and correct your adulation with a 
smile. But to sit down “ mingere in patriots cineres,” 
as Mr. Bowles has done, merits a reprobation so strong, 
that I am as incapable of expressing as uf censing to 
feel it, 

FITKTHER ADDEItDA. 

It is worthy of remark that, after all this outcry about 
“ in-doar nature” and “ artificial images,” Pope was the 
principal inventor of that boast of the Engli.sli, Maktn 
Qisrdiming, He divides this honour with Milton. Hear 
Warlon:—“ It hence appears, that this enchanting art 
of modem gardening, in which tliis kingdom claims a 
preference over every nation in Europe, chiefly owes its 
origin and its improvements to two great poets, Milton 
and Pope." 

Walpole (no friend to Pope) asserts that Pope formed 
JTeat’s taste, and that Kent was the artist to whom the 
English are chiefly indebted for diffusing “ a taste in 
laying out grounds.” The design of the Prince of 
Wales’s garden was copied from Pope^o at Twickenham. 
Warton applauds “ his singular effort of art and taste, 
in impressing so much variety and scenery on a spot of j 
fire acres.” Pope was the^rsf who ridiculed the “fiir- 
nial, French, Dutch, false and unnatural taste in gar¬ 
dening,” both in prose and verse. (See, for the former, 

“ The Guardian.”) 

“ Pope has given not only .some of our Jirst, but beet 
rules and observations on Architecture and Gardening," 
(See Warton’s Essay, vol. ii. p. 237,&c. &c.) 

Now, is it not a shame, after this, to hoar our Lakers 
in “Kendal Green,” and our Buccolical Cockneys, cry¬ 
ing out (the latter in a wilderness of bricks and mortar) 
about “ Nature,” and Pope’s “ artificial in-door habits ?” 
Pope had seen all of nature that England alone can .sup¬ 
ply. He was bred in Windsor Forest, and amidst the 
beautiful scenery of Eton; ho lived familiarly and fre¬ 
quently at the counU-y seats of Bathurst, Oobham, Bur¬ 
lington, Petetboraugh,Digby, and Bolingbroke; amongst 
whose seats was to be numbered Stowe, Ho made his 
own little “ five acres” a model to princes, and to the 
first of our artists who imitated nature. Warton flunks 


“I understand, sir,” he replied: “you would have 
them hang down, sit, aomewhat podieal." Now, if no- 
thing existed but this little anecdote, it would suffice to 
prove Pope’s taste for JVedure, and the impression which 
he had made on a common-minded man. But I have 
already quoted Warton and Walpole (both his ene- 
mies ) and, were it necessary, I could amply quote Pope 
himself for such tributes to Nature as no pOei of the pre¬ 
sent day has even approached. 

His various excellence is really wonderful: architeo- 
tore, painting, gardening, all are alike subject to his 
genius. Be it remembered, that English garbing is the 
purposed perfectioning of niggard Nature, and that with¬ 
out it England is but a hedge-and-ditch, double-post- 
and-rail, Hounslow Heath and Clapham Common sort 
of country, since the principal forests have been felled. It 
is, in general, far from a picturesque country. The case 
is different with Scotland, Wales, and Ireland; and I 
except also the lake countries and Derbyshire, together 
with Eton, Windsor, and my own dear Harrow on the 
Hill, and some spots near the coast. In the present 
rank fertility of “ great poets of the age,” anrl “ schools 
of poetry”—a word which, like “ schools of eloquence” 
and of “ philosophy,” is never introduced till the decay 
of tlie art has increased with the number of its profes¬ 
sors—in the present day, tlion, there have sprung up 
two sorts of Naturals;—the Lakers, who whine about 
Nature because they live in Cumberland; and their 
under-sect (which some one has maliciously called the 
“ Cockney School,”) who are enihusiastical for the 
country because they live in London. It is to be ob¬ 
served, tlial the rustical founders are rather anxious to 
disclaim any connexion with their metropolitan followers, 
whom they ungraciously review, and call cockneys, 
atheists, foolish fellows, bad writers, and other hard 
names not less ungrateful than unjust. I can under¬ 
stand the protensions of the aquatic gentlemen of Win- 
dorraere to what Mr. Braliam terms “ entusumu^,” for 
lakes, and mountains, and daffodils, and buttercups; but 
I should be glad to be apprised of the foundation of the 
London propensities of thoir imitative brethren to the 
same “ high argument.” Southey, Wordsworth, and 
Coleridge have rambled over half Europe, and seen Na¬ 
ture in most ofher varieties (although 1 think that they 
have occasionally not used her very well;) but what on 
earth—of earth, and sea, and Nature—have the othora 
seen ? Not a half, nor a tenth part so much as Pope. . 
While they sneer at his Windsor Forest, have they 
ever scon any thing of Windsor except its brick ? 

The most rural of these gentlemen is my friend 
I-eigh Hunt, who lives at Hampstead. I believe that 1 
need not disclaim any personal or poetical hostility 
again.st that gentleman. A more amiable man in society 
I know not; nor (when he will allow his sense to pre¬ 
vail over his sectarian principles) a bettor writer. When 
he was writing his “ Rimini,” 1 was not the last to 
discover its beauties, long before it was published. 
Even then I remonstrated against its vulgarisms; which 


“ that the most engaging eff Neni'a works was also are the more extraordinary, because the author is any 
planned on the model of Pope’s,—at least in the opening thing but a vulgar man. Mr. Hunt's answer was, that 
and retiring shades of Venus’s Vale.” he wrote them upon principle; they made part of his 

It is true that Pope was infirm and deformed ; but “ sgstem IP’ 1 then said no more. When a man talks 
he could walk, and ho could ride (he rode to Oxford of his system, it is like a woman’s talking ofher virtue. 
from London at a stretch,) and he was famous for an I let them talk on. Whether there are writers who 
exquisite eye. On a tree at Lord Barthurst’s is carved could have written “ Rimini,” as it might have been 
“ Here Pope sang,”—he composed beneath it. Boling- written, I know not; but Mr. Hunt is, probably, the 
hroke, in one of his letters, represents them both writing only poet who could have had the heart to spoU his 
in the hay-field. No poet ever admired Nature more, own Capo d’Opera. 

or used her better, than Pope has done, as I will under- With the rest of his young pei^le I have no ac- 
lake to prove from his works, prose and verse, if not quainlance, except through some things of theirs (which 
anticipated in so easy and agreeable a labour. I re- have lieen sent out without my desire,) and I conisss 
member a passage in Walpole, somewhere, of a gentle- that tilt I had read them I was not aware of the full 
man who wished to give directions about some willows extent <ff human absurdity. Like Garrick’s “Ode to 
to a man who had long served Pope in his grounds:' Shakspeare,” tkep “ criticism," These are of the 
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penona^i who decry Po|»c. One of them, a Mr. John mean that they are eoane, but “ shabby-genleel,” as it 
Ketch, hu written some lines against him, of which is termed. A man may be coarse and yet not vulgar, 
it were better to be the subject than the author. Mr. and the reverse. Burns is often coarse, but never tattfg'ar. 
Bunt redeems himself by occasional beauties; but the Chatterton is never vulgar, nor Wordsworth, nor the 
rest of these poor creatures seem so far gone that I higher of the Lake school, though they treat of low life 
would not “ march through Coventry with iJiem, that’s in all its branches. It is in iboir finer}! oew 

fiat!” were I in Mr, Hunt’s place. To be sore, he has under school are moet vulgar, and they may be known 
" led hia ragamuffins where they will be well pep- by this at once; as what we called at Harrow" a Sunday 
peredbut a system-maker must receive all sorts of | blood” might bo easily distinguished from a gentleman, 
proaeiytes. When they have really seen life—when although his clothes might be the better out, and his 
they have felt it—when they have travelled beyond the boots the best blackened, of the two j—probably because 
ikr distant boundaries of the wilds of Middle8e,t— lie made the one, or cleaned the other, with bis own 
when they have overpassed the Alps of Higbgate, and hands. 

traced to its sources the Nile of tlie New River—then. In the present case, 1 speak of writing not of persons^ 

and not till then, can it properly be permitted to them Of the latter, 1 know nothing; of the former, I judge 
to despise Pope; who had, if not in tVaka, been neur as it is found. Of my friend Hunt, I have already said, 
it, when he described so beautifully tbe " anifictal'’ tliat he is any thing but vulgar in his manners; and of 
works of the Benefactor of Nature and mankind, the his disciples, therefore, I will not judge of their manners 
“ Man of Ross,” whose picture, still suspended in the from their verses. They may be honourable and gen- 
parlour of the inn, I have so often contemplated with Uemanly men, fer what I know ; hut the latter quality 
reverence for his memory, and admiration of the poet, is studiously excluded from their publications. They 
without whom even his own still existing good works remind mo of Mr. Smith and the Miss Broughtons at 
could hardly have preserved his honest renown. llie Hampstead Assembly, in " Evelina.” In these 

I would also observe to my friend Hunt, that I shall lie things (in private life, at least,) I pretend to some small 
very glad to see him at Ravenna, not only for my sin- experience ; because, in the course of my youth, I have 
cere pleasure in his company, and the advantage which seen a little of all sorts of society, from the Christian 
a thousand mites or so of travel might produce to a prince and the Mussulman sultan and pacha, and the 
“ natural” poet, but also to point out one or two little higher ranks of their countries, down to the London 
things in “ Rimini,” which he probably would not have boxer, tho “ flatk nnd the awell,” the Spanish muleteer, 
placed in his opening to tliat poem, if he had ever seen the wandering Turkish dervise, the Scotch highlander, 
Ravenna unless, indeed, it made “part of his and the Albanian robber;—to say nothing of the curious 
system!'.” 1 must also crave his indulgence fur having varieties of Italian social life. Far be it from me to 
spoken of his disciples—by no means an agreeable or presumo that there ever was, or can be such a thing as 
self-sought subject. If they had said notliing of Pape, an arietorraay nf poets ; bttt there is a nobility of 
they might have remained “ alone with their glory” for thought and of style, open to all stations, nnd derived 
au^t I should have said or thought about them or partly from talent, and partly from education,—which 
their nonsense. But if they interfere with the “ little is to lie found in Shakspnarc, and Pope, and Burns, no 
Nightingalo” of Twickenham, they may find others less tlian in Dante and Alfieri, but which is nowhere to 
who will bear it —I won’t. Neither time, nor dis- be perceived in the mock birds and hards of Mr. Hunt’s 
tance, nor grief, nor age, can ever diminish my vone- little cliorus. If I were asked to define what this gen- 
ration for him, who is the great moral poet of all tiemanliness is, I should say that it is only to be defined 
times, of all climes, of all feeliags, and of all stages by examples —of those who have it, and those who have 
of exislonoe. The delight of iny boyhood, tho study it not. In h/e, 1 .should say that mostmen have 
of my manhood, perhaps (if allowed to me to attain it, and few naealthat several men of rank haVb it, and 
it) be may be the consolation of ray age. His poetry few lawyers;—that it is more frequent among authors 
is the Book of Life. Without canting, and yet w'ithout than divines (when they are not pedants) ; that fencing- 
aeglecting religion, he has assembled all that a good masters have more of it than dancing-musters, and 
and great man can gather together of moral wisdom singers timn players ; and that (if it he not an Irishism 
cloth^ in consummato beauty. Sir William Temple to say so) it is far more generally dilTused among women 
observes, “ that of all the members of mankind that than among men. In poetry, as well as writing in 
live within the compass of a thousand years, for one man general, it will never make entirely a poet or a poem; 
feat is bom capable of making a great poet, there may but neither |)oel nor poem will ever be good for any thing 
be alAousand bom capable of making as great generals williout it. It is tho salt of society, and the seasoning 
and ministers of state as any in story.” Hero is a of composition. VtilgarU}! is far worse than down- 
statesman’s opinion of poetry: it is honourable to him right blackguardism; for the latter comprehends wit, 
and to the art. Such a “ poet of a thousand years” humour, and strong sense at times ; while tbe former is 
was Pope. A thousand years will roll away before such a sad abortive attempt at all lhing.s, “ signifying nothing.” 
another can be hoped for in our literature. But it can It does not depend upon low themes, or even low lan- 
uramt them—he himself is a literature. g'lage, for Fielding revels in Itolh but is ho ever 

One word upon his so brutally abused translation of vulgar ? No. You see the man of education, tbe gen- 
Homer. “ Dr. Clarke, whose critical cxactnos is well tieman, and the scholar, sporting with liis subject,—its 
known, has nat been able to point out above three or master, nut its slave. Your vulgar writer is always 
four mistakes ta the sense ferougb the whole Iliad. The most vulgar, the higher, his subject; as fee man who 
real feuits of the translation are o( a different kind.” So showed the menagerie at Pidcock’s was wont to say,— 
myn Wartnn, himself a scholar. It appears by this, “ This, gentlemen, is the eagle of the sun, from Arch- 
then, that he avoided the chief fault of a translator. As angel in, Russia; the otterer it is, the igherer he flies.” 
to ila other faults, they consist in his having made a But to the proofs. It is a thing to be felt more than ex- 
beautiful English poem of a sublime Greek one. It will plained. Let any man take up a volume of Mr. Hunt’s 
always hold. Cowper and all tbe rest of the blank subordinate writers, read (if possible) a couple of pages, 
pretenders may do their best and their worst: they will and pronounce for himself, if they contain not the kind 
navor wrentfe Pope from the hands of a single reader of | of writing which may bo likened to “ sliabby-genleel” 
sense and Ming. in actual life. When he has done this, lot him take up 

Tin grand distinction of the under ferms of the new. Pope ;—and when he has laid him down, take up ihs 
school of poets is their vulgarity. By tliis I do not! codtney again—if he can. 
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NOTE. 


Note referring to tome remarks of Mr. Bowles, relative 
to Pope's lines upon Lady Mary W. Montague.] I think 
eliatlcouldshow,ifiiecesaary, that Lady Mary w. Moiita. 
gua was alsn ereatl}r to blame in tbatquarrcl, not tor having 
rejected, but tor having encouraged him: but I would rather 
decline the task—though she should have remembered her 
ovrnline, “He comes too near, that comes to be denied." 
i admire her so much—her beauty, her talents—tiiat I 
should do this reluctantly. I, besides, am so attached to 
the very name of Mary, that as Johnson once aaid, “ If 
yon called a dog Hemey, I should love him so, if you 
were to call a female of the same species “ Mary,” I 
should love it better tlian others (biped or quadruped) of 
Ae same sox with a different appellation. She was an 
.extraordinary woman ; she could translate JSpirletus, 
and yet write a song worthy of Aristippus. The lines, 

And vh»n the lonf bouni of (he public are 

And WB mMt, with cbampaigjie and a chickeo, at last, j 


Maj evory fond pieaeare that moment endear I 
Be baiiieii’d ahir both diaeretiun and fear I 
Forjietting or ecoroiiig the aim ctf the crowd. 

Be may ceaee tu be forinal, and 1 to be proud. 

Till,’* Ac ’Ac. 

There, Mr. Bowles !—what say you to such a supper with 
such a woitiHn f and her own description too ? is not her 
champaigne and chic/ce7i** v/onh a foreac or two? is 
it nui poetry f it appoarb to me that this stanza contains 
the of iho whole philosophy of Epicurus 

mean thepracticnl philosophy of bin school, nutthepi^epta 
of tiio maiiiter ; for I have been too long at the university 
not to know that the philosopher was himself a moderate 
man. But, after all, would not some of us have been as 
^roat fools as Pope ? For my part, t wonder that, with his 

2 nick feelings, her coquetry, and his disappointment, he 
id no more,—instead of writing some lines, which are to 
be condemned if false, and regreued if true. 


SOME OBSERVATIONS 


UPON 

AN ARTICLE IN BLACKWOOD’S MAGAZINE, 

No. XXIX., August, 1819. 


Why, how now, Hveate ^ you look nugtrily.*' 


TO J. D. ISRAELI, ESQ. 

THE AMIABLE AND INGENIOUS AUTHOK OP “ THE CALAMITIES” AND “ ftUAllKELS OP AUTHOBS;” 
THIS ADDITIONAL ftUAKREL AND CALAMITY IS INSCRIBED BY 
ONE OP THE NUMBER. 


Ravenna^ M<xrch 15, 1820. 

“ The life of a writer” has been said, by Pope, t 
believe, to bo “a warfare upon corfA.” As far as 
my own experience has gone, 1 have nothing to say 
against the proposition; and, like the rest, having once 
plunged into this state of hostility, must, lioweyer reluc- 
lautly, carry it <»i. An article ha5 appeared in a peri¬ 
odical work, entitled “Remarks on Don Juan,” which 
has been so full of this spirit, on the part of tlic writer, 
as to require some observations on mine. 

In the first place, I am not aware by what right Ihe 
writer assumes this work, which is anonymous, to be my 
production. He will answer, that there is internal evi¬ 
dence; that is to say, that there are passages which 
appear to be written in my name, or in my manner. But 
might not this have been done on purpose by another ? 
He will say, why not then deny it? To this I could 
answer, that of all the things attributed to me within the 
last five years,—^Pilgrimages to Jerusalem, Deaths 
upon Pale Horses, Odes to the Land of the Gaul, Adieus 
to Eogleuid, ScHigs to Madame La Valetle, Odes to St. 
HeleMt, Vampires, and what not,—of which, God 
knows, I never composed nor read a syllable beyond 
their titles in advertisements,—I never thought it worth 
while to disavow any, except one which came linked 
with an account of my residence in tlie isle of 
Mitylone,” where I never resided, and appeared to be 
carrying the amusement of those persons, who think 
my name can be of any use to them, alittle too far. 

1 mould hardly, therefore, if I did not tEdce the trouble i 


to disavow these things published in my name, and yet 
not mine, go out of my way to deny an anonymous 
work; which might appear an act of supererogation. 
With regard to Don Juan, I neither deny nor admit it 
to be mine—every body may fi>rm their own opinion ; 
but, if there be any who now, or in the progress of that 
poem, if it is to be continued, feel, or shouW feel them¬ 
selves so aggrieved as to require a more explicit answer, 
privately and personally, they shall have it. 

I have never shrunk from the responsibility of what 
I have written, and have more than once incurred oblo¬ 
quy by neglecting to disavow what was attributed to my 
pen without foundation. 

The greater part, however, of the “Remarks on Don 
Juan” contain but little on the work itself, which re¬ 
ceives an extraordinary portion of praise as a composi¬ 
tion. With the exception of some quotations, and a 
few incidental remarks, the rest of the article is neither 
more nor less than a personal attack upon the imputed 
author. It is not the first in the same publication: for 
I recollect to have read, some lime ago, similar remarks 
upon “ Beppo” (said to have been written by a cele¬ 
brated northern preacher); in which the conclusion 
drawn was, that “ Childe Harold, Byrcm, and the Count 
in Beppo, were one and the same person;” thereby 
making me turn out to be, as Mrs. Malaprop says, 

like Cerber%i8, three gentlemen at once** That article 
was sipied “ Presbyter AngUcanuswhich, I presume, 
being interpreted, means Scotch Presbyterian. I nnist 
here observe,—^nd it is at once ludicu’ous and vexatious 
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to be compelled to frequently to repeat tbo same thing, 
—that my case, as an autlior, is peculiarly hard, in 
being everlastingly taken, or mistaken fur my own pro¬ 
tagonist. It is unjust and particular. 1 never beard 
diat my friend Moore was set down for a fire-worshipper 
on account of bis Guebre; that Scott was identified 
with Roderick Dhu, or with Balfour of Burley; or that, 
aetwithatanding all the magicians in Thalaba, any body 
has ever taken Mr. Southey for a conjuror; whereas I 
have had some difficulty in extricating mo even from 
Manfred, who, as Mr. Southey slily observes in one of 
his articles in the Quarterly, “ met the devil on the 
Jungfrau, and bullied him:” and I answer Mr. Southey, 
who has apparently, in his poetical life, not been so 
successful against the great enemy, that, in this, Man¬ 
fred exactly followed the sacred precept,—“ Resist the 
devil, and he will flee from you.”—1 shall have no more 
to say on the subject of this person—not the devil, but 
his most humble servant Mr. Southey—before I con¬ 
clude ; but, for the present, I must return to the article 
in the Edinburgh Magazine. 

In the course of this article, amidst some extraordinary 
observations, there occur the following words;—“ It 
appears, in short, as if this miserable man, having ex¬ 
hausted every ipedea of sensual gratification,—having 
drained the cup of sin even to its bitterest dregs, were 
resolved to show us that he is no longer a human being 
even in his frailties,—^but a cool, unconcerned fiend, 
laughing with a detestable glee over the whole of the 
better and worse elements of which human life is cum- 
posed.” In another place there appears, “the lurking 
place of his selfish and polluted exile.”—“ By my troth, 
these be bitter words!”—Willi regard to the first sen¬ 
tence, I shall content myself with observing, that it 
appears to have been composed for Sardanapalus, Tibe¬ 
rius, the Regent Duke of Orleans, or Louis XY.; and 
that I have copied it with as much indifference as 1 
would a passage from Suetonius, or from any of the 
private memoirs of the regency, conceiving it to be 
amply refuted by the terms in which it is expressed, and 
to ^ utterly inapplicable to any private individual. On 
die words, ‘‘ lurking-place,” and “ selfisli and polluted 
exile,” X have something more to say.—How far the 
capital city of a government, which survived the vicis¬ 
situdes of thirteen hundred years, and might still have 
existed but for the treachery of Buonaparte, and the 
iniquity of his imitators,—city which was die empo¬ 
rium of Europe when London and Edinburgh were dens 
of barbarians,—may be termed a “ lurking-place,” I 
leave to those who have seen or heard of Venice to de¬ 
cide. How fer my exile may have been “polluted,” it 
is not for me to say, because the word is a wide one, 
and, with some of its branches, may chance to over¬ 
shadow the actions of most men ; but that it has been 
“ itlfith” I deny. If, to the extent of my means and 
my power, and my information of their calamities, to 
have assisted many miserable beings, reduced by the 
decay of the place uf their birth, and their consequent 
loss of substance—if to have never rejected an applica¬ 
tion which appeared founded on truth—if to have ex¬ 
pended in this manner sums far out of proportion to 
my fortune, there and elsewhere, be selfish, then have 
I been selfish. To have done such things I do not deem 
much; but it is hard indeed to be compelled to recapi¬ 
tulate them in my own defence, by such accusations as 
that before me, like a panel before a jury calling testi¬ 
monies to his character, or a soldier recording his services 
to obtain his discharge. If the person who has made 
the charge of “ selfishness” wishes to inform himself 
fiirther on the subject,^ may acquire, not what he 
would wish to find, biillwmt silence and shame him, 
by applying to the Consul-General of our nation, resi- 
d<Mim the place, who will be in the case either to cen- 
ftS'or deny vdiat I have asserted. 


1 neither make, nor bare ever made, pretension! to 
sanctity of demeanour, nor regularity of conduct; but 
my means have been expended principally on my own 
gratification, neither now nor hereteffore, neither in 
England nor out of it; and it wants but a word from 
mo, if I thought that word decent or necessary, to call 
forth the most willing witnesses, and at once witnesses 
and proofe, in England itself, to show that there are 
those who have derived not the mere temporary relief of 
a wretched boon, but the means which led them to im¬ 
mediate liappinesB and ultimate independence, by my 
want of that very “ se{fishneaa,” as grossly as falsely 
now imputed to my conduct. 

Had I been a selfish man—had I been a grasping 
man—had I been, in the worldly sense of the word oven 
a prudent man,—1 should not be where I now am; I 
should not have taken the step which was the first that 
led to the events which have sunk and swoln a gulf be¬ 
tween me and mine; but in this respect the truth will 
one day be made known : in the mean time, as Duran- 
dearte says, in the Cave of Muiitesioos, “ Patience, 
and shulflo the cards.” 

1 bitterly feci the ostentation of this statement, the 
first uf the kind 1 have ever made : 1 feel the degrada¬ 
tion of being compelled to make it; but I also feel its 
truth, and I trust to feel it on my death-bed, should it be 
tny lot to die there. I am not less sensible of the ego¬ 
tism of all tills; but, alas 1 who have made me thus 
egotistical in my own defence, if not they, who, by per¬ 
versely persisting in referring fiction to until, and tracing 
poetry to life, and regarding characters of imagination 
as creatures of existence, have made me personally 
responsible for almost every poetical delineation which 
fancy and a particular bias uf thought, may have tended 
to produce ? 

The writer continues:—“ Those who are acquainted, 
as who is not ? with the main incidents of the private 
life of Lord B.,” &c. Assuredly, whoever may be ac¬ 
quainted with those “ main incidents,” the writer of the 
“ Remarks on Don Juan” is not, or he would use a very 
different language. That which 1 believe he alludes to 
as a “ main incident,” happened to be a very subordi¬ 
nate one, and the natural and almost inevitable conse¬ 
quence of events and circumstances long prior to the 
period at which it occurred. It is the last drop which 
makes tbo cup run over, and mine was already full.— 
But, to return to this man’s charge; he accuses Lord 
B. of “ an elaborate satire on the character and man¬ 
ners of his wife.” From what parts of Don Juan the 
writer has inferred this he himself best knows. As fiu 
as I recollect of the female characters in that produc- 
tjon, there is but one who is depicted in ridiculous co¬ 
lours, or that could be interpreted as a satire upon any 
body. But here my poetical sins are again visited upon 
me, supposing tliat the poem be mine. If I depict a 
corsair, a misanthrope, a libertine, a chief of insurgents, 
or an infidel, he is set down to the author; and ifj in a 
poem by no means ascertained to be my production, there 
appears a disagreeable, casuistical, and by no means 
respectable female pedant, it is set down for my wife. 
Is there any resemblance ? If there be, it is in those 
who make it: 1 can see none. In my writings I have 
rarely described any character under a fictitious name: 
those of whom 1 have spoken have had their own—^in 
many cases a stronger satire in itself than any which 
could be appended to it. But of real circumstances I 
have avaiM myself plentifully, both in the serious and 
the ludicrous—they are to poetry what landscapes are to 
the painter; but my figures are not portraits. It may 
even have happened, l^t I have seized on some events 
that have occurred under my own observation, or in my 
own family, as I would paint a view from my grounds 
did it harmonise with my picture; but I never woeU 
introduce the likenesses of its living meofoers, 
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SOS 


« to Xt I’y ">« w-’ves of ‘I’O Adriatic, like the riag at bay, who 

M to the which, m the above walunce, would be bitakea him to the waters. ^ 

. ff f "'“y io'iS® by the matementa of the few frieade 
in v«^n for I uv) n I ■ ° observe, that it is gathered round me, the outcry of the period to 

own tmheeimir in ft ? *" ^uy Way to justify hU which I allude wae beyond all precedent, all paralM, 

nnmdii nn I /n In ' j ^ “^0" “* '*’086 cases where political motWee have ebaiw 

5°*" \ ^ *******1! reproach, we pened slander and doubled enmity. I was advised iiot 

fdd^n'hl^^ '**"‘"^ ""r bojpl»'“'y logo to tho theatres, lest I should be hissed, nor to nw 

„ y^t e voice 0 us countrymen. How far the j„|y j„ legt I gj,Qa)d j,g ^ 

o^ntwss of an anonymous poem, and the “audacity” the day of my departure, my roost intimate 

to ho mpBn^*r”r{ ' taracter, wj>tch the w-riter supfiosM fi-jend told me afterwards, that he was under apprehen- 
fi "d ni 1 ** r "'**1 ‘'oonied to merit this gignj ef violence from the people who might bo assem- 

rorm.dablede„uuc.al*o« from their “ most sweel voices,” at the door of the cartage. However, I was not 
* Lr . « • *“'* "*”■ '"ben he tolls me that I deterred by these counseU from seeing Kean in his best 

_ “* 3^\fy my own bohaviour iii that characlors, nor from voting according to my principles; 

cause no man can “ jualifi/" and with regard to the third and Iasi apprehensions of 
hiinseW until he knows o what he is accused ; and I fi-jends, I could not share in tliem, not being made 
a * ***'■ “ ) f>o<l knowii, my whole desire has acquainted with their extent, till some time after I had 

ever bwri to ob ain tt—any specilic charge, m a tan- erossed tl.e Channel. Even if I had been so, I am not 
g We shape, submitted to me by the adversary, nor by „r a 

nature to ba much affected by men’s anger, thougli 
others, unless the ntrocitioi of public rumour aud thelj feel hurt by their aversion. Against alt indivi- 
mys eiious SI l ic lady s legal advisers may be jtiual outrage, I could protect or redress myself; and 

oemw sue . u is not the writer content witli what j against lliat of a crowd, I should probably have been 
has been already said and done ? Has not “ the general , .abicd to defend myself, with the assistance of others, 
voice of hia countrymen long ago pronounced ui>on the as has been drme on similar uocasions. 

•ubject-^ienlonco without trm, and conrf. iimalion with- J retired from the country, perceiving that I was the 
^ L been exiled by ostracism, object of general obionuy; 1 did not indeed imagine, like 

excep a e s el s which proscribed me were anony- ^ j^jan Jacques Rousseau, that all mankind was in a con- 
oua . s e writer ignorant of the public opiiiitm and the i spiracy against me, though T had perhaps as good grounds 


public eiHiduct Ujioii that < 


tho public will forget botli, long bcfiiro I shall cease to 
reineinhor either. 

The man who is exiled by a faction has the consola¬ 
tion of thinking that he is a niarlyr; ho is upliel.l by 


1^. • « 1^1. 'J ... J -B.--,- 

II ne IS, j am not; i f;,|. gjj^h ^ chimera as ever he had : but I perceived that 


I had to a great extent become personally obnoxious in 
England, pcrha;)s through my own fault, but the fact 
was indisputable; the public in general would hardly 
have been so much excited against a more jjopular clia- 


^-'anse, real or imapnary: ractor, wiihuiil at liMist an accusation or a charge of 
some kind actually expressed or substantiated, for 1 can 
hardly conceive that the common and every-day occur* 
reiKx; of a separation between man and wife could in 
it.sclf produce so great a ferment. 1 shall say nothing 


of the usual complaints of “ being prejudged,” “ con¬ 
demned unheard,” “ unfairness,” “ partiality,” and so 
forth, tile usual changes rung by parties who have had, 
... are to havo, a trial; but I was a little surprised to 
find myself condemned without being favoured with the 
act of accusation, and to perceive in the absence of 
this portentous clmrge or charges, whatever it or they 
were to be, that, every possible or impossible crime was 


he who withdraws from lh« pressure of debt may indulge 
in tho thought that tiiao and prudence will retrieve his 
circumstances: he who is cunde-nmed by the law, has a 
term to his banishnient, or a dream of its ubbroviutiun; 
or, it may be, the kriowiedge or the belief of sumo in¬ 
justice of Uie lavv, or of its adniinistratiun in his own 
particular; but he who is outlawed liy general opinion, 
without the inlervoiition of hostile politics, illegal judg¬ 
ment, or embarrassed circumstances, whether he bti in¬ 
nocent or guilty, must undergo ail the bitterness of exile, 
without hope, without pride, without alleviation. This 
case was mine. Upon what grounds the public ibunded 
tneir opinion, I am not aware ; but it was general, and rumoured to supply its place, and taken for granted. 
It was decisive. Of me or of mine they knew little, could only occur in the case of a person very much 
except that I had written what is called poetry, was a disliked, and I knew no remedy, having already used 
ncmleman, had married, bi'^ainc a father, and was in- lo their extent wliatever little powers I mi^t possess 
voived in differences with my wife and her relatives, no of pleasing in society. I had no party in fashion, 
one knew vvhy, because the persons complaining refused though I was afterwards told that there was one—but it 
testete their grievances. The fasliionabic world was was not of my formation, nor did I then know of its 
dmded into parties, mine consisting of a very small existence—none in literature; and in politics I had voted 
minority: me re^onable world was nRtura).ly on the with tho Whigs, with precisely that importance which 
stronger side, which happened to be llie lady’s, as was a Whig vote possesses in these Tewy days, and wiffi 
most proper ^d fmlilo. The press was active aud guch iiersonal acquaintance with the leaders in both 
sci^ilous; and such was the rage of tho day, that the houses as the society in which I lived sanctioned, but 
unfortunate publication of two copies of verses, rather without claim or expectation of anything like friend* 
coiupliment^y than otherwise to ^e subjects of boUi, ghip from any one, except a few young men of niy own 
was tortured into a species of crime, or constructive ago and standing, and a few others more advan^ in 
jmtty treason. I was aixusod of every monstrous vice which last it had been my fortune to serve in cir* 
k rumour and private rancour: my name, which cumstances of difficulty. This was, in fact, to stand 

LI j ” ^ knightly or a noble one since my fathers alone: and I recollect, some lime after, Madame de 
helped to i^uer the kingdom for William the Norman, staSl said to me in Switzerland, “ You should not have 
was tamted. I felt that, if what was whispered, and warred with the world—it will not do—it is too strang 
mutterM, and murmured, was true, 1 was unfit for Eng- always for any individual: 1 myself once tried it in 
land ; if felae, England was unfit for me. I withdrew: early life, but it will not do.” I perfectly acquiesce in 
but this was not enough. In other countries, in Swit- the truth of this remark; but the wmH bad done me the 
Mrlwd, m the shadow of the Alps, and by the blue honour to begin the war; and, assuredly, if |)©«co i« 
d^ith of the ji^es, I was pursued and breathed upon by only to be obtained by courting and paying tribute to it, 
same Might. I ertwsed the mountains, but it was I am not qualified to obtain its countenance. I thought, 
we same; so 1 went a little farther, and settled myself in the words of Campbell, 

39 ^ 
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“ *'??,’** *? f*'*!? u‘‘ England; but I aball telura with th* num fMingi with 

abwttwiM/bi t™.” which I left it, in reepoct to iUelf, though ahered with 

individuals, as I have been more or less ia- 
I recoBect, however, that, having been much hurt by formed of their conduct since my departure; for it WM 
Romilly’s conduct, (he, having a general retainer for ^ considerable time after it that I was made ac¬ 
me, bad acted as adviser to the adversary, alleging, on qoainted with the real facta and full extent of some of 
hsiag reminded of his retainer, that he had forgotten it, ^* 5 , proceedings and language. My friends, like other 
as his clerk had so many,) I observed that some of fi.fo„ds, from conciliatory motives, wifliheld from me 
, those who were now eagerly laying the axe to my roof- ,hat ihd)’ could, and some things which they skonU 

tree, might see their own shaken, and feel a portion of unfolded ; however, that which is deferred is not 

what they had inflicted. Hie fell, and crushed him. |n„—jj ),aa been no fault of mine that it has been de- 

I have beard of, and believe, that there are human fo^rod at all. 

; beings so constituted as to be insensible to injuries; i ^ave alluded to what is said to have passed at Rome 
lMi( 1 believe that the best mode to avoid taking ven- ^^roly to show that the sentiment which I have deecri- 
geaoce n to got out of the way of temptation. I hope (,nd was not eonflned to the English in England, and as 
that I may never have the opi^tunity, for I am not forming part of my answer to the reproach cast npon 
quite sure that I could resist it, having derived from what has been called my “ selfish exile,” and my “ vo- 
my mother eomething of the “ perfemdum ingentum fontary exile.” “ Voluntary” it hoe been ; for who 
Scotorum” I have not sought, and shall not seek it, would dwell among a people entertaining stronghosti- 
ud perhaps it may never come m my path. I do not him? How far it has been “ selfish” has 

in this allude to the party who might be right or wrong ; already e-xplained. 

but to many who made her cause the pretext of their own j ^ave now arrived at a passage describing me as 
butemess. She, ind^, must have long avenged me having vented my “ spleen against the lofty-minded 
5 hi her own feelings; for whatever her reasons may have yii-iuous men,” men “ whose virtues few indeed can 

been (and she never adduced them to me at least), she , .» meaning, 1 humbly presume, the notorious tri- 

probably neither conUmplated nor conceived to what umvirato known by the name of “ Lake Poets” in their 
she became the means of conducting the father of her aggregate capacity, and by Southey, Wordsworth, and 
child, and the husband of her choice. Coleridge, when taken singly. I wish to say a word or 

So much for “ the general voice of his countrymen : jwo upon the virtues of one of those persons, public and 
I will now speak of some in particular. for reasons which will soon appear. 

& the beginning of the year 1817, m article appeared -when I left England in April, 1816, iU in mind, in 

ID die Uiiarterly Review, written, I believe, by Walter body, and in circumstances, I took up my residence at 
Scott*, dong great honour to him, and no disgrace to Coligny, by the lake of Geneva. The sole companion 
me, Aough both poetically and personally more than of my journey was a young physician,* who had to make 
sufficiently favourable to the work and the author of bis way in the world, and having seen very little of it, 
whom it treated. It was written at a time when a yy^s naturally and laudably desirous of seeing more so- 
selfish man would not, and a timid one dared not, have' ciety than suited my present habits or my past expe- 
saidn word m favour of either; it was written by one to i therefore presented him to those gentlemen 

whOT leropiOTiy public opinion had elevated roe to the of Geneva for whom I had lettere of introduction ; and 
rank rf a rival a proud distinction, Md unmerited ; having thus him in a situation to make his own 
M which has not prevented me from feeling as a friend, „sy. „„ own part entirely from society, 

norhimfrommorethancorresponding to that sentiment. „i,h foe exception of one English feroily, living at 
The •rticla m question was written upon the Third ^bout a quarter of a mile’s distance from Diodati, and 
Canto of Obilde Harold; and after many observations, with the further exception of some occasional intercourse 
which it would as ill tecome me to repeat as to forget, Ooppet at the wish of Madame de Stael. The 
concluded wiffi “ a hope that I might yet return to English family to which I allude consisted of two ladies, 
England.” How this expression wm received in Eng- ^ gentleman and his son, a boy of a year old.t 
land Itself I am not acquainted, but tt gave great offence One of “ these hf^-minded and virtuout men,” in the 
at Rome to the res,)ectablo ten or twenty thousand words of the Edinbiirgh Magazine, made, I understand, 
English travellers then and there assembled. I did not about this time, or swin after, a tour in Switzerland, 
visit Rome till some time after, so that I had no oppor- On his return to England, he circulated—and for any 
tmity of knowing the fact; but I was informed, long thing I know, invented—a report, that the gentleman to 
^erirards, that die greateat indignation had been mani* whom I have alluded and myself were living in promts* 
toted in the enlightened Angl^circle rf that year, which cuous intercourse with two sisters, “ having formed a 
; hanwnnd to comprise within it^idst a considerable foaguo of incest” (I quote the words as they were stated 
. leaven of Wellwck street and Devonshire Place, broken (q ^b), and indulged himself on the natural comments 
lowe upon their trayels^everal really well-born and upon guch a conjunction, which are said to have been 
welUbredfaimlies, who did not the tos participate in the repeated publicly, with groat complacency, by onstor 
feeling of the hour. “ should he return to Eng- ^f that poetical fnitemitv, of whom I shall say only, 
; W?’’ was the pneral eXtlamation—1 answer toby .7 that even had the story been true. As should not have 
’ It IS a quettitm I have occasionally asked myself, and I repeated it, as far as it regarded myself, except in sot- 
never yet co^d give it a satisfactory reply. I had then row. The tale itself requires but a word in answer 
f no Ihm^hts of returning, and if I have any now, they are _foe ladies were not sisters, nor in any degree con- 
j business, and not of pleasure. Amidst the ties that ngeted, except by the second marriage of their respective 
have beim dashed to pieces, there are links yet entire, parents, a widower with a widow, both being the tffi-- 
' though the Cham Itself be broken. There are duties, spring of former marriages ; neither of them were, in 
and connections, which may om day require my pro- igig, nineteen years old. “ Promiscuous inloroourso" 
»roce—ftnd I am a fathe^ 1 have atiU aome frienda could hardly have disgusted the great patron of panti* 

• ^ It may. be an enemy, socracy, (does Mr. Southey remember suchascheme ?) 

These things, and theea minuter details of buain»s, there was none. 

Wbi^ tiiM accumulates diirag sbse^, in every man’s How far this man, who, as author of Wat Tyler, has 

aSustand property,may, and probifoly will, recall me to 


B« Vumrlarlr lUvlnr, Td. xvl. p. ItS. 


* Dr. Folldori—^uUiorofthe Varnpir*.” 

1 Mr. and Mrs. StieUey, Miat Clarmonlp and Masttr Sbtlkys 
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been prodaimed by the Lord Chancellor guilty of a trea« 
■onable and dasphemous libel, and denounced in the 
House of Commons, by the upright and ^le member 
for Norwich, as a rancorous renegado,’* be fit for sil¬ 
ting u a judge upon others, let oUiers judge. He has 
said that for this expression ** he brands William Smith 
on the forehead as a calumniator,” and that “ the mark 
will outlast his epitaph.” How long William Smithes 
epitaph will last, and in what words it will be written, 
I know not, but William Smith’s words form the epitaph 
itself of Rdierl Southey. He has written Wat Tyler, 
and taken the olfice of poet laureate—he has, in the 
Life of Henry Kirke White, denominated reviewing 
• ** the ungentle craft,” and has become a reviewer—he 
was one of the projectors of a scheme, called pantiso- 
cracy,” for having all things, including women, in com- 
m<Kt, {queryt common women ?) and he sets up as a 
moralist—he denounced the battle of Blenheim, and he 
praised the battle of Waterloo—he loved Mary Woll- 
stoncraft, and he tried to blast tho character of her 
daughter (one of the young females mentioned)—he 
wrote treason, and serves the king—he was the butt of 
the Anti'jacobin, and he is the prop of the Quarterly 
Review; licking the hands that smote him, eating the 
bread of his enemies, and internally writhing beneath 
his own cmitempt,—he would fain conceal, under anony¬ 
mous bluster, and a vain endeavour to obtain Uic esteem 
of others, after having for ever lost his own, his leprous 
sense of his own degradation. What is there in such a 
man to envy V* W ho ever envied the envious ? Is 
it his birth, his name, his fame, or his virtues, that 1 am 
to ** envy T* I was born of the aristocracy, which he 
abhorred ; and am sprung, by my mother, from the kings 
who preceded those whom he has hired himself to sing. 
It cannot, then, be his birth. As a poet, I have, for the 
past eight years, had nothing to apprehend from a com- 
(«tition ; and for the future, that life to come in every 
tioet's creed,” it is open to all. I will only remind Mr. 
Southey, in the words of a critic, who, if still living, 
would have annihilated Southey’s literary existence 
now and hereafter, as the sworn foe of charlatans and 
impostors, from Maephorson downwards, that those 
dreams were Settle’s once and Ogilby’s and for my 
own part, I assure him, that whenever he and his sect 
are remembered, I shall be proud to be forgot.” That 
he is not content with his success as e poet may reason¬ 
ably be believed—he has been the nine-pin of reviews ; 
the Edinburgh knocked him down, and the Quarterly 
set him up; the government found him useful in the pe¬ 
riodical line, and made a point of recommending his 
works to purchasers, so that ho is occasionally bought, 
(I mean his books, as well as the author,) and may be 
found on the same shelf, if not upon the table, of most 
of the gentlemen employed in the different offices. With 
regard to his private virtues, I know nothing—of his 
principles, I have heard enough. As far as having been, 
to the best of my power, benevolent to others, I do not 
fear the comparison ; and for the errors of the passions, 
was Mr. Southey always so tranquil and stainless ? Did 
ha never covet his neighbour’s wife ? Did he never ca¬ 
lumniate bia net^bour’s wife’s daughter, the offspring 
of her he coveted ? So much for the apostle of pan- 
tisocracy. 

Of the ** lofty-minded, virtuous” Wordsworth, one 
anecdote will suffice to speak his sincerity. In a con¬ 
versation with Mr, —. upon poetry, he concluded 

with, “ After all, I would not give five shillings for all 
Uiat Southey has ever written.” Porhat>s this calcula¬ 
tion might rather show his esteem for five shillings than 
his low estimate of Dr. Southey ; but considering that 
when he was in his need, and Southey had a shilling, 
Wordsworth u said to have had generidly a sixpence out 
of it, it has an awkward sound in the way of valuation. 
This anecdote was told me by persons wim, if quoted by 


Btr 

name, would prove that its genealogy is poetical at well 
as true. 1 can give my authority for this; and am ready 
to adduce it also for Mr. Southey’s circulation of the 
falsehood before mentioned. 

Of Coleridge, 1 shall say nothing—wky, he may 
divine. 

1 have said more of these people than 1 intended in 
this place, being somewhat stirred by the remarks whidb 
induced me to commence upon the topic. I see nothing 
in these men as poets, or as individuals—little in their 
talents, and less in their characters, to prevent honest 
men from expressing for them ccmsiderable contempt, in 
prose or rhyme, as it may happen. Mr. Southey has 
the Quarterly for his field of rejoinder, and Mr. Words¬ 
worth his postscripts to ” Lyrical Ballads,” where the 
two great instances of the sublime are taken from him¬ 
self and Milton. “ Over her own sweet voice the stock¬ 
dove broodsthat is to say, she has the pleasure of 
listening to herself, in common with Mr. Wordsworth 
upon most of his public appearances. ” What divinity 
doth hedge” these persons,that we should respect them? 
Is it Apollo? Are they not of those who called Dry- 
den’s Ode a drunken song?” who have discovered 
that Gray’s Elegy is full of faults, (see Coleridge's 
Life, vol. i. note, for Wordsworth’s kindness in point¬ 
ing this out to him,) and have published what is allowed 
to be the very worst prose that ever was written, to 
prove that Pope was no poet, and that William Words¬ 
worth is? 

In other points, are they respectable, or respected ? 
Is it on the open avowal of apostasy, on the patronage 
of government, that their claim is founded ? Who is 
there who esteems those parricides of their own prin¬ 
ciples ? They are, in fact, well aware that the reward 
of their change has been any thing but honour. The 
times have preserved a respect for political consistency, 
and, even though changeable, honour the unchanged. 
Look at Moore; it will be long ere Southey meets with 
su(^ a triumph in London as Moore met with in Dub¬ 
lin, even if the government subscribe for it, and set the 
money down to secret service. It was not less to the 
man than to the poet, to the tempted but unshaken pa¬ 
triot, to the not opulent but incorruptible fellow citizen, 
that the warm-hearted Irish paid the proudest of tri¬ 
butes. Mr. Southey may applaud himself to the world, 
but ho has his own heartiest contempt; and the fury 
with which he foams against all who stand in tho pha¬ 
lanx which he forsook, is, as William Smith described 
it, “ the rancour of the renegodo,” the bad language of 
the prostitute who stands at the comer of the street, 
and showers her slang upon all, except those who may 
have bestowed upon her her “ little shilling.” 

Hence his quarterly overflowings,, political and lite¬ 
rary, in what ho has himself termed the ungentle , 
craft,” and his ospecial wrath against Mr. Leigh Hunt, 
notwithstanding that Hunt has done more for Words¬ 
worth’s reputation as a poet (such as it is), than all the 
Lakers could in their interchange of self-praises for the 
last twenty-five years. 

And here 1 wish to say a few words on the present 
state of English poetry. That this is tlie age of the 
decline of English poetry will be doubted by few who 
have calmly considered the subject. That there are 
men of genius among the present poets makes little 
against the fact, because it has been well said, that 
** next to him who forms the taste of his country, the 
greatest genius is he who corrupts it.” No one has 
ever denied genius to Marino, who corrupted not merely 
the taste of Italy, but that of all Europe for nearly a ’ 
century. The great cause of the present deploraWe 
state of English poetry is to be attributed to that absurd 
and systematic depreciation of Pope, in which, for tho 
last few years, there has been a kind of epidemical coo- 
currence. Men of the most opposite qiintons ha?e 
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Mdtad upon this topic. Warton and Churchill began 
it, harittg borrowed the hint probably from the heroes 
cf the Dunciad, and their own internal conviction that 
their proper reputation can be as nothing till the most 
parftet and harmonious of poets—ho who, having no 
ntdt, has had itEasos made his reproach—^wae reduced 
to what they conceived to be his level; but even they 
dated not degrade him below Dryden. Goldsmith, and 
Rogers, and Campbell, his most successful disciples 
and Hayley, who, however feeble, has left one poem 
" that will not be willingly let die” (the Triumphs of 
Tamper), kept op the reputation of that puro and per¬ 
fect sq'le; and Cmbbe, the first of living poets, has 
almost equalled the master. Then came Darwin, who 
was put down by a single poem in the Antijacobin 
and the Cruscans, from Merry to Jeminghain, who 
were annihilated (if TVothing can be said to be anni¬ 
hilated) by Gifford, the last of the wholesome satirists. 

At the same time Mr. Southey was favouring the 
public with Wat Tyler and Joan of Arc, to the great 
glory of the Drama and Epos. I beg pardon, Wat 
Tyler, with'Peter Bell, was still in M. S., and it was 
Bot till after Mr. Squihey had received his Malmsey 
butt, and Mr. Wordsworthf became qualified to guage 
it, that the great revolutionary tragedy came before the 
public and the Court of Chancery. Wordsworth was 
peddling his lyrical ballads, and brooding a preface, 
to be succeed^ in due course by a postscript; both 
couched in such prose as must give peculiar delight to 
those who have read the prefaces of Pope and Dryden; 
scarcely loss celebrated for the beauty of their prose, 
thru) for the charms of their verse. Wordsworth is the 
reverse of Molihre’s gentleman who had been “ talking 
prose all his life, without knowing itfor ho thinks 
'that he has been all his life writing both prose and verse, 
and neitlier of what he conceives to be such can be 
properly said to be either one or the other. Mr. Cole¬ 
ridge, the future votes, poet and seer of the Morning 
Poet, (an honour also claimed by Mr. Fitzgerald, of the 
“ Rejected Addresses,”) who ultimately prophesied the 
downfall of Buana;»rle, to which he himself mainly 
contributed, by giving him the nickname of “ the Corsi¬ 
can,” was then employed in predicating the damnation 
of Mr. Pitt, and the desolation of England, in the two 
very best copies of verses ho ever wrote: to wit, the 
infonial eclogue of “ Fire, Famine, and Slaughter,” 
and the “ Ode to the departing Year.” 

These three personages, Soutliey, Wordsworth, and 
Coleridge, had all of (hem a very natural antipathy 
to Pope; and I respect them for it, as the only ori¬ 
ginal feeling or principle which they have contrived 
to preserve. But , they have been joined in it by those 
who have joitied them in nothing else: by the Edinburgh 
Reviewers, by the whole heterogeneous mass of living 
English poets, excepting Crabbe, Rogers, Gifford, and 
Campbell, who, both by precept and practice, have 
proved their adherence ; and by me, who have shame¬ 
fully deviated in practice, but have ever loved and ho- 
nmtred Pope’s poetry with my whole soul, and hope to 
do so till my dying day. I would rather see all I have 
ever written lining the same trunk in which I actually 
read the eleventh book of a modern epic poem at Malta, 
in 1811, (I opened it to take out a change after the 
paro.Tysm of a tertian, in the absence of my servant, and 
found it lined with the name of the maker, Eyre, Cock- 

Th* Lot«i of Trlaoglet,’* (he Joint produetlcoi of MeMPt. 
CionfBi’ end Frore, 

t Oflloeimth anticlpiitod the definition of the Idike poetry, as far 
Miuehtblai* can be defined. Gentlemen, the ureeciit piece i« not 
if jour common opic poeme, which come iknn the preaa like naiier 
lUtM in •ommer t there are none of your Tumuaea or Didtia in It; it 
lonnhicioriczl OHcription ofwUurt. 1 only beg you’ll endeayour to 
make yotireoula inuniton with wAnCiOnd knar with the tame enthuniatm 
teith vhitdt Ti^oevriitene** Would uoithU baye made a proper proem 
to the Bygamion, and the poet and hie TOdJerf It would have anawered 
rarteeUy for that parpoee, had it not ui^ortunolely been writton In good 


spur Strooi, aittl with the epic poetry aUudetl lo,) than 
sacrifice what i firmly believe in as the Christianity of 
English poetry, the poetry of Pope. 

But the Edinburgh Heviewers, and the Lakers, and 
Hunt and his school, and every body else with their 
school, and even Moore witliout a school, and dilettanti 
lecturers at institutions, and elderly gentlemen who 
translate and imitate, and young ladies who listen and 
repeat, baronets who draw indifFerent frontispieces ibr 
bad poets, and noblemen who let them dine with them 
in the country, the small body of die wiu and ihu greut 
body of tlio blues, have latterly united in a depreciation, 
of which their fathers would have been as mudi ashamed 
as their children will he. In ihe mean time, what have 
we got instep ? I’iie Lake scliooi, which begun with 
an epic poem, written in six weeks,” (so Joan 
Arc proctaimod herself,) and hmshed with a ballad 
composed in twenty years, as “Peter BelPe” creator 
takes care to itiforfii the few who will enquire. What 
have wo got instead ? A deluge of flimsy and unin¬ 
telligible romances, imitated from Scott and myself, who 
have boili made the best of our bad materials and erro¬ 
neous system. What have we got instead ? Madoc, 
which is neither an epic nor any flung else ; Thalaba, 
Kehama, Gebir, and such gibberish, written in all 
metres and in no language. Ilunt, who had powers to 
have made “ the Story ofHimini” as perfect as a fable 
of Dryden, has thought fit to sacrifice his genius and his 
taste to some unintelligible notions of Wordsworth, 

which I defy him to explain. Moore has . But 

why continue ?—-All, wiili flie exception oC Crabbe, 
Rogers, and Campbell, who may be considered as 
having taken their station, will, by the blessing of God, 
survive their own reputation, without atlaiiiing any very 
extraordinary poruKl of iongevity. Of course there must bo 
a still further exception in favour of fliuse who, having 
never obtained any reputation ut all, unless it be among 
provincial literati, and ihcir own families, have none to 
lose; and of Moore, who, as the Burns of Ireland, pos¬ 
sesses a fame which cannot be lost. 

The greater part of the poets mentioned, however, 
have been able to gatlier together a few followers. 
A paper of the Connoisseur says, that “ it is observed 
by the French, that a cat, a priest, aiid an old woman, 
are sufficient to constitute u religions sect in England.” 
The same number of animals, with some difference in 
kind, will suffice for a poetical one. If we take Sir 
George Beaumont instead of fl»e priest, and Mr. Words¬ 
worth for the old woman, we shall nearly complete the 
quota required; but I fear that Mr. Southey will but in¬ 
differently rej^resent the c.\t, having shown himself but 
too distinctly to he of a species to whicli that noble crea¬ 
ture is peculiarly hostile. 

Nevertheless, I will not go so far as Wordsworth 
in hia postscript, who pretewls that no great poet ever 
had immediate fame; which Ixung interpreted, means 
that William Wordsworth is not quite so much read 
by his coternporaries as might be desirable. This as¬ 
sertion is as false as it is foolish, Homer’s glory de¬ 
pended upon his present popularity; he recited,—-and, 
without tlie strongest impression of the moment, who 
would have gotten flue Iliad by heart, and given it to 
tradition ? Ennius, Terence, Plautus, Lucretius, Ho¬ 
race, Virgil, JEschylufl, Sophocles, Euripides, Sappho, 
Anacreon, Theocritus, all the great poets of antiquity, 
were the delight of their coternporaries. The very ex- 
istenco of a poet, previous to flie invention of printing, 
depended iqioD his present popularity; and how often 
has it impaired his future fame ? Hardly ever. History 
informs us that the best have come down to ub. The 
reason is evident; the most popular found the greatest 
number of trwiscribers for their MSS., and that the 
taste (rf* their cotemporaries was corrupt can hardly be 
avouched by flic the roigblieBt of whom nave 
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but barely approacbod tltein. Dante, Petrarch, Ariosto 
and Tasso, were aU^-the dariings of tiia coteiuporar 
reader. Dante’s Poem was celebrated long before hii 
death: and, not long al'ter it, States negotiated for hii 
ashes, and disputed for the sites of the composition ol 
the Divina Commedia. Petrarch was crowned in (he 
Capitol. Ariosto was permitted to pass free by tiic 
public rubber who had read the Orlando Furioso. 
would not recommend Mr. Wordsworth to try the same 
experiment wilti his Smugelers. Tasso, notwithstand* 
ing the criticisms of the Cruscanti, would have beei 
crowned in the Capitol, but for his death. 

It is easy to prove the immediate popularity of tii< 
^r.hief poets of the only modern nation in Hurope that 
has a poetical language, the Italian. In our own 
Shakspeare, Spencer, Jonson, Waller, Dryden, Con 
grave, Pope, Young, Sheristone, Thomson, Johnson 
Goldsmith, Gray, were all us popular in their lives ai 
since. Gray’s Elegy pleased instantly, and eternally 
Ills Odes did not, nor yet do they, please like his Elegy 
Milton’s (Kilitics kept him down. But tho Epigram o 
Dryden,* and the very sale of his work, in pro{>ortio 
to the less reading tune of its publication, prove him tc 
have been hutmiired by his cotemporarios. I will ven 
ture to assert, that the sale of tho Paradise Lost wa: 
greater in the first four years after its ]>iiblication, than 
that of “ The Excursion” in the same number, with 
tile difference of nearly a century and a half between 
them of time, and of thousands in point of goneral read¬ 
ers. Notwitlistahding Mr. Wordsworth’s having press 
ed Milton into his service as one of those not presently 
|K>pular, to favour his own purpose of ]m)ving that ou 
grandchildren will read Aim (the said William Words¬ 
worth,) I would recommend him to begin first with onr 
grandmothers. Btit he need not bo alarmed; he may 
yet live to see ail the envies pass away, as Darwin and 
Suward, and Hoolo, and Hole, and Hoyle have passed 
away; but their ilcclcnsion will not be his ascension: he 
is es.sont!any a bad writer, and all the failures of otiicrs 
can never strengthen him. Ho may have a sect, but 
ho will never have a public; and his “rtwriiffiwe” will 
always be “/cie,” without being for 

Bedlam. 

It may l»e asked, why, liaving this opinion of the 
present slate of poetry in England, and having had it 
long, as my friends and others well knew—possessing, 
or having possessed ton, as a writer, the ear of the public 
for the time being—I have not adopted a different plan 
in my own compositions, and endeavoured to correct 
rather than encourage the lasle of the day. To this I 
would answer, that it is easier U) perceive the wrong 
than to pursue the right, and that I have never conteiii- 
plated the prospect “ of filling (with Peter Bell, see its 
Preface-) permanently a station in the literature of tlu 
country.” Those who know me best, know this, and 
that I have been considerably astonislied at the tempora¬ 
ry success of rny works, having flattered no person and 
no parly, and expressed opinions which arc not those of 
the general reader. Could I have anticipated the degree 
of attention which has been accorded me, assurtully 
I would have studied more to deserve it. But I have 
lived in far countries abroad, or in the agitating world 
at homo, which was not favourable to study or re¬ 
flection ; BO that almost all 1 have written has been 
mere passion,—passion, it is true, of different kinds, 
but always passion: for in me (if it be not an Irishism 
to say so) my indiff’erence was a kind of passion, the 
result of experience, and not the philosophy of nature. 
Writing grows a habit, like a woman’s gallantry: there 
are women who have had no intrigue, but few who have 


* TIm vsll-knowii linsa aiider MilUNi*! )rfeture,— 

** Three jvicti in three ril«iwa aswbnm,” Ac. 


bad but one only; so there are millions of men who ^v# 
never written a botdi, but few who liave written only 
one. And thus, having written uice, 1 wrote on; 
couroged no doubt by the success of the moment, yot by 
no means anticipating its duration, and 1 will venture 
to say, scarcely even wishing it. But then I did ether 
things besides write, which by no means contributed 
either to improve my writings or my prosperity. 

1 have thus expressed publicly upon the poetry of 
the day the opinion I have long entertained and ex- 
premed of it to all who have u^ked it, and to some 
who would rather not have heard it: as I told Moore 
not very long ago, we are all wrong except Rogers, 
Crabbe, and Campbeli.” Without being old in years, I 
am old in days, and do not feel the adequate spirit within 
me to attempt a work which should show what 1 think 
right in poetry, and must content myself with having do* 
nounced what is wrong. There are, I trust, younger 
spirits rising up in England, who, escaping the conta¬ 
gion which has swept away poetry from our literature, 
will recall it to their country, such as it once was and 
may still be. 

In tho mean time, the best sign of amendment wiU 
be repentance, and new atid frequent editions of Pope 
and Dryden. 

There will bo found as comfortable metaphysics, 
and ten times moro poetry in Ute Essay on Man,” 
tlian in the Excursion.” If you search for passion, 
where is it to bo found stronger than in the epistle 
'rorn Elnisa to Abelard, or in Palammi and Arcito? 
Do you wish for invention, imagination, sublimity, 
character? seek them in the Rape of the Lock, the 
Fables of Dryden, the Ode of Saint Cecilia’s Day, 
and Absalom and Achitophel: you will discover in 
hose two poets only, oU for which you must ransack 
nnumeralile metres, and God only knows how many 
'jmteu of the day, witliont finding a tittle of the same 
ipiaiities,—with the addition, too, of wii, of which the 
laiier have none. I have not, however, forgotten Thomas 
Brown tlic Younger, nor the Pudge Family, nor Whis- 
lecraft; but that is not wit—it is humour. 1 will say 
lolliiijg of the liarmony of Pope and Dryden in ooinpa- 
ison, for there is not a living fioet (except Rogers, 
aifTord, C.ampbell, and Crabbe.,) who can write an 
leroic cou(>Ier. The fact, is, that the exquisite beauty 
*r tlieir versification has withdrawn the public attention 
rorn their other excelletiees, us the vulgar eye will rest 
more upon the splendour of tlie uniform limn the quality 
*f the InKip.s. It is tins very harmony, particularly in 
’ope, which has raised the vulgar and atrocious cant 
.gainst him:—because his versification is iierfiict, it is 
.ssumed that it is his only perfeciion ; lH>cause his truths 
re so clear, it Is asserted that he. has no invention ; and 
ecatise he is alwavvS inielligihle, it is lukeii for granted 
lal lie has no genius. Wo are siiooringlv told that he 
the “ Poet of Rea-^-on,” us if ihis wa** a reason f>r his 
•ing no poet. Taking passage for passage, I will 
ndertake to cite more iiues tceining with imaginof^ 
>on from Pope than from any tV)o living poets, be they 
^ho lliey may. To lake an instance at random from a 
jmcie.s of composition not very favourable to iriiagi- 
aiion—Satire: set down the character of Sporus,* 

“ 4. Whtt? thm Utiug ofaillr, 

S/ioru-iy that iriftre wliUe curd of ssii’s milk ? 

.‘^rtiiro or Kcitst*. uIba! can Kixtriis le«*l ? 

Who htyake a hiiUKrity nprjn h wheel } 

P. Vt-l Ih me flan (IiIh biis wIlli gilded wlng^, 

This ii.iiutpit rhim of dlrl, thnk Rtloka otid >liig« J 
Whose bujr. the wltiy ami the lair aimoya, 

Vet wit ite’er lastea, amt beauty ne'er «u)oya } 

8o veiUhred epanteU rivillv delight 
In miunhline of the game they dare not 
Kiel ohI ■niilet hU emptinese betray, 

As shallow stream* run dimplingall Uie way. 

Whether in florid lm|)ote»cr hr sueaks, 

And, RB the (ii*i>muivr tireatlira, the puppet squeaks; 

Oral the ear uf r.vv.tAinUlar toad. 

Hnl*‘ln->ih, vni'-m, himself nb»f>ad, 





with all the wonderful play of fancy whicli ia scattered 
over it, and place by its side an equal number of verses, 
flrom any two eaisting poets, of the same power and the 
tame variety—where will you find them 1 

I merely mention one instance of many, in reply to the 
iiyuttice done to the memory of him who harmonised 
our poetical language. The attorneys' clerks, and other 
eeir>ediioatad genii, found it easier to distort themselves 
tothe'new mt^ele, than to toil after the symmetry of 
him who bad enchanted their fathers. They were be- 
eides smitten by being told that the new school wore to 
revive the language of Q,ueen Elisabeth, the true En¬ 
glish t as every b^y in the reign of Queen Anne wrote 
no batter than French, by a species of literary treason. 

Blank verse, which, unlea in the drama, no one except 
Milton ever wrote who could rhyme, became the order of 
the day,—or else such rhyme as looked still blanker than 
the verse without it. 1 am aware that Johnson has said, 
after some hesitation, that he could not “ prevail upon 
himself to wish that Milton had been a rhymer.” The 
opinions of that truly great man, whom it is also the 
present fashion to decry, will ever be received by me 
with that deference which time will restore to him from 
all; but, with all humility, 1 am not persuaded that the 
Paradise Lost would not have been more nobly conveyed 
to posterity, not perhaps in tieroic couplets, although 
even they could sustain the subject if well balanced, 
but in the stanza of Spenser or of Tasso, or in the 
teraa rima of Dante, which the powers of Milton could 
easily have grafted on our language. The Seasons of 
Thrrmson would have been better in rhyme, although 
■tiU inferior to his Castle of Indolence; and Mr. 
Southey’s Joan of Arc no worse, although it might have 
taken up six months instead of weeks in the composition. 
1 recommend also to the lovers of lyrics the perusal of 
the present laureate’s Odes by the side of Dryden’s on 
Saint Cecilia, but let him be sure to read first those of 
Mr. Southey. 

To the heaven-bom genii and inspired young scrive¬ 
ners of the day much of this will appear paradox; it will 
appear so even to the higher order of our critics; but it 
was a truism twenty years ago, smd it will t>e a re- 
acknowledged truth in ten more. In the mean time, I 
will conclude with two quotations, both intended for 
some of my old classical friends who have still enough 
of Cambridge about them to think themselves honoured 
by having had John Dryden as a predecessor in their 
college, and to recollect that their earliest English poet¬ 
ical pleasures were drawn from the “ little nightingale” 
of ’Twickenham. The first ia from the notes to the 
Poem of the “ Friends.”* 

“ It is only within the last twenty or thirty years 
that those notable discoveries in criticisms have been 
made which have taught our recent versifiers to un¬ 
dervalue this energetic, melodious, and moral poet. 
The consequences rf this want of duo esteem for a writer 
whom the good sense of our predecessors had raised to 
his proper station have been numerous Ann deora- 
sino ENousH. This is not the place to enter into the 
sulgect, even as far as it mr poetical numbers alone, 

and there is matter of more importance that requires 
present refiection.” 


Id pun*, orpoUtiea, or talet, or lict, 

Or or •mut, or rhymes, or blotphemie*, 

Rie wit oHsee'Mw, between that aim Mit. 

Now hich, now lew, uow matter up, now zniM, 

And lie mmMlt'ofie Wie aiuiihetit. 

Amfriiihiottt Uunifi thatactiiix either part, 

The bead, ur llte corruptrd heart, 

Fop at Um toilet, ftatterer at the board. 

Now tripe a lady, and now tiniU a lord. 

Ete*« teropun- thoe the Ralibltu have expraaiM, 

A cherub'e face, areptUe the reel, 

Beadty that thoche you. parU that none will truet. 

WH iMt can creep, ana pride Utat iidu the duet.** 

Pntl. to Sat. 

* WritiM hr Byroo’e eariyCrteud, the Ret. FranoU Hod|' 


The second is from the volume of a young person 
larning to write poetry, and beginning by teaching ths 
rt. Hear him '* 

But ye were dead 

To ihlage ye knew not were cioeely 
To muety Iswe lined out with wretched rule 
And compact vile , tolhetye taochl a tehoolt 
OfdoU» to emoofa, inUuft and eftin, 

1111, like the certain wandt of Jacob*! wit, 

7%tfrv«rte« lalUtd. Saurjf umu (de ttuk t 
A thoiicaud haiidierafitmen wore the meek 
or poety. Ill'fAled, impiout race. 

That blatphemed tlie brl|ht lyrist to hit faea. 

And did not know U \ no, they went about 
Holding a poor dtcrtpU aUndard out 
Uai k’a with moet fliiney mottot, and In laifa 
The name of one Boileau I 

A little before, the manner of Pope is termed, 

'* A $cUm,X 

Nurtured by fopptry and barimrian, 

Made great Apollo biuth for ihit hit land." 

I thought “foppery," was a consequence of refinement ; 
but n’importe. 

The above wilt suffice to show the notions entertain-* 
ed by the new performers on the English lyre of him who 


* In a manuaeript note oa this pataage of the pamphlet, dated Nov. 
12, Iffil, Lord Byron taya,—** Mr. Keaudiedet Hume about a year af 
terthbiwaawritleii,oradecllMiproducedhyhiahaving burat a biood> 
veteei on reading the article on hit ‘ ISnciymion* In tit* duarterly Reviaw. 
(have read the article before and eince ; and althou^ It U biita^ I du 
not think that a roan ihould permit himself to be kTiied by It. But n 
young man litt le dreama what he muct inevitably encminter in the course 
of a life ambitious of public notice. My iiKiignation at Mr. Keats’s de. 
predation of Pope haa hardly permitted me to do justice to hie own 

S rnluB, which, malgre all ibe fantastic fopjperiea d Ida style, wae un- 
oubiedly o( great promise. His fragment of ‘ Hyperion* aeeim actually 
inspired hy the Titans, and is as sublime as .Citchylus. He it a lost to 
our literatui e; and the more to, as he himself, betore his deaUi, it said to 
have been persuaded that lie had not taken tiie light line, and was re* 
forming bia tiyle upm tlU! more classical models of the languagt. 
t It was at leaat a grammar “ achool.*' 

1 Ho apelt by the author. 

I At a balance to these Unei. and to the eenie and eentiment of tho 
new echool, I will put down a paseage or two from Pope’e tarlUit po* 
ems, taken at random 

" Envy her own anakeeehallfeel, 

And Peraecution mourn her brokm wheel. 

There Paction roar, Rebellion bile her chain, 

And goiping Furiea thirst for blood in vain." 

* Ah t what availe hie gloesy varying dyee, 

Hie purple creet, and eeartet'drclM eyet*, 

The vivid greon bit shining plumes unfold. 

Hie painted wbtgs, aiid breast that flames with geld." 

'' Round broken eolumne ciaeping Ivy twined, 

O’er heaps of ruin stalk’d tne itately hind ; 

The fox obscene to gaidiig tombe retires, 

And savage howlluga nil the aacrecl quires." 

* Hail, bards triumphant f liorn in happier days ; 

Immortal heirs ofunlvereat praise ! 

IVhoee honoure with increase of ages grow, 

As atieams roll down, eniargiug as they flow ; 

Nations unborn your mighty names shall sound. 

And worlds applaud that must not yet be foond I 
Oh may some spark of your ceieetial Are, 

The laat, the meanest of your tons inspire, 

^hat on weak witia, from far pursues your flights; 

Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes, 

To teach vain wiu a science llllle known, 

T’ admire superior sense, and doubt their own 1" 

' Amphion there the loud creating lyre 
Strilrea, and behold a eucklen Tnehee aspire! 

Cuheron’s echoes answer to his caii, 

And half the mountain roils into a wwll.** 

** 8o Zerabia’s rocks, the beauteous work of frost, 

Rise white in air, and giluer o’er the coaat; 

Pale tune, unieli, at diaiance roll away. 

And on th’ Impa^ve ice the lightning play; 

Eternal mows the growing msM au{^ly, 

Till the bright mountaina prop the incumbent akyg 
As Atlas Ax’d, each hoary piia appears, 

The gather’d winter of a tiiousana yean. 

** Tbua, when we view lome weil-proportionM dome. 

The world’s just wonder, and even thine, 0 Roma I 
No aiiigie pans unequally eurpriae. 

All comes united to th* admiring eyee: 

No moiiatrous height, or breadth, or length appear; 

The whole at once is bold and regular." 

A thousand almilar passages crowd upon me, all composed by Pope 
before hie itso-and'iiseaiieiA ^ar; and yet it is contended that ha U op 


desoriptioe poetry, tbs foweet department of tba an, he will bsfeufid- 
I a fair exaimutloe, to surpua aoy Uvii^ writar. 
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made it meet tuneable, and the great improremente ofl 
their own “ variaziont.'' 

The writer of thia is a tadpole of the Lakes, a young ^ 
disciple of the six or seven new schools, in which he 
has learnt to write such lines and such sentiments as the 
above. He says “ easy was the task” of imitating Pope, 
or it may be of equalling him, 1 presume. 1 recommend 
him to try before he is so positiveon the subject, and then 
compare what he will have then written and what he has 
now written with the humblest and earliest compositions 
of Pope, produced in years still more youthful than those 
of Mr. Keats when he invented his new “ Essay on 
Criticism,” entitled “ Sleep and Poetry” (an tmiinous 
(title,) from whence the above canons are taken. Pope's 
was written at nineteen, and published at twenty-two. 

Such are the triumphs of the new scliools, and such 
their scholars. The disciples of Pope were Johnson, 
Goldsmith, Rogers, Campbell, Crabbe, Gifford, Mat¬ 
thias, Hayley, and the author of the Paradise of 
Coquettes; to whom may be added Richards, Heber, 
Wrangham, Bland, Hodgson, Merivate, and others who 
have not had their full fame, because “ the race is not 
always to the swift, nor the battle to the strong,” and 
because there is a fortune in fame as in ail other things. 
Now, of all the new schools—I say all, “ for, “ like Le¬ 
gion, they are many”—has there appeared a single scho¬ 
lar who has not made his master ashamed of him ? unless 
it be Sotheby, who has imitated every body, and occa¬ 
sionally surpassed his models. Scott found peculiar 
favour and imitation among the fair sex: there was Miss 
Holford, and Miss Mitford, and Miss Francis; but, 
with the greatest respect be it spoken, none of his 
imitators did much honour to the original, except Hogg, 
the Ettrick shepherd, until the appearance of “ The 
Bridal of Triermain,” and ” Harold the Dauntless,” 
which in the opinion of some equalled if not surpassed 
him; and lo! afXer three or four years they turned out to 
be the Master’s own compositions. Have Southey, or 
Coleridge, or t’other fellow, made a follower of renown ? 
Wilson never did well till he set up for himself in the 
“ City of the Plague." Has Moore, or any other living 
writer of reputation, had a tolerable imitator, or rather 
disciple? Now, it is remarkable, that almost all the 
followers of Pope, whom I have named, have produced 
beautiful and standard works; and it was not the number 
of his imitators who finally hurt his fame, but the despair 
of imitation, and the ease of not imitating him sufficiently. 
This, and the same reason which induced the Athenian 
burgher to vote for the banishment of Aristides, “ be¬ 
cause he was tired of always hearing him called the 
/ust,” have produced the temporary exile of Pope from 
the State of Literature. But the term of his ostracism 
will expire, and the sooner the belter, not for him, but 
for those who banished him, and for the coming genera¬ 
tion, who 

** WUJ bluih to And their fethere were hie foee.” 


1 will now return to the writer of the article whiofa 
has drawn forth these remarks, whom I honestly take to 
be Jidm Wilson, a man of great powers and acquire- 
menu, well known to the public as the author of the 
' City of the Plague,” “ Isle of Palms,” and other 
productions. I take the liberty of naming him, by the 
same species of courtesy which has induced him to de¬ 
signate me as the author of Don Juan. Upon the 
score of the Lake Poets, he may perhaps recall to mind 
that 1 merely express an opinion long ago entertained 
and specified in a letter to Mr. James Hogg, which 
he the said James Hogg, somewhat contrary to the law 
of pens, showed to Mr. John Wilson, in the year 1814, 
as be himself informed me in his answer, telling me by 

way of apology, that " he’d be d-d if he could help 

it;’’ and I am not conscious of any thing like envy” 
or “ exacerbation” at this moment which induces me 
to think better or worse of Southey, Wordsworth, and 
Coleridge as poets than I do now, although I do know 
one or two things more which have added to my con¬ 
tempt for them as individuals. And, in return for Mr. 
Wilson’s invective, 1 shall content myself with asking 
one question; Did he never compose, recite, or sing 
any parody or parodies upon the Psalms (of what nature 
this deponent saith not,) in certain jovial meetings of 
the youth of Edinburgh? It is not that I think any 
great harm if he did; because it seems to me that all 
depends upon the intention of such a parody. If it be 
meant to throw ridicule on the sacred original, it is a 
sin ; if it be intended lo burlesque the profane subject, 
or to inculcate a moral truth, it is none. If it were, 
I he nnhelieiiers’ Creed, the many political parodies of 
various parts of the Scriptures and liturgy, particularly 
a celebrated one of the Lord’s Prayer, and the beautiful 
moral parable in favour of toleration by Franklin, 
which has often been taken for a real extract from Ge¬ 
nesis, would all be sins of a damning nature. But 1 
wi.sh to know, if Mr. Wilson ever has done this, and 
if he hoe, why he should be so very angry with similar 
portions of Don Juan ?—Did no “ parody profane” ap¬ 
pear in any of the earlier numbers of Blackwood’s 
Magazine? 

1 will now conclude this long answer to a short article, 
repenting of having said so much in my own defence, 
and so little on the ” crying, lefl-haud fallings ofi* and 
national defections” of the poetry of the present day. 
Having said this, I can hardly be ex|)ected to defend 
Don Juan, or any other “ living" poetry, and shall not 
make the attempt. And although I do nut think that 
Mr. John Wilson has in this instance treated me with 
candour or consideration, I trust that the tone I have 
used in speaking of him personally will prove that 1 
boar him as little malice as I really believe at the bot¬ 
tom qf his heart he bears towards me; but the duties of 
an editor, like those of a tax-gatherer, are paramount 
and peremptory. I have done. 


BYRON. 
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I« I he Fint Canto of Don Juan appeared the fo 

ijig paer'.ej'u 

P«rf«nr itimfl prttduh Kiulent thould gmv tUttlcA, 

I ’Tcaribedidy CtnDdioDther'g KeTiew,—theBritiihl 
“ I Wttt U in a lottar to the etlitor, 

IVho thunkM me duly by return of poet— 

I ’in fora handeome article his creditor ; 

Yet if my gentle Muse be |jlease to roast, 

And break a promise aOcr hiivmy made it her, 

Denying the receipt of wbnt it cost 
And ajoeer his page with gait iiiiicnd of honey, 

All I can say ur.-tbat he had the money." 

On the Bi^aranoe of the I’lnnii, the learned cditoi 
of the Review in <|iiestioii ailmved himself to be de> 
eoyod into the inetTahle absurdity of taking the chargi 
as serious, and, in his sucet oiling nuniber, came forth 
willi an indipianl uontradiciion of it; to which Lord 
Byron replied in the following letter;— 

‘‘to the editor of the BRITISH REVIEW. 

“MY DEAR ROBERTS, 

“ As a believer in the Church of England—lo say 
nothing of the Stale—] have been an occasional reader, 
and great admirer of, though not a subscriber to, yoiir 
Review, which is ratlier expensive. But I do not know 
that any part of its contents ever gave me much sui prise 
till the eleventh article of your twenly-seventli number 
made its appearance. You have there most vigorously 
refuted a calumnious accusation of bribery and corrup 
tioo, the credence of which in the public mind might no 
only have damaged your reputation as a barrister and an 
editor, but, what would have been still worse, have injured 
the circulation of your jourttal; which, I regret to hear 
is not BO extensive as the ‘ purity (os you well observe) 
of its,’&c. &c. and the present taste for propriety, would 
induce us to expect. The charge itself is of a solemn 
nature,and, although in verse, is couched in terms of such 
circumstantial gravity, as to induce a belief little short 
of that generally accorded to the thirty-nine articles, to 
which you so frankly subscribed on taking your degrees. 
It is a charge the most revolting to the heart of man, from 
ill frequent occurrence; to the mind of a lawyer, from 
its occasional truth; and to the soul of an editor, from its 
moral impossibility. You are charged then in the last 
line oi one octave stanza, and the whole eight linos of the 
next, viz. 209th and 210th of the first canto of that ‘ pes¬ 
tilent poem,’ Don Juan, with receiving, and still mure 
foolishly acknowledging the receipt of, certain monies, 
to eulogize the unknown author, who by this account 
must be known to you, if to nobody else. An impeach¬ 
ment of this nature, so seriously made, there is but one 
wty nf refuting; and it is my firm persuasion, that whe¬ 
ther you did or did not (and I believe that you did not) 
receive the said monies, of which I wish that he had 
l^gaeified the sum, you are quite right in denying all 
fctiowledge of the transaction. If charges of this ne- 
fhnoiis description are to go forth, sanctioned by all the 
sotemnity of circumstance, and guaranteed by tlie vera¬ 
city of verse (as Counsellor Phillips would say) what 
k to become of readers hitherto ki^icitly confident in 
the not less veracious prose of our critir.al journals ? 
what is to become of the reviews ? And if the reviews 
fikil, what k to become of the editora ? It is common 


p cause, and you have done well to sound the alarm. I 
myself, in my humble sphere, will be one of your echoes. 

I III the words of the tragedian Liston, ‘ I love a row,’* 
and you seem justly determined lo make one, 

“ it is barely possible, certainly improbable, that the 
writer might hove been in jest; but this only aggravates 
his crime. A joke, the proverb says, ‘ breaks no bones;’ 
but it may break a bookseller, or it may be the cause of 
bones tieing broken. The jeSt is but a bad otio at the 
best for the author, and might have been a still worse 
one for you, if your copious contradiction did not certify 
to all wlioin it may concern your own indignant inno¬ 
cence, and the imiiiaculale purity of tlioBrilisli Review. 

1 do not doubt yoiir word, iny dear Roberts, yet I can¬ 
not help wishing that in a case of such vital iiu|iorUtnce, 
it had assumed the more substantial shape of an affida¬ 
vit sworn before the Lord Mayor. 

‘ I am sure, niy dear Roberts, that you will lake these 
observations of mine in good part; they are written in 
a spirit of friendship not less pure than your own edito¬ 
rial integrity. I have always admired you ; and not 
.nowing any shape which friendship and admiration 
can assume more agreeable and useful than that of go'xl 
advice, I shall continue my liicubralioiis, mixed with 
here and there a monitory hitit as lo what I conceive 
0 bo the lino you should pursue, in case you should 
ever again be assailed with bribes, or accused of taking 
them. By the way, you do n’t say much abi.ut the 
poem, e.\ccpl that it is ‘ flagitious.’ This is a pity 
—you should have cut it up ; because, to say the truth, 
n not doing so, you somewhat as.sist any nations which 
the malignant might cnterlain on the score of the ano- 
lyraoiis asseveration which has made you so angry. 

“ You say, no bookseller ‘ was willing to take upon 
'limself the publication, though most of litem disgrace 
hcmsclves by selling it.’ Now, my dear friend, though 
we all know that those fellows will do any thing for 
money, methinks the disgrace is more with the pur- 
thasers; and some such, doubtless, there are, for there 
can be no very extensive selling (as you will perceive 
ly that of the British Review) without buying. You 
then add, ‘ what can the critic say?’ 1 am sure I do n’t 
know; at present he says very little, and that not much 
.0 the purpose. Then comes, ‘ for praise, as far as re¬ 
gards the poetry, many passages might be exhibited; 
or condemnation, as far as regards the morality, all. 
Now, my dear good Roberts. I feel for you and for your 
epiitation; my heart bleeds for both; and I do aak 
on, whether or not such language does not come posi- 
ively under the description rf ‘ the pufl’ collusive,’ for 
which see Sheridan’s force of ‘ The Critic’ (by the way, 
Uttle more focetious than your own farce under the 
same tide) towards the close of scene second, act the 
first. . 

“ The poem is, it seems, sold as the work U Lord 
Byron; but you feel yourself ‘ at liberty to suppose it 
lot Lord B.’s composition.’ Why did you ever aup- 
lose that it was? I approve of your indignation—I 
pplaud it—^I feel as angry as you can; but perhaps 
'Our virtuous wrath carries you a little too for, when 
ou say that ‘ no misdemeanour, not even that of send 
ing into the world obscene and blasphemous poetry, Hk 
iroduct of studious lewdness and laboured impiety, ap 
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|Man to yoa in so deieitnbln a light as the acceptance 
of a present by the editor of a review, as the condition 
of praising an author.’ The devil it does u’t! Think 
aliiile. This is being critical overmuch. In point of 
Gentile benevolence or Christian charity, it were surely 
Jess criminal to praise for a bribe, than to abuse a fei- 
low-creature for nothing; and as to the assertion of the 
comparative innocence of blasphemy and obscenity, con¬ 
fronted with an editor’s ‘acceptance of a present,’ I 
shall merely observe, that as an editor you say very 
well, but as aChristian barrister, I would not recommend 
you to transplant this sentence into a brief. 

And yet you say, ‘ tlie rniseraUe man (for miserable 
4ie is, as having a soul of which he cimnot got rid’)— 
.But here I must pause again, and inquire what i.s the 
meaning of Uiis parenthesis. Wo have heard of people 
of ‘ little soul,’ or of ‘ no soul at ail,’ but never till now 
of ^ the misery of having a sou! of which we cannot get 
rida misery under which you are possibly no great 
sufferer, having got rid ap{>arently of some of the intel¬ 
lectual part of your own when you penned tins pretty 
pit»ce of eloquence. 

*<But to continue. You call upon Lord Byron, al¬ 
ways supposing him not the author, to dUclaim ‘ with 
all genliemaniy haste,’ &c. &.c. 1 am told tJiat Lord 
B. is in a foreign country, some titousaiid miles off' it 
may be; so Uiat it will be difficult for him to hurry l 
your wishes. In the moan time, perliaps you yoursel 
have set an example of moie haste than gentility; bu 

* the more haste tho worse sj>ced.’ 

Let us now look at ihu charge itself, my dear K( 
berts, which appears to me to bo in some degree no) 
quite explicitly worded: 

‘ I brit>eil ray Orandinathei 's Review, the Brilisli.” 

'*1 recollect hearing, soon after tho publication, thi: 
subject discussed at tlie tea-table of Mr. S. the poet 
who expressed himself, I reraomber, a good deal surprisec 
that you had never reviewed his epic poem, nor any of 
his six tragedie.s, of which, in one instance, the bad tasto 
of the pit, and in all the rest, the barbarous repugnance 
of tlie principal actors, prevented tho [>orforiuancu. 
Mrs. and the Misses S. being in a corner of tho room 
porusing the proof shoots of some now pooms on Italy, 
(I wish, by tho by, Mrs. S. would make the tea a little 
stronger,) the male part of the conversazione were at 
liberty to make a few observations on the poem and 
passage in question, and there was a difference of opi¬ 
nion. Some tliou^t tho allusion was to the * Britisfi 
Critic;’ others, that by the expression, ‘ my Grandmo¬ 
ther’s Review,’ it was intimated that ‘ my grandmother’ 
was not the reader of the review, but actually tho 
writer; thereby insinuating, my dear Roberts, that you 
were an old woman; because, as people often say, 

‘ Jeffrey’s Review,’ * Gifford’s Review,’ in lieu of Edin¬ 
burgh and Quarterly; so * my Grandmother’s Review’ 
ind Roberts’s might.be also synonymous. Now, what- 
»ver colour his insinuation might derive from the cir- 
mmstance of your wearing a gown, as well as frean 
irour time of life, your general style, and various pas- 
lages of your writings,—I will take upon myself to 
sxculpate you from all suspicion of tho kind, and assert, 
without calling Mrs. Roberts in testimony, that if ever 
fow should be chosen PojMJ, you will pass through all the 
previous ceremonies with as much credit as any pontiff*^ 
iince the parturition of Joan. It is very unfair to judge 
)f sex from writings, particularly from those of the 
Sritish Review. We are all liable to be deceived; and 
t is an indisputable feet, that many of the best articles 
Di your journal, which were attributed to a veteran fe- 
Dtle, were acU^ly written by you yourself; and yet to 
hw day there are people who could never 6 nd out the 
liffisreoce. But let us return to the more immediate 
lueetioD. 

*' I agree with you that it is impossible Lord Bynm 

• 
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should be the author, not only because as a British peer, 
and a British poel, it would be impracticable for him to 
have recourse to such facetious fiction, but for some other 
reasons which you have omitted to state. In tlie firit 
place, his lordship has no grandmother. Now the author. 

...« ....... _LI— .ui. I .V . ' 


mere figurative allusion to your supposed imellectu^ 
age and sex, my dear friend, it follows, whether you be 
she or no, that there is such an elderly lady sull extant. 
And I can the more readily credit this, having a sexto, 
genary aunt of my own, wlio perused you constantly, till 
uiil'ortunately failing asleep over the leading article of 
your last number, her spectacles fell off and were broken 
against the fender, after a fiiithfui service of fifteen years, 
and she has never been able to fit her eyes since; so 
that I have been forced to read you aloud to her; and 
this is ill fact the way in which I became acquainted 
with the subject of my present letter, and thus deter¬ 
mined to become your public correspondent. 

“ In tho next place. Lord B.'s destiny seems in some 
sort like that of Horcules of old, who bwaine the author 
of all iinappruprialed prodigies. Lord B. has been sup- 
losed the author of the ‘ Vampire,’ of a ‘ Pilgrimage to 
eriisalem,’ ‘ To tlie Dead Sea,’ of ‘ Death upon the 
Pale Horse,’ of odes to ‘ Lavalette,’ to ‘ Saint Helena,’ 
to the ‘ Land of the Gaul,’ and tu a sucking child. Now 
he turned out to have written none of these things. Be¬ 
sides, you say, he knows in what a spirit of, &c. you 
criticise—Are you sure he knows all this I that he has 
read you like my poor dear aunt ? They tell me he is 
a queer sort of a man ; and 1 would not bu too sure, if 
1 wore you, either of what he has read or what he has 
written. I thought his style had been the serious and 
terrible. As to his sending you money, this is the first 
tirao that ever I heard of his paying his reviewors in 
that coin; I thought it was rather in their awn, to judge 
from some of his earlier productions. Besides, though 
he may not bo profuse in his expenditure, I sboidd con¬ 
jecture that bis reviewer’s bill is not so long as bis 
tailor’s. 

Shall I give you what I think a prudent opinion. I 
do n’t mean to insinuate, God forbid! but if, by any ac¬ 
cident, there should have been such a correspondence 
between you and the unknown author, whoever he may 
be, send him back his money: I dare say be will be very 
glad to have it again: it can’t be much, considering the 
value of the article and the circulation of the journal; 
and you are too modest to rale your praise beyond its 
real wortli.—^Do n’t be angry,—I know you won’t,—at 
this appraisement of your powers of eulogy ; for on the 
other hand, my dear friend, depend upon it your abuse 
is worth, not its own weight—tliat’s a feather,—bat 
pour weight in gold. So do n’t spare it: if he hai bar- 
gained for that, give it handsomely, and depend upon 
your doing him a friendly office. 

“ But I only speak in case of poasibility; for, as I 
said before, I cannot believe in the first instance, that 
you would receive a bribe to praise any person whatever; 
and still less can I believe that your praise could ever 
produce such an offer. You are a good creature, my 
dear Roberts, and a clever fellow; elsB I could almost . 
suspect that you had Rllen into the very trap set for you 
in verse by this anonymous wng, who will certainly be 
but too happy to see you saving him the trouble of mak¬ 
ing you ridiculous. The fact is, that the solemnity of 
your eleventh article does make.you look a little more 
absurd than you ever yet looked, in all probability, and 
It tho same time does no good; for if any body believed 
jeforo in the octave stanxaa, they will bdieve still, and 
you will find it not leas difficult to prove your negatiro, 
than the learned Partridge found it to dsmonstrate hu 
not being dead, to die satxsfimtion of Iks rendere es > 
almuacs. 
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“ What the motiret of this writer nuy have been for 
(u y oa magniSoently translate his quizzing you)' stating, 
with the particularity which belongs to bet, the forgery 
of a groundless fiction,’ {do (nay, my dear R. talk a 
Utde less ‘ in King Cambyses’ rein,’) 1 cannot pretend 
to say; perhaps to laugh at you, but that is no reason 
for your benevolently making all the world laugh also. 
I approve of your being angry; I tell you 1 am angry 
too; but you should not have shown it so outrageoudy. 
Your solemn ‘\f somebody personating the Editor of 
the,’ &c. Ac. ‘ has receiv^ from Lord B. or from any 
other person,’ reminds me of Charley Incledon’s usual 
sczordium when people came into the tavern to hear him 
sing without paying their share of the reckoning —‘ If 
a maun, or my maun, or my other maun,’ &c. &c.; 
you have both the same redundant eloquence. But why 
should you think any body would personate you ? No¬ 
body would dream such a prank who ever read your 
compositions, and perhaps not many who have heard 
your conversation. But I have been inoculated with a 
little of your prolixity. The fact is, my dear Roberts, 
that somebody has tried to make a fool of you, and what 
he did not succeed in doing, you have done for him and 
for yourself. 

“ With regard to the poem itself, or the author, whom 
1 cannot find out, (can you ?) 1 have nothing to say; 
my business is with you. I am sure that you will, upon 
MHHMid thoughts, be really obliged to me for the intention 


of this letter, however far short my expresaiima may 
have bllen the sincere good will, adnuration, and 
thorough esteem, with which I am ever, my dear 
Roberts, 

" Most truly yours, 

“ WORTLEY CLDTTEEBDCK. 

“ Sept. —, 1819. 

“ Little Pidlingtm. 

“ P. S. My letter is too long to revise, and the post 
is going. I forget whether or not I asked you the 
meaning of your last words, ‘ the forgery of a groundless 
fiction.’ Now, as all forgery is fiction, and all fiction 
a kind of forgery, is not this tautological 1 The sentence 
would have ended more strongly with ‘ forgery only it 
hath an awful Bank of England sound, and would have 
ended like an indictment, besides sparing you several 
words, and conferring some meaning upon the remain¬ 
der. But this is mere verbal criticism. Good bye— 
once more yours truly, 

“ W. C. 

“ P. S. 2d.— Is it true that the Saints make up the 
losses of tho review ?—It is very handsome in them to 
be at so great an expense—Pray pardon my taking up 
so much of your time from the bar, and from your clients, 
who I hear are about the same number with the readers 
of your journal. Tmoe more yours, 

“ W. C." 
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91. 

Michael Angelo, the fa¬ 
mous painter, painting in 
the pope’s chapel the por¬ 
traiture of hell and damned 
souls, made one of the 
damned souls so like a car¬ 
dinal that was his enemy, 
as every body at first sight 
knew it; whereupon the 
cardinal complained to P(q» 
Clement, humbly praying it 
might bedefaced. The pope 
said to him, Why, you know 
very well I have power to 
deliver a sotd out oS purga¬ 
tory, but not out of hell. 

156. 

Alexander, after the bat¬ 
tle tH Granicum, had very 
great efibrs made him by 
Darius. Consulting with 
his ctqrtains concerning 
them, Parmeniosaid, Sure, 
I would accept of these at- 
fers, iflwere as Alexander. 
Alexander answered. So 
would I, if I were as Pan- 


ceremonies. 


OBSERVATIONS. . Ijg. 

I Antigonus, when it was 
This was not the por- ‘old him that the enemy had 
trait of a cardinal, but of, of arrows, that 

the pope’s master of the; ISfy 

^ That falls out well, for it 
is hot weather, and so we 
shall fight in the shade. 

162. 

There was a philosopher 
that disputed with Adrian 
the Emperor, and did it 
but weakly. One of his 
friends that stood by, after¬ 
wards said unto him, Me- 
thinks you were not like 
yourself last day, in argu¬ 
ment with the Emperor : I 
could have answered better 
myself. Why, said the ;dii- 
losopher, would you have 
me contend with him that 
I commands thirty legions? 
164. 

There was one that found 
a great mass of money 
digged under ground in his 
grandfather’s house, and 
being somewhat doubtlhl of 
the case, signified it to die 


It was after the battle of 
Issos, and during the siege 
of Tyre, and not immedi¬ 
ately after the passage of 
the Granieus, that this is 
said to have occurred. 


This was not said by 
Antigonus, but by a Spar¬ 
tan, previously to the battle 
of Thermopyhe. 


This happened under 
Augustus Cssar, and net 
during the reign of Adrian. 


This happened to the 
ther of Herodes Attieus, 
and the answer was made 
by the emperor Wsriu, wdio 
deserved that bis name 
should have been stated by 
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•mperor that h« had found the “ greatest—wisest— 
■U(^ treasure. The empe- meanest of mankind.” 
ror made a rescript thus: 

Use it. He writ back again, 
that the sum was greatei 
than his state or condition 
could use. The emperor 
writ a new rescript, thus: 

Abuse it. 

178. 

One of the seven was This was said by Ana- 
wont to say, that laws were charsis the Scythian, and 
•like cobwebs: where the net by a Greek, 
small flies were caught, and 
the great brake through. 

209. 

An orator of Athens said This was not said hy 
to Demosthenes,The Athe- Demosthenes, but to De- 
nians will kill you if they moslhones by Phodon. 
wax mad. Demosthenes 
replied, And they will kill 
you, if they bo in good 


221 . 

There was a philosopher This was not said of 
aboutTiberiusthat,looking Caius (Caligula, I pre- 
iiito the nature of Caius, sums, is intended by Caius,) 
said of him. That he was but of Tiberius himself, 
mire mingled witli blood. 

97. 

There was a king of Hun- This reply was not made 
gary took a bishop in bat- by a King of Hungary, but 
lie, and kept him prisoner; sent by Richard the first, 
whereupon the pope writ Coaur do Lion, of England 
a monitory to him, for that to the Pope, with the breast- 
he had broken the privilege plate of the bishop of Beau- 
of holy church, and taken vais. 
his son; the king sent an 
embassage to him, and sent 
withal the armour wherein 
the bishop was ttdeen, and 
this only in writing—Pule 
num /use sit vestit,0i tui ? 

Know now whether Uiis be 
thy son’s coat 1 


267 

Demetrius, king of Mu- This did not happen to 
csdon, had a petition offered Demetrius, but to PhU^ 
him divers times by an old King of Macedon. 
woman, and answered he 
had no leisure; whereupon 
the woman said aloud. Why 
then give over to be king. 

VOLTAIRE. 

Having stated that Bacon was frequently incorrect in 
his citations from history, I have thought it necessary 
in what regards so great a name (however trifling,) to 
support the assertion by such facts as more immediately 
occur to me. They are but trifles, and yet for such 
trifles a schoolboy would be whipped, (if still in the 
fourth form); and Voltaire for half a dozen similar er¬ 
rors has been treated as a superficial writer, notwith¬ 
standing the testimony of the learned W arton:—“ Vol¬ 
taire, a writer of much deeper research than is imagined, 
and the Jirst who has displayed the literature and cus- 
oins of the dark ages with any degree of penetration and 
coinprcheiisiori.” For another distinguished testimony 
to Voltaire’s merits in literary research, see also Lord 
Holland’s excellent Account of the Life and Writings 
of Lope de Vega, vol. i. p.216. edition of 1817. 

Voltaire has even been termed “ a shallow fellow,” 
by some of the same school who called Dryden’s Ode 
“ a drunken song—a school (as it is called, I presume, 
from their education being still incomplete) the whole 
of whose filthy trash of Epics, Excursions, &c. &c. &c. 
is not worth the two words in Zaire, “ Vous pleurez,” 
or a single speech of Tancred:—a school, the apostate 
lives of whose renegadoes, with their tea-drinking neu¬ 
trality of morals, and their convenient treachery in 
politics—in the record of their accumulated pretences 
to virtue can produce no actions (wore all their good 
deeds drawn up in array) to equal or approach the sole 
defence of the family of Galas, by that groat and une¬ 
qualled genius—the universal Voltaire. 

I have ventured to remark on these little inaccuracies 
of “ tile greatest genins that England or perhaps any 
other country ever produced,”* merely to show our na¬ 
tional injustice in condemning generally, the greatest 
genius of France for such inadvertencies as these, of 
which the highest of England has been no leas guilty. 
Q,uory, was Bacon a greater intellect than Newton ? 

* Pope, fa tSpeoce’e Aiiecdotee, p. ISS. Mulotie’e eitItloB. 
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two EPISTLES FROM THE ARMENIAN VERSION. 


THE EPISTLE OF THE CORINTHIANS 
TO ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE.* 

I Stephen, t and the eldent with him, Dabnus, Eu- 
biduB, Theophilus, and Xinon, to Paul, our father and 
evangelist, aiui feuthfu! master in Jesus Christ, heaith.| 

S Two men have come to Corinth, Simon, by name, 
and 01eobu8,§ who vehemoitly disturb the faith of some 
with deceitHil and corrupt words; 

$ Of wWch words thou shouldst inform thyself: 

4 For neithor have we heatd such words from thoo, 
nor from the other apostles: 

5 But we know only diat wliat we have heard from 
thee and from them, that we have kept firmly. 

6 But in this chiefly h«M our Lord had compassion, 
that, whilst thou art yet with us in the flesh, we are again 
about to hear from thee. 

7 Therefore do Aou write to us, or come Ayself 
among us quickly. 

8 We believe in Ao Lord, that, es it was revealed to 
Theonas, he hatii delivered thee from Ae hands of Uie 
unrighteou8.|| 

9 But Aese are Ae sinful words of Acse impure men. 
(or Aus do they say and teach: 

10 That it behooves not to adnut the Prophots,ir 

II NeiAer do Aey affirm Ae omnipotence of God: 

12 Neither do Aey affirm the resurrection of tlw flesh: 

15 NeiAer do tliey affirm Aat man was altogether 
created by God: 

14 NeiAer do they affirm that Jesus Christ was bora 
in Ae flesh from the Virgin Mary: 

16 NeiAer do Aey affirm that Ac wwld was Ao work 
of God, but of some one of Ae angels. 

16 Therafore do thou make haste** toemne among us. 

17 That Ais mty of Ae Corinthians may remain wiA> 
out scandal. 

18 And that tlie folly of Aese men maybe made mani¬ 
fest by an open refutatiem. Faro thee well.jf 

The deacons Thereptus and TichusJJ received and 
conveyed Ais Epistle to the city of Ae PluUppians.§§ 

When Paul received the Epistle, although he was then 
in chains on aeoount oC 8tratODice,||lj the wife of Apofo- 
l*nus,f 11 yet, as it were forgetting his bonds, he mourned 
over Aese words, and said, weeiiing, “ It were better for 
me to be dead, and wA Ae I^ord. For while I am in 
this body, and hear Ae wretched words of such false 


doctrine, behold, grief arises upon grief, and my trouUe 
adds a wciglit to my chains; whtm I behold tins calamity, 
and progres.? oC.dio machinations of Satan, who scarcheA 
to do wrong." 

And thus with deep affliction Paul composed his reply 
lo the Epistle.’*' 


EPISTLE OF PAUL TO THE CORINTHlANS.f 

1 Paul, in bonds f«)r Jesus Christ, disturbed by so 
many errors,J to his Cormthian brethren, health. 

2 I nothing marvel tliat Ac preachers of evil have 
made tins progre.ss, 

3 For because Ac Lord Jesus is about to fiilfil his 
coming, verily on this account do certain men pervert and 
despise his woixls. 

4 But I, verily, from the beginning, have taught you 
tliat only which I myself received from Ae former apos¬ 
tles, who always remained witli thi’s Lord Jesus Christ. 

5 And I now say unto yon, that the Lord Jesus Christ 
was bom of the Virgin Mary, who was of the seed of 
David, 

6 According to the annunciation of tlie Holy Ghost, 
sent to her by our Father from heaven; 

7 Tliat Jesus might be introduced into tiie world,§ 
and deliver our flesh by his flesh, and tliat ho might raise 
US up from the dead; 

8 As in this also he himself became Ae example: 

9 That it might he made mandest Aat man wut 
created by the FaAer, 

10 He has not remained in perdition unsought ;|| 

11 But he is sought for, that he might be revived by 
adoption. 

12 For God, wlio is the Lord of all, Ae FaAcr of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, who made heaven and oarA, sent, 
firstly, the Prophets lo the Jew.*;: 

13 That he would absolve Aom from their sins, and 
bring iJiem to his judgment. 

14 Because he wished to save, firstly, Ae house of 
Israel, lie bestowed and poured fortli his Spirit upon Ae 
Prophets; 

15 That they should for a long time preach the w<mv 
ship of God, and the nativity of Christ. 

16 But he who was the prince of eril, when he wished 
to make himself GmI, laid his hand upon tliom, 

17 And bound all men in sin,If 


* Some MSS. have the litie thue : £pt$tt» of Stephtm the Elder u 
Paul the Apo»fU^ from the Corinthiana. 

t In the MSS. tne mai^al T«raee published by the WhUtone an 
wtnthtf. 

t In some MSS. we And, The eUJere Numcmar, Euhulue, Then* 
pUtwe, And Nometen, tu Paul their ArolAer, heaith ! 

4 OUiert read, TTiere came certain men, . . . and Clobeue, aeho 
vAemenrty ehnke, 

it Some MSS. have, W* believe In the l/trd, that Aia preetnee 
•Me made manlfeet ; otid bp thie hath the Lord delivered u$ from 
Me himde of the unrigh'eoue. 

9 Other* read, To read the Pmphete. 

** Some MSS. have, Therefore, brother, do thou make haeie. 
tt OtiMrt read, Fore thee wU in Me Lord. 
n avne MM. have, The Deacone nerepue and Teehue. 
tt The Whktone hava, To the eitv of Phanicia : but ia all the 
MM. waAivt, 7b Me eitp of the PhHinpiane. 
ft Otbere read. On account of Ononee. 

ill WIdmoni kavn, Of dpoUophame ; bat In all the MSS. we 
lead, ApofoUmm. 


18 Because Ae judgment of Ac world was approaohf 

19 But Almighty G(vl, when he willed to justify, was 
unwilling to abandon his creature; 

I But when ho saw his affliction, he had compassion 
upon him: 


* In the text of thU Epietle there areaome other variaUnm in the 
worde, but the eenefi ji tame. 

t Some MSS. have, PauVe JKpietle from priion, for the inetrue* 
'ion of the Corinthinne. 

1 Olliere reed, Diaturbed by oarioue rompten'’ft<me. 

% Some MSS. have, 7*Aat Jeaue mxohf comfort the leorld. 

y Other* read, He hue not remained indigerenf. 

It Seme MSS. have, Laid Ate Aand, «nd them and all body houni 
in fir 
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21 And at the end of a time he sent the Holy Ghc«^ 
into the Virgin foretold by the Prophets. 

22 Who, believing readily,* was made worthy to con» 
ceive, and bring forth our Loi^ Jesus Christ. 

23 That from this porishaUo body, in which the evil 
spirit was gl<»iiied, he should be cast out, and it should be 
made man^est 

24 That he was not God: For Jesus Christ, in bis 
flesh, had recalled and saved this perishable flesh, and 
dra^n it into eternal life by 

26 Because in his body ho would prepare a pure 
> temple of justice for all ages; 

26 In whom we also, when we believe, are saved. 

• 27 Therefore know ye that these men arc not the 

. children of justice, but the children of wrath; 

28 Who turn away from themselves the compassion 
of God; 

29 \^o say that neither the heavens nor the earth 
were altogether works made by the hand of the Father 
of alt things.f 

30 But these cursed menj have the doctrine of th< 
serpent. 

31 But do yo, by the power of God, withdraw your¬ 
selves far from these, and expel from among you the 
doctrine of the wicked. 

32 Because you are not the children of rebellion,§ but 
the sons of the beloved church. 

33 And on this account the time of the resurrection is 
preached to all men. 

34 Therefore they who affirm lliat there is no resurrec- 
uon of the flesh, they indeed shall not be raised up to 
eternal life; 

33 But to judgment and condemnation shall the unbe¬ 
liever arise in the flesh: 

36 For to that body which denies the resurrection of 
the l>ody, shall be denied the resurrection: because such 
are found to refuse Uic resurrection. 

37 But you also, Corinthians! have known, from the 
seeds of wheat, and from other seeds, 

38 That one grain fallsl] dry mto the earth, and within 
it first dies, 

39 And afierwani rises again, by the will of the Lord, 
endued with the same body: 

40 Neither indeed does it arise with the same simple 
body, but manifold, and tilled witli blessing. 

41 But we produce the example not only from seeds, 
but from the honourable bodies of men .11 

42 Yo also have known Jonas, the son of Amittai.** 

* Ottier* BtUnving with a purt heart. 

t Some MSS. bnve, 0/ Qoi the Father of all fAtn^r. 

2 OthererenS, They eurte themeelvee in thte thing. 

4 Othert read, Children of the dieobedient, 

i M 0 fne MSS. have, That one grain falle not dry into the earth. 

II Oihen read. But tee haee not onfy produced from eeedet tut 
jfroPi the honourrAU body of man. 

** Otlitn read, eon of Bmattihue. 


43 Because he delayed to preach to the Ninevite% h* 
was swidiowed up in the belly of a fish for three 

and three nights: 

44 And oAer three days God heard his supplication, 
and brought him out from the deep cfoyss; 

45 Neither was any part of his body corrupted; neither 
was his eyebrow bent down.* 

46 And how mw:h more for you, men c4*little fohh! 

47 If you believe in otir Lesd lesus Christ, will ho 
rmso you uj^ oven as he himself hath arisen. 

48 If the bones of Elisha the prophet, Ming upcm the 
dead, revived tlie dead, 

49 By how much more shall ye, who aro supported by 
the flesh and the blood and tlio Spirit of Chrut, ariM 
again on that day vrith a perfect body 7 

50 K lias the prophet, embracing the widow’s B(m,ra»^ 
him freon tlie dead: 

51 By how muclt more shall Jesus Christ revive you, 
on that day, with a perfect body, even as he himself hath 
arisen ** 

52 But if ye receive other tilings vaiii]y,f 

53 Henceforth no one shall cause me to travail; for I 
bear on my body these fetters^ 

54 To obtain Christ; and 1 sufler with patience these 
afilictions to become wortliy of the resurrection of the 
dead. 

55 And do each of you, having received the law from 
ihe hands of tlie blessed Prophets and the holy gorpel,§ 
firmly maintain it; 

56 To tJtc end that you may be rewarded in the resur- 
iction of tlic dead, and the possession of the hfe eternal. 

57 But if any of yo, not believing, shall trespass, he 
shall bo Judged with the misdoers, and punished with 
hose who have false belief. 

58 B(!caiise such are the generations of vipers, and 
the children of dragons and basilisks. 

59 Drive far from among ye, and fly fr<wi such, with 
hf? aid of our Lord Jesus Christ. 

60 And the peace aai grace of the beloved Son be 
upon you.|| Amen. 

Done into JEnglitkh^me} January-Februwyt 1617, at 
'■he Convent of Smx, JLazaro^ with the aid and exposition 
of the Armenian text by the Father Paschal Aucher, Ar* 
menian Friar. Bvxoif. 

Venice, April 10,1817. 

/ had also the Ijitin text, but ili» in many places very 
corrupt^ and with great omissions. 

* Otbert add, Nor did a hair of hie body fall therefrom. 

t Some MSS. have, Ye ehail not receive other thirga in vain, 
t Olbere flolehed here thiie, Henceforth no one eon tr^le mefm\ 
ler, for I bear in my body the e^fferlnge of Ckriet. The grace of 
<tr Lord Jetua Chrlat la with your apirit, my brethren. Amen. 

* Some MBS. have, Of the evangehet 
Other* add, Our Lord be with ye all. Amen. 



THE WILL OF LORD BYRON. 


(SXTBACTEO FKOM THE REOISTKY OF THE FREBOSATITE COURT OF CARTERBURT.) 


Tbh is the hut will and testament of me, George Gor¬ 
don, Lord Byron, Baron Byron, of Rochdale, in the 
ooimty of Lancaster, as follows:—I give and devise all 
drat my manor or lordship of Rochdale, in the said county 
of Lancaster, with all its rights, royalties, members, and 
appurtenances, and all my lands, tenements, heredita¬ 
ments, and premises situate, lying, and being within the 
parish, manor, or lordship of Rochdale aforesaid, and ail 
other my estates, lands, hereditaments, and premises 
whatsoever and wheresoever, unto my friends John Cam 
Hobhouse, late of Trinity College, Cambridge, Esquire, 
and John Hanson, of Chancery-lane, London, Esquire, to 
die use and behoof of them, their heirs and assigns, upon 
trust that they the said John Cam Hobhouse and John 
Hanson, and the survivor of them, and the heirs and 
■sngns of such survivor, do and shall, as soon as conveni¬ 
ently may be after my decease, sell and dispose of all my 
said manor and estates for the most money tliat can or 
may be had or gotten for the same, either by private con¬ 
tract or public sale by auction, and either together or in 
lots, as my said triHtees shall think proper; and fur the 
&cilitating such sale and sales, I do direct that the receipt 
and receipts of my said trustees, and the survivor of them, 
and the heirs and assigns of such survivor, shall be a good 
and sufficient discharge, and good and sufficient dis¬ 
charges to the purchaser or purchasers of my said estates, 
or any part or parts thereof, lor so much money as in such 
receipt or receipts shall be expressed or acknowledged to 
be received; and that such purchaser or purchasers, bis, 
her, or their heirs and assigns, shall not aftenwd be in 
any manner answerable or accountable for such purchase- 
moneys, or be obliged to see to the application thereof; 

, And 1 do will and direct that my said trustees shall stand 
poaseseed of the moneys to arise by the sale of my said 
estates upon such trusts and for such intents and purposes 
as I have hereinafter directed of and concenung the 
same: And whereas I have by certain deeds of convey¬ 
ance made on my marriage with my present wife conveyed 
aft my manor and estate of Newstead, in the parishes of 
Newstead and Linley, in the county of Nottingham, unto 
trustees, upon trust to sell the same, and apply the sum 
of sixty thousand pounds, part of the money to arise by 
such sale, upon ffie trusts of my marriage settlement; 
Now 1 do hereby give and bequcatli all tlie renuunder of 
the purdiBse-money to arise by sale of my said estate at 
Newstead, and ail the whole of the said sixty thousand 
pounds, or such part thereof os shall not become vested 
and psyaUe under the trusts of my said marriage settle¬ 
ment, unto the said John Cam Hobhouse and John Han¬ 
son, their executors, administrators, and assigns, upon 
suiffi trusts and for such ends, intents, and purposes as 
hereinafter directed of and concerning the residue of my 
penonal estate. I give and bequeath unto the said John 
Cam Hobhouse and John Hanson the sum of mie thou- 
BUid pounds each. I ipS* sod bequeath all ffie rest, resi- 
, 4 |l|h«nd remainder ofill^ penonal estate whatsoever and 
‘MlijlnsoeTer unto theipid fohn Cam Hobhouse and John 
iKnson, their exeallgi|ksdraiinistrators,aiid assigns, upon 
irast thu they, my simpitttes, and the survivor of them, 
end the executors anaaMRistralors of such survivor, du 
and slra4|tuid jtossessod of all such rest and residue of 
iqy sslllpiloagi estate and the money to arise hy sale of 


my real estates hereinbeffire devised to them for sale and 
such of the moneys to arise by sale cd* my said estate at* 
Newstead as I have power to dispose o^ after payment 
of my debts and legacies hereby given, upon the trusts 
and for the ends, intents, and purposes hereinafter men¬ 
tioned and directed of and concerning the same, that b to 
say, upon trust, that tliey, my said trustees, and the sur¬ 
vivor of them, and the executors and administrators of 
such survivor, do and shall lay out and invest the same in 
the public stocks or funds, or upon government or real 
security at interest, with power from time to time to 
change, vary, and transpose such securities, and from time 
to time during the life of my sister Augusta Maty Leigh, 
the wife of George Leigh, Esquire, pay, receive, apply, 
and dispose of the interest, dividends, and annual produce 
thereof when and as the same shall become due and 
payable into the proper hands of tlio said Augusta Maiy 
Leigh, to and for her solo and separate use and benefit, 
free from the control, debts, or engagements of her present 
or any future husband, or imto such person or persons as 
she my said sister shall from time to time, by any writing 
under her hand, notwithstanding her present or any future 
coverture, and whether covert or sole, direct or appoint; 
and from and immediately after the decease of my said 
sister, tlien upon trust that they, my said trustees, and the 
survivor of them, his executors or administrators, do and 
shall assign and transfer all my said personal estate and 
other the trust property hereinbefore mentioned, or the 
stocks, funds, or securities wherein or upon which the 
same shall or may be placed out or invested unto and 
among all and every the child and children of my said 
sister, if more than one, in such parts, shores, and propor¬ 
tions, and to become a vested interest, and to be paid and 
transferred at such rime and times, and in such manner, 
and with, under, and subject to such provisions, conditions, 
and restrictions, as my said sister at any time during her 
life, whether covert or sole, by any deed or deeds, instru¬ 
ment or instruments, in writing, with or without power of 
revocation, to be sealed and delivered in the presence of 
two or more credible witnesses, or by her last will and 
testament in writing, or any writing of apfiointment in the 
nature of a will, tdiall direct cr appoint, and in default of 
any sucli appointment, or in case of the death oC my said 
sister in my lifetime, then upon trust that they, my said 
trustees, and the survivor of them, his executors, adminis¬ 
trators, and assigns, do and shall assign and transfer ait 
the trust, property, and funds unto and among the children 
of my ssud sister, if more titan one, equally to be divided 
between them, share and share alike, aiad if only one such 
child, tiien to such only child the share and shares of such 
of them os shall be a son or sons, to be pmd and trans¬ 
ferred unto him and them when and as he or they shall 
respectively attain his or their age or ages of twmity-ane 
years; and the share and shares of such of them as shall 
be a daughter or daughters, to be paid and transferred unto 
her or them %vhen and as she or they shall respectively 
attain his or tiieir age or ages of twenty-one years, or iw 
married, which shall first happen, and in case any such 
children shall happen to die, being a son or sons, before he 
or they shall attain the age of twenty-one years, or being 
a daughter or daughters, before she or they shall attam 
the said age of twen^-one, or be married; then it is ngr 
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will and 1 do direct that the shore and shares of such of 
the said children as shall so die shall go to the survivor or 
survivors of such diildrenj with the benefit of furthei 
accruer in case of the death of any such surviving chil¬ 
dren before their shares shall become vested. And 1 do 
direct that my said trustcos shall pay and apply tlie inte¬ 
rest and dividcndB of each of the said children’s shares in 
the said trust funds for his, her, <»- their maintenance and 
education during their minorities, notwithstanding their 
shares may not become vested interests, but that such 
interest and dividends as shall not have been so applied 
shall accumulate, and follow, and go over with the princi¬ 
pal. And I do nominate, constitute, and appoint tlie said 
• J(^ Cam Hobbouse and John Hanson executors of this 
. my will. And 1 do will and dnect that my said trustees 
shall not be answerable the one of tliem for the other of 
them, or for the acts, deeds, receipts, or defaults of the 
other of them, but each of them fur his own ^ts, deeds, 
receipts, and wilful defaults only, and that they my said 
trustees shall bo entitled to retain and deduct out of the 
moneys wliich shall come to their hands under tlie trusts 
aforesaid ail such costs, charges, damages, and cxjienses 
which they or any of tiiem shall bear, pay, sustain, or be 
ut unU^ in the exocudon and performance of the trusts 
erein reposed in them. 1 make the above provision for 
my sister and her children, in consequence of my dear 
wife Lady Byron and any children I may have, being 
otherwise amply provided for; and, lastly, I do revoke all 
former wills by me at any time heretofore made, and do 
declare this only to be my last will and testament. In 
witness whereof, I have to this my last will, contained in 
three sheets of paper, set my hand to the first two sheets 
thereof^ and to tills tliird and last sheet my hand and seal 
this 29th day of July, in the year of mir Lord 1815. 

BYRON. (L. S.) 

Signed, sealed, published, and declared by the said Lord 
Byron, the testator, as and for his lost will and testament, 
m the presence of us, who, at his request, in his presence, 
and in the presence of each otlicr, have hereto subscribed 
our names as witnesses. 

Thomas Jones Mawsk, 
Edmund GnimN, 
Faedekicjc Jertis, 


CODICIL.—This is a Codicil to the lost will hMI 
testament of me, the Right Honourable George Gotdmii 
Lord Byron. I give and bequeath unto Allegra 
an infant of about twenty months old, by me brought up, 
and now residing at Venice, the sum five thmuy^nd 
pounds, which I direct the cxecuttR’s of my said to 
pay to her on her attaining the age of twenty-one years, 
or on the day of her marriage, on condition that she does 
not marry witli a native of Great Britain, which shall first 
happen. And I direct my said executors, as soon at 
conveniently may be after my decease, to invest the said 
sum of five thousand pount^ upon government or real 
security, and to pay and apply the annual income thereof 
in or towards the maintenance and education the said 
Allegra Biroi^ until she attains her said age of twenty- 
one years, or shall be married as aforesaid; but in case 
she shall die before attaining the said age and without 
having been married, then I direct the said sum of five 
thousand poimds to become part of the residue of my 
personal estate, and in all other respects Ido confirm my 
said will, and declare this to be a codicil thereto. In wit* 
ness whereof, I have hereunto set my hand and seal, at 
Venice, this 17iii day of November, in the year of our 
Lord 1818. 

BYRON, (L. S.) 

Signed, sealed, published, and declared by the said Iioni 
Byron, as and for a codicil to his will, in the presence of 
us, who, in his presence, at his request, and in die presence 
of each other, have subscribed our names as witnesses. 

Newton Hanson, 
William Fletchxs. 

Proved at London, (with a codicil,) 6th of July, 1824^ 
before the Worshipful Stephen Luahington, D^tor of 
Laws, and surrogate, by the oaths of John Cam Hobbouse 
and John Hanson, Esquires, the executors to whom 
administration was granted, having been first sworn du^ 
j to administer. 

I Nathaniel Grisxins, 

George Jenner, 

Charles Dvnelev, 

Deputy Registrars. 


Clerics to Mr. Hanson, Chanceiy-lane. 
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r^rvlwraia nl lei trail, oi lea faUf uee. 


L£ COSMOFOLITE. 


PREFACE. 

Tbs following poem was written, for the most part 
amid the scenes which it attempts to describe. It was 
begun in- Albania; and tlie parts relative to Spain and 
Portugal were composed from tlie author’s observations 
in those countries. Thus much it may be necessary t< 
state for the correctness of the descriptions. The scenes 
attempted to be sketched are in Spain, Portugal, Epirus, 
Acamania, and Greece. There for the present the poem 
stops: its reception will determine whether the author 
may venture to conduct his renders to the CB[»ital of the 
East, titrough Ionia and Phrygia: these two cantos are 
merely experimental. 

A fictitious character is introduced for the sake o< 
giving gome connexion to the piece; which, however, 
makes no pretension to regularity. It has been suggest¬ 
ed to me by friends, on whose opinions I set a high vdue 
that in this fioitious character, “ Childe Harold,” 1 may 
incur the suspicion of having intended some real person- 
' age: this I beg leave, once for all, to disclaun—^Harold is 
the child of imagination, fiw the purpose I have stated. 
In some very trivial particulars, and those merely local, 
there might grounds for such a notion ; but in the main 
points, I should hope, none whatever. 

It is almost sup^uous to mention that the appellation 
“Childe,” as “Childe Waters,” “Childe Childers,” 
&c. is used as more consonant with the old structure of 
versification which 1 have adopted. The “ Good Night,” 
in the beginning of the first canto, was suggested by 
“Lwd Maxwell’s Good Night,” in the Border Minstrelsy, 
edited by Mr. Scott. 

With the different poems which have been published 
on Spanish subjects, there may be found some ^ight co- 
i^idence in the first part, whidi treats of the Peninsula, 
but it can only be casual; as, with the exception of a 
feiv concluding stanzas, the whole of this poem was writ- 
ten in the Levant. 

A 


The stanza of Spenser, according to one of our most 
successful poets, admits of every variety. Dr. Beattie 
makes the following observation: “ Not long ago I began 
a poem in the style and stanza of Spenser, in whidi I 
propose to give full scope to my inclination, and be either 
droll or pathetic, descriptive or sentimental, tender or 
satirical, as tlie humour strikes me; for, if 1 mistake not, 
the measure which I have adopted admits equally of ail 
these kinds of composition.”*—Strengthened in my 
opinion by such authority, and by the example of some 
in the highest order of Italian poets, I shall make no 
apology 1^ attempts at similar variations in the following 
comiiosition; satisfied that, if they are unsuccessful, 
their failure must be in the execution, rather than in the 
design sanctioned by the practice of Ariosto, Thomson, 
and Beattie. 


ADDITION TO THE PREFACE. 

I HAVE now waited till almost all our periodical jour¬ 
nals have distributed their usual portion of criticism. To 
the justice d( the generality of fiieir criticisms I have 
nothing to object; it would ill become me to quarrel with 
their very slight degree of censure, when, perhaps, if 
they had been less kind they had been more candid. 
Returning, therefore, to all and each my best thanks for 
their liberality, on one point alone shall I venuire an 
observation. Among the many objections justly urged 
to tlie very indifferent character of the “ vagrant Childe," 
(whom, notwithstanding many hints to the contrary, 1 
still maintain to be a fikitiotH personage,) it has been 
staled, that, besides the anachronism, he is very u»> 


BtsUk'f lattm. 





Knifjhto were times of love, 
9 it K htppens that the good 
ia boo vieoz terns, I’amour 
te most profligate of afl pos- 
Iw have any doubts on this 
■ye, passim, and more parti* 
■k I'ho vows of chivalry were no 
f' ofcer vows whatsoever; and the 
mdours were not more detent, and 
iifti’niich less refined, than those of Ovid. 
The “ Gouts d’amour, parlemens d’amour ou de cour- 
tesia it do. gentitesse” had much more of love than o 
cowrteiy or gentleness. See Kolland on the same subject 
widi St Palaye. Whatever other objection may be 
urged to that meet unamiable personage Childe Harold, 
he was so far perfectly knightly in his attributes—“No 
waiter, but a kniglit templar.’'* By the by, I fear that 
Sir Tristram and Sir Lancelot were no better than they 
should be, although very poetical personages and true 
knights “ sans peur,” though not “ sans reproche.” 1 
the story of the institution of the “Garter” be not a 
fable, the knights of that order have for several centuries 
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borne the badge of a Counter of Salisbury, of indiferent 
memory. So much for chivalry. Burke need not have 
regretted that its days are over, though Maria Antoinette 
was quite as chaste as most of those in whose honours 
lances were shivered, and knights unhorsed. 

Before the days of Bayard, and down to those of Sir 
Joseph Banks, (the most chaste and celebrated of ancient 
and modern limes,) few exceptions will be found to this 
statement, and I fear a little investigation will leach us not 
to regret tltese monstrous mummeries of the middle ages. 

I now leave “ Childe Harold” to live his day, such as 
he is; it had been more agreeable, and certainly more 
easy, to have drawn an amiable character. It had been 
easy to varnish over his faults, to moke him do more and 
express less, but he never was intended as an e.xample, 
further than to show that early perversion of mind and 
morals leads to satiety of past plea.sures and disappoint¬ 
ment in new ones, atiil tliat even the beauties of nature, 
and tlie stimulus of travel (except ambition, the most 
powerful of all c.\cilements) are lost on a soul so consti¬ 
tuted, or rather misdirected. Had I proceeded with tlie 
poem, this character would have deepened as he drew to 
the dose; for titc outline which I once meant to fill up 
for him was, with some excejitions, the sketch of a modern 
Timon, perhaps a poetical Zeluco. 


TO lANTHE. 


Not in those climes where I have late been straying, 
Though Beauty long hath there been matchless deem’d; 
Not in those visions to the heart displaying 
Forms which it sighs but to have only dream’d. 

Hath aught like thee in truth or fancy seem'd: 

Nor, Inving seen thee, shall I vainly seek 

To paint those charms which varied as they beam’d— 

To such as see thee not my words were weak; 

To those who gaze on thee what language could they 
■peak 7 

Ah! may’st thou ever be what now flion art, 

Nor unbeseem the promise of thy sqwing. 

As fair in form, as warm yet pure in heart, 

Love’s image upon earth without his wing. 

And guileless beyond Hope’s imagining 1 
And surely she who now so fondly rears 
Thy youth, in thee, thus hourly brightening, 

Beholds the rainbow of her iiiture years. 

Before whose heavenly hues all sorrow disappears. 

Young Peri of the West!—’I is well for me 
My years already doubly number thine; 

My loveless eye unmoved may gaze on thee, I 

Am safely view thy ripening beauties shine; 

Ba|qTi I m’« M tluM in decline; 


Happier, that while all younger hearts shall bleed, 
Mine shall escape the doom tbinc eyes assign 
To those whose admiration shall succeed, 

But mix'd will) pangs to Love’s even loveliest hours de¬ 
creed. 

Oh! let tliat eye, which, wild os the Gazelle’s, 

Now brightly bold or beautifully shy, 

Wins as it wanders, dazzles where it dwells. 

Glance o’er this page, nor to my verse deny 
That smile for which my breast might vainly sigh, 
Could I to thee be ever more than friend: 

This much, dear maid, accord: nor question why 
To one so young my strain I would commend. 

But bid me with my wreath one matchless lily blend. 

Such is thy name with this my verse entwined; 

And long as kinder eyes a look shall cast 
On Harold’s page, lonthe’s here enshrined 
Shall thus be first beheld, forgotten last' 

My days once number’d, should this homage past 
Attract thy feiry fingers near the lyre 
Of him who hail’d Uiee, loveliest as thou wast, 

Such is the most my memory may desire 
Though more than Hope can claim, could Friendship 
Ims require; 
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I, 

Oh, tlioul in Hellas deem’d of heavenly birth, 

Muse! form’d or fabled at the minstrel’s will! 

Since shamed full oft by later lyres on earth, 

Mine dares not call thee from thy sacred hill: 

Yet tlicre 1 ’vc wander’d by thy vaunted rill; 

Yes! sigh’d o’er Delphi’s long deserted shrine,* 
Where, save that feeble fountain, all is still; 

Nor mote my shell awahe the weary Nine 
To grace so piam a talc—^this lowly lay of mine. 

ii. 

Whilomc in Albion’s isle there dwelt a youth. 

Who ne in virtue’s ways did talte delight; 

But spent his days in riot most uncouth. 

And vex’d with inirtli the drowsy ear of Night. 

Ah, me! in sootli he was a ahameless wight, 

Sore given to revel and ungodly glee; 

Few earthly things found favour in his sight 
Save concubines and carnal companic. 

And flaunting wassailers of high and low degree. 

III. 

Childe Harold was he bight:—but whence his name 
And lineage long, it suits me not to say; 

Suffice it, that perchance they were of fame, ^ 
And had been glorious in another day; 

But one stid losel suits a name for aye. 

However mighty in the olden time: 

Nor all that heralds rake from coffin’d clay, 

Nor florid prose, nor honied lies of rhyme, 
i!an blazon evil deeds, or consecrate a crime. 

IT. 

■Childe Harold bask’d him in the noontide sun. 
Disporting there like any other fly; 

Nor deem’d before his little day xvas done 
One blast might diill him into misery. 

But long ero scarce a third of Ins pas.s’d by. 

Worse than adversity tlie Childe befell; 

He felt the fitlness of satiety: 

Then loathed he in his native land to dwell, 

Which seem’d to hhn more lone tlian Eremite’s sad cell. 

v. 

For ho through Sin’s long labyrintli had run, 

Nor made atonement when he did amiss. 

Had sigh'd to many tliough ho loved but one, 

And that loved one, alas! could ne’er be bis. 

Ah, happy she! to ’scape from him whose kiss 
Had been pollution unto aught so chaste; 

Who soon had left her charms for vulgar bliss. 

And spoiFd her goodly lands to gild his waste, 

Nor calm domestic peace had ever deigned to taste. 


TI. 

And now Childe Harold was sore sick at heart, 
And from his fellow bacchanals would flee; 

’Tis said, at times the sidlen tear would start, 

Blit Pride congeal’d the drop within liis oe: 

Ajiart he stalk’d in joyless reverie, 

And from his native land resolved to go. 

And visit scorching climes beyond tlie sea; 

With pleasure drugg’d he almost long’d for wo, 

And e’en for change of scene would seek the shades belo 

VII. 

The Childe departed from his father’s liall: 

It was a vast and venerable pile; 

So old, it .seemed only not to fall, 

Yet strength was pillar’d in each massy aisle. 
Monastic dome! condemn’d to uses sole! 

Where Superstition once had made her den 
Now Paphion girls were known to sing and smile; 
And monks might deem their time was come agen, 
If ancient talcs say true, nor wrong these holy men. 

VIII. 

Yet oft-times in his maddest mirthful mood 
Strange pangs would flash along Childe Harold’s hrov 
As if the memory of some demily feud 
Or disapiiointed passion lurk’d below: 

But tills none knew, nor haply cared to know; 

For his was not that open, artless soul 
That feels relief by bidding sorrow flow. 

Nor sought he friend to counsel or condole, 
Wbate’er tills grief mote be, which he could not control 

IX. 

And none did love him—though to hall and bower 
He gather’d revellers from for and near, 

He knew tliem flatt’rers of the festal hour; 

The heartless parasites of present cheer. 

Yea! none did love him—not his lemans dear— 

But pomp and power alone are woman’s care. 

And where these are light Eros finds a fere; / 
Maidens, like motlis, are over caught by gl 
And Mammon wins his way where Sem^dis migl) 

X. 

Childe Harold had a mother—not forgot, ,■ 

Though parting fiom that mother he dkpbun; 

A sister whom he loved, but saw her o* 

Before his wewy pilgrimage begun: , ' 

If friends ho had, ho bade adieu to uMie. 

Yet deem not thence his breast a tfeast of steel; 

Ye, who have known what ’tis to.dfoto upon 
A few dear oljects, will in sadniSs feel 
luch partings break the heart tli^ fondly hope to ft 



CHILDS HAROLD’S PILGRIMAGE. 


Canto I. 


zi. 

Ifii hoDuie, Ml home, his heritage, his huids, 

The laughing dames in whom be did delight, 

Whoee Urge blue eyes, fair locks, and snowy hands, 
Might sluUce the saintsliip of an anchorite. 

And long had fed his youthful appetite; 

His gablets brimm’d with every costly wine. 

And all that mote to luxury invite. 

Without a sigh he left, to cross the brine, 
md traverse Paynim shores, and pass Earth’s central line. 


The sails were fill’d, and fair the light winds blew. 
As glad to waft him fi-om his native home; 

And last the white rocks faded fi'om his view. 

And soon were lost in circumambient foam: 

And then, it may be, of his wish to roam 
Repented he, but in his bosom slept 
The silent thought, nor from his lips did come 
One word of wail, whilst others sat and wept, 

Jid to the reckless gales unmanly moaning kept. 


But when the sun was sinking in the sea 
He seized his harp, which be at times could string, 
And strike, albeit with untaught melody, 

When deem’d be no strange ear was listening: 

And now his fingers o’er it he did Bing, 

And timed his farewell in the dim twiUght. 

While flew the vessel on her snowy wing. 

And fleeting shores receded from bis siglit, 

'bus to the dements he pour’d his last “Good Nig^t.” 


5. 

‘My father bless’d me fervently. 

Yet did not much complain; 

But sorely will my mother sigh 
Till I come bach again.’— 

“Enough, enough, my little lad! 

Such tears become thine eye; 

If I thy guileless bosom had. 

Mine own would not be diy. 

6 . 

“Come hillier, hither, my staunch yeoman, 
Why dost thou look so pale? 

Or dost thou dread a French foeman? 

Or shiver at tlie gale 7" 

‘Deem’st thou I tremble for my life? 

Sir Chiidc, I’m not so weak; 

But thinking on an absent wife 
Will blanch a ftdthful cheek. 


7 . 

'My spouse and boys dwell near thy hall. 
Along the bordering lake. 

And when they on their &ther call, 
Wlrnt answer sliall she make ?’— 
“Enough, enough, my yeoman good. 

Thy grief lot none gainsay; 

But I, who am d* lighter mood, 

W31 laugh to flee away. 


8 . 


1 . 

“AntEcr, adieu! my native shore 
Fades o’er the waters blue; 

The Night-winds sigh, the breakers roar. 

And dirieks the wild seamew. | 

Yon Sun that sets upon the sea 
We fellow in his flight; 

Farewell awhile to him and thee. 

My native Land—Good Night! 

S. 

“A few short hours and He will rise 
To give the Morrow birth; 

And I shall hail the main and skies. 

But not my mother Earth. 

Deserted is my own good hall, 

Its hearth is desolate; 

Wild weeds are gathering on the wall; 

My d(^ howls at the gate. 


“Come hither, Mfher, my little page! 

Why dost thou weep and wail ? 

Or dost thou dread the billows' rage, 

Or tremble at the gale? 

But dash the tear-drop from thine eye; 

Oar idup h swift and strong: 

W fleetest fidcim scarce can fly 
More merrily altmg.* 


“ For who would trust the seeming sighs 
Of wifi) or paramour? 

Fresh fisres will dry the bright blue eyes 
We late saw streaming o’er. 

For pleasures past I do not grieve, 

Nor perils gathering near; 

My greatest grief is that I leave 
No thing that claims a tear. 

9. 

“And now I’m in the wwld alone; 

Upon the wide, wide sea: 

• But why ehouid 1 £>r others groan, 
When none wU sigh for me ? 
Perchance my dog will whine in vam. 
Till fed by stranger hands; 

But long ere I come track again, 

He’d tear me where he stands. 

j la 

* With thee, my bai^ IH swiftly go 
Athwart the foaming brine; 

Nor care what land thou bear’st me to. 
So not again to imne. 

Welcome, welcome, ye dark-blue waves! 

And when you fail my sight, 

Welcome, y* deserts, and ye caves! 

My native tiasd—Good Night!* 


'Let Wods be shrill, let waves roil Mgh, 
I fear not wave nor wind; 

Yet iDars.1 not, Sir Clnldo, that I 
Am sewwtdU in mind; 

For I have 'iom my fether gone, 

A mether «hom I love, 

And have no fttead, save these alone. 
But thee— «n4 one above. 


On, on the vessel flie^ the land is gone, 

And winds are rode in Biscay’s sleepless bay. 

Four days are sped, but with the fifth, anon, 

New shores descried make every bosom gay; 

And Cintra’s mountain greets them on Vtmt way, 
And Tagus dashing onward to the deep; 

His &bl^ golden tribute bent to pay; 

And soon on board the Losian pilots lea]>. 

And steer ’twixtferftle shores where yet few nislica reap. 
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XV. 

Oh) Christ! H ts a goodly sight to see 
What Heaven hath done for this delicioug land! 
What fruits of fragrance blush on every tree I 
What goodly prospects o’er the hills e.ri^and! 

But man wouk! mar them with an impious hand: 
And when the Almighty litU his fiercest scourge 
Gainst those who most transgress his high command 
With treble vengeance will his hot. shafts urge 
Gaul’s locust host, and earth from fellest fbemen pur^. 

XVI. 

What beauties doth I.isboa first unfold! 

Her image ftoaftng on that noble tide. 

Which poets vainly pave with sands of gold, 

But now whoreon a thou.san<l keels did ride 
Of mighty strength, since Albion was allied, 

And to the Lunans did her aid afford: 

A nation swoln with ignorance and pride, 

Who lick yet loathe the hand that waves the sword 
To save them ftom the wradi of Gaul’s unsparing lord. 

XVII. 

Bui whoso entereth within this town, 

That, sheening far, celestial seems to be, 

Disconsolate will wander up and down, 

’Mid many things unsightly to strange ee; 

For hui and palace show like filthily: 

The dingy denizens are rear’d in dirt; 

No personage of high or mean degree 
Dotli c^re for cleanness of surtout or shirt, 

Though shent with Egypt’s plague, unkempt, unwash’d, 
unhurt. 

XVIII. 

Poor, jialtry slaves! yet bom ’midst noblest scenes— 
Why, Nature, waste thy wonders on such men? 

Lo! Cintra’s gloricms Eden intervenes 
In vanegated maze of mount and glen. 

Ah, me! what hand can pencil guide, or pen, 

To fiillow half on which the eye dilates, 

Through views more dazzling unto mortal ken 
Than those whereof such things the bard relates, 
Who to the awe-struck world unlock’d Elysium’s gates? 

XIX. 

The horrid crags, by toppling convent crown’d, 

The cork-trees hoar that clothe the shaggy steep, 

The mountain-moss by scorcliing skies imbrown’d, 
The sunken glon, whose sunless shrubs must weep, 
The tender suzure of the unruffled deep, 

The orange tints tJiat gild the greenest bough, 

The torrents that from cliff to valley leap, 

The vino on high, the willow In'anch below, 

Mix’d in one mighty scene, with varied beauty glow. 

XX. 

Then slowly dimb the many-winding way, 

And fraquent turn to linger as you go^ 

From loftier rocks new loveliness siurvey, 

And rest yet at our “ Lady’s house of wo 
Where frugal monks their little relics show, 

And sundry legends to the stranger tell: 

Here impious men have punish’d been, and lo! 

Deep in yon cave Hononus long did dwell, 
tn hope to merit Heaven by making earth a Hell. 

XXX. 

And here and there, as up the crags you spring, 

Mark many rude-carved crosses near the path: 

Yet deem not these devotion’s offering— 

These are memorials (mil of murderous wrath; 

For wheresoe’er the shrieking victim hath 
Pour’d forth hui blood beneath the assassin’s knife^ 
Some hand erects a cro« of mouldering lath; 

And grove and glen with thousand such are rife 
Throughout this purple land where law secures not Ufe.® 


XXII. 

On sloping mounds, or in the vale beneath^ 

Are domes where whilome kings did make repair 
But now the wild flowers round them only breathe 
Yet ruin'd splendour still is lingering there. 

And yonder towers the Prince’s palace fair: 

There thou tooj Vatliek! England’s wealthiest sc^ 

, Once form’d thy Paradise, as not aware 

When wanKm Wealth her mightiest deeds hath doi 
Meek Peace voluptuous lures was ever wont to shun 

XXIII. 

Here didst thou dwell, here schemes of pleasure pi- 
Beneath yon mountain’s ever beauteous brow: 

But now, as if a thing unblest by Man, 

Thy fairy dwelling is as lone as thou! 

Here giant weeds a passage scarce allow 
To halls descried, portals gafiing wide: 

Fresh lessons to the tliinkiag bosom, how 
Vain are the plcasaunces on eartli supplied; 

Swept into wrecks anon by Time’s ungentle tide! 

xxir. 

Behold the hall where chiefe were late convened!* 
Oh! dome displeasing unto British eye! 

WitJi diadem hight f()oLscap, lo! a fiend, 

A little fienfl that scoffs incessantly, 

There gits in parchment robe array’d, and by 
His side is hung a seal and sable scroll. 

Where blazon’d glare names known to chivalry, 

And sundry signatures adorn the roll, 

Whereat the Urcliin |x)mts and laughs with ah his soul 

XXV. 

Convention is die dwarfish demon styled 
That foil’d tho kniglits in Marialva’s dome: 

Of brains (if brains they bad) he them beguile^^ 
And turn’d a nation’s shallow joy to gloom. 

Hf^re Folly dash’d to earth the victcH'’s plum^ 

And Policy regain’d what anns had lost; 

For chie& like ours in vain may laurels bloom! 

Wo to the cxjnqu’riiig, not the conquer’d host, 

Since baffled Triumph droops on Lusitania’s coast. 

XXTI. 

And ever since tliat martial synod met, 

Britannia sickens, Cintra! at thy name; 

And fiilks in oflke at the menti<7n fret, 

And fain would blush, if blush they could, for shame. 
How will posterity tlie deed proclaim! 

Will not our own and follow-nations sneor, 

To view these champions cheated of tlieir fame, 

By foes in fight o’erthrown, yet victors here, 

Where Scorn her finger points through many a coming 
year? 

XXTII. 

So deem’d the Childe, as o’er the mountains he 
i;>id take his way in solitary guise: 

Sweet was the scene, yet soon he thought to flee, 
More restless than the swallow in the ^ies: 

Tliough here a while he leam’d to m(»'alize. 

For meditation fix’d at times cm him; 

And conscious Reason whisper’d to despise 
His early youth, mispent in maddest whim; 

But as he gazed on truth his aching eyes grew dim. 

XXVIII. 

To hors©! to horse I he quits, for ever quits 
A scene of peace, though sootliing to his soul; 

Again he rouses ftom Ins moping fits, 

But seeks noUnow the harlot and the bowl. 

Onward he flies, nor fix’d as yet the goal 
Where he shedl rest him on his pilgrimage; 

And o’er him many changing scenes must roll 
Ere toil his thirst iir travel can assuage, 

Or he shall calm Ids breast, or learn experience sage. 
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XXIX. 

Yet Mafin shaU (Hie moment claim delay, b 
Where dwelt of yore the Lnsiana’ InckiesB queen; 
And church and court did minglo their array, 

And mass and revel were aitcmate seen; 

Lordlinga and freres—4U-9orted fry 1 ween! 

But here the Babylonian whore hath huilt 
A d(Hnc, where flaunts she in such j^lorioiis sheen, 
That men forget the blood which she hath spilt, 

^nd bow the knee to Pomp that loves to varmsh guilt. 

XXX. 

O’er vales that teem with fniits, romantic hills, 

(Oil, tliat such hills upheld a freeborn race!) 

Whereon to ga^^o the eye witli joyaunce fiU^ 

Childc Harold wends through many a pleasant place. 
Though sluggards deem it but a foolish chase, 

And marvel men should quit their (‘asy chair, 

The toilsome way, and long, long league to trace, 

Oh! there is sweetness in the mountain air, 

And life, that bloated Ease can never hope to share. 

XXXI. 

More bleak to view the hills at length recede, 

And, less luxuriant, snir»other vale.'? extend: 

Immense horizon-bounded plains succeed! 

Far as tlie eye discerns, withouten end, 

Spain’s realms appear whercum her shepherds tend 
)’'locks, whose ricli fleece right well the trader knows— 
Now must the pastor’.s arm his tarnhs defend: 
h'or Spain is compass’d by unyielding f(.>es, 

And ail must shield their all, or share Subjection’s w’oes. 

XXXII. 

Where I^usitania and her sialcr me(‘t, 

Deem ye what boimds the rival realms divide? 

Or ere the Jealous queens of nations greet, 

Doth Tayo interpose hus miglUy tide ? 

Or dark Sierras rise in craggy prid(‘ ? 

Or fence of art, like China’s vasty wall ?— 

No barrier waH, ne river deep and wide?, 

Ne horrid crags, nor inountains dark and tall, 

Rise like tiie rocks that part Hispania’s land from Gaul. 

xxxxit. 

But thc.se between a silver streamlet, glides’, 

And scarce a name dlstinguishelli the brook, 

Though rival Idngdoms press its verdant sides. 

Here leans the idle sheplterd on his crook, 

And vacant on the rij>pling waves cloth Icm Jc, 

I'hat peaceful still ’twd.xt bitterest foemcn flow; 

For proud each peasant as the noblest duke: 

Well doth th(^ Spanish hind the ditrcrence know 
’Twixt him and Lusian slave, the lowest of the low.® 

But ere the minglmg bounds have far been pass’d, 
Dark Guadiana rolls his power along 
In sullen billoivs, murmuring and vast, 

So noted ancient roundelays among. 

Whilome upon hb banks did legions throng 
Of Moor and knight, in mailed splendour drest: 

Here ceased tlie swifl. Uieir race, here sunk the strong; 
The Paynim turban and the Christian crest 
Mix’d on tlte bleeding stream, by floating hosts oppress’d. 

XXXV. 

Oh, lovely Spain! renown’d romantic land! 

Where is that standard winch Pelagio bore, 

When Cava’s traitor-sire first call’d tlie band 
That dyed thy mountain streams with Gothic goref 
Where are those bloody banners which of yore 
Waved o’er friy sons, victorious to the gale, 

And drove at last tlie spoilers to their shore ? 

Rod gleam’d cross, and waned the crescent pale, 
While Afric’s echoes thrill’d with Moorish matrons’ wail 


XXXTl. 

Teems not each ditty with the glorious tale 7 
Ah! such, alas! the hero’s amplest fate! 

When granite moulders and when records &ii, 

A iieasont’s plaint prolongs his duldous date. 

Pride! bend thine eye from heaven to thine estate, 
See how the Mighty shrink into a song! 

Gan Volume, Pillar, Pile, preserve thee great? 

Or must thou trust Tradition’s simple tongue, 

When Flattery sleeps with thee, and History (Joes thee 
wrong ? 

XXXTll. 

Awake, y(5 sons of Si>am! awake! advance! 

Ijo! Chivalry, your ancient goddess, cries; 

But wields not, as of old, her tlursty lance, 

Nor shakos her crimson plumage in the slaee; 

Now on the smoke of blaring bolts she flies, 

And speaks in (hunder through yon engine’s roar: 

In every pcai she calls—“Awake! arise!” 

Say, is her voice more feohlc tlian of yore, 

When her war-song was heard on Andalusia’s shore? 

XXXTIII. 

ITnrk! heard you not tliosc }KM)fs of dreadful note? 
Sounds not the clung of conflict on the hcatli? 

Saw yo. not wdiom the reeking sabre smote; 

Nor s:xved your brethren ere they sank hcncatli 
Tyrants and tyrants’ slaves?—the fires of death, 

Tht' halo-fires flash on Ivigh:—from rock to rock 
Each volley tells that llKUi ands r<>ase to breathe; 
Deatli rides upon the sulphury Siroc, 

Red Battle stanip.s his foot, and nations feel tlie shock. 

XXXIX. 

Lo! where tlie Giant on the mountain stands, 

His blood-red tresses deep’ning in the sun, 

With death-shot glowing in his fiery hands, 

And eye that scorchelh all it glares upon; 

Restless it roils, now liv’d, and now anon 
Flasliing afar,—and at lus iron feet 
Destruction cowers, lo mark what deeds are done; 
For on this morn tliree potent nations meet, 

To shed before his shrine the blood he deems most sweet. 

XL. 

By Heaven! it is a splendid sight to see 
(For one who hatli no friend, no brother there) 

Their rival scarfs of mur’d embroidery, 

Their various arras that glitter in tlie rir! 

What gallant war-hounds rouse them from tlieir lair, 
A rid gnash their fr.iigs, loud yelling for tiie prey 1 
All join tlje chase, but lew the trium^fli share; 

The Grave shall bear tlie cliiefest prize away, 

And Havoc scarce for joy con number dieir array. 

XLI. 

Three hosts combine to offer sacrifice; 

Three longues prefer strange orisons on high; 

Three gaudy standards flout tlie pale blue skies; 

The shouts are France, Spain, Albion, Victory! 

The foe, the victim, anci the fond ally 
That fights for all, but ever fights in vain, 

Are met—as if at homo they could not (lie— 

To feed the crow on Talavera’s plain, 

And fertilize the field that each pretends to gain. 

XLII. 

There shall they rot—Ambition^! honour’d fools! 

Yes, Honour decks the turf that wraps their clay! 
Vain Sophistry! in those behold the tools, 

The broken tools, that tyrants cast away 
By myriads, when they dare to pave th^ way 
With human hearts—to what?—a dream alone. 

Can despots compass aught that hails their sway? 
Or call widi truth one span of earth their own, 

Save that wherein at last they crumble bone by bone? 
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XLIZI. 

Oh, Albuera! ^orioufi field of grief! 

As o*er thy plain the Pilgrim prick’d his sleod, 

Who eoifid foresee thee, in a space so brie^ 

A scene where tmngling fi»es should boast ajul bleed! 
Peace to the perish’d! may the warrior’s meed 
And tears of triumph their reward prolong! 

Till others fitU where other chieftains leat^ 

Thy name shall circle round the gaping throng, 

And shine in worthless lays, the theme of transient song! 

XLIV. 

Enough of Battle’s minions! let them play 
Their game of lives, and barter breatli for fame: 

* Fame that will scathe reanimate tlieir ('.lay, 

Though Uioasands fall to deck some single name. 

In soot!) ’twere sad to tliwart their noble aim 
Who strike, blest hirelings! for their country’s good, 
And die, tliat living ntiglit have proved her shame; 
Perish’d, perchance, in some domestic feud, 

Or in a narrower sphere wild Rapine’s patli pursued. 
XL.V. 

Full swiftly Harold wends las lonely way 
Where proud Sevilla triumphs unsubdued: 

Yet is she free—the spoiler’s wish’d-for prey! 

Soon, soon sliall Conquest’s fiery foot intrude, 
Blackening her lovely domes with traces rude. 
Inevitable hour! *Gainst fate to strive 
Wliere Desolation plante her famisli’d brood 
Is vain, or Ilioxi, Tyro, might yet survive, 

And Virtue vanquish all, and Murder cease to thrive. 

XLTI. 

But all unconscious of the coming doom, 

The feast, the song, the revel hero abounds; 

Strange modes of merriment tlie hours consume, 

Nor bleed these patriots with their country’s wounds: 
Nor here War’s clarion, but Love’s rebeck sounds; 
Here Folly still his votaries intlnalls; 

AihI young-cyed Lewdness walks her midnight rounds: 
Girt with the silent crimes of Ca)>itaJs, 

Still to the last kind Vice clings to the tottVing walls. 

xnvii. 

Not so the rustic—^with his tremhling mate 
He. Ivirks, nor costs his heavy eye afar, 

Lest he should view liis vineyard desolate, 

Blasted below the dun hot breath of war. 

No more beneath soft Eve’s consenting star 
Fandango twirls his jocund castanet.: 

Ah, monarchs! could yc taste die mirth yc mar, 

Not in the toils of Glory would ye fret; 

The hoarse dull drum would sleep, and Man bo happy 
yet! 

X7.VIII. 

How carols now the lusty muleteer? 

Of love, romance, devotion, is his lay, 

As whilome he was wont the leagues to cheer, 

His quidt bells wildly jingling on the way ? 

No! as he speeds, ho chants, “ Viva el Rey!” 

And checks his song to execrate Godoy, 

The royal wittol Charles, and curse the day 
When firat Spain’s queen beheld the black-eyed boy, 
And gore-faced Treason sprung from her adulterate joy. 

XX.IX. 

On yon long, level plain, at distance crown’d 
Wi^ crags, whereon those Mocnish turrets rest, 

Wide scatter’d hoof-marks dint the wounded ground; 
And, scathed by fire, the greensward’s darken’d vest 
Tells that the frie was Andalusia’s guest: 

Here was the canqi, the watch-fiamo, and the host, 
Here the bold peasant storm’d the dragon’s nest; 

SfiU does he mark it with triumphant boast, 

And pedntfl to yonder cli^ which were won and lost. 


Zi. 

And whomsoe’er along the path you meet 
Boars in his cap the badge c€ crimsem hue, 

Which tells you whom to shun and whom to greet 
W^o to the man that walks in pul^c view 
Without of loyalty this token true: 

Sharp is the knife, and sudden is the stroke; 

And sorely would the Gallic tbeman rue, 

If subtle |K>niards, wrapt beneath tlie clokc, 

Could blunt the sabre’s edge, or dear the cannon’s smo 

I.I. 

At every turn Morona’s dusky height 
Sustains aloft the battery’s iron load; 

And, far as mortal eye can compass sight, 

The niountaiii-howitEer, the broken road, 

The bristling palisade, the fosse o’erflow’d, 

The station'd bands, the nover-vacanl watcli, 

The magazine in rocky durance stow’d, 

The holstcr’d steed beneath the shed of thatch, 
The ball-piled pyramid, the cver-blariiig match,*** 

* Lii. 

Portend the deeds to come:—but he whoso nod 
Has tumbled feebler despots from their sway 
A monnmt pauseth ore he lifts the rod; 

A little moment deignelh to delay: 

Soon will his legions sweep tlirough these their wo 
The West must own the Scourger of tlio world. 
Ah! Spain! how sad will be tl»y rockoning-di^, 
When soars Gaul’s Vulture, with his wings imfurl’^ 
j And thou shult view thy sons in crowds to Hades hur 
^ LlII. 

^And must they fall ? the yoimg, the proud, tlie bra 
To swell one bloated Cliief’s unwiiolcsomc re^? 
No step between submission and a grave? 

The rise <)f rapine and the fall of Spain? 

And doth the Pow'cr that man aflores ordain 
Their dootn, nor heed the suppliant’s appeal? 

Is all that desperate Valour acts in vain? 

Aim! Cniinscl sage, and patriotic Zeal, 

The Veteran’s skill, Youth’s fire, and Manhood’s her 
of st.c<d ? 

LIT. 

Is it for this tlie Spanish maid, aroused, 

Hangs on the willow her unstrung guitar, 

And, all unsex’d, the anlu<*c* hath espoused, 

Sung the loud song, ami dared the deed of war? 
And she, whom once the s« niblaneo of a scar 
Appall’d, an owlet’s laruin chill’d with dread, 

Now views the colnmn-seattoriiig bny'net jar, 

The falchion flash, and o’er tlie yet warm dead 
Stalks with Minerva’s stf^p where Mars might quake ■ 
tread. 

LV. 

Ye who sliall marvel when you hear her tale, 

Oh! had you knowm licr in her softer h<Hir, 

Mark’d her black eye lliat iiimrks her coal-black ve; 
Heard her light, lively tones in Lady’s bower, 

Seen her long locks dial, ftiil the painter’s power, 
Her fairy form, with more than female grace, 

Scarce would you deem friat Saragoza’s tower 
Behold her smile in Danger’s Gorgon face, 

Thin the closed ranks, euid lead in Glory’s fearful chas. 

1.VZ. 

Her lover sinks-—she sheds no ill-timcd tear; 

Her chief is slain—slie fills liis fatal post; 

Her fellows flee—she checks their base career { 

The fbc retirees—she heads the sallying host; 

Who can appease like her a lover’s ^ost? 

Who can avenge so well a leader’s frll ? 

What maid retrieve when man’s flush’d hope b lost’ 
Who hang so fiercely on the flying Gau^ 

Foil’d by a woman’s Ixand, before a batter’d wall?** 



jJkiEtOU>’8 FILOHIMAGE. 


Cahto I. 


Tet are Spam’s ma^ no race of Amazons, 

But fiirm^ for oU the witching arts of love: 

Though thus in arms they emulate her sons. 

And in the horrid phalanx dare to move, 

’Tis but the tender Gerceness of foe dove, 

Peddng foe hand that hovers o’er her mate: 

In softness as in firmness far above 
Remoter females, ftmed for sickening prate; 

Her mind is nobler sure, her charms perchance as great. 

I.TIII. 

The seal Love’s dimpling Gnger hath impress’d 
Denotes how soft that chin which bears his toudi:’^ 
Her lips, whose kisses pout to leave their nest, 

Bid man be valiant ere he merit such: 

Her glance how wildly beautiful! how much 
Hafo Phoebus woo’d in vain to spoil her cheek, 
Which glows yet smoother from his amorous clutch! 
Who round the Nortli for paler dames would seek ? 
How poor their forms appear! how languid, wan, and 
weak! 

LIX. 

Match me, ye climes! which poets love to land; 
Match me, ye harams of foe land! where now 
I strike my strain, far distant, to applaud 
Beauties foat ev’n a cynic must avow; 

Match me those Houries, whom ye scarce allow 
To taste the gale lest Love should ride foe wind. 
With Spain’s dark-glancing daughters—deign to know 
There your wise Pri 4 )het’s paradise we Gnd, ' 

Ek black-eyed maids of Heaven, angelically kind. 

LX. ^ 

Oh, thou Parnassus!” whom I now survey, 

Not in the phrensy of a dreamer’s eye. 

Not in the fabled landscape of a lay. 

But soaring snow-clad through thy naGve sky 
In the wild [lomp of mountain majesty! 

What marvel if I fous essay to sing? 

The humblest of thy pilgrims passing by 
Would gladly woo thine Echoes with his string, 
Though from thy heights no more one Muse will wave 
her wing. 

I. . 

Oft have I dream’d of Thee! whoso glorious name 
Who knows not, knows not man’s divinest lore: 

And now I view thee, ’tis, alas! with shame 
That I in feeblest accents must adore. 

When I recount thy worshippers of yore 
I tremble, and can only bend the knee; 

Nor raise my voice, nor vainly dare to soar. 

But gaze beneath thy cloudy canopy 
In silent joy to think at last I look on Thee! 

LXII. 

Happier in this foan mightiest bards have been. 
Whose fete to distant homes confined their lot. 

Shall I unmoved behold foe hallow’d scene. 

Which others rave o? thou^ they know it not? 
Though here no more ApoUo haunts bis grot. 

And foou, the Muses’ seat, art now their grave, 

Some gentle spirit sUU ]>ervades the spot. 

Sighs in foe ^e, keeps silence in the cave. 

And glides with glassy foot o’er yon melodious wave. 
LXIII. 

Of thee hereafter.—Ev’n amidst my strcun 
I turn’d aside to pay my homage here; 

Forgot foe land, foe sons, foe maids of Spain; 

Her fete, to every freeborn bosom dear; 

And hail’d thee, not perchance without a tear. 

Now to my theme—but fiom thy holy haunt 
Let me some remnant, some memorial bcu’; 

Tidd me one leaAif Diqihne’s deathless plant, 

Nor let thy vetaiy’s hope be deem’d an idle vumt. 


But ne’er didst thou, feir Mount! when Greece was 
See round thy giant base a brighter choir, [young, 
Nor e’er did Delphi, when her priestess sung 
Tho Pythian hymn with more than mortal Gi^ 
Behold a train more Gtting to inspire 
The song of love than Andalusia’s maids, 

Nurst in the glowing lap of soft desire; 

Ah! foat to foese were given such peaceful shades 
As Greece can still bestow, though Gkiry fly her glaxles. 

LXV. 

Fair is proud Seville; let her country boast 
Her strength, her wealth, her site of ancient days 
But Cadiz, rising on foe distant coast. 

Calls forth a sweeter, though ignoble praise. 

Ah, Vice! how soft are thy voluptuous ways! 

While boyish blood is mantling who can ’scape 
Tho fascination of thy magic gaze ? 

A Cheruli-hydra romid us dost thou gape. 

And mould to every taste tby dear delusive shape. 

Lxri. 

When Paphos fell by time—accursed Time! 

The queen who conquers aft must yield to thee— 
The Plea.sures fled, but sought as warm a dime; 
And Venus, constant to her native sea, 

To nougiit else constant, hither deign’d to flee; 

And fu’d her shrine within these walls of wlute: 
Though not to ono dome circumscribetb she 
Her worship, but, devoted to her rite, 

A thousand altars rise, for ever blazing bright. 

From mom till night, from night till startled Mom 
Peeps blushing on the revel’s laughing crew, 

The song is heard, foe rosy garland worn; 

Devices quaint, and frolics ever new. 

Tread on each otiicr’s kibes. A long adieu 
lie bids to sober joy tliat here sojourns: 

Nought hitcrrupts the riot, though in lieu 
Of true devotion monkish incenso bums. 

And love and prayer unite, or rule tiie hour by turns. 

Lxvni. 

The Sabbath comes, a day of blessed rest; 

What hallows It upon this Christian shore? 

Lo! it is sueved to a solemn frost; 

Hark! hoard you not the forest monarch’s roar? 
Cra-shuig tho lance, he snuffs the 8[>outing gore 
Of man and steed, olerthrown beneatii his hcsvi; 

The throng’d arena shakes with shouts fiir more; 
Yells foe mad crowd o’er entrails fresldy tom, 

Nor shrinks foe female eye, nor ev’n afiects to mourn. 

LXIX. 

The seventh day this; the jubilee of man. 

London! right well tlioo know’st the day of prayer: 
Then tliy spruce citizen, wash’d artisan. 

And smug apprentice gulp their weekly air: 

Thy coach of Hackney, whiskey, one-horse diair, 
And humblest gig through sundry suburbs whirl. 

To Hampstead, Brentford, Harrow make repair; 

Till the tired jade foe wheel forgets to hurl. 

Provoking envious gibe from each pedestrian churL 

LXX. 

Some o’er thy Thamis row the ribbon’d feir, 

Others along foe safer turnpike fly; 

Some Bichmond-hill ascend, some scud to Ware^ 
And many to the steep of BU^gate hie. 

Ask ye, Boeotian shades! the reason why?** 

’Tis to the worship of foe solemn Horn, 

Grasp’d in foe hdy hand of Mystery, 

In whose dread name both men and mauls are tworo, 
And consecrate the oafo wifo drau^t; and dance tftl mom. 
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LXXl. 

AU have their fixilertes^not alike are ihiney 
Fair Cadizi rising o*er the dark blue sea! 

Soon as the matin bell (iroclaimoth nine, 

Thy saint adorers count the rosary; 

Much is the Vxaoix teased to shrive tlicm free 
(Well do I iween the only virgin tliere) 

From crimes as numerous as her beadsmen be; 
Then to the crowded circus forth they tare: 

Young, old, high, low, at once the same diversion share 
Z.XXXX. 

The lists are oped, die spacious area clear’d. 
Thousands on thousands piled are seated round; 
Long ere the first loud trum})et’s note is heard, 

Ne vacant space for lated wight is fixind: 

Here dons, giandees, but chiefiy dames alK/uitJ, 
Skill’d in the ogle of a roguish eye, 

Yet ever well inclined to heal the wound; 

None through their cold disdain are doom’d tiv die, 
As moonstruck bards complain, by Love’s sad archery. 

LXXIII. 

Hush’d is the din of tongucs-^n gallant stet ils, 
With milk^wliitc crest, gold spur, and ligltt-)K>iecJ lance 
Four cavaliers prepare for venturous deeds, 

And lowly bending to the lists advaiu’o; 

Rich are tlieir scar&, their chargers featlv jimiteo: 

If in the dangerous game they shine to-day, 

The crowd’s loud shout and ladies’ lovely glaiu c, 
Best prize of better acts, they bear away, 

And all that kings or chieik e’er gain their toils re])ay. 

I.XXIV. 

In c^tly sheen and gaudy cloak array’d, 

But all afoot, the light-limb’d Matadoro 
Stands in the centre, eager to invade 
The lord of lowing herds; but not b<‘foj e 
The ground, with cautious tread, is tnivcr«e<l o’er, 
Lest aught imseen should lurk to thwart his 8]>ced: 
His arms a dart, he fights aloof) nor more 
Can man achieve witlioiit the friendly 8tec<]~ 

Alas! too oft condemn’d for him to bear and bleed. 

LXXV. 

Thrice sounds tJic clarion; lo! tlie signal falls, 

The den expands, and Expectation mute 
Gapes round the silent circle’s peofiled walls. 

Bounds with one lashing spring the mighty brute, 
And, wildly staring, spurns, with sounding foot, 

The sand, nor blindly rushes on his foe: 

Here, there, he points his threatening front, to suit 
His first attack, wide waving to and fro 
llis angry tail; red rolls his eye’s ddated glqw. 

LXXVI. 

Sudden he stops; his eye is fix’d: away, 

Away, thou heedless boy! prepare the spear: 

Now is thy time, lo perish, or display 
The skill that yet may check his mad career. 

With well-fimod croupe the nimble coursers veer; 

On foams the buU, but not unscathed he goes; 
Streams from his Bank the crimson torrent clear: 

He flies, he wheels, distracted with liis throes; 

Oart follows dart; lance, lance; loud bellowing speak 
his woes. 

LXXTXX. 

Again he comes; nor dart nor lance avail, 

Nor the wild pUmging of the tortured horse; 

Though man and man’s avenging arms assail, 

Vain are bis weapons, vainer is his force. 

One gallant steed is stretch’d a mangled corse; 
Another, hideous sight! uinseam’d appear^ 

His gory chest unveils life’s panting source; 

Though death-struck, stUl his feeble frame ho rears; 
Staggering, but stemming all, his lord unharm’d he bears. 
B 


LXXVttl. 

Foil’d, bleetUng, breathless, furious to the last, 

Full in the centre stands the bull at bay, 

Mid wounds, and cUnging darts, and lances brast, 
And foes disabled in tl»e brutal fray; 

And now the Matadores around him play, 

Shake the red cloak, and jioise tlie ready brand: 
Once more throu^i all he bursts his thundering way— 
Vain rage! the mantle quits tlic conyrige hand, 
Wrafw his fierce eye—’Us past—he sinks upon the saiid! 
LXXIX, 

Wlicre his vast neck just mingles wiUi the spine, 
Sheathed in his form the deadly weapon lies. 

He stops—he starts—disdaining to decline: 

Slowly he falls, amidst triumphant cries, 

Witlkout a groan, without a struggle dies. 

The decorated car appears—on high 

The corse is piled—sweet sight for vulgar eyes— 

Four steeds that spurn tlie rein, ns swift as shy, 

Hurl the dark bulk along, scarce seen in dashing by. 
JLXXX. 

Such the ungentle sport that oft invites 
The Spanish maid, and cheers the ^>anish swain. 
Nurtured in blood betimes, his heart delights 
In vcngoan(*e, gloating on another’s pain. 

What private feuds tlie troubled village stain! 

Though now one [halanx’d host should' meet the foe, 
Enough, alas! in liumble homes remaii^ 

To meditate ’gainst friends the secret blow, 

^or some slight cauvse of wratli, whence life’s warm 
str<‘am must flow. 

1.XXXX. 

But Jealousy lias Bed: his barSf his bolts, 

His witlier’d centuicl, Duenna sage! 

And alt whereat tlie generous soul revolts,. 

Which tlie stem dotard tlecm’d he could encags, 
Have pass’d to darkness with the vanish’d age. 

Wlio late so free as Spanish girls were seen, 

(Kre War uprose in his volcanic rage,) 

W ith braided tresses bounding o’er the green, 

^hilc on the gay dance shone Nights lover-lovuig 
Queen? 

L. :xii. 

Oh! many a time, and oft, had Harold loved, 

Or dream’d he loved, since Rapture is a dream; 

But now his wayward bosom was luimoved. 

For nut yet had he drunk of Lethe’s stream; 

And lately had he team’d with truth to deem 
Love has no gift so grateful as liis winj^; 

How fair, how young, how soft soe’er he seem, 

Full from the fount, of Joy’s delicious springs 
3omc bitter o’er the Bowers its bubbling venom flings.’’ 
I.XXXII1. 

Yet to the beauteous form he was not blind, 

Though now it moved him as it moves tlie wise; 

Not that Philosofiiy on such a mind 

E’er deign’d to bezui lier ebastely-awful eyes: 

But Passion raves itself to rest, or flies; 

And Vice, tliat digs her own voluptuous tomb, 

Had buri^Ml king bis hopes, no more to rise: 

Pleasure’s pall’d victim! life-abhorring gloom 
iVroto on his faded brow curst Cain’s unresting doom. 

LXXXXY. 

Still he beheld, nor mingled vrith the throng; 

But view’d them not with misanthrope hale; 

Fain would he now have join’d tlie dance, the song; 
But who may smile fliiat sinks beneath bis fete ? 
Nouglit that he saw his sadness cc»ild abate: 

Yet once he struggled ’gainst tlie demon’s sway, 

And as in Beautye bower he pepsivo sate, 

Pour’d forfli this unpremeditated lay 
'o charms as fair as tlawe that sooth^ his happier day. 



10 


CHILDE HARO)LD’S PILGRIMAGE. 


CAirl« I. 


TO INEZ. 

1. 

Nay, smile not at my sullen brow; 

Alas! 1 cannot smile again: 

Yet Heaven avert that ever tliou 
Shouldst weep, and haply weep in vain. 

2 . 

And dost thou ask, what secret wo 
I bear, corroding joy and youtli ? 

And wilt thou vai^y seek to know 
A pang, ev’n thou must fail to sooth? 

S. 

It is not love, it is not hate. 

Nor low Ambition’s honours lost, 

That bids me loathe my present state, 

And fly from all I prized the most: 

4 . 

It is that weariness which springs 
From all I meet, or hear, or see: 

To roe no pleasure Beauty brings; 

Tliine eyes have scarce a charm for me. 

5. 

It is that settled, ceaseless gloom 
The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore; 

That will not look beyond the tomb. 

But cannot hope for rest before. 

6 . 

What Exile from himself cau flee? 

To Zones, though more and more remote, 

Still, still pursues, where-e’er I be, 

The blight of life—the demon Thought. 

7. 

Yet odiers rapt in pleasure seem. 

And taste of all that 1 forsake; 

Oh! may they still of transport dream. 

And ne’er, at least like me, awake! 

8 . 

Through many a clime ’tis mine to go, 

With many a retrospection curst; 

And all my solace is to know, 

Whate’er betides, I’ve known the worst. 

9. I 

What is that worst ? Nay do not ask— 

In pity from the search forbear : 

Smile on—nor venture to unmask 
Man’s heart, and view the Hell that’s there. 

I.XXXV. 

Adieu, fair Cadiz! yea, a long adieu! 

Who may forget how well thy walls have stood? 

When all were changing thou alone wert true. 

First to be free and last to be subdued: 

And if amidst a scene, a shock so rude. 

Some native bixxxl was seen thy streets to die; 

A trmtor only fcB beneath the feud:” 

Here all were noble, save Nobihty; 

None hugg’d a conqueror’s chain, save fallen Chivalry! 


1,XXZT]I. 

Ye, who would more of Spain and Spaniards know, 
Go, read whate’er is writ of bloodiest strife: 
Whate’er keen Vengeance urged on foreign fee 
Can act, is acting there against man’s life; 

From flashing scimitar to secret knife. 

War moiildeth there each weapon to his need 
So may he guard tite sister and the wife. 

So may he make each curst oppressor bleed. 

So may such foes deserve the most remorseless deed t 
I Lxxxvnr. 

Flows there a tear of pity for tiie dead ? 

Look o’er the ravage rf the reeking plain; 

Look on the hands with female slaughter red; 

Then to the dogs resign the unburied slain, 

Then to the vulture let each corse remain; 

Albeit unworthy of the prey-bird’s maw. 

Let their bleach’d bones, and blood’s unbleaching stain, 
Long mark the battle-field with hideous awe: 

I Thus only may our sons conceive the scenes wo saw' 
XXXXIZ. 

Nor yet, alas! the dreadful work is done; 

Fresh legions pour adown the Pyrenees: 

It deepens still, the work is scarce begun. 

Nor mortal eye the distant end foresees. 

Fall’n nations gaze on Spain; if freed, she frees 
More than her fell Pizarros once enchain’d: 

Strange retribution! now Columbia’s ease 
Repairs the wrongs that Quito’s sons sustain’d. 

While o’er the parent clime prowls Murder unrestrain’d 
xc. 

Not all the blood at Talavera shed. 

Not all the marvels of Barossa’s fight, 

Not Albuera lavish of the Jead, 

Have won fi>r Spain her well-asserted right. 

When shall her Olive-Branch be free from blight ? 
When shall she breathe her from the blushing toil ? 
How many a doubtful day shall sink in night. 

Ere the Prank robber turn him from bis spoil, 

And Freedom’s stranger-tree grow native of the soil! 
xci. 

And thou, my IKcnd!”—since unavailing wo 
Bursts from my heart, and mingles with the Strain- 
Had the sword laid thee with tiio mighty low, 

Pride might forbid ev’n Friendship to complain: 

But thus unlaurel’d to descend in vain. 

By all forgotten, save tlie lonely breast. 

And mix unbleeding with the Imasted slain. 

While Glory crowns so many a meaner crest! 

IVhat hadst thou done to sink so peacefiilly to rest? 

XCII. 

Oh, known the earliest, and esteem’d the most! 

Dear to a heart where nought was left so dear! 
Though to my hopeless days for ever lost. 

In dreams deny me not to see thee here! 

And Mom in secret shall renew the tear 
Of Consciousness awaking to her woes. 

And Fancy hover o’er thy bloodless bier. 

Till my frail frame return to whence it rose, 

And mourn’d and mourner lie united in repose. 

XCIII. 


LXXXVt. 

Such be the sons of Spain, and strange her fete! 
They fight for freedom who were never free; 

A Kinglcss people for a nerveless state. 

Her vassals combat when their chieftains flee. 
True to the veriest slaves of Treachery: 

Ftend of B land which gave them nought but life, 
Pride points the path that leads to Liberty; 

Bade to the struggle, baffled in the strife. 

War, war is still the cry, “War even to the knife I”'* 


Here is one fytte Harold’s pilgrimage: 

Ye who of him may further seek to know, 

Shall find some tidings in a future page. 

If be that rhymeth now may scribble moe. 

Is this too much? stem Critic! say not so: 

Patience! and ye shall hear what he beheld 
In other lands, where be was doom’d to go: 

Lands that contain the monuments of Eld, 

Sre Greece and Grecian arts by barbarous hands were 

quell’d. a 
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CANTO 11. 


Come, blue-eyed maid of heaven!—^but thou, alas 1 
Didst never yet one mortal song inspire— 

Goddess of Wisdom! here thy tem|)le wm, 

And is, despite of war and wasting fire,* 

And years, that bade thy worship to expire: 

But worse tlian steel, and fiame, and ages slow, 

Is the dread sceptre and dominion dire 
Of men who never felt the sacred glow 
That thoughts of thee and tltine on polish’d breast: 
bestow. * 

n. 

Ancient of days! august Alliena! where, 

Where are tliy men of might? tliy grand in soul? 
Gone—glimmering through the dream of tilings thal 
First in the race that led to Glory’s goal, [were 
'I'hey won, and pass’d away—is ihis tlic whole? 

A schoolboy’s tsde, tlic wonder of an hour! 

The warrior’s weapon and the sophist’s stole 
Are sought in vain, and oVr each mouldering tower, 
DimwitJi the mist of years, gray flits the shade of power. 

in. 

Son of the morning rise! approach you here! 

Come—but molest not yon defenceless um: 

I.ouk on this spot—a nation’s sepulchre! 

Abode of gods, whose shrines no longer bum. 

Fven gods must yield—religions lake their turn: 
’Twas Jove’s—’tis Mahomet’s—and other creeds 
Will rise with other years, till man shall learn 
Vainly his incense soars, his victim bleeds; 

Poor cluld of Doubt and Death, whose hope is built on 
reeds. 

Bound to the earth, he lifls his eye to heaven— 

Is’t not enough, unliappy thing! to know 
Thou art? Is tiiis a ^>n so kindly given, 

That being, thou would'st be again, and go, 

'Phou know^st not, rock’s! not to what region, so 
On earth no more, but mingled with tJie skies? 

Still wilt tliou dream on future joy and wo ? 

Regard and weigh you dust before it flies: 

TluU little um saith more than thousand homilies. 


Or burst tlie vanish’d Hero’s lofly momid; 

Par on the solitary shore he sleeps 
He fell, and falling nations mourn’d around; 

But now not one of saddening thousands weeps, 
Nor warlike-worshipper bis vigil keeps 
Where denu-gods appear’d, as records tell. 

Remove yon skull from out the scatter’d heaps: 

Is that a temple where a God may dw’ell ? 

Why ev’n the worm at last disdains her shatter’d cell! 

TI. 

liook on its broken arch, its ruin’d wall, 

Its chambers desolate, and portals foul: 

Yes, this was once Ambition’s airy hall, 

The dome of Thought, the palace of the Soul: 
Behold through each lack-lustre, eyeless hole, 

The gay recewi cd* Wisdom and d* Wit 
And Passien’s host, that never brook’d control: 

Can ail saint, sage, or sophist ever writ, 

People this lonely tower, tins tenement refit? 


VII. 

Well didst thou sjieak, Athena’s wisest son! 

“All that we know is, notliing can be Itnown.’* 

Why should we shrink from what we cannot ^un? 
Bach has his pang, but feeble sufferers groan 
With brain-born dreams of evil all their own. 

Pursue what Chance or Pale proclaiineth best; 
Peace waits us on the shores of Acheron: 

There no forced banquet claims tlic sated guest, 

But Silence spreads the couch of* ever welcome rest 

VIII. 

Yet as holiest men have deem’d, there be 
A land of souls beyond that sable shore, 

To shame the doctrine of the Sadducee 
And sophists, mailly vain of dubious lore; 

How sweet it were in concert to adore 
With those who made our mortal labours light! 

To hear each voice w'O fi:ar’d to hear no more! 

1 Behold each mighty shade reveal’d to sight, 

The Bactrian, Samian sago, and all w ho taught tlic right! 

IX. 

There, thou!—whose love, and life together fled, 
Have left me here to love and live in vain— 

Twined witli my heart, and can I deem thee dead, 
When busy Memory flashes on my brain ? 

Well—I will dream tliat we may meet a^n, 

And woo tlio vision to my vacant breast: 

If aught of young Remembrance Uicn remain, 

Be as it may Futurity’s behest, 

For mo 'twere bliss cnougli to know Uiy spirit blest * 

X. 

Here let me sit upon this ma.sgy stone, 

The marble column’s yet unshaken base; 

Here, son of Saturn! was thy fav’rile throne:* 
Mightiest of many such! Hence let me trace 
The latent grandeur of thy dwelling-place. 

It may not be: nor ev’n can Fancy’s eye 
Restore what Time hatli laliour’d to deface. 

Yet tliese proud pillars claim no pa.'ising sigh; 
amoved the Moslem sits, tlie light Greek carols by. 

XI. 

But who, of all the plunderers of yon ftino 
On high, where Pallas linger’d, loath to flee 
The. latest relic of her ancient reign; 

The last, the w’orsf, dull sjioiler, wlio was he? 

Blush, Caledonia! such thy son could be! 

England! I joy no child he was of thine: 

Thy free-born men should spare what once was free, 
Yet they could violate each saddening shrine, 

!knd bear these altars o’er the long-reluctnnt brine.* 

xn. 

But most the modern Piet’s ignoble boast, 

To rive what Goth, and Turk, and Time hath spared :• 
Cold as the crags upon his native coast. 

His mind as Ijarren and liis heart as hard, 

Is he whose head conceived, whose hand prepared, 
Aught to displace Atliena’s poor remains 
Her sons too w'eak the sacred shrine to guard, 

Yet felt some portion of their mother’s pains^’ 

.nd never knew, till then, the weight of Despot’s chains 

xiir. 

What! shall it e’er be said by British tongue, 

Albion was hap]>y in Athena’s tears? 

Though in tliy name the slaves her bosom wrung, 

Tell not the deed to blushing Europe’s eare; 

The ocean queen, the free Britannia, bears 
The last poor plimder from a bleeding land: 

Yes, she, whose gen’rous aid her name endeart, 

Tore down friose remnants with a harpy’s hand, 

Vhich envious Eld fijrbm'e, and tyrants left to stand. 
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Where was thine JE^ Fallas! diat appall’d 
Stem Atarie and Havoc on their way?' 

Where Peleus* son? whom Hell in vain enthrall'd, 
His shades from Hades upon that dread day 
Bursting to light in terrible array! 

What! could not Pluto spare tlie chief once more, 
To scare a second robber from his prey ? 

Idly he wander’d on the Stygian shore. 

Nor now preserved the walls he loved to shield before. 
XV. 

Cold is the heart, fair Greece! that looks on thee. 
Nor feels as lovers o’er the dust they loved; 

Dull is the eye that will not weep to ace 
Thy walls defaced, thy mouldering shrines removed 
By British hands, which it foul best behooved 
To guard those relics ne’er to be restored. 

Curst be the hour when from their isle they roved, 
And once again tliy hapless bosom gored, 
knd snatch’d thy shrinking Qods to northern climes 
abhorr’d! 

XVI. 

But where is Harold ? shall I then forget 
To urge die gloomy wanderer o’er the wave ? 

Little reck’d he of all that men regret; 

No loved-one now in feign’d lament could rave; 

No friend tlie )iarting hand extended gave, 

Ere the cold stranger pass’d to other climes: 

Hard is his heart whom cliarms may not enslave; 
But Harold felt not as in other times. 

And left without a sigh the land of war and crimes. 

' He that has sail’d upon the dark blue sea 
Has view’d at times, I ween, a foil fair sight; 

When the fresh breeze is fair as breeze may bo, 
The white sail set, the gallant frigate tight ; 

Masts, spires, and strand retiring to the right. 

The glorious main ex|ianding o’er the bow. 

The convoy spread like wild swans in their flight. 
The dullest sailer wearing bravely now, 
io gaily curl the waves before each dashing prow, 
xvin. 

And oh, the little warlike world witliin! 

The well-reeved guns, the netted canopy,* 

The hoarse command, the busy humming din, 

When, at a word, the tops are mann’d on high: 

Hark to the Boatswain’s call, the eheeriug cry! 
While through the seaman’s hand the tackle glides; 
Or schoolboy Midshipman that, standing by, 

Strains his shrill pipe as good or ill betides, 

Ind well the docilo crew that skilful urchin guides. 

XIX. 

White is the glassy deck, without a stain, 

Where on the watdi the staid Lieutenant walks: 
Look on that part which sacred doth remain 
For the lone ^eftain, who majestic stalks, 

Silent and fear’d by all—^not oft he talks 
With aught beneath him, if he would preserve 
That strict restraint, which broken, ever balks 
Conquest and Fame: but Britons rarely swerve 
'rom law, however stem, wlucii tends their strength to 
nerve, 

”• 

Blow! swiftly blow, thou keel-compelling gale! 

Tdl the broad sun withdraws his lessening ray; 

Then must the pennant-bearer slacken sail, 

That laggoig barks may make thmr lazy way. 

Ah! grievanoe sore, and Ustloss dull delay. 

To waste on sh^jisih hulks the sweetest breeze! 
What leagu<p4H| lost, before the dawn of day, 

Tfois tmterqMIHmve on the willing seas, 
rh* fiap{nng sawpaurd down to halt for logs like these! 


XXI. 

The moon is up; by Heaven, a lovely eve! 

Long streams rf light o’er dancing waves expand; 
Now lads on shore may sigh, and maids believe: 
Such be our fate when we return to land! 

Meantime some rude Arion’s restless band 
Wakes the brisk harmony that sailors love; 

A circle there of merry listeners stand. 

Or to some well-known measure featly move. 
Thoughtless, as if on shore they still were free to rove. 

XXII. 

Through Calpe’s straits survey the steepy shore; 
Europe and Afric on each other gaze! 

Lands of the dark-eyed Maid and dusky Mow 
Alike beheld beneath pale Hecate’s blaze: 

How softly on the Spanish shore she pla)™, 

Disclosing rock, and slope, and forest brown. 

Distinct, though darkening with her waning phase; 
But Mauritania’s giant-shadows frown. 

From mountain-cliS' to coast descending sombre down. 

I ’Tis night, when Meditation bids us feci 
' We once have loved, though love is at an end: 

The heart, lone mourner of its baffled zeal, 

Though friendless now, will dream it had a friend. 
Who with the weight of years would wish to beiul, 
Wlien Youth itself survives young Love and Joy ? 
Alas! when mhigling souls forget to blcm^ 

Death hatli but little left him to destroy! 

Ah! happy years! once more who would not be a boy ? 

‘ XXIV. 

Thus bending o’er the vessel’s laving side, 

To gaze on Dian’s wave-reflected sphere, 

The soul forgets her schemes of Hope and Pride, 
And flies unconscious o’er each backward year. 

None arc so desolate but something dear, 

Dearer than self possesses or possess’d 
A thought, and claims the homage of a tear; 

A flashing pang! of wJiich the weary brea.st 
Would still, albeit in vain, the heavy heart divest. 

XXT. 

To sit on rocks, to muse o’er flood and fell, 

To slowly trace the forest’s shady scene, 

Where tilings that own not man's dominion dwell, 
And mortal fliot hath ne’er or rarely been; 

To climb the trackless mountain all un-seen, 

With tlie wild flix’.k that never needs a fold; 

Alone o’er steeps and foaming foils to lean ; 

This is not solitude; ’tis but to hold 
lonverse with Nature’s charms, and view her stores 
unroll’d. 

But midst the crowd, the hum, the sliock of men. 

To hear, to sec, to feel, and to possess, 

And roam along, the world’s tiredT denizen. 

With none who bless us, none whom we can bless; 
Minions cf splendour shrinking from distress! 

None that, with kindred consciousness endued, 

If we vfpgp not, would seem to smile the less 
Of all that fladiv’d, follow’d, sought, and sued; 

This is to be alone; this, this is solitude! 

XXVII, 

Miwe blest the life of godly Eremite, 

Such as on lonely Athos may be seen. 

Watching at eve ujioD the giant height. 

Which looks o’er waves so blue, skies so serena. 

That he who there at such an hour hath been 
Will wisdiil linger on that hallow’d spot;' 

Then slowly tear lum from-the witcl^ scene, 

Sigh frirtli one wish that such had been his lot, 

Then turn to hate a world ha had almost forgot. 
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zxnii. 

PaM w« tbo long, immying course, the track 
Oft trod, ftiat never leaves a trace behind; 

Pass we ftje calm, tlie gale, the change, the tack, 
And each well known caprice of wave and wind; 
Pass we the joys and sorrows sailors find, 

Coop’d in ftieir winged fiea-prt citadel; 

The foul, the fair, the contrary, the kind, 

As breezes rise and fall and billows swell, 

Till m some jocund mom—la, land! and ail is well, 

xxzx.. 

But not in silence pass Calypso’s isles,*^ 

The sister tenants o( the middle deep; 

There for the weary still a haven smiles, 

Though the fair goddesi long hath ceased to woep, 
And q’er her ctifts a fruitless watch to kee» 

For dared prefer a mortal bride " 

Hcrcj'^oc^ his b^ essay’d the drcadfutHeap 
Stern IV^ntor urged from high to yonder ^e; 

While thus both Iwrcft, the nymph-queen doubly sigh’d 

' XXX. 

Her reign is past, her gentle glories gone: 

But trust not Uiis; too easy youtlt, beware! 

A mortal sovereign holds her dangerous tlirone, 

And thou may’s! find a now Calypso there. 

Sweet Florence! could anotlier ever sliare 
This wayward, loveless heart, it would bo thine: 

But check’d by every lie, I may not dare 
To cast a wortliless oflering at thy shrine, 

Nor ask so dear a breast to feel one pang for mine. 
XXXI. 

Thus Harold deem’d, as on tliat lady’s eye 
He look’d, and met its beam without a Uiought, 

Rave Admiration glaniang harmless by: 

Love kept oloofj albeit not far remote, 

Who knew his votary often lost and caught, 

But knew him as liis worshipper no more, 

And ne’er again the boy his bosom sought: 

Since now he vainly urged him to adore, 

Well deem’d the little God his ancient sway was o'er, 
xxxu. 

Fair Florence found, in sooth with some amaze, 

One who, ’twas said, still sigh’d to all ho saw, 
Witlistaiid, unmoved, the lustre of her gaze, 

Wliich others hail’d with riial or mimic awe, 

Their hope, tlicir doom, their punivshment, tlicir law; 
AU that gay Beauty from her Itondsmen claims; 

And mtmli she marvcil’d Uiat a youtli so raw 
Nor felt, nor feign’d at least, the ofl-toid flames, 
Wliich, though aometimes tlicy frown, yet rarely anger 
dames. 

XXXIII. 

LitUo knew she that seeming marble heart, 

Now mask’d in silence or withhold by piidc, 

Was not unskilful in the spoiler’s art, 

And spread its snares licentious far and wide; 

Nor from the base pursuit had turn’d aside, 

As long as aught was worthy to pursue: 

But Harold on such arts no more relied; 

And had be doted on those eyes so blue, 

Yet never would he job the lover’s whining crew, 

xxxxv. 

Not much he kens, I ween, of woman’s breast. 

Who thinks that wanton thing is won by sighs; 
What careth she for hearts when once possess'd? 

Do proper homage to thine idoPs eyes; 

But not too humbly, or she wUl despise 
Thee and thy suit, though told in moving tropes: 
Disguise ev’n tenderness, if thou art wise; 

Bri^ Confidence stiU best with woman copes; 

Pique her and sooth in turn, soon Passion crowns thy 
hopes. 


XXXT. 

’Tis an old lesson; Time a;^ovea it true. 

And those who know it best, deplore it most; 

When aJ! is won that all desire to woo, 

The paltry prize is hardly worlli the owt: 

Youth wasted, minds degraded, honour l<wt, 

These are thy fruits, successful Passion! tliese! 

kindly cruel, early Hope is crust, 
feitill to the last it rankles, a disease, 

Not to be cured when Love itself forgets to please. 

XXXVI. 

Away! nor let me loiter in my song, 

For we have many a mountain-{)ath to tread, 

And many a vari^ shore to sail along, 

By pensive Sadness, not by Fiction, led— 

Climes, fair withal as ever mortal head 
Imagined in its little schemes of thought; 

Or e’er in new Utopias were read, 

To teach man what he might be, or he ought; 

Zf that corrupted thing could ever such be tan|^t. 

XXXVII. 

Dear Nature is the kindest motlier still, 

Though alway changing, in her asjHJct mild; 

From her bare bosom let me take my fill, 

IZcr never-wean’d, tliough not her favour’d child. 

Oh! she is fairest in her features wild, 

Where notliing polish’d dares pollute her pafli: 

To me by day or night she ever smiled 
Though I have mark’d her when none other hath, 
And sought her more and more, and loved her best in 
wratli. 

XXXVIIl. 

Land of Albania! where Iskander rose, 

Theme of the young, and beacon of the wise, 

And he his namesake, whose oft-baffled ft>es 
Shrunk from bis deeds of cliivalrous emprize; 

I.and of Albania !^^ let me bend mine ayes 
On thee, thou rugged nurae of savage men! 

The cross descends, thy minarets arise, 

And the pale crescent sparkles in Uie glen, 

i Through many a cypress grove witiiin each city’s ken. 

XXXIX. 

Childe Harold sail’d, and pass’d the barren spot** 
Wher(5 sad Penelope o’erlook’d the wave; 

And onward view’d the mount, not yet forgot, 

U’he lover’s refuge, and the i.esbian’s grave. 

Dark Sajipho! <’.ould not verse immortal save 
That breast imbued with such immortal fire ? 

Could she not live who life eternal gave? 

If life eternal may await tlie lyre, 

That only Heaven to which Earth’s children may aspire. 
XU 

’Twas on a Grecian autumn’s gentle eve 
Childe Harold hail’d I.eucadia’s cope afar; 

A spot he long’d to see, nor cared to leave: 

Oft did he mark the scenes of vanisli’d war, 

Actium, Leponto, fiital Trafalgar;** 

Mark them unmoved, frr he would not delight 
(Born beneath some remote inglorious star) 

In themes of bloody fray, or gallant fl^t, 

But loathed the bravo’s trade, and laughed at martial 
wight. 

XLI. 

But when he saw the evening star above 
LeiH^dia’s far-prcyecting rock of wo. 

And hail’d the last resort of fruitless love,** 

He felt, w deem’d ho fel^ no common glow: 

And as the stately vessel glided slow 
Beneath the shadow of that ancient mount, 

He watch’d the billows’ melancholy flow, 

And, sunk albeit in thought as be was wont, 

More placid seem’d his eye, and smooth his pallid fi^t. 
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XLII. 

Morn dawns; and with it stem Albanians hills, 

Dark SuU’s rocks, and Pindus’ inland peak, 

Robed half in mist, bedewM with snowy ritisy 
Array'd in many a dun and purpio streak, 

Arise; and, as tlie clouds along them break, 

Disclose the dwelling of the moumaineer: 

Here roams the wo!( the eagle whets his beak, 

Birds, beasts of prey, and wilder men appear, 

And gathering storms around convulse the closing year. 

XLIU. 

Now Harold felt himself at length alone, 

And bade to Christian tongues a long adieu; 

Now he adventured on a ^ore unknown, 

Which aU adimre, but many dread to view: 

His breast was arm’d ’gainst fate, his wonts were few; 
Peril he sought not, but ne’er shrank to meet: 

The scene was savage, but tlie scene was new; 

1’hU made the ceaseless U)il of travel sweet, 

Beat back keen winter’s blast, and welcomed summer’s 
heal. 

XLIV. 

Here tlic red croSs, for still the cross is here, 

'I'hough sadly scoff’d at by the circumcised, 

Vorgels that pride to pamper'd priesthood d<^ar; 
CImntliinan and votary alike despised. 

Foul Superstition! howsoo’er disguised. 

Idol, saint, virgin, prophet, crescent, cross, 

For whatsoever symbol Uiou art prized, 

Thou sacerdotal gain, IhU general loss! 

Who from true worship’s gold can separate thy ilrc^ ? 
XI.V. 

Ambracia's gulf behoLd, where once was lost 
A world for woman, lovely, harmless thing I 
In yonder ripfding bay, tlieir naval host 
Did many a Roman cliief and Asian king 
To doubtful conflict, certain slauglitor bring: 

IamA where die second Cuisar’s tropliics rose! 

Now, like Uie hands that rear’d them, withering: 
lni{>erial anarchs, doubling human wous 1 
God ! was thy globe ordain’d for such to win and lose'/ 

XLVI. I 

From the dark barriers of that rugged cUmo, 

Kv'n to the centre of lUyria’s vales, 

Childu Harold pass'd o'er many a mount sublime, 
Through lands scarce noticed in historic tales; 

Yet ill famed Attica such lovoiy dales 
Are rarely seen: nor can fair Tempo boast 
A charm they know not; loved Parnassus fails, 
I'hough classic ground and consecrated most, 

To match some h^kiIs that lurk witliin this lowering coast. 
XLvn. 

He pass’d bleak Pindua, Acherusia’s lake, 

And left the firimal dty of the land, 

And onwards did his further journey lake 
To greet Albania's chie(** whoso dread command 
Is lawless law; for with a bloody hand 
He sways a nation, turbulent and boki: 

Yet here and there some daring mountain-band 
Disdain bis power, and from their rocky hold 
Hurl their deftwee far, nor yield, tmless to gold.** 

XLVIII. 

Monastic Zitza! from thy shady brow, 

Thou small, Init favour’d spot of holy ground! 
Where'er we gaze, around, above, below, 

What rainbow tints, what magic charms ore Ibund! 
Rock, river, forest, mountain, all abound, 

And bluest skies ^at harmonize the whole: 

Benetih, the dktajit toirejtt’s rushing sound 

TeVla where volutrod caxaract doth roW 
Between those hanging rocks, that shock yet please the 
soul. 


XLIX. 

Amidst the grove that crowns yon tufted hill, 

Whicli, were it not for many a mountain nigh 
Rising in lofty raiAa, and loftier still, 

Might well itself be deem’d of dignity, 

The convent’s white walls glisten fair on higli: 

Here dwells the caloyer,®* nor rude is he, 

Nor niggard of his cheer; the passer by 
Is welcome still; nor heedless will ho flee 
From hence, if he delight kind Nature’s slieen to soe. 
n. 

Here in the sultriest season let him rest, 

Fresh is the green beneath those aged trees; 

Here winds of gentlest wing will fan his breast, 

From heaven itself he may inhale the breeze: 

The plain is flu* beneath—<ih! let him seize 
Pure pleasure while he can; the scorching ray 
Here jiicrceth not, impregnate with disease: 

Then let liis lengUi the loitering pilgrim lay, 

And gaze, untired, the morn, the noon, the eve away, 
u* 

Dusky and huge, enlarging on tlic sight, 

Nature’s volcanic amphitheatre,** 

Chinia*ra’s alps extend from left to right: 

Beneath, a living valley seems to stir; 

Floclis play, trees wave, streams flow, the mountmn-ftr 
Nodding above: behold black Acheron!“ 

Once consecrated to the sepulcliro. 

Pluto! if this be hell i look upon, 

Close shamed Elysium’s gates, my shade shall seek for 
none! 

nil. 

Nc city’s towers pollute the lovely riew; 

Unseen is Yanina, though not remote, 

Veil’d by tlie screen of hills: here men are few, 
Scanty the hamlet, rare the lonely col; 

But peering down each precipice, the goat 
Browseth; and, pensive o’er liis scatter’d flock, 

The Utile shepherd in his white capote *'* 

DoUi lean his boyish fbnn along the rock, 

Or in his cave awaits (he tempest’s short-lived shock. 

■ Lin. 

Oh! where, Dodona! is thine aged grove, 

Prophetic fount, and oracle divine 7 
Whet valley echo’ll the response of Jove? 

Wliat Irw:© remaineUi of the tlmnderor’s shrine ? 

All, all forgotten—and shall man repine 
Tiiat his frail bonds to fleeting life are broke ? 

Cease, fool! tlie fate of gods may well be tliine: 
Wouldst thou survive the marble or the oak? 

When nations, tongues, and worlds must ank beneath 
tlie stroke! 

LIV. 

Epirus’ boimds recede, and moimtains fail; 

Tired of up-gazii^ still, die wearied eye 
Ko{K>3es gladly on as sinootli a vale, 

As ever Spring yclad in grassy die: 

Kv’n on a plain no humble beauties lie, 

Where some bold river breaks the long expanse, 

And woods along the banks are waving high, 

Whose shadows in tlie glassy waters dance, 

Or with the moonbeam sleep in midnight’s solemn trance. 
LV. 

The sun had sunk behind vast Torocrit,** 

And Laos wide and fierce came roaring by;** 

The ahados of wonted night were gathering yet, 
When, down flie sleep banks win&g warfly, 

Childe Hartdd saw, Uko meteors in the sky, 

The glitlerizig minarete of Tepalei^ 

WKobo waUs o'erlocA the stream; and drawing idgh. 
He heard the bu^ hum of wairior-men 
Swelling the breeze ihal sigh'd along Am Ungthemng ^eiki 
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He passM the sacred Haram’s silent tower) 

And imdemeadi the wide overarching gate 
Survey’d the dwelling of this chief of jwwer, 

Where all around proclaim’d his high ostate. 
Amidst no common pomp the despot sate, 

While busy preparation shook (he court. 

Slaves, eunuchs, soldiers, guests, and santons wait; 
Within, a palace, and without, a fort: 

Here men of every clime appear to make resort. 

LVXI. 

Riclily caparison’d, a ready row 
Of armed horse, and many a warlike store, 

Circled the wide extending court below; 

Above, strange groups adorn’d tlie corridor; 

And oft-times through the area’s echoing door 
Some high-capp’d Tartar spurr’d liis steed away: 
The Turk, the Greek, the Albanian, and the Moor, 
Here minted in their many-hued array. 

While the deep war-drum’s sound announced the closi 
of day. 

Lviri. 

The wild Albanian kirtlod to his knee, 

With shawl-girt head and omainentod gun, 

And gold-embroider’d garments, fair to see; 

The crimson-scarfed men of Macedon; 

The Delhi with his cap of terror on, 

And crooked glaive; the lively, supple Greek; 

And swarthy Nubia’s mutilated son; 

The bearded Turk tliat rarely deigns to speak, 
Master of all around, too potent to be meek, 

LIX. 

Arc mix’d conspicuous: some recline in groups, 
Scanning the motley scene that varies round; 

There some grave Moshjm to devotion stoops. 

And some that smoke, and some that play, are found; 
Here the Albanian proudly treads the ground; 

Half whispering there the Greek is heard to prate; 
Hark! from the mosque the nightly solemn sound, 
Tho Muezzin’s call doth shake the minaret, 

* There is no god but God!—to prayer—lo! God is great!” 

LX. 

Just at this season Ramazani’s fast 
Through the long day its penance did maintain: 

But when the lingering twilight hour was past. 

Revel and ft:a8t assumed tlic rule again: 

Now all was bustle, and the menial train 
Prepared and spread the plenteous board within; 

The vacant gallery now seem’d made in viun, 

But from tho chambers came the mingling din, 

As page and slave anon were passing out and in. 

LXI. 

Here woman’s voice is never heard: apart, 

And scarce permitted, guarded, veil’d, to move, 

She yields to one her person and her heart, 

Tamed to her cage, nor feels a wish to rove; 

For, not unhappy in her master’s love, 

And joyful in a mother’s gentlest cares, 

Blest cares! all other feelings far above! 

Herself more sweetly rears the babe she bean^ 

Who never quits the breast, no meaner passion ^arcs. 

Lxn. 

In marblcd-paved pavilion, where a spring 
Of living water from the centre rose, 

Whose bubbling did a genial freshness fling, 

And soft voluptuous couches breathed repose^ 

Alx reclined, a man of war and woes; I 

Yet in his lineaments ye cannot trace, | 

W^e OunUoneM hier nuVdei radiance throws 

Along that aged venerable face, 

The deeds that lurk beneath) and stain him with disgrace. 


It is not that yon hoar)' lengthening beard 
111 suits the passions whicli belong to youth; 

Love conquers age—so Hafiz hath averr’d, 

So sin^ die Teiaii, and he sings in sooth— 

But crimes that scorn the tender voice of RuUi, 
Beseeming all men ill, but most the man 
In year^ have mark’d him with a tiger’s tooth; 
Blood follows blood, and, Uirough tlieir mortal spa^ 
In bloodier acts conclude those who with blood began. 

LXIV. 

’Mid many things most new to ear and eye 
The pilgrim rested here his weaiy feet, 

And gazed around on Moslem luxury. 

Till quickly wearied with that spacious scat 
or Wealth and Wantonness, the choice retreat 
Of sated Grandeur from the city’s noise: 

And were it humbler it in sooth were sweet; 

But Peace abhorreth artificial joys, 

And Pleasure, leagued with Pom|), the zest of both 
destroys. 

LXV. 

Fif^rcc arc Albania’s children, yet they lack 
Not virtues, were those virtues more mature. 

Where is the foe that ever saw Uieir back 1 
Who can so well the toil of war endure? 

Their native fastnesses not more secure 
I'han they in doubtful time of troublous need: 

Theu' wrath how deadly! but their friendship sure, 
When Gratitude or ViUour bids them bleed, 

Jnshalicn rusliing on where’er their chief may lead. 

Childe Harold saw them in Uieir chieftain’s tower 
Thronging to war in splendour and success; 

And after view’d them, wlien, within their power, 
Himself awhile tho victim of distress; 

That saddening hour when bad men hoUier press: 
But these did shelter him bcneatli Uieir roo^ 

When (ess barbarians would have cheer’d him Ies% 
And fellow-countrymen have stood aloof^’ 
n aught that tries the heart how few withstand the proof! 

LXVII. 

It chanced Uiat adverse winds once drove his bark 
Full on Uie coast of Suli's shaggy shore. 

When all around was desolate and d^k; 

To land was perilous, to sojourn more; 

Yet for a wliile the mariners forbore, 

Dubious to trust where treachery might lurk: 

At length they ventured forth, though doubting sore 
That those who ioaUie alike the Frank and Turk 
dight once again renew Uieir ancient butdier-woik. 

LXVIII. 

Vain fear! the Suliotes stretch’d tho welcome hand, 
I.fd them o'er rocks and past the dangerous swamp, 
Kinder than polish’d slaves though not so bland, 

And piled the hearth, and wrung their garments damp, 
And fill’d Uie bow), and trimm’d the cheerful lamp, 
And spread their fare; thou^ homely, all they had: 
Such conduct bears Philanthropy’s rare stamp— 

To rest Uie weary and to sooth the sad, 

)oth lesson hippier men, and shames at least Uie bad. 

LXIX. 

It came to pass, that when he did address 
Himself to quit at length this mountain-land, 
Combined mau'auders halfeway barr’d egress, 

And wasted far and near with glaive and brand; 

And Uiereferc did he take a trusty band 

To traverse Acarnania’s forest wide, 

In war weW sMiscnOd, mid w\t\\ tiibours iaxMii'd, 

Till he did greet while Achelous tide, 

.nd from his further bank ^Etoha’s woJds espied. 
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LXZ. 

Wh«re l«ie Uttaik^ forms its circling cove, 

And weary waves retire to gleam at rest, 

How brown die foliage of the green hill’s grove, 
Nodding at midnight o’er the calm bay’s breast. 

As winds come li^tly whispering from foe west, 
Kissing, not raffling, the blue deep’s serene;— 

Hero Harold was received a welcome guest; 

Nor did he pass unmoved the gentle scene, 

For many a joy could he from Night’s soft presence glean. 


On foe smooth shore the night-fires brightly blazed. 
The feast was done, the red wine circling fiist,** 

And he that unawares had there ygazed 
With gaping wonderment had star^ aghast; 

For ere night’s midmost, stillest hour was past, 

The native revels of the troop began; 

Each Palikar his sabre from him cast, 

And boimding hand in hand, man link’d to man, 
Yelling their uncouth dirge, long daunced foe kirtled 
clan. 


Childe Harold at a little distance stood 
And view’d, but not displeased, the revelrie, 

Nor hated harmless mirth, however rude: 

In sooth, it was no vulgar sight to see 
Their barbarous, yet their not indecent, glee; 

And, as foe fianies along their faces gleam’d. 

Their gestures nimble, dark eyes flashing free, 

The long wild locks that to their girdles stream’d, 
While thus in concert they this lay half sang, half 
scream’d 

1 . 

•' Tamboursi! Tambourgil* thy ’larum afar 
Gives hope to the valiant, and promise of war; 

All the sons of the mountains arise at the note, 
Chimariot, Illyrian, and dark Suliote! 

2 . 

Oh! who is more brave than a dark Suliote, 

In his snowy camese and his shaggy ca)>ute ? 

To foe wolf and the vulture he leaves his wild fiock, 
And descends to foe plain like the stream from the rock. 

8 . 

Shall the sons of Chimari, who never forgive 
The fault of a ftiend, bid an enemy live? 

Let those guns so unerring such vengeance forego? 
What mark is so ftur as the breast of a foe? 

4 . 

Macedonia sends finrth her invincnble race; 

Fm a time they abandon the cave and foe chase: 

But those scarfe of blood-red shall be redder, before 
The sabre is sheathed and the battle is o’er. 

6. 

Then foe pirates of Parga that dwell by the waves, ' 
And teach foe pale Frai^ what it is to be slaves, 

Shall leave on foe beach foe long galley and oar. 

And track to his covert the captive on shore. 

6 . 

I ask not the pleasures that riches supply. 

My sabre shall win wdiat the feeble must buy; 

Sl^ win foe young bride with her long flowing hair, 
And many a maid from her mother sh^ tear. 


* Drumizw. 


7s 

I love foe fiiir &ce of the maid in her youth, 

Her caresses shall lull me, her music foidl sooth; 

Let her bring from the chamber her many-toned lyre 
And sing us a song on the fall of her sire. 

8 . 

Remember foe moment when Previsa fell,** 

The shrieks of the conquer’d, foe conquerors’ yell, 

The roofe that we fired, and the plunder we shared, 
The wealthy we slaughter’d, the lovely we spared. 

9 . 

I talk not of mercy, I talk not of fear; 

He neither must blow who would serve the Vuder: 
Since foe days of our prophet foe Crescent ne’er saw 
A chief ever glorious like All Pashaw. 

10 . 

Dark Muchtar his son to foe Danube is sped. 

Let the yellow-hair’d* Giaoursf view hu hc»se-tai4 
with dread; 

When Ids Delhis§ come dashing in blood o’er the bBnk% 
How few shall escape from the Muscovite ranks! 

U. 

Selictar! || unsheathe then our chief’s scimitar: 
Tambourgi! thy ’larum gives promise of war. 

Ye mountains, that see us descend to foe shore, 

Shall view us as victors, or view us no more! 

I.XXIII. 

Fair Greece! sad relic of departed wortli! *’ 
Immortal, though no more; though fallen, great! 
Who now shall lead thy scatter’d children forth, 

And long accustom’d bondage uncreate ? 

Not such foy sons who whilome did await. 

The hopeless warriors of a willing doom, 

In bleak Thormopylaj’s sepulchral strait— 

Oh! who that gallant spirit shall resume, 

Leap from Eurotas’ banks, and call thee from foe tomb ? 

1.XXIV. 

Spirit of freedom! when on Phylc’s brow ** 

Thou sat’st wifo Thrasybulus and his train, 

Couldst thou forebode foe dismal hour whidi now 
Dims foe green beauties of llunc Attic plain? 

Not tidriy tyrants now enforce the chain. 

But every carlo can lord it o’er thy land; 

Nor rise thy sons, but idly rail in vain, 

Trembling beneath the scourge of Turkish hand. 
From birth ml death enslaved; in word, in deed, unmann’d. 

I.XXV. 

In all save form alone, bow changed! and who 
That marks the fire still sparkling in each eye. 

Who but would deem their bosoms bunt’d anew 
Wifo thy unquenched beam, lost Liberty! 

And many dream withal the hour is idgh 
That gives them back their fathers’ heritage; 

For fixeign arms and aid they fondly sigli, 

Nor solely dare encounter hostile rage, 

Or tear their name defiled from Slavery’s mournful page, 
nxxvt. 

Hercffltary bondsmen! know ye not 
Who woidd bo free foemsolves must strike foe blow 7 
By their right arms foe conquest must bo wrought ? 
Will Gaul or Muscovite redress ye ? no! 

True, they may lay your proud despoilers low. 

But not for you wUl Freedom’s altars flame. 

Shades of foe Helots! triumph o’er your foe! 

Greece! change thy lords, thy state is still foe same; 
Thy glorious day is o’er, but not thy years of shame. 

* Yellow k the epUhet kIyui to die RuMdue. t loAdel. 

Bone>talk ere the iDwcDk of a Skebe. 

Honemen, Mcwering to oar forlorn hope. I flweid4NNUNir. 
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LXXTII. 

The city won for Allah from the Giatnir, 

The Giaour from Otiiman’s race again may wrest; 
And the Serai’s impenctrahle tower 
Receive tlie fiery Frank, her former guest; 

Or Wahab’s rel^l brood who dared divest 
The prophet’s tomb of all its pious spoil, 

May wind their path of blood along the West; 

But ne’er will frt^om seek this fitted soil, 

But slave succeed to slave through years of endless toil 

I.XXVIll. 

Yet mark their mirtlj—ere lenten days begin, 

^ That penance which their holy rites pre}>are 
To shrive from man his weight of mortal sin, 

By daily abstinence and nightly prayer; 

But ere his 8ackcl<»th garb He|>cntance wear, 

Some days of joyaunco arc decreed to all, 

To take of picasaunce each hLs secret share 
In motley rube to dance at masking ball, 

And join tlie mimic train of merry Carnival. 

LKXIX. 

And whose more rife with merriment than thine, 

Oh Stanibou)! once the empress of their reign ? 
I'hough turi>ans now pollute Sophia’s shrine, 

And Greece her very altars eyes in vain: 

(Alas! her woes will still pervade my strain!) 

Gay were her minstrels once, for free her throng, 

All felt the common joy they now must fi‘ign, 

Nor oft I’ve seen such sight, uor heard such song, 
As woo’d the eye, and thrill’d the Bosphorus along. 

LXXX. 

liOiid was the lightsome tumult of the shore, 

Oft Music changed, but never ceased her tone, 

AikI timely echo’d back the measured oar, 

And rippling waters made a pleasant moan: 

The Q.ueen of tides on iiigli consenting shone, 

And when a transient breeze swept o’er the wave, 
’Twas, as if darting from her heavenly throne, 

A brighter glance her form rellected gave, 

Till 8{)arkliiig biUows seem’d to light tlie banks tliey lave. 

LXXXI. 

Glanced many a light caicjue along tlie foam, 

Danced on the shore tlie daugliters of the land, 

Nc thought had man or maid of rest or home, 

White many a languid eye and thrilling hand 
Exchanged tlie look few bosuins may withstand, 

Or gently prest, retuni’d the pressure still: 

Oh Love! young Love! bound in thy rosy band, 

Let sage or cynic prattle as he will, 

These hours, and only tlicsc, redeem Life’s years of ill! 

Lxxxir. 

But, midst the throng in merry masquerade, 

Lurk there no hearts that throb with secret pain, 
Even throu^i the closest searyient half betray’d? 

To such tlie gentle murmurs of the main 
Seem to re-echo ail they mourn in vain; 

To such the gladness of tlie gamesome crowd 
Is source of wayward thought and stem disdain: 

How do tliey loathe the laughter idly loud, 

And long to change the robe ^ revel die shroud! 

LXXXIII. 

’This must he feel, die true-born son of Greece, 

If Greece one true-born patriot still can boast: 

Not such as prate of war, but skulk in peace, 

The bondsman’s peace, who sighs for all he lost, 

Yet widi smooth smile his tyrant can accost, 

And wield the slavish sickle, not the sword: 

Ah! Greece! they love thoe least who owe thee most; 
Their birth, their blood, and that sublime record I 
Of hero sires, who shame thy now degenerate horde! ! 
C 


LXXXIT. 

When nseth Lacedemon’s hardihood, 

When Thobes Kpaminondas rears again, 

When Athens’ children arc with he^ts endued, 
When Grecian modiers shall give birth to men, 
Then may’st thou be restored; but not tiU then. 

A thousand years scarce serve to form a state; 

An hour may lay it in the dust: and when 
Can man its shatter’d splendcmr renovate, 

Recal its virtues bock, and vanquiidi Time and Fate? 

LXXXT. 

And yet how lovely in thine age of wo, 

Land of lost gods and gcnllike men! art thou! 

Thy vales of evergreen, tliy liills of snow,*'' 

Proclaim thee Nature’s varied favourite now; 

Thy fanes, thy temples to thy sur&ce bow, 
Coimiiingling slowly with heroic earth, 

Broke by the share of every rustic plough: 

So perish monuments of mortal birth, 

So perish all in turn, save well-recorded Worth; 

LXXXVI. 

Save where some solitary column mourns 
Above its prostrate brctiircn of the cave;** 

Save where Tritoiiia’s airy shrine adorns 
(h)ionna’s clifij and gleams along the wave; 

Save o’er some warrior’s half-forgotten grave, 

Where the gray stones and unmolested grass 
Ages, but not oblivion, feebly brave, 

While strangers ouly not regardless pass, 

.ingering like mo, percliancc, to gaze, and sigli "Alas!* 

1.XXXVII. 

Yet arc Uiy skies as blue, thy crags as wild; 

Sweet are tliy groves, and verdant are thy fields, 
Thine olive ripe as when Minerva smilec), 

And still his honied wealth Hymettus yields; 

There the blithe bee his fragrant fortress builds, 

I'he fr« t;bom wanderer of thy mountain-air; 

A(k>I1o still thy long, long siimnier gilds, 

Still in his beam Mcndeli’s marbles glare; 

Art, Glory, p’roedom fail, but Nature stili is fair. 

LXXXVIIl. 

Where’er we tread ’tis haunted, holy ^^und ; 

No eardi of thine is lost in vulgar mould, 

But one vast realm of wonder spreads around, 

And all the Muse’s talcs seem truly told, 

1’il! the TOiise aclies witli gazing to behold 
The scenes our earliest dreams have dwelt upon: 
Each hill and dale, each deepening glen and wold 
Defies the power which crush’d thy temples gone: 
Age shakes Atliena’s tow er, but spares gray Marathon. 

I.XXXIX. 

The 8im, the soil, but not tlm slave, the same; 
Unchanged in all except its foreign l<Hth— 

Preserves alike its l>ounds and bmmdless fame 
The Battle-field, where Perm’s victim horde 
First bow’d beneath Uie brunt of Hellas’ sword, 

As on the mom to distant Glory dear, 

When Marathcm became a magic word; ** 

Which utter’d, to the hearer’s eye appear 
The camp, the host, the fight, the conqueror’s cveer. 

xc. 

The flying Mede, his i^aftless broken bow; 

The fiery Greek, his red pursuing spear; 

Mountains above, Earth’s, Ocean’s plain below; 

Deatlt in the front, D^tniction in the rear! 

Such was the scene-~-what now remaineth here? 
What sacrod trophy marks the hallow’d ground, 
Recording Freedom’s smile and Asia’s tear? 

The rifled um, the violated mound, 

'he dust tliy courser’s hoofj rude stranger! spurns around. 
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xci. 

Tet to the remnants of thy splendour post 
Shall pilgruDS, pensire, but unwearied thrcmg; 

Long s)>aU the voyager, with th’ Ionian blast. 

Hail the bright clime of battle and of song; 

Long shall &ine annals and immortal tongue 
Fill with thy fiime the youth of many a shore; 

Boost of the aged! lesson of the young! 

Which sages venerate and bards adore, 

As Pallas and tite Muse unveil their aw&l lore, 

xcii. 

The {Htrtcd bosom clings to wonted home. 

If au^t that’s kindred cheer the welcome hearth; 

He tliat is lonely liithcr let him roam, 

And gaze complacent on congenial earth. 

Greece is no hghtsome land of social mirth; 

But he whom Sadness soolheth may abide, 

And scarce regret tlic region of his birth. 

When wandering slow by Delphi’s sacred aide. 

Or gazing o’er the plains where Greek and Persian died. 

Lot such approach tliis consecrated land. 

And pass in peace along the magic waste: 

But spare its relics—^let no busy band 
Deface the scenes, already bow defaced! 

Nut for such purpose wore tiiese altars placed: 
Kevero the remnants nations once revered; 

So may our country’s name be uiulisgraced. 

So may’st tliou prosper where thy youth was rear’d. 
By every honest joy of love and hfe endear’d! 

For thee, who thus in too protracted song 
Hast soothed tlune idlesse with inglorious lays, 

Bonn shall thy voice be lost amid the tlirung 
Of louder minstrels in these later days: 

To such resign the strife for fading bays— 

III may such contest now the spirit move 
'VN'hich heeds nor keen reproach nor partial praise; 
Since cold each kinder heart that might approve. 

And none arc left to please when none are lefl to love. 

xcv. 

Thou too art gcaie, thou loved and lovely one! 

Whom youth and youth’s adections boimd to mo; 
Who did for me what none beside have done, 

Nor shrank from one all)eit unwortliy thee. 

What is my being? thou hast ceased to be! 

Nor staid to welcome here thy wanderer home. 

Who mourns o’er hours which we no more shall .see— | 
Would tliey had never been, or were to come! 

Wo'ikl he had ne’er return’d to find fresh cause to roam! 

xcvi. 

Oh! ever loving, lovely, and beloved! 

How selfish Sorrow ponders on the past. 

And clings to thou^ts now better far removed! 

But Time shall tear thy shadow frmn me last. 

AU tlmu couldst have of mine, stem Death! thou hast 
The parent, friend, and now the more than friend: 

N e’er yet for one thine arrows flew so fast. 

And grief with grief continuing still to blend. 

Hath snatcii’d the little joy that life had yet to lend. 

xevn. 

Then must I plunge again into the crowd. 

And follow all that Peace disdains to seek ? 

Where Revel calls, and Laughter, vainly loud, 

False to the heart, distorts the hollow cheek, 

To leave the flagging sfnrit doubly weak; 

Still o’er the features, which perforce they cheer. 

To feign the pleasure or conceal the pique: 

Ssailes form the channel of a future tear, 

Oir caise the writliing Up with ill-dissembled sneer. 


What is the worst of woes that wait on age? 
What stamps the wrinkle deeper <»> the brow? 
To view each loved one blott^ fiom life’s page. 
And be alone on eartii, as I am now. 

Before tlie Ohaslener humbly let me bow 
O’er hearts divided and o’er hopes destroy’d: 

Roll on, vain days! full reckless may ye flow, 
Since Tune hath reft whate’er my sold enjoy’d. 
And with the ills of Kid mine earlier years aUoy’d. 


CANTO HI. 


e rfite Bpi^iewiiun vnnii for^t de pemer k ftutrt cboM ; U 
itbUi’ rpiii^le quv crlui>Ib et le 

du Jioi d« I'nua^ A Alembert, Sept, 7, 1716. 


Is thy face like thy mother’s, my fair child! 

Ada! sole daughter of my house oud heart? 

When last 1 saw Uiy young blue eyes they smiled, 
And then wo parted,’~~not as now we part, 

But with a hope.— 

Awaking with a start, 

The waters heave around me; and on high 
The winds lifl up their voices: 1 depart, 

Whither 1 know not; but the hour’s gone by, 

When Albion's lesscrung shores could grieve or glad 
I mine eye. 

ir. 

Once more upon the waters! yet once more! 

And the waves bound beneath me as a steed 
That knows his rider. Welcome, to their roar! 
Swift be their guidance, wheresoe’er it lead! 

Though llie strain’d mast should quiver as a reed, 
And the rent canvass ftnltering strew the gale, 

Still must 1 on; for I am as a weed, 
h'lung from the rock, on Ocean’s foam, to sail 
Where’er the surge may sweep, the tempest’s breath 
prevail. 

III. 

In my youth’s summer I did sing of One, 

The wandering outlaw of his own dark mind; 

Again I seize the theme Uien but begun, 

And bear it with me, as the rushing wind 
Bears the cloud onwards: in that Tale I find 
The furrows of long thought, and dried-up tears, 
Whicli, ebbing, leave a steril track behind, 

O’er which all heavily the journeymg yeara 
I Plod tlie last sands of life,—w’here not a flower appears. 

IV. 

Since my young days of possaon—joy, or pain, 
Perchance my heart and harp have lc»t a string, 

And both may jar: it may be, that iit vain 
I would essay as 1 have sung to sing. 

Yet, though a dreary strain, to tliis 1 ding, 

So tliat it ween me from the weary dream 
Of selHsh grief or gladness—so it fling 
Porgetfulncss around me—it shall seem 
To me, though to none else, a not ungrateful theme. 

V. 

He, wdio grown aged in this world of w<^ 

In deeds, not years, piercing the depths of life. 

So that no wonder waits him; nor below 
Can love, or sorrow, fame, ambition, strife, 

Cut to his heart again with the keen knife 
Of silent, sharp endurance: he can tell 
Why thought seeks refijge in lone carves, yet rife 
With airy images, and shapes which dwell 
Still unin^air’d, ^ough old, in the soul’s haunted cefl. 
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n. 

*Ti8 to create, aiul in creating live 
A being more intense, that we endow 
WiU) form our fancy, gaining as we give 
The life we image, even as I do now. 

What am I? Noting: but not so art thou, 

Soul of my thouglit! with whom 1 traverse earth, 

V InvisiUe but gazing, as I glow 

Mix’d with thy spirit, blended with diy birth, 

And feeling still with thee in my crush’d feelings’ dearth 

VII. 

Yet must I think less wildly:—! )iai}e thouglit 
Too lung and darkly, till my brain becanio, 

In its own eddy boiling and o’erwrou^t, 

A whirling gulf of phantasy and flame: 

And thus, untaught in youth my heart to tame, 

My spiings of life were poison’d. ’Tis too lafe! 

Yet arn I changed; tliough still enough the same 
In strength to bear what lime ran not aliate, 

And feed on bitter fruits without accusing Fate. 

Tin. 

Somerliing too much of thisbut now ’lis ]jas't, 

And tlie spell closes witli its silent seal. 

Long absent Harold reappears at last; 

He of tlie brea.st which fain no more would f<‘el, 
Wrung with the wounds which kill not, but ne’er heal; 
Yet Time, who changes all, had alter’d him 
In soul and aspect as in age: years steal 
Fire from the mind as vigour from the limb; 

And life’s eiidianted cup but sparkles near the brim. 

IX. 

His liad been quaff’d too quickly, aiui ho found 
The dregs were wonnwcKtd; but he fill'd again, 

And from a purer fount, on holier ground, 

And deem’d its spring perpetual; Uit in vain! 

Still round him clung invisibly a chain 
Which gall’d for over, fettering though unseen, 

And heavy though it clank’d not; worn witli pain, 
Which pined although it spoke not, and grew keen, 
Entering with every step he took through many a scene. 

X. 

Secure in guarded co)diie.sK, he had rmx'd 
Again in fancied safety with his kind, 

And deem’d his spirit now so firmly fix’d 
And sheath’d witli an invulnerable mind, 

That, if no joy, no sorrow lurk’d behind; 

And he, as one, might midst the many stand 
Unheeded, searching throu^ tlie crowd to find 
Fit s|>eculation; sudi as in strange land 
Ue fcHUvl in wonder-works of God and Nature’s hand. 

XI. 

But who can view tlie ripen’d rose, nor seek 
To wear it? who can curiously behold 
The smoothness and the sheen of beauty’s cheek, 
Nor feel tho heart can never all grow uU? 

Who can contemplate Fame through clouds unfold 
Tlie star w'liich rises o’er her 8tee{t, nor climb ? 

* Harold, once more witliin the vortex, roll’d 
On with the giddy circle, chasing Time, 

Yet with a nobler aim than in his youth’s fend prime. 

zix. 

But soon he knew himself the most unfit 
Of men to herd with Msm; with whom he held 
Little in common; untaught to submit 
His tlioughts to others, though his soul was quell’d 
In youth by his own thoughts; still uncompeil’d, 

He would not yield dominbn his mind 
To sjfe'its against whom his own rebell’d; 

Proud though in desolation; which could And 
# A life within itselii to breatlie without mankind. 


xxti. 

Whore rose the mountains, there to him were friends, 
Where roll’d Uie ocean, thereon was his home; 
Where a blue sky, and glowing clime, extends, 

He had the passion and the ]>ower to niam; 

The desert, forest, cavern, breaker’s feam, 

Were unto him companionship; they spake 
A mutual language, cleeu’er than the tome 
Of his land’s tongue, which he would ofl forsake 
For Nature’s {>ageB glass’d by sunbeams on the lake. 

XIV. 

I.ike the Chaldean, he could watch the stars, 

Till ho had jieopled them with beings br^t 
As their own beams; and earth, and eai^born jars, 
And human frailties, wore forgotten quite; 

Could he have kept his spirit to that flight 
Ht; had been happy; but this clay will sink 
Ils spark iiiirnorla), envying it the light 
To which it mounts, as if to break the link 
That keeps us from yon heaven wliich woos us to its brink 

XV. 

But in Man’s dw(‘nings he became a thing 
Restless .and worn, and stern and wearisome, 

Drotip’d as a wi)il-bom falcon with dipt wing. 

To whom tlie boimdless air alone w'erc liome: 

I'ben came his fii again, which to o’crcome, 

As eagerly the barr’d-up bird will beat 
His breast and beak agaiast his wiry dome 
Till tlie blood tinge his plumage, so the heat 
Of his impeded soul would through his bosom eat. 

xvr. 

* 

Self-exiled Harold wanders forth again, 

With nought of hope left, but with less of gloom; 
The very knowledge tliat he lived in vain, 

I'hat all was over on this side the tomb, 

Had made Despair a smilingness assume, 

\V Inch, though ’ twerc wiUl,—as on the pUmder’d wreck 
Wiwjn mariners would madly meet tlieir doom 
With draughts intemperate on tlie sinking deck,— 

Did yet inspire a cheer, which he forbore to check. 

Stop!—For thy tread is on an Empire’s dust! 

An Earthquake’s spoil is sepulchred btdow! 

Is the s[>ot mark’d with no colossal bust ? 

Nor column trophied for triumphal show? 

None; but the moral’s truUi tells simpler so, 

As the ground was before, thus let it be ;— 

How that red ruin hath made the harvest grow! 

And is this all the world has gain’d by thee, 

Thou first and last of fields! king-making Victory? 

xvin. 

And Harold stands upon tliis place of skulls, 

The grave of France, the deadly Waterloo; 

How in an hour the fiovvcr which gave annuls 
Its gifts, transferring fame as fleeting too! 

In “ pride of place” * here last the eagle flew, 

Then tore with bloody talon the rent plain, 

Pierced by the shafr of banded nations through; 
AmbiticHi’s life ami l^mrs all were vain; 

He wears the shatter’d links of Uie world’s brdten chain 

XXX. 

Fit retribution! Gaul may champ the bit 
And foam in fetters;—but is Earth more free ? 

Did nations combat to make One submit; 

Or league to teatdi aU kings true sovereignty? 

What! shall reviving Thr^dom again be 
The patdi’d-up idol of enlighten’d days ? 

Shall we, who struck the Lion down, shall we 
Pay the Wolf homage ? proffering lowly gaze 
And servile knees to thrones? No ;prwc before ye praise! 
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\ XX. 

ir not, oVr one fallen despot boast no more! 

In vain fair cheeks were furrow’d with hot tears 
For Europe’s flowers long rooted Uf> before 
The trampler of her vineyards; in vain years 
Of death, depopulation, bondage, ft^ars, 

Have all been borne, and broken by the accord 
Of roused-up millions: all that most endears 
Glory, is when the myrtle wreathes a sword 
Such as H&rmodius * drew cm Athens’ tyrant lord. 

XXI. 

There was a sound of revelry by night, 

And Belgium's capital had gather’d then 
Her Beauty and her Cliivalry, ami bright 
The lamps shone o’er fair women end brave men { 
A thousand hearts beat happily; and when 
Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 

Soft eyes lock’d love to eyes which spake again, 
And all went merry as a marriage-bell; * 

But hush! hark! a deep sound strikes like a rising knell 
XXIX. 

Did ye not hear it?—No; ’iwas but the wind, 

Or the car rattling o’er the stony street; 

On with tlie dance! let joy be uncoiifined; 

No sleep till mom, when Youth and Pleasure meet 
To chase die glowing Hours with flying feet— 

But, hark!—tliat heavy sound breaks in once more, 
As if tlie clouds its echo would repeat; 

And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before! 

Arm! Arm! it is—it is—the cannon’s opening roar! 

xxiii. 

Within a window’d niche of that high hall 
Sale Brunswick’s fated chieflain; he did hear 
That sound the first amidst the festival. 

And caught its tone with Death’s prophetic ear: 

And when they smiled because he deem’d it near, 
His heart nxore truly knew that peal too well 
Which stretch’d his father on a bloody bier, 

And roused the vengeance blood alone could quell: 
He rush’d into the field, and, foremost fighting, fell. 

XXIV. 

Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro, 

And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress, 

And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago 
Blush’d at the praise of their own loveliness; 

And tliure were sudden parUngs, such as press 
The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs 
Which ne’er might l>e rejieatod; who could guess 
If ever more should meet tliosc mutual eyes, 

Since upon mghl so sweet such awful mom could Hse ? 

XXV. 

And there was motinting in hc»t haste: tlie steed, 

The mitftenng squadron, and the clattering car, 
Went pouring forward with impetuous speed, 

And swiftly forming in the ranks of war; 

And the deep thunder pead on peal afar; 

And near, the beat of the alarming drum j 

Roused up tlie soldier ere the morning star; | 

Wlule throng’d the ciftzons with terror dumb, 

Or whispering, with while Ups—The foe! They cmne! 
they come!” 

XXVI. 

And wild and high the "Cameron’s gathering” rose! 
The war-note of liodhiel, which Albyn’s hi& 

Have heard, and heard, loo, have her Saxon foes 
How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills^ 

Savage and shrill! But with flie breath which fflls 
Their moBQtain-{npc, so fifl the mountaineers 
With the flcrce native during which instils 
The stirring memory of a thousand years 

* Evan’s, * Donats iamo rings in each dansman’s 
earsl 


xxnx. 

And Ardennes ® waves above tliem her green leaven. 
Dewy witli natiu^’s tear-drops, os they {mss, 
Grieving, if aught inanimate e’er grieves, 

Over the unreturning brave,—alas! 

Ere evening to be trodden Uke the grass 
Which now beneatix them, but above shall grow 
In its next verdure, when this fiery mass 
Of living valour, rolling on the foe 
And burning with high hope, sliall nxmldor cold and low 
xxviiz. 

Last noon behold them full of lusty life, 

Last eve in Beauty's circle {iroudly gay, 

I'hc midnight brought the signal-sound of strife, 

The morn tlie marshalling in arms^the day 
Battle’s magnificcntly-stern array! 

The thimder-ciouds close o’er it, which when rent 
The cartli is cover’d thick with other clay, 

Which her own clay shall cover, heap’d and pent, 
Rider and horsey—^friend, foe,—in one red burial blent! 

xxzx. 

Their praise is hymn’d by loftier harps than mine, 

Yet one 1 would select from that proud throng, 

Partly hctcausc they blend me with his line, 

And partly that I di<l his sire some wrong. 

And partly that bright names will hallow song; 

And ids was of the bravest, and when shower’d 
The death-bolts deadliest the thinn’d flies along, 

Even where the tliickcst of war’s temfiest lower’d, 
They reach’d no nobler breast than thine, young, gallant 
Howard! 

XXX. 

There have been team and breaking hearts for thef^ 
And mine were nothmg, had I such to give; 

But when I stood beneath the fresh green tree, 

Which living waves where thou dhist ce^e to Uve, 
And saw aroimd me the wide field revive 
With fruits and fertile promise, and the Spring 
(/ome flwth her wenk of gladness to contrive, 

With all her retddess birds U{)on the wing, 
turn’d from all she brought to those slio could not bring.* 

XXXi. 

1 turn’d to thee, to thousands, of whom eadi 
And one as all a ^^stly gap did make 
In his own kind and kindred, whom to teach 
Forgetfulness were mercy for their sake; 

The Archangel’s trump, not Glory’s, must awake 
Those whom they thirst fiir; tliough sound of Fune 
May for a moment sooth, it cannot slake 
The fovor of vain longing and the name 
•o honour’d but assumes a stronger, bitterer claim. 

XXXII. 

They mourn,but smile at length; and, smiling,mourn 
The tree will wither Icmg before it fall; 

The hull drives on, though mast and sail be tom; 

The roof>tree sinks, but moulders on the hall 

In massy hoariness; the min’d wail 

Stands when its wind-worn battlements are gone; 

Tlie bars survive the captive they enthnd; 

The day drags through tho’ storms keep out the sun 
And thus the heart wMI break, yet brokenly live on: 

XXXZIf. 

Even as a broiien mirror, which the glass 
In every fragment multi{dies; and makes 
A thousand images of one that was, 

The same, and still the more, the more it breaks; 

And thus the heart will do which not fiM^akei^ 

Living in shattei^d guise, and still, and coki, 

Aud bloodless, with its ifteepless sorrow xtAietf 
Yet wifliers on till all without is old, 
showing tie vhnbie mgn, for such things are umt^dL 
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XXXIV. 

There is a very life in our despair, 

Vitality of jKJison,—a quick root 
Which feeds these deadly branches; for it were 
As noUiinjif did we die; but Life will suit 
Itself to Sorrow'’8 most detested fruit, 

Like to the apples on the ®Dead Sea’s shore, 

All ashes to the tast«; Did man compute 
Existence by enjoyment, and count o’er 
Su<^ hours ’gainst years of life,—say, would he nam 
threescore ? 

The Psalmist number’d out the years of man: 

They arc enough; and if thy tale be truty 

Thou, who didst gnidge him even that deetmg span, 1 

More than enough, tliou fatal Waterloo! 

Millions of tongues record thee, and anew 
Their children’s lips shall echo thorn, and say— 
“Here, where the sword united nations drew, 

“Our countrymen were warring on that day!” 

And Uiis is much, and all which will not pass away. 

XXXVI. 

There sunk the greatest, nor the worst of men, 

Whose spirit antithetically mixt 
One moment of the mightiest, and again 
On little objects with like firmness fixt, 

Extreme in all things! iiadst thou been betwixt, 

Thy throne had still boon tliinc, or never been; 

For daring marie thy rise as fall; thou scek’st 
Even now to reassume tlio imperial mien, 

And shake again the world, the Thunderer of tlie scene 

xxxrii. 

Conqueror and captive of the earth art thou! 

She trembles at thee still, and thy wild name 
Was ne’er more bruited in men’s minds than now 
That thou art nothing, save the jest of Fame, 

Who woo’d thee once, thy vassal, and became 
The flatterer of tliy fierceness, till thou wort 
A god unto thyself; nor loss tlie same 
To the astounded kingdoms all inert, 

Who deem’d thee for a time whate’er thou didst assert. 

xxxvni. 

Oh, more or less than man—in high or low, 

Battling with nations, flying from tlie field; 

Now making monarclis’ necks thy footstool, now 
More than thy meanest soldier taught to yield; 

An empire thou couldat crush, command, rebuild, 

But govern not diy pettiest paf«ion, nor, 

However deeply in men’s sjnrits skill’d, 

Look through thine own, nor curb the lust of war, 

Nor learn that tempted Fate will leave the loftiest star. 
XXXIX. 

Yet well thy soul hath brook’d the turning tido 
With that untaught innate philosophy, 

Which, be it wisdom, coldness, or deep pride, 

Is gall and wormwood to an enemy. 

When the whole liust of hatred stood hard by, 

To watch and mock thee shrinking, thou hast smiled 

With a sedate and all-enduring eye 

When Fortune fled her sfioil’d and favourite child, 

He stood unbow’d beneath the ills upcm him piled. 

XL, 

SageK than in thy fortunes; for in them 
Ambitimi steel’d tliee on too far to show 
That just liahitual scorn which could contemn 
Men and their thoughts; ’twas wise to feel, not so 
To wear it ever on thy lip and brow, 

And spurn the instruments thoii wert to use 
Till they were turn’d unto thine overthrow: 

’Tis but a worthless world to wm or lose; 

So hath it proved to thee, and aQ such lot who choose. 


XU. 

llj like a tower upon a headlong rock, 

Thou hadst been made to sinnd or fall alone, 

Such scorn of man had help’d to brave tSe shodi; 
But men's tlioughts were tlie steps which paved thy 
7Vicir admiration thy best weapon shone; [throne, 

The part of Philip’s son was Uiinc, not then 
(Unless aside thy purple had been thrown) 

Like stern Diogenes to mock at men; 

For sceptred cynics earth wore far too wide a den.* 

XLIl. 

But quiet to quick bc^ms is a hell, 

And there hath been thy bane; there is a Are 
And motion of the soul which will not dwell 
Li its own narrow bemg, but aspire 
Beyond the fitting medium of desire; 

And, but once kindled, quenchless evermore^ 

Preys upon high adventure, nor can tire 
Of aught but rest; a fever at the core, 

Fatal to liim who bears, to all who ever bore. 

XLllI. 

This makes tlie madmen who have mado men mad 
By their contagion; Conquerors and Kings, 

I Founders of sects and systems, to whom add 
Sophists, Bards, Statesmen, all unquiet things 
Which stir too strongly tho soul’s secret springs. 

And arc tliemselves the fools to those they fool; 
Envied, yet how um'iiviable! what slings 
Are theirs! One l^rcast laid c^en were a school 
Which would untcacli mankind tlie lust to shine or rule; 

, XLIV. 

Th(‘ir breath is agitation, and their life 
A storm whereon tliey ride, to sink at last, 

And yet so nursed and bigoted to strife. 

That should their days, surviving perils past, 

Melt to calm twilight, they feel overcast 
WiUi sorn»w and supineness, and so die; 

Even as a flame unfed, which runs to waste 
With its own flickering, or a sword laid by 
kVhich cats into itself and rusts ingloriously. 

I He who ascends to mount ahi-tops, shall find 
' The luftiost peaks most wrajit in clouds and snow, 

Ho who surfiasses or subdues mankind, 

Must look down on the hate of those below. 

Though high above Uio sun of glory ^ow, 

And far beneatJi the earth and ocean spread, 

RouTid him arc icy rocks, and loudly blow 

Contending tempests on his naked head, 

ltd thus reward tlic toils wltich to those summits led. 

, XLVI. 

Away with these! true Wisdom’s world will be 
Williin its own creation, or in thine, 

Maternal Nature! for who teems like thee, 

Thus on the banks of tliy majestic Hliine ? 

There Harold gazes on a work divine, 

A blending of all beauties; streams and dells, 

Fruit, foliage, crag, wood, cornfield, mountain, vine, 
And chiefless castles lu'eathiiig stern farewells 
'rom gray but leafy wails, where Ruin greenly dwells 

XLvn. 

And there they stand, as stands a lofty mind, 

Worn, but unstooping to the baser crowd, 

All tcuantless, save to the crannying wind, 

Or holding dark communion with the cloud. 

There was a day when they were young and prewd, 
Banners cm hi^, and battles pass’d below; 

But they who fought are in a bloody shroud, 

And those which waved are shredloss dust ere now, 
&nd the bleak battlements shall bear no future blow. 
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Beneath these battlements, within those walls, 

Power dwelt amidst her passions; in proud state 
Each roUicr chief upheld his armed halls, 

Doin); his evil will, nor less elate 
Than mightier heroes of a longer date. 

What want these outlawsconquerors should have? 
But History’s purchased page to call them great? 

A wider space, an ornamented grave ? 

Their hopes were not less warm, their souls wore full 
as brave. 

XLIX. 

In their baronial feuds and single helds, 

What deeds of prowess unrecorded died! 

And Love, which lent a blazon to their shields, 

With emblems well devised by amorous pride. 
Through all the mail of iron hearts would glide; 

But still their flame was fierceness, and drew on 
Keen contest and destruction near allied. 

And many a tower for some lair mischief won. 

Saw the di^lour’d Rhine beneath its ruin run. 

L. 

But Thou, exulting and abounding river! 

Making thy waves a blessing as they flow 
Throu^ banks whose beauty would endure fi>r ever 
Could man but leave thy bright creation so. 

Nor its fair promise Irom tlic surfiico mow 
With the sharp scythe of conflict,—then to see 
Thy valley rf sweet waters, were to know 
Earth paved like Heaven; and to scorn such to me. 
Even now what wants thy stream ?—that it should Lethe 
be. I 

A thousand battles have assail’d thy banksi. 

But these and half their fame have pass’d away. 

And Slaughter heap’d on high his weltering rante; 
Their very graves are gone, and what arc they ? 

Thy tide wash’d down the blood of yesterday. 

And all was stainless, and on thy clear stream 
Glass’d with its dancing light the sunny ray; 

But o’er the blacken’d memory’s blighting dream 
Thy waves would vainly roll, all sweeping as they seem. 

Lit. 

Thus Harold inly said, and pass’d along. 

Yet not insensibly to all which here 
Awoke the jocund birds to early song 
In glens which might have made even exile dear: 
Though on his brow were graven lines austere. 

And tranquil sternness which liad ta’en the place 
Of feelings fierier far but less severe, 

Joy was not always absent fi'om bis face. 

But o’er it in such scenes would steal with transient trace. 

Nor was all love shut frmn him, though his days ' 
Of passion had consumed themselves to dust. 

It is in vain that we would coldly gaze 
On such as smile upon us; the heart must 
Leap kindly back to kindness, though disgust 
Hath wean’d it from all worldlings: tlius he felt, 

For there was soft remembrance, and sweet trust 
In one fond breast, to which his own would melt. 

And in its tenderer hour on that his bosom dwelt. 

LIT. 

And he had loam’d to love,—I know not why. 

For this in such as him seems strange of mood,— 

The helpless looks of blooming infancy. 

Even in its earliest nurture; what subdued, 

To change like this, a mind so far imbued 
With scorn of man, it little boots to know; 

But thus it was; and though in sditude 
Small power the nipp’d aflections have to grow, 

In him this glow’d when all beside had ceased to glow. 


And there was one sofl. breast, as hath been said. 
Which unto his was boimd by stronger ties 
Than the church links witlial; and, though unwed, 
That love was pure, and, far above disguise, 

Had stood the tost of mortal enmities 
Still undivided, and cemented more 
By peril, dreaded most in female eyes; 

But this was firm, and fusn a foreipi shore 
Well to that heart might hU these absent greetings pour! 
1 . 

The ca.stlcd crag of Drachenfels '■ 

Frowns o’er the wide and winding Rhine, 

Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Between the banks which bear the vine, 

And hills all rich witli blossom’d trees. 

And fields which promise corn and wine. 

And scatter’d cities crowning these. 

Whoso far wliite walls along tliem shine. 

Have strew’d a scene, which I should see 
Witli double joy wert thou with me. 

2 . 

And peasant girls, with deep blue eyes, 

And hands wliich offer early flowers. 

Walk smiling o’er this paradise; 

Above, the fioquent feudal towers 
Through green loaves lift their widls of gray. 

And many a rock which steeply lowers. 

And noble arch in proud decay. 

Look o’er this vale of vintage-bowers; 

But one tiling want these banks dT RhinOf— 

Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine! 

3. 

I send the lilies given to me; 

Though long before thy hand they touch, 

I know that they must wither’d be. 

But yet reject them not as such; 

For 1 have cherish’d them as dear. 

Because they yet may meet thine eye. 

And guide thy soul to mine even here. 

When thou behold’st them drooping nigh. 

And know’st them gather’d by the Rhme, 

And offer’d from my heart to tliine 1 

4. 

The river nobly foams and flows, 

Thu charm of this enchanted ground. 

And all its thousand turns disclose 
Some fresher beauty varying round: 

The haughtiest breast its wish might bound 
Through life to dwell delighted here; 

Nor could on earth a si>ot be found 
To nature and to me so dear. 

Could thy dear eyes in following mine 
Still sweeten more tliese banks of Rhine! 

LTI. 

By Coblentz, on a rise of gentle ground. 

There is a small and simple pyramid. 

Crowning the summit of the verdant mound, 
Beneath its base are heroes’ ashes hid, 

Our enemy’s—but let not that forbid 
Honour to Marceau! o’er whose early tomb 
Tears, big tears, gush’d fiom the rough soldier’s lid, 
Lamenting and yet envying such a doom. 

Falling for France, whose rights he battled to resume. 

LTII. 

Brief brave, and glorious was his young career,— 
His mourners were two hosts, his friends and foes; 
And fitly may tlie stranger lingering hero 
Pray for his gallant spirit’s bright repose; 

For he was Freedom’s champion, one of those, 

The few in number, who had not o’erstept 
The charter to chastise which she bestows 
On such as wield her weapons; he had kept 
The whiteness of his soul, and thus men o’er him wept.** 
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LTIU. 

Here Ehronbreitatein,” with her ihatter’d waB 
Blade with Ae miner’s blast, upon her height 
Yet shows of what she was, when shell and ball 
Rebounding idly on her strength did light; 

A tower of victory! ih>m whence the ffight 
Of baffled foes was watch’d along the pl^; 

But Peace destroy’d what War could never blight, 
And laid those proud roofe bare to Summer’s rain— 
On vfflich the iron shower for years bad pour’d in vain. 

LIX. 

Adieu to thee, feir Rhine! How long delighted 
The stranger f^ would linger on bis way! 

* Thine is a scene alike where souls united 
Or lonely Contemplation thus might stray; 

And could the ceaseless vultures cease to prey 
On seltcondemning bosoms, it were here. 

Where Nature, nor too sombre nor too gay, 

Wild but not rude, awful yet not austere, 

Is to the mellow Earth as Autumn to the year. 

I 

Adieu to thee again! a vain adieu! 

There can be no ferewell to scene like thine; 

The mind is colour’d by thy every hue; 

And if reluctantly the eyes resign 

Their cherish’d gase upon thee, lovely Rhine! 

’Tis with the thankful ^anco of parting praise; 

More mighty sirots may rise—more glaring shine, 

But none unite in tme attaching maze 
The brilliant, lair, and soft,—the glories of old days. 

The negligently grand, the fruitful bloom 
Of coming ripeness, the white city’s sheen. 

The rolling stream, the precipice’s gloom, 

The forest’s growth, and Gothic walls between. 

The wild rocks shaped as they had turrets been 
In mockery of man’s art; and these withal 
A race of faces happy as the scene. 

Whose fertile bounties here extend to all, [fall. 
Still springing o’er thy banks, though Empires near them 

nxii. 

But these recede. Above me are the Alps, 

The palaces of Nature, whose vast walls 
Have pinnacled in clouds their snowy scalps. 

And throned Eternity in icy halls 
Of cold sublimity, where forms and falls 
The avalanche—the thunderbolt of snow! 

All that exjiands the spirit, yet appals, 

Gather around these summits, as to show [below. 
How Earth may pierce to Heaven, yet leave vain man 

LXIII. 

But ere these matchless heights I dare to scan. 

There is a spot should not be pass’d in vain,— 

Morat! the proud, the patriot field! where man 
May gaze on ghakly trophies of the slain. 

Nor blush for those who conquer’d on that pltfin; 

Hero Burgundy bequeath’d his tomldess host, 

A bony heap, through ages to remain. 

Themselves their monument;—^Iho S^gian coast 
Unsepulchred they roam’d, and shriek’d each wandering 
ghost. 

t,xiv. 

While Waterloo with Cannie’s carnage vies, 

Morat and Marathon twin names shaU stand; 

They were true Glory’s stainless victories. 

Won by the unambitious heart and hand 
Of a proud, brotherly, and civic band. 

All unbought champions in no princely cause 
Of vice-entail’d Corruption; they no land 
Doom’d to bewail the blasphemy of laws 
* Making kings’ rights divine, by some Draconic clause. 


ixv. 

By a lone wall a lonelier column rears 
A gray and grief-worn aspect of old days, 

’Tis the last remnant of the wreck of years, 

And looks as with the wdd-bewiider'd gaze 
Of one to stone converted by amaze. 

Yet still with consciousness; and there it stands 
Making a marvel that it not decays, 

When the coeval pride c{ human hands, 

Levell’d Aventicum, hath strow’d her subject lands. 
LXVt. 

And there—oh! sweet and sacred be the name!— 
Julia—^the daughter, the devoted—gave 
Her youth to Heaven; her heart, beneath a claim 
Nearest to Heaven’s, broke o’er a btlier’s grave. 
Justice is sworn ’gainst tears, and hers would crave 
The life she lived in; but the Judge was just. 

And then she died on him she could not save. 

Their tomb was simple, and witliout a bust. 

And held witliin their um one mind, one heart, one 
dust. ' 

But these are deeds which should not pass away. 
And names that must not wither, though the eai^ 
Forgets her empires with a just decay, 

The enslavers and the enslaved, their death and birth; 
The high, the mountain-majesty of worth 
Should be, and shall, survivor of its wo, 

And from its immortality lo<di forth 
In the sun’s face, like yonder Alpine snow,*’ 
jlroperishably pure beyotid all things below. 

Lake Leman woos me with its crystal face, 

The mirror where the stars and mountains view 
The stillness of their aspoct in each trace 
Its clear depth yields of their fair height and hue: 
There is too much of man here, to look through 
With a fit mind the might which t behold; 

But soon in me shall lioneliness renew 
Thoughts hid, but not less cherish’d than of old, 

i Ere mingling with the herd had penn’d me in their fold, 
nxix. 

To fly from, need not be to hate, mankind: 

All are not fit with them to stir and toil. 

Nor is it discontent to keep the mind 
Deep in its fountain, lest it overboil 
In tile hot throng, where we become the spoil 
Of our infection, till too late and long 
We may deplore and struggle with the coil. 

In wretched interchange of wrong for wrong 
I Midst a contentious world, striving whore none are strong. 

There, in a moment, we may plunge our years 
In fatal penitence, and in the blij^t 
Of our own soul turn all our blo^ to tears. 

And colour tilings to come with hues of Nq^t; 

The race of life becomes a hopeless flight 
To tliose that walk in darkness: on the sea, 

The boldest steer but where their ports invite, 

But there are wanderers o’er Eternity 
Whose bark drives aa and on, and anchor’d ne’er shall be. 

utxi. 

Is it not better, then, to be alone. 

And love Earth only for its earthly sake 1 
By the blue rushing of the arrowy Rhone," 

Or the |iure bosom of its nursing lake, 

Which feeds it as a mother who doth make 
A foir but froward infant her own care, 

Kissing its cries away as these awake;— 

Is it not better thus our lives to wear, 

Than join the crushing crowd, doom’d to inflict or bear? 
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LXXXI. 

I Itvo not in myselij but I becomo 
Portion of that around rao: and to me 
High mountains are a tcciing, but the hum 
or human cities torture: 1 can see 
Nothing to loathe in nature, save to be 
A link reluctant in a fleshly cliain, 

ClassM among creatures, when the soul can flee, 

And witii the sky, the peak, the licaving pl^ 

CX ocean, or the stars, mingle, and not in vain. 

LXXIJI. 

And thus I am absorbed, and this is life; 

1 look U}.>on the peopled desert {last, 

As on a place of agony and strifo, 

Where, for some sm, to Sorrow 1 was cast, 

To act and sufler, but remount at lout 
With a fresl) pinion; wliich 1 feel to spring, 

Though young, yet waxing vlgorouR, as the blast 
Whicli it would cojms with, on delighted wing, 
Spurning the clay-cold bonds which round our being cling 
LXXIV. 

And when, length, the mind shall bo all free 
From what it hates in this degraded form, 

Kefi of its carnal life, save what shall be 
Kxistent hupjiier in the fly wjJ worm,— 

When elements (o elements conform, 

And dtisC is as it should bo, shall I not 
Feel all I see, Jess daxziing, but more warm? 

Tiie bodiless thought ? the Spirit of each spot ? 

Of which, oven now, 1 share at times the immortal lot ? 

LXXT. ' 

Are not the mountains, waves, and skies, a part 
Of me and of my soul, as I of them ? 

Is not liie love of these deep in my lieart 
With a pure passion ? siiotild 1 not contemn 
Ail objecU^ if compared with tliese ? and stem 
A tide of sufleriug, rather thui forego 
Such feelings for the bard and worldly plUegm 
Of those whose eyes are only turn’d below, 

Gazing upon the ground, witli tlioughts wliich dare not 
glow? 

LXXVI. 

But this is not my tJieme; and I return 
To that which is immediate, and require 
Those who And contemplation in the urn, 

To look on One, whose dust was once ail fire, 

A native of tlic land where I respire 
The clear air for a while—a passing guest, 

Where ho became a being,—whose desiro 
Was to be glorious; ’twas a foolish quest, 

The which to gain and keep, ho sacrificed all rest. 

LXXVIl. 

Here the selPtcMturing sophist, wild Rousseau, 

The apostle of affliction, he who threw 
Enchantment over passion, and from wo 
Wrung overwhelming eloi|uence, first drew 
The breath which made him wretched; yet ho knew 
How to make madness beautiful, and cast 
O’er erring deeds mid thoughts a heavenly hue 
Of words, like sunbeams, dazzling as they past 
The eyes, which o’er tliem shed tears feelingly and hurt 

LXXTIII. 

His love was passion’s essence—as a tree 
On fire by Ughtning; with ethereal flame 
Kindled he was, and bloated; for to be 
Tluis, and enamour’d, were in him the same. 

But his was not the love of living dame, 
a,#*’ of rise upon our dreams, 

Bat of id«li|M^ which became 
tn him ftnd o’erflowing teems 

Along his b(|||Bt distemper’d though it seems. 


LXZIX. 

This breathed itself to life in Julie, this 
Invested her with all that’s wild imd sweet; 

This hallow’d, too, the memorable kiss 
Which every mom his fever’d lt)> would greet, 

From hers, who but with friendship his would meet, 
But to tliat gentle touch, through brain and breast 
Flash’d tho thrill’d spirit’s love-devouring heat; 
in that abs<N‘bing sigh perchance more blest, 

Than vulgar minds may be witli all they seek poesest.’* 
LXXX. 

His life was one long war with self-sought foes, 

Or friends by him self-baiiish’d; for his mind 
Had grown Suspicion’s sanctuary, and chose 
For its own cruel sacrifice, Uio. kind 
’Gainst whom he raged witli fiiry strange and blind. 
But he was phrensiod,—wherefori^ who may know? 
Since cause might be which skill could never find * 
But he was phreiisied by duease or wo^ 

To that worst jiitch of all, wluch wears a reasoning show. 
LXXXl. 

For (hen ho wan inspired, and from him came, 

As from the Pythian’s mystic cave of yore, 

Those oracles which set tlie world in flame, 

Nor ceased to burn till kingdoms were no more: 

Did ho not tins fur France ? whicli lay before 
Bow’d to tho inborn lyitumy of years ? 

Broken oikI treiabhiig to Uie yoke she bore, 

Till by the voice of him and his compeers 
Roused up to too much wrath, wltich follows o'ergrown 
fears? 

LXXXIl. 

They made themselves a fearfiil monument! 

The wreck of old opinions—thin^ wliich grew, 
Breathed from Uie ^rth of time: flic veil fliey rent, 
And what behind it lay all earth shall view. 

Hut good witli ill lliey also overtlirew, 

J.caving but ruins, wherewith to rebuild 
Upon the same foundation, and renew 
Dungeons and thrones, which the same hour re-fiU’d, 
As heretofore, because ambition was self^will’d. 

LXXXllX. 

But this will not endure, nor be endured! 

JVlaiikind have felt their strength, and made it felt. 
They might have used it better, but, allured 
By ihcir new vigour, sternly have fliey dealt 
On one another; ]>ity ceased to melt 
With her once natural charities. But they, 

Who ill oppression’s darkness caved had dwelt, 

They wore not eagles, nourish’d with the day; 

What marvel then, at times, if they mistook their prt^? 

LXXXIV. 

What deep womuk; ever closed without a sew? 

The heart’s bleed longest, and but heal to wear 
That which disfigures it; and they who war 
With flieir own hopes, and have been vanquish’d, hear 
Silence, but not submission: in his lair 
Fix’d Passion liolds his breath, until the hour 
Which shall atone for years; none need despair: 

It came, it comoth, and will come,—the power 
To punish or forgive—in one we shall be slower. 

LXXXT. 

Clear, placid Leman! thy contrasted lake, 

With the wild world I dwelt in, is a thing 
Which warns me, with its stillness, to forsake 
Earth’s troubled waters for a purer spring. 

This quiet sail is as a nc^elcss wing 
To me from distraction; once X loved 
Tom ocean’s roar, but thy soil murmuring 
Sounds sweet as if a sister's voice reproved, 

That I with stem delights should e’er have been so moved. 
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It IS the hush of night, ami all between 
Thy mar^n and the mountains, dusk, yet clear, 
Mellow’d and mingling, yet distinctly seen, 

Save darken’d lum, whose capt heights appear 
Precipitously steep; and drawing near, 

There breathes a living fragrance from the shore, 
or dowers yet fresli with childliood; on the ear 
I)ro|« the light diip of the suspended oar, 

Or chiq»s the grasshopper <aie good*night carol more; 

LXXXVII. 

He is an evening reveller, who makes 
His life an infancy, and sings his fill; 

At intervals, some bird from out the brakes 
Starts into voice a moment, tlien is still. 

There seems a floating whisper on tlie hill, 

Kut that is fancy, for the starlight dews 
AH silently tiieir tears of love instil, 

Weeping themselves away, till they infuse 
Deep into Nature’s breast the squrit of her hues. 

LXXXVIII. 

Ye stars! which are the poetry of heaven! 

If in your bright leaves we would read the fate 
Of men and empires,—-’l is to ho forgiven, 

TJiat in our aspirations to be groat, 

(Jur destinies o’erlea)> their mortal state, 

And claim a kindred with you; fi>r ye are 
A beauty and a mystery, and creato 
In us such love and reverence from afar, fa star 
That fortune, fume, power, life, have named Uicinsclvcj 

1.XXX1X. 

All licavcn and cartli are still—tliough not in sleep, 
But breathless, as we grow when fr^eling most; 

And silent, as we stand in thoughts too deep 
All heaven tuid earth are still: From tlie high host 
Of stars, to the lull’d lake and mouiitaui-coast, 

All is concenter’d in a life intense, 

Where not a beam, nor air, nor leaf is lost, 

But hatli a part of being, and a sense 
Of that whicli is of all Creator and defence. 

xc. 

Then stirs the feeling infinite, so felt 
In solitude, where we are least alone; 

A truth, winch through our being then doth melt 
And purifies from seif: it is a tone, 

The soul and source of music, which makes known 
Eternal harmony, and sheds a charm, 

Like to the fabled Cythcrea’s zone, 

Binding all things with beauty ;—’t would disarm 
1'ho spectre Deatli, had he sul^tantial power to harm. 

Not vaudy did the early I^emian make 
HU altar the high places and the peak 
Of earth-o’ergazing mountains,®® and thus take 
A fit and unwaJl’d temple, there to seek 
The Spirit, in whoso honour shrines are weak, 
Xlprearid human hands. Come, and compwe 
Columns and idol-dwellings, Goth or Greek, 

With Nature’s realms of woreIii|>, cartli and air, 

Nor frx on f<md abodes to circumscribe thy pray’r! 

zcn. 

The sky U changed!—and such a dbange! Oh night,®’ 
And storm, and darkness, ye are wondrous strong, 
Yet lovely in your strength, as is the light 
Of a dark eye in woman! Far along, 

From peak to peak, tlie rattling crags among 
Leaps the live thunder! Not from one lone cloud, 
But every mountain now hath found a tongue, 

And Jura answers, through her misty shroud, 

Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her alcnid! 

D 


XClll. 

And tins is in the night:—Most glorious night! 

Tiioii wert not sent for slumber! let me bo 
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,— 

A portion of tlie tempest and of thoe! 

How the lit lake shincF, a jihosphoric sea, 

And tlie big rain comes dancing to tlie earth ! 

And now agaui ’tis blacky—and now, the glee 
Of the loud hills siiakes wiUi its niuuutain-mirtli, 

As if tlicy did rejoice o’er a young eartliquake h birth. 

XCIT. 

Now, where the swift Rhone cleaves his way between 
Heights wliicli appear as lovers who liave parted 
In liuLe, whose mining deptlis so intervene, 

That tliey cun meet no more, though bruken-huartud! 
Tho’ ill tlieir souls, which thus each other Uiwarted, 
Love was tho very root of (he fond rage 
Which blighted their life’s bloom, and tlien departed: 
Itself e.vpired, but leavuig tliein an ago 
Of years all winters,—war withUi themselves to wage. 

xov. 

Now, wljerc Uic quick Rhone iliiw hath ch:ft his way 
Tho mightiest of the storms hath ta’en his stand: 

For her«^, n<>t onci, but many, make thinr play, 

And fling their thunder-lwilts from hand to hand, 
Flashing and cast around: of all the band, 

Tho brightest through these parted hilUi hath &>rk’d 
His lightnings,—os if he did understand, 

That, ill such gaps a.s desolation work’d, 

There tho h<»t shaft should blast whatever tlierein lurk’d. 

xcvi. 

Sky, mountains, river, winds, lake, lightnings! ye! 
With night, and clouds, and thunder, and a soul 
To make tliese felt and feeling, well may be 
Things that have made me watchful; tho for roll 
Of your dopartiiig voices, is tho knoll 
Of what in me is sIocpIes.s,—if I rest. 

But where of ye, oh tempests! is the goal? 

Are yo lilvc (hose within (he human breast? 

Or do yc find, at lengtli, like eagles, sonic high nest ? 

xcvii. 

Could I embody and unbosom now 
Tliat which is most within me,—could I wreak 
My thouglifjs upon expression, and thus throw 
Soul, heart, mind, passions, feelings, strong or weak, 
All tiiat I would have sought, and all 1 seek, 

Boar, know, feel, and yet breathe—into one word, 
And that one word were Lightning, I would S|>oak, 
But OH it is, T live and die unlieard, 

Witli a mo:.t voiceless thought, sheatliing it os a sword. 

XCVIIf. 

Tho mom is up again, the dewy mom, 

With breath all incense, and with cheek all bloom, 
Laughing tho clouds away with playful scorn, 

And living as if earth contain’d no tomb,— 

And glowing into day: wo may resume 
I’he inarch of our existence: and thus I, 

Still on tliy shores, fair Leman 1 may find room 
And food for meditation, nor pass by 
Much, that may ^ve us jiause, if ponder’d fittingly. 

XCIX. 

Clarens! sweet Clarens, birth-place of deep Love 
Thine air is the young breath of passionate thouglit; 
Thy trees take root in Love; the snows above 
The very Glaciers have his colours caught, 

And sunset into rose hues secs them wrought 
By rays whicli sleep there lovingly r tlio roeke^ 

The permanent crags, tell here Love, who sought 
In them a refuge from the worldly shocks, [mocks. 
Which Stir and sting the soul with hope that woos, then 
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Cbnm! bjr heavenly feet thy paths are trod,— 
Bodying Love%, who here ascends a throne 
To whii^ the steps are mountains; where the god 
Is a pervading life and light,—so shown 
Kot on those summits stdely, nor alone 
In the stiU cave and fin-est; o’er the dower 
Bis eye is sparkling, and his breath hath blown, 

His s^ and summer breath, whose tender jiower 
Passes the strength of storms in their most desolate hour, 
ci. 

All things are here of Atm; from the black pines, 
Which are his shade on high, and the loud roar 
Of torrents, where he listeneth, to the vines 
Which slope his green path downward to the shore, 
Where the bow’d waters meet him, and adore. 
Kissing his feet with murmurs; and the wood, 

The covert of old trees, with trunks all hoar, 

But tight leaves, young as joy, stands where it stood, 
Offering to him, and his, a populous solitude, 

CII. 

A populous solitude of bees and birds. 

And iairy-form’d aiid many-colour’d tilings, 

Who worship him with notes more sweet tlian worth 
And innocently open their glad wings, 
h'earless and full of life: the gush of springs. 

And fall of lofty fountains, and tlie bend 
Of stirring branches, and the bud which brings 
The swiftest thought of beauty, hero extend. 

Mingling, and made by Love, unto one mighty end. 
cm. 

He who hath loved not, here would learn that lore, 
And make his heart a 8|iirit; ho who knows 
That tender mystery, will love the more. 

For this is Love’s recess, where vain men’s woes. 
And tlie world’s waste, have driven him far from those, 
For ’tis his nature to advance or die; 

He stands not still, but or decays, or grows 
Into a boundless blessing, which may vie 
With die immortal lights, in its eternity! 

CIV. ' 

’Twas not for fiction chose Rousseau this spot. 
Peopling it with affections; but he found 
It was the scene which passion must allot 
To the mind’s puriBed beings; ’twas the ground 
Where early Love his Psyche’s sono unbound. 

And hallow’d it with lovoUness: ’tie lone. 

And wonderful, and deep, and hath a sound, 

And sense, and sight of sweetness; here the Rhone 
Bath spread himself a couch, the Alps havo rear’d a 
dirone. 

cv. 

Lausanne! and Femey! ye have been the abodes*’ 
Of names which unto you bequeath’d a name; 
Mortals, who sought and found, by dangerous roads, 
A path to perpetuity of fame; 

They were gigantic minds, and their steep aim 
Was; Titan-l&e, on daring doubts to pile [flame 
Thoughts which should call down thunder, and the 
Of Heaven, agmn assail’d, if Heaven die white 
On man and man’s research could deign do more than 
smile. 

cvi. 

The one was fire and fickleness, a child. 

Most mutable in wishes, but in mind, 

A wit as rariou%—gay, grave, sage, or wild,— 
Historian, bard, philosopher, combined; 

He multiplied himself among mankind. 

The Proteus of their talents: But his own 
Breathed most in ridicule,—which, as tlie wind, 

Blew where it listed, laying all things prone,— 

How (o verthrow a fool, and now to make a throne. 


The other, deep and slow, exhausting thouf^t, 

And hiving wi^om with each studious yoar. 

In meditation dwelt, with learning wrought. 

And shaped his weapon with an edge severe, 
Sapping a solemn creed with solemn sneer; 

The lord of irraiyf—that master-spell, 

Which stimg his foes to wrath, which grew from foar 
And doom’d him to the zealot’s ready Hell, 

Which answers to all doubts so eloquently well. 
cTin. 

Yet, peace be with their ashes,—for by them, 

If merited, tlie penalty is paid; 

It is not ours to judge,—less condemn; 

The hour must come when such things shall he made 
Knoivn unto ail,—or hope and dread allay’d 
By slumber, on one pillow,—in the dust, 

Whicli, thus much we are sure, must lie decay’d; 
And when it shall revive, as is our trust, 

’Twill be to be forgiven, or suffor what is just. 

CIX. 

But let mo quit man’s works, again to read 
His Maker’s, spread around me, and suspend 
This page, wliich from ray reveries I feed. 

Until it seems prolonging without end. 

The clouAs above me to the white Alps tend, 

And 1 must pierce them, and survey whate’er 
May be permitted, as my stops I bend 
To their most great and growing region, where 
The earth to her embrace compels the powers of air. 

cx. 

Italia! too, Italia! looking on thee, 

Full flashes on the soul the light of agos, 

Since tlie fierce Cartfiaginian almost won thee, 

To the last halo of the chiefs and sages, 

Who glorify thy consecrated pages; 

Thou wert the throne and grave of empires; still. 
The fount at which the panting mind assuages 
Her thirst of knowledge, quafii^ there her fill, 

^ Flows from the eternal source of Romo’s imperial hilL 

CXI. 

Thus far have I proceeded in a flicme 
Renew’d with no kind auspices:—to feel 
We are not what we have been, and to deem 
We are not wliat we should bep-andto steel 
The heart against itself; and to conceal. 

With a proud caution, love, or hate, or aught,- 
Passion or feeling, purpose, grief, or zeal,— 

Which is the tyrant spirit of our thought, 

Is a stern task of soul:—^No matter,—it is taught. 

cxii. 

And for these words, thus woven into song, 

It may be that they arc a harmless wile,— 

The colouring of the scenes which fleet along, 

Whidi I would seize, in passing, (o beguile 
My breast, or that of others, for a while. 

Fame is the thirst of youthy^ut I am not 
So young os to regard men’s frown or smile, 

As loss or guerdon of a glorious lot; 
stood and stand alone,—remember’d or forgot. 

czni. 

I have not loved the world, nor the wortd me 
1 have not flatter’d its rank breath, nor bow’d 
To its idolatries a patient knee,— 

Nor coin’d nw cheek to smiles,—nor cried aloud 
In worship of an echo; in the crowd 
They could not deem mo one of such; I stood 
Among them, but not of them; in a shroud [could 
Of thoughts which were not their thoughts, arid still 
Had 1 not filed** my mind, winch thus itself sobdusd. 
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cxrr. 

( have not loved the world, nor the world me,— 

But let us part fair foes; I do believe 
Though I have found them not, that there may be 
Worda which are tilings,—hopes which will not deceive, 
And virtues which are merciful, nor weave 
Snares for the failing: I would also deem 
O’er others’ gne& that some sincerely grieve 
That two, or one, are almost what they seem,— 
That goodness is no name, and happiness no dream, 
cxv. 

My daughter! with thy name this song begun— 

My daughter! with thy name thus much shall end— 
1 sec thee not,—I hear thee not,—but none 
Can be so wrapt in thee; thou art tlie friend 
To whom the shadows of iar years extend: 

Albeit my brow thou never should’st behold. 

My voice shall with thy future visions blend. 

And reach into thy heart,—when mine is cold,— 

A token and a tone, even from iJiy father’s mould, 
cxvi. 

To aid thy mind’s development,—^to watch 
Thy dawn of little joys,—to sit and soe 
Almost thy very growth,—to view thee catch 
Knowledge of objects,—wonders yet to thee! 

To hold thee lightly on a gentle knee, 

And print on thy soft cheek a parent’s kiss,— 

This, it should seem, was not reserved for me; 

Yet this was in my nature:—as it is, 

I know not what is Uierc, yet something like to this, 
cxvir. 

Yet, though dull bate as duty should lie taught, 

I know that thou wilt love me; though my name 
Should lie shut from thee, as a spell still frauglit 
With desolation,—and a broken claim: 

Thougli the grave closed between us, ’twere tlie same— 

I know that thou wilt love me; though to drain 
JMy blood from out thy being, were an aim. 

Anil an attainment,—all would Iw in vain,— 

Still thou would’st love me, still that more than life retain. 

CXVIII. 

The child of love,—^though bom in bitterness, 

A nd nurtured in convulsion. Of tliy sire 
These were the elements,—and thine no less. 

As yet such are around thee,—but thy fire 
Shall be more tomjier’d, and thy hope far higher. 
Sweet be thy cradled slumbers! O’er the sea, 

And from the mountains where I now respire. 

Fain would I waft such blessing upon tliee, 

As, with a sigli, I deem thou niight’st have been to me! 

CANTO IV. 

V»to ho Tofcima, Lombnnlia, Romagnit, 

(iuel Monte che diTide, e quel die nerra 
Italia, e ua mare e 1’ altro, die ia henna. 

/IrioMo, Sftttra iti. 

Venice, January Z, 1818. 

TO 

JOHN HOBHOUSE, ESQ. A.M.F.B.S. 

4*c. 4"^. ^c. 

MT JDEAR BOBHOUSE, 

After an interval eight years between the 
composiuon of the first and last cantos of Childe Harold, 
the conclusion of tlie poem is about to be submitted to 
the public. In parting with so old a friend it is not ex-, 
traordinary that 1 should recur to one still older and 
bettor,—to one who has beheld the birth and death of 
the other, and to whom I am lar more indebted for the I 
social advantages of tui enlightened friendship^ than— 
though n(H ungrateful—1 can, or could be, to Childe 
Harold, any public favour r^ectod through Uie poem 
on the poet,—to one, whom 1 have known long, and 
accompanied far, whom 1 have {bund wakeful over my 
sickness, and kind in my sorrow, glad in my prosperity, 


and firm in my adversity, true m counsel, and trusty ia 
peril—to a friend oflen hied and never fiiund wantu^f $ 
—to yours^f. 

In so doui^ I recur from fiction to truUi, and hi 
dedicating to you in its complete, or at least concluded 
state, a poetical work which is the longest, the most 
thouglitfui and comprehensive of my compositions, I 
wish to do honour to myself by tlie record of many 
years* intimacy with a man of learning, of talent, of 
steadiness, and of honour. It is not for nunds like ours 
to pve or to receive flattery; yet the praises of sincerity 
have ever been permitted to the voice of friendship; and 
it is not for you, nor oven for others, but to relieve a 
heart which has not elsewhere, or lately, been so much 
accustomed to the encounter of good-will as to with¬ 
stand the shock firmly, that I thus attempt to comme¬ 
morate your good qualities, or rather the advantages 
which 1 have derived from their exertion. Even the 
recurrence of the date of this letter, the anniversary of ; 
the most unfortimatc day of my past existence, but 
which cannot poison my future, wliite I retain the ro- 
source of your friendship, and of my own faculties, will 
hcnccfortli have a more agreeable recoHechon for both, 
inasmuch as it will remind us of this my attempt to 
thank you for an indefatigable regard, such as few men : 
have experienced, and no one could experience, without 
tliinking better of his species and of himself. 

It has been our fortune to travemo together, at various 
periods, the countries of chivalry, history, and fable— 
Spain, Greece, Asia Minor, and Italy: and what 
Athens and Constantinople were to us a few years ago, 
Venice and Romo have been more recently. The 
poem also, or the pilgrim, or botli, have accompanied me 
from first to last; and perhaps it may be a pardonalfle 
vanity which induces mo to reflect with complacency on 
a compositiem which in some degree connects me with 
the spot where it was produced, and the object, it would 
fain describe; and however unworthy it may be deemed : 
of those magical and memorable abodes, however short 
it may fall of our distant conceptions and immediate im¬ 
pressions, yet as a mark of respect for what is venerable, 
and of feeling for what is glorious, it has been to me a 
source of pleasure in tlie production, and I part with it , 
with a kind of regret, which I hardly suspected that 
3Vo>its could have lefl. me for imaginary objects. ' 

With regard to tlic conduct of the last canto, tliero . 
will be found less of the pilgrim than in any of the pre¬ 
ceding, and tliat little slightly, if at all, separated from the 
author speaking in his own person. The fact is, that I 
had become weary of drawing a line which every one ; 
seemed determined not to perceive: like the Chinese in 
Goldsmith’s “ Citizen of the World,” whom nobody 
would believe to be a Chinese, it was in vain that I as¬ 
serted, and imagined that I had drawn, a distinction be¬ 
tween the author and the pilgrim; and the very anxiety . 
to preserve this diflerence, and disappointment at finding 
it unavailing, so far crushed my efforts in the composi- ' 
tion, that 1 determined to abandon it altogether—and 
have done eo. The opinions which have been, or may 
be, formed on that subject, are now a matter of indiffer- / 
once; the work is to depend on itseli^ and not on the * 
writer; and the author, who has no resources in his own 
mind beyond the refiutatton, transient or permanent, *, 
which is to arise from his literary efforts, deserves the 
fate of authors. \ 

In the course of the following canto it was my inten- ‘ 
tion, either in the text or in the notes, to have touched •• 
upon tlie present state of Italian literature, and perhaps ; 
of manners. But the text, within the limits I proposcc^ j 
I soon found hardly sufficient for the labyrinth of external 
objects and the consequent reflections; wid for frie j 
whole of the notes, excepting a few of the shortest I am 
indebted to yourself and these were necessarily limited 
to the elucidation of the text. ' 

It is also a delicate, and no very grateful ta^, to di^ ; 
sert upon the literature and manners of a nation so dis- 
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rimilar; and requires an attention and impartiality 
which would induce usr—though perhaps no inattentive 
observers, nor ignorant of the language or customs of 
the people amongst whom wo have recently abode,—to 
distrust, or at least defer our judgment, and more nar¬ 
rowly examine our information. The state of literary, 
as well as political party, appears to run, or to have run, 
so high, that for a stranger to steer impartially between 
them is next to impossible. It may be enough then, at 
least for my purpose, to quote from their own beautiful 
language—" Mi pare cho in un paese tutto poctico, che 
vanta la lingua la piii nobile ed insiome la pib dolce, 
fntte tutte la vie diverse si possono tentare, e che sinche 
la patria di Allieri e di Monti non ha perduto 1’ antico 
valore, in tutte essa dovrebbo essere la prima.” Italy 
Itas great names still—Canova, Monti, 0go Foscolo, 
Pindemonte, Visconti, Morelli, Cicognara, Albrizzi, 
Mexzophanti, Mai, Mustoxidi, Aglietti, and Vacca, will 
secure to the present generation an honourable place in 
most of the departments of Art, Science, and Belles 
I.ettres; and in some the very highest;—Europe—the 
World—has but one Canova. 

It has been somewhere said by Alfieri, that “La 
pianta uomo nasce pib robusta in Italia che in qua- 
iunque altra terra—e cho gli stossi atroei delilli cho vi 
si commettono no sono una prova.” Without .subscrib¬ 
ing to the latter part of his proposition, a dangerous 
doctrine, the truth of which may be disputed on belter 
grounds, namely, that the Italians are in no respect more 
ferocious than tlieir neighbours, that man must bo wil- 
fiilly blind, or ignorantly heedless, who is not struck with 
the extraordinary capacity of this people, or, if such a 
word bo admissible, their capahilitiee, tlie facility of their 
acquisitions, the rapidity of their conceptions, tlie fire of 
their genius, their sense of beauty, and amidst all the 
disadvantages of repeated revolutions, the desolation of 
battles and the despair of ages, their still unqtionched 
“longing after immortality,”—the immortality of inde¬ 
pendence. And when we ourselves, in riding round the 
walls of Rome, heard the simple lament of the labourers’ 
chorus, “Roma! Roma! Roma! Roma non bpibcome 
era prima,” it was dillicult not to contrast tliis melan¬ 
choly dirge with the bacchanal roar of the songs of ex¬ 
ultation still yelled from the London taverns, over the 
carnage of Mont St. Jean, and the betrayal of Genoa, of 
Italy, of Franco, and of the world, by men whoso con¬ 
duct you yourself have exposed in a work worthy of the 
better days of our history. For me, 

Non movero mai corda 

Ove la turba di auo cianco aMorda.'* 

What Italy has gained by the late transfer of nations, 
It wore useless for Englishmen to inquire, till it becomes 
ascertained that England has acquired something more 
than a permanent army and a suspended Habeas Cor¬ 
pus ; it is enough for them to look at home. For what 
diey have done abroad, and especially in the South, 

“ Verily they teiU have their reward," and at no very dis¬ 
tant period. 

Wishing you, my dear Hobhouse, a safe and agree¬ 
able return to that country whose real welfare can be 
dearer to none than to yoursol? I dedicate to you this 
poem in its completed state; and repeat once more how 
truly 1 am ever 

Tour obbged and affectionate friend, 
BVRON. 

1 . 

I STOOD in Venice, on tho Bridge of sighs 
A palace and a prison on each hand ; 

I saw from out the wave her structures rise 
As from the stroke of the enchanter’s wand; 

A thousand years their cknady wings expand 
.siiHlHd me, and a dying glory smiles 
€fm the far times, when many a subject land 
> Shock’d to the winged Lion’s marble piles. 

Where Venice sate in static throned on her hundred isles I 


She looks n sca-Cybele, fresh from ocean,* 

Rismg will) her tiara of proud towers 
At airy distance, witli majestic motion, 

A ruler of the waters and their [towers 
And such she was;—her daughters hod their doweia 
From spoils of nations, and tho exhsustless East 
Pour’d in her lap all gems in sparkling showers. 

In purple was she robed, and of her feast 
Monarchs partook, and deem’d their dignity increased. 

III. 

In Venice Tasso’s echoes are no more,* 

And silent rows the songless gondolier; 

Her palaces arc crumbling to the shore, 

And music meets not always now the ear: 

Those days are gone—but beauty still is hero. 

States fall, arts fade—but Nature doth not die: 

Nor yet forget how Venice once was dear, 

Tho pleasant place of all festivity. 

The revel of the earth, the masque of Italy! 

IV. 

But unto us she liath a spell beyond 
Her name in story, and her long array 
Of mighty shadows, whose dim forms despond 
AIkivo the dogeless city’s vauisli’d sway; 

Ours is a trophy which will not decay 
With the Rialto; Shylock and the Moor, 

And Pierre, cannot bo swept or worn away— 

The keystones of the arch! though ail were o’er, 

For us repeopled were tlie solitary shore. 

T. 

The beings of the mind are not of clay; 

Essentially immortal, they create 

And multiply in us a briglilor ray 

And more lieloved existence; tliat which fate 

Prohibits to dull lifit, in this our state 

Of mortal bondage, by tliese spirits supplied 

First exiles, tiien replaces wiiat wo hate; 

Watering tlie heart whose early flowers have died, 
And witli a fresher growth replenisliing the void. 

VI. 

Such is the refuge of our youth and age, 

The first from no|>e, llie last from Vacancy; 

And this worn fooling peoples many a page, 

An<l, may bit, that which grows beneath mine eye; 
Yet there are tbmgs whose strong reality 
Ontshbies onr fairy-land; in shape and hues 
More beautiful than our fantastic sky. 

And the strange constellations which the Muse 
O’er her wild universe is skilful to diffuse: 

VII. 

I saw or dream’d of such,—but let them go— 

They came like tralit, and disappear’d like dreams; 
And whatsoe-’er tliey were—are now but so: 

1 could replace them if I would; still teems 
My mind with many a form which aptly seems 
Such as I sought for, and at moments found; 

Let these too go—^for waking reason deems 
Such overweening phantasies unsound. 

And other voices speak, and other sights surround. 

vm. 

I’ve taught me oflter tongues—and in str^e eyes 
Have made me not a stranger; to the mind 
Which is itself no changes bring surprise; 

Nor is it harsh to make, nor haifl to find 
A country with—ay, or without mankind; 

Yet was I bom where men are proud to be, 

Not without cause; and should I leave behind 
The inviolate island of the sage and free, 

And seek me out a home by a remoter sea, 
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Perhaps 1 loved it well; and should I lay 
My ashes in a soil which is noi mine, 

My spirit shall resume it—if we may 
Unbodied choose a sanctuary. 1 twine 
My hopes of being rememlier’d in my line 
With my land’s language: if too fimd and far 
These aspirations in tlieir scope incline,— 

If my fame sltould be, as my fortunes are, 

Of hasty growth and blight, dull Oblivion bar 

X. 

My name from out die temple where the dead 
Are honoured by the nations—let it bo— 

And light the laurels on a loftier head! 

And be the Spartan’s epitaph on me— 

“ Sfiarta hath many a worthier son than he.” * 
Meantime I seek no sympatliies, nor need; 

The tliorns which I have reap’d arc of the tree 
1 planted,—tlioy have torn me,—and I bleed : 

I should have known what fruit would spring from such 
a seed. 

XI. 

The spouselcss Adriatic mourns her lord; 

And, annual marriage now no more renew’d, 

Tlic Bucentaur lies rotting unrestored, 

Neglected garment of lior widowhood! 

St. Mark yet sees hia lion wliere he stood ^ 

Stand, but in mockery of his wither’d power, 

Over the proud Piano where an Emjieror sued, 

And monarchs gazed and envied in the hour 
Wlum Venice was a queen with an unequalled dower. 

XJI. ' 

The Suabian stied, and now die Austrian reigns —^ 
All Kmjwror tramples where an Emperor knelt; 
ICmgdoms are shrunk to provinces, and chains 
(Hank over sceptred cities; nations melt 
From power’s high pinnacle, when Uiey have felt 
I’ho suushme for a wliile, and downward go 
Like lauwmc Kiosen’d from the mountain’s belt; 

Oh for one liour of blind oI<l Dondolo! ’ 

Th’ ocU)genariaii chief, Byzantium’s conquering foe. 
xtii. 

Before St. Mark still glow his steeds of brass, 

Their gilded collars glittering in the sun; 

But is not Doria'fl menace come, to pass?® 

Ah'! they not Venice, lost and won, 

Her thirteen hundred years of freedom done, 

Sinks, like a sea-weed, into whence sho rose ! 

Better be whelm’d honeatli Uic waves, and shun, 

Even in destruction's dojith, her foreign foes, 

From whom submission wrings an infamous repose. 

In youtli she was all glory^—a new Tyre,— 

Her very by-word sprung from victory, 

The “Planter of tlie Lion,”** which through fire 
And blood she bore o’er suliject earth and sea; 
Tliough making many slaves, herself still free, 

And Europe’s bulwa^ ’gainst the Ottomite; 

Witness Troy’s rival, Candia! Vouch it, yo 
Immortal w'aves that saw liepanto’s fight! 

For ye are names no time nor tyranny can blight. 

XV. 

Statues of glass—all shiver’d—the long file 
Of her dead Doges are declined to dust; 

But where they dwelt, the vast and sumptuous pile 
Bespeaks the pageant of their splendid trust; 

Their sceptre broken, and their sword in rust, 

Have yielded to the stranger: ^i^ty halls, 

Thin streets, and foreign aspects, such as must 
Too ofl remind her wlw and what enthrais,‘“ 

Have flung a desolate cloud o’er Venice’ lov^y walls. 


XVI. 

When Athens’ armies fell at Syracuse, 

And fetter’d thousands bore the yoke of war, 
Redemption rose up in the Attic Muse,** 

Her voice their only ransom from ofiir: 

See! as tliey chant tlie tragic hymn, the car 
Of the o’ermasterid victor stops, tlie reins 
Fail from his hands—his idle scimitar 
Stans foom its belt—he rends his captive’s chains, 
And bids him tliank the bard for freedom and his strains. 

XVII. 

Thus, Venice, if no stronger claim were tliine, 

Were all thy proud historic deeds forgot, 

Thy choral memory of the Hurd divine, 

Thy love of Tasso, should have cut the knot 
Which tics thee to thy tyrants; and thy lot 
Is shameful to the nations,—most of all, 

Albion! to thee: the Ocean queen should not 
Abandon Ocean’s children; in the fall 
Of Venice think of tliiiie, despite thy watery wall. 

; xvjii, 

I loved her from my boyhood—^hc to mo 
Was as a fairy city of the heart, 

Rising like water-columns from the sea, 

Of joy the sojourn, and of wcaltli the mart; 

And Otway, Radclifl*c, Schiller, Shakspeare’s art,** 
Had stam[>’d her image in roe, and even 8(^ 

Although I finind her thus, we did not part, 
P<‘rchaiice even dearer in her day of wo, 

Than when she was a boast, a morvtd, and a show. 

I XIX. 

I can repcople with the past—and of 
The present there is still for eye and thought, 

And meditation chasten’d down, enough; 

And more, it may be, tlian I hoped or sought; 

And of the happiest moments wliicli were wrtmght 
Within tlic web of my existence, some 
From thee, fair Venice! have their coloum caught: 
There arc some feelings Time cannot benumb, 

Nor Torture shake, or mine would now bo cold and dumb. 

XX. 

But from tlicir nature will the tannen grow *® 

Ijofiiest on lofiiest and least shelter’d rocks, 

Roottnl in barrenness, wh<’ro nought below 
Of soil stip{)orts them ’gainst tlie Alpine shocks 
Of eddying storms; yet springs the trunk, and mocks 
The howling tempest, till its height and frame 
Are wortliy of the mountains from whose blocks 
Of bleak, gray granite into life it came, 

And grew a giant tree;—^tlie mind may grow the same. 

XXI. 

Existence may be borne, and the deep root 
Of life and sufferance make its firm abode 
In bore and desolated bosoms: mute 
The camel labours with Uie heaviest load, 

And the wolf dies in silence,—not bestow’d 
In vain should such example be; if they, 

Tilings of ignoble or of savage mood, 

Endure and shrink not, we of nobler clay 
May temper it to bear,—4t is but for a day. 

'' XXII. 

All suffering dotli destroy, or is destroy'd, 

Even by the suflerer; and, in each event, 

Ends with hope replenish’d and rebuoy’d, 

Return to whence they came—with like intend 
And weave their web again; some, bow’d and bent. 
Wax gray and ghastly, withering ere their time, 

And porij^ with the reed on wbiicb they leant; 

Some seek devotion, toil, war, good or crime, 

.ccording as their souls were form’d to sink or clinfo: 
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But ever and anon of griefs subdued 
There comes a token like a scoipion’s sting, 

Scarce seen, but witli iresh bitterness imbued; 

And slight withal may be the things which bring 
Back on the heart the weight which it would fling 
Aside ior ever: it may be a sound— 

A tone of music—summer’s eve—or spring— 

A flower—the wind—the ocean—^whi^ shall woimd, 
Striking the electric chain wherewith we are darkly bound; 
XXIV. 

And how and why wo know not, nor can trace 
Home to its cloud this lightning of the mind. 

But feel the shock renew’d, nor can eflace 
The blight and blackening which it leaves behind. 
Which out of thmgs iomiliar, undesign’d, 

When least we deem of such, calls up to view 
The spectres whom no exorcism can bind. 

The cold—^the changed—perchance the dead—anew. 
The mourn’d, the loved, the lost—too many!—yet how 
few! 

xrv. 

Rut my soul wanders; 1 demand it back 
To meditate amongst decay, and stand 
A ruin amidst ruins; there to track 
Fall’n states and buried greatness, o’er a land 
Which was the mightiest in its old command, 

And is the loveliest, and must ever be 
The master-mould of Nature’s heavenly hand. 
Wherein were cast the heroic and tlie free, 

The beautiful, the brave—the lords of earth and sea, 

XXVI. 

Ttie commonwealth of kings, the men of Rome! 

And even since, and now, fair Italy! 

Thou art the garden of the world, the home 
Of all Art yields, and Nature con decree; 

Even in thy desert, what is like to thee ? 

Thy very weeds are beautiful, thy waste 
More rich than other climes’ fertility; 

Thy wreck a glory, and tliy ruin graced 
With an immaculate charm'^hich cannot be defaced. 

XXVII. 

The Moon is up, and yet it is not night— 

Bunset divides the sky with her—a sea 
Of glory streams along tlie Alpine height 
Of blue Friuli’s mountuns; Heaven is free 
From clouds, but of all colours seems to bo 
Melted to one vast Iris of the West, 

Where the Day joins the past Eternity; 

While, on the other hand, meek Dian’s crest 
Floats tlirongh the azure air—an island of the blest! 

XXVIII. 

A single star is at her side, and reigns 
^ With her o’er half the lovely heaven; but still 
Yon sunny sea heaves brightly, and remains 
Roll’d o’er the peak of the fitr Rhictian hill. 

As Day and Night contending were, until 
Nature reclaim’d her order;—gently flows 
The deejMiyed Brents, where their hues instil 
The odorotis purple of a new-born rose, [glows. 
Which streams upon her stream, and glass’d within it 

XXIX. 

Pill’d with the face of heaven, which, from afar. 
Comes down upon the waters; all its hues, 

From the rich sunset to the rising star. 

Their magical variety difllise; 

And now they change; a paler shadow strews 
Its Mintle o’er the mountains; parting day 
Dias 13 m dio dolphin, whom each pang imbues 
WMi a Colour as it gasps away, 

The last stfll loveliest, till—’tis gone—and all is gray. 


XXX. 

There is a tomb in Arqua;—^rear’d in air, 

Pillar’d in their sarcophagus, repose 
The bones of Laura’s lover: here repair 
Many familiar with his well-sung woes, 

The pilgrims of his genius. He arose 
To raise a language, and his land reclaim 
From the dull yoke of her barbaric foes: 

Watering the tree which bears his lady’s name 
With his melodious tears, he gave himsehT to fiune. 

XXXI. 

They keep his dust in Arqua, where he died; '• 

The mountain-village where his latter days 
Went down the vale of years; and ’tis dieir pridfr- 
An honest pride—and let it be their praise. 

To offer to the passing stranger’s gaze 
His mansion and his sepulchre; botli pltun 
And venerably simple, such as raise 
A feeling more ar.cordant with his strain 
Than if a pyramid form’d his monumental &nc. 

XXXII. 

And the soft quiet hamlet where he dwelt 
Is one of that complexion which seems made 
For those who tlieir mortality have felt, 

And sought a refuge from their hopes decay’d 
Ill the deep umbrage of a green hill’s shade, 

Which shows a distant prospect fiir away 
Of busy cities, now in vain display’d. 

For they can lure no further; and die ray 
Of a bright sun can moke sufficient holiday, 

XXXIIl. 

Developing the moimtains, leaves, and flowers, 

And shining in the brawling brotde, where-by, 

Clear os its current, glide tlie sauntering hours 
With a calm languor, which, though to the eye 
Idlcsse it seem, hatli its morality. 

If from society we Icam to live, 

’Tis soKtude should teach us how to die; 

It hatli no flatterers; vanity can give 
No hollow aid; alone—^man with his God must strive: 

Or, it may be, with demons, who impair ” 

The strength of better thoughts, and seek tlieir prey 
In melanclioly bosoms, such as were 
Of moody texture from their carhest day. 

And loved to dwell in darkness and dismay. 

Deeming tliemselves predestined to a doom 
Which is not of the pangs that pass away; 

Makuig the sun hke blood, the eartli a tomb. 

The tomb a hell, and hell itself a murkier gloom. 

XXXV. 

Ferrara! in tliy wide and grass-grown streets. 
Whose symmetry was not for solitude. 

There seems as ’twere a curse upon the seats 
Of former sovereigns, and the antique brood 
Of Este, which for many an age made good 
Its strength within thy walls, and was of yore 
Patron or tyrant, as the changing mood 
Of petty power impell’d, of those who wore 
The wreath which Dante’s brow alone had worn before. 

XXXVI. 

And Tasso is tlieir glory and their shame. 

Hark to his strain! and then survey his cell! 

And sec how dearly earn’d Torquato’s flime. 

And where Alflinso bade his poet dwell: 

The miserable despot could not quell 
The insulted mind he sought to quench, and Mend 
With the surrounding maniacs, in the hell 
Where he had plun^ it. Glory without end 
Scatter’d the clouds away—and on that name attend 
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XXXVII. 

The teara and praiaes of all time; while tliine 
Would rot in its oblivion—in the sink 
Of worthless dust, which from thy boasted line 
Is shaken into nothing; but the link 
Thou fbrmest in his fortunes bids us think 
Of thy poor malice, naming thee with scorn— 
Alfonso! how thy ducal pageants shrink 
From thee! if in another station bom, 

Scarce fit to be the slave of him thou mad’st to mourn: 

XXXVIII. 

Thou.! form’d to eat, and be despised, and die. 

Even as the beasts that perisli, save that thou 
Hadst a more splendid trough and wider sty; 

He! with a glory round his fiirrow’d brow, 

Which emanated then, and dazzles now. 

In &ce of all his foes, the Cruscan quire. 

And Boileau, whose rash envy could allow '• 

No strain which shamed his country’s creaking lyre. 
That whetstone of the teeth—monotony in wire! 

XXXIX. 

Peace to Torquato’s injured shade! ’twas his 
In life and death to be the mark where Wrong 
Aim’d with her poison’d arrows, but to miss. 

Oh, victor unsur])a8s’d in modem song! 

Each year brings forth its millions; but how long 
The tide of generations shall roll on, 

And not the whole combined and countless throng 
Compose a mind like thine ? though all in one 
Condensed their scatter’d rays, they would not form a 
sun. 

XL. 

Great as thou art, yet parallel’d by those. 

Thy countrymen, before thee bom to shine. 

The Bards of Hell and Chivalry: first rose 
The Tuscan father’s comedy divine; 

Then not unequal to the Florentine, 

The southern Scott, the minstrel who call’d fbrtlt 
A new creation with his magic line. 

And, like the Ariosto of the North, 

Bang ladye-lovo and war, romance and knightly worth. 
XLI. 

The lightning rent from Ariosto’s bust ” 

The iron crown of laurel’s mimic’d leaves; 

Nor was the ominous element unjust. 

For the true laurel-wreatli which Glory weaves *“ 

Is of Uie tree no bolt of thunder cleaves. 

And the false semblance but disgraced his brow; 

Yet still, if fondly Superstition grieves. 

Know, that the Ughtning sanctifies below ” 

Whate’er it strikes;—^yun head is doubly sacred now. 
XLII. 

Italia! oh Italia! thou who hast’* 

The fatal gift of beauty, which became 
A funeral dower of present woes and past, 

On thy sweet brow is sorrow plough’d by shame. 

And annals graved in characters of flame. 

Oh God! that thou wert in thy nakedness 
Less lovely or more powerful, and couldst claim 
Thy right, and awe file robbers back, who press 
To shed thy blood, and drink the tears of thy distress; 

XLIII. 

Then nught’st thou more appal; or, less desired. 

Be homely and be peaceful, undeplored 

For thy destructive charms; then, still untirod, 

Would not be seen the armed torrents pour’d 

Down the deep Alps ; nor would the hostile horde 

Of many-nation’d spoilers from the Po 

Cluaif blood and water; nor the stranger’s sword 

Be thy sad weapon of defence, and so, 

Vietor or vanquish’d, thou the slave cf fHend or foe. 


Waudermg in youtli, I traced the path him,** 

The Roman friend of Rome’s least-mortal mind. 
The friend of Tully; as my bark did akim 
The bright blue waters with a famiing wind. 

Came Mogara before me, and behind 
.£gina lay, Pirmus on the right. 

And Corinth on the left; I lay reclined 
Along the prow, and saw all these unite 
In ruin, oven as he had seen the desolate sight; 

XLV. 

For Time hath not rebuilt them, but uprear’d 
Barbaric dwellings on their shatter'd site. 

Which only make more mourn’d and more endear’d 
The few last rays of their fiir-scatter’d light. 

And tlie crush’d relics of their vanish’d mi^t 
The Roman saw these tombs in Ins own age. 

These sepulchres of cities, which excite 
Sad wonder, and his yet surviving page 
The moral lesson bears, drawn from such pilgrimage. 
XLVI. 

That page is now before me, and on mine 
Hit country’s ruin added to tlie mass 
Of perish’d states he nmurn’d in their decline. 

And I in desolation: all that was 
Of tlien de.struction ts; and now, alas! 

Rome—^Romc imperial, bows her to the storm. 

In the same dust and blackness, and we pass 
The skeleton of her Titanic form,** 

Wrecks of anotlier world, whose ashes sfiU aro warm. 
XL VII. 

Yet, Italy! through every otlier land 
Thy wrongs should ring, and shall, from side to side; 
Motiicr of Arts! as once of arms; tliy hand 
Was tlien our guardian, and is still our guide; 

Parent of our Religion! whom the wide 
Nations have knelt to for the keys of heaven! 
Europe, repentant of hor parricide, 

Shall yet redeem thee, and, all backward driven. 

Roll the barbarian fide, and sue to bo forgiven. 

XL VIII. 

But Arno wins us to the fair white walls. 

Where the Etrurian Athens claims and keeps 
A softer feeling for her fairy halls. 

Girt by her tlicatro of lulls, she reaps 
Her com, and wine, and oil, and Plenty leaps 
To laughing life, with her redundant hom. 

Along file banks where smiling Amo sweeps 
Was modem Luxury of Commerce boro, 

And buried Learo’mg rose, redeem’d to a new morn. 
XLIX. 

There, too, the Goddess loves in stone, and fills** 
The air around with beau^; we inhale 
The ambrosial asmet, which, beheld, instils 
Part of its immorSity; the veil 
Of heaven is half undrawn; within the pale 
We stand, and in that form and face behold 
What mind can make, when Nature’s self would fiul; 
And to file fend idolaters of old 
Envy the innate flash which such a soul could mould: 
L. 

We gaze and turn away, and know not where. 
Dazzled and drunk wifit beauty, till the heart 
Reels wifit its fulness; there-^ ever there— 
Chain’d to the chariot of triumphal Art, 

We stand as captives, and wo^d not depart. 

Away!—there need no words, nor teims precise^ 

The paltry jargon of the marble mart. 

Where Pedantry gulls Folly—we have eyes: 

Blood—pulse—and breast, ctmfirm the Dardon Shep¬ 
herd’s prize. 
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Appev’drt thou not to PAru in this guiis? 

Or to more deeply bleet Auchisee? or, 
la all thy perfect goddess-ship, when lies 
Before thee thy own vanquish'd Lord of War? 

And gazing in thy face as toward a star, 

Liud on thy lap, his eyes to thee upturn. 

Feeding on thy sweet dieok! “ while thy lips are 
With lava kis^ melting while they bum. 

Shower’d on his eyelids, brow, and mouth, as from an 
ural 

Lit. 

Olowing, and circuntfused in speechless love, 

Their full divinity inadequate 
That feeling to express, or to improve. 

The gods become as mortals, and man’s fate 
Has moments like their brightest; but the weight 
Of earth recoils upon uslet it go! 

We can recall such visions, and create. 

From what has been, or might be, things which grow 
Into thy statue’s fiirai, and look like gods below. 

LIII. 

1 leave to learned hngers, and wise hands. 

The artist and his ape, to teach and tell 
How well bis connoisseurship understands 
The graceful bend, and the voluptuous swell: 

Iict these describe the undescribable: 

I would not their vile breath should crisp the stream 
Wherein that image shall for ever dwcH; 

The unruffled mirror of tlie loveliest dream 
That ever left the sky on the deep soul to beam. 

LIT. 

In Santa Croce’s holy precincts tie 
Ashes which make it holier, dust which is 
Even in iUelf an immortality. 

Though there were nothing save the past, and tliis. 
The particle of those suhlimiUes 
Which have relopsed to cliaos:—here repose 
Angelo’s, Alfieri’s bones, and hia,“ 

The starry Galileo, with his woes; 

Here Machiavolli’s earth return’d to whence it rose.”’ 


These are four minds, which, like the elements, 
Might furnish forth creation:—Italy 1 [rents 

Time, which hath wrong’d thee with ten thousand 
Of thine imperial garment, shall deny. 

And hath denied, to every other sky. 

Spirits which soar from ruin >—thy decay 
Is still impregnate with divinity. 

Which gilds it with revivifying ray; 

Such as the great of yore, Canova is to-day. 


But where repose the all Etruscan thn 
Dante, and Petrarch, and, scarce less than they. 

The Bard of Prose, creative spirit! he 
Of the Hundred Tales of love—where did they lay 
Their bones, distingoish’d from our common day 
In death as life? Are they resolved to dust, 

And have their country’s marbles naught to say ? 
Could not her quarries iumiah forth one bust? 

Did they not to her breast their filial earth intrust 7 

LTU. 

Ungratefial Florence! Dante sleeps afar,’® 
l.ike Scipk), buried by the upbraiding shore; 

Tby fiictions, in ffleir worse than dvil war, 
Proscribed the bard whose name for evermore 
Thdr ehiidren’s children would in vtun adore 
With the remorse ages; and the crown’® 

Which Petrarch’s laureate brow supremely wore, 
II|Mu a for and foreign soii had grown, 

His life, his feme, his grave, though nfled—not thine own. 


Boccacdo to his parent earth bequeath’d” 

His dust,—and lies it not her Great among. 

With many a sweet and solemn requiem breathed 
O’er him who form’d the Tuscan’s siren tongue? 
That music in itself whose sounds are song, 

The poetry of speech? Hoeven hie tomb 
ITptom, must bear the hyaena dgot’s wrong. 

No more amidst the meaner dead find room, 

Nor claim a passing sigh, because it told for lohom ! 
LIX. 

And Santa Croco wants tlieir mighty dust; 

Yet for this want more noted, as of yore 
The Caesar’s pageant, shorn of Brutus’ bust. 

Did but of Rome’s best Sou remind her nxxe; 
Happier Ravenna! on thy hoary shore. 

Fortress of felling empire! honour’d sleeps 
Tho immortal exSe;—^Arqua, too, her store 
Of tuneful relics proudly claims and kei^s, 

While Florence vainly begs her banish’d dead and weepa. 
LX. 

What is her pyramid of precious stones ? ” 

Of porjihyry, jas^ier, agate, and alt hues 
Of gem and marble, to encrust the bones 
Of merchant-dukes? the momentary dews 
Which, sparkling to the twilight stars, infuse 
Freshness in the green turf tliat wraps the dead, 
Whose names are mausoleums of the Muse, 

Are gently prest with far more reverent tread 
Than over paced the slab which paves the princely head. 

LXI. 

There be more things to greet the heart and eyes 
In Amo’s dome of Art’s most princely shrine, 

Where Sculpture witli her rainbow sister vies; 

There be more marvels yet—but not for mine; 

For I have been accustom’d to entwine 
My thoughts with Nature raOier in the fields. 

Than Art in galleries: though a work divine 
Calls for my spirit’s homage, yet it yields 
Less than it feo^ liecause tlie weapon which it wields 

LXII. 

Is of another temper, and I roam 
By Thrasimene’s lake, in the defiles 
Fatal to Roman rashness, more at home; 

For there die Carthaginian’s warlike wiles 
Como back before me, as his skill beguiles 
The host between the mountains and die shore. 
Where Courage falls in her despairing files. 

And torrents, swoln to rivers widi their gore, 

Reek through tho sultry plain, with legions scatter’d o’er, 

' LXIII. 

Like to a forest fell’d by,mountain winds; 

And such the storm of battle on this day. 

And such die frenzy, whose convulsion blinds 
To all save carnage, diat, beneath the fray. 

An earthquake reel’d unheededly away! “ 

None felt stem Nature rocking at his feet. 

And yawning fordi a grave for diose who lay 
Upon their bucklers for a winding sheet; 

Such is the absorbiug hate when warring nations meet! 

LXir. 

The Earth to them was as a rolling bark 
Which bore them to Eternity; they saw 
The Ocean round, but had no time to mark 
Tho motions of their vessel; Nature’s law, 

In them suspended, reck'd not of the awe 
Which reigns when mountains tremble, and the hiids 
Plunge in the clouds for refuge and withdraw 
From their down-toppling nests; and benowhig herds 
Stumbling o’er heaving pltuns, and man’s dread bath no 
words. 
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Far other eoe&e is Thrasimene now; 

Her lake a sheet of silver, and her plain 
Rent by no ravage save die gentle plough; 

Her aged trees rise tbidk as once the blain 
Lay where their roots are; but a broc^ liath 
A tittle rill of scanty stream and be<l— 

A name blood fit>tu that, day’s sanguine rain; 

And Sanguinotto tclU ye whore the dead 
Made the earth wet, and turn’d the unwilling waters red 

LXVl. 

But thou, CJitutimus! in thy sweetest wave 
Of the most living -crystal that was e’er 
The haunt of river nymph, to gase and lave 
Her limbs where nutliing hid theiii, thou rear 
Thy gnmsy banks whereon the niiik*'white steer 
Gropes; the purest god of gentle waUTsl 
And most serene of aspect, and roost clear; 

Surely that stream was unprofaned by slaughters—> 
A mirror and a batli for Beauty’s youngest daughters! 

LXVll. 

And on tliy happy shore a temple still, 

Of small and delicate proportion, kee;^ 
l7pon a mild declivity of hill. 

Its memory of thee; beneath it swec{» 

Thy current’s calmness; oil from out it leaps 
The tinny darter witfi the glittering scales. 

Who dwells and revels in tliy glassy deeps; 

Whil^ cliance, smne scatter’d water-lily sails [tales. 
Down where the shallower wave siill tells its bubbling 

LXVIII. 

Pass not unblest the Genius of the place! 

If through the air a zephyr more serene 
Win to tlie brow, ’tis his; and if ye trace 
Along his margin a more eloquent green, 

If on the heart the freshness of the scene 
Sprinkle its coolness, and from tlie dry dust 
Of weary life a moment lave it clean 
With Nature’s baptism,—^’tis to him ye must 
Pay orisons for diis suspension of disgust. 

I.X1X. 

The roar of waters I—from the headlong hci^it 
Velino cleaves the wave-worn precipice; 

I'he fail of waters I rapid as the tight 
The Hashing mass foams shaking the abyss; 

The hell of waters! where they howl and hiss, 

And bml in endless tmturo; while the sweat 
Of their great agony, wrung out from tliis 
Tneir Phlegethon, curli round the rocks of jot 
That gird the gulf around, in pitUess horror set, 

Z.XX. 

And mounts in spray the skies, and thence again 
Returns in an unceasing shower, which round, 

With its unemptied cloud of gentle rain, 

Is an eternal April to the ground, 

Making it all one emeraldhow protiiund 
The gulf! and how the giant element 
From rock to rock leaps with delirious bound, 

Crusliing the cli^, whidi, downward worn and rent 
With his tierce Ibotstejis, yield in cluisms a fearful vent 

To (he broad column vriiich rolls on, and shows 
More tike the fountain of an infant sea 
Tom from the womb of mountains by the throes 
Of a new world, tliui only Urns to be 
Parent of rivers, which flow gushingly, 

With many windings, through the vale Look back! 
Lo! where it comes tike an eternity, 

As if to swe(^ down ail things in its trade, 

CharmiQg the eye with dread.—a matchless cataract, i 


Horribly beautiful! but on the verge, 

From side to side, beneath tlie glittering mom. 

An Iris sits, amidst the infornal surge,’* 

Like Ho|>c u{K)n a dcatli-bed, and, unworn 
Its steady dyes, while all around is tom 
By the cUstracted waters, bears sorone 
Its brilliant hues wiUi all their beams unshorn: 
Resembling, ’mid tiie torture of the scene, 

Love watclung Madness with unaltorable mien. 

X.XXX1X. 

Once more upon the woody Apennine, 

The infant Alps, which—had I not before 
Gazed on their mightier parents, where the pine 
Sits on more shaggy summits, and where roar 
I’he Uiuadering lauVvine—might be worahipp’d more; * 
But I liave soon fhc soaring Jungfrau rear 
Her mwor-trodden snow, and seen the hoar 
Glaciers of bleak Mount-Blanc both far and near, 
And in Ghimari heard the thunder-hills of fear, 

LXXIV. 

Til’ Acroceraunian snountAins of old name; 

And on Parnassus seen the eagles fly 
Like Bjdrits of tlie spot, as ’twere for fame, 

For still they soar’d unutterably high: 

I V(* luolt’d on Ida with a Trojan’s eye; 

Athos, Olympus, .^tnn, Atlas, made 
These hills Noctn tilings of lesser dignity. 

All, save tlie lone Soracte’s heights display’d 
Not now in snow, which asks the lyric Roman’s aiS 

LXXV. 

For our remembrance, and from out the plain 
Heaves like a long-swept wave about to break, 

And on the curl hangs pausing: not in vain 
May he, who will, Ids recollections rake 
And quote in classic raptures, and awake 
Tile liills with Latian echoes; 1 abhorr’d 
Too much, to conquer for the poet’s sak^ 

The drill’d dull lesson, fircod down woid by wwl*® 
In iny repugnant youth, wiUi pleasure to record 

LXXVl. 

Aught that recalls tlie daily drug which turn’d 
My sickening memory; and, though Time hath tau^t 
My mind to meditate what tlicn it leam’d, 

Yet sucli tlie fix’d inveteracy wrought 
By the impatience of my early thought, 

Tiial, with the frcslmess wearing out before 
My mind could relish what it might have sought, 

If free to choose, 1 cannot now restore 
ts health; but what it then detested, still abhor. 

Lxxvn. 

Then farewell, Horace; whom I hated so^ 

Not for thy faults, but mme; it is a curse 
To understand, not feel thy lyric flow, 

To comprehend, but never love thy verse, 

Although no deei>cr Moralist rehearse 
Our little life, nor Bard prescribe his art, 

Nor livelier Satirist the conscience pierce, 

Awakening without wounding the touch’d heart, 
fet fare thee well—upon Soracte’s ridge we part. 

LXXTIII. 

Oh Rome! my country! city of the soul! 

The orphans of the heart must turn to thee. 

Lone mother of dead empires! and ccmtrol 
In their shut breasts their potty misery. 

What are our woes and sufferance ? Ccmio and tee 
The cypress, hear the owl, and plod your way 
O’er steps of brcdicn thrones and temples, Te! 

Whoso agonies arc evils of a day— 

\ world is at our feet as fragile as our day. 
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LXXIX. 

The Niobe of nations! there she stands 
ChildleBS and crownless, in her voiceless wo, 

An empty urn within her witlier’d hands, 

Whose holy dust was scatter’d long ago; 

The Scipios’ tomb contains no ashes now 
The very sepulchres lie tenantless 
Of their heroic dwellers: dost thou flow. 

Old Tiber! through a marble wilderness? 

Rise, with thy yellow waves, and mantle her distress. 

LXXX. 

The Goth, the Christian, Time, War, Flood, and Fire, 
Have dealt upon the sevon-hill’d city’s pride; 

She saw her glories star by star expire. 

And up the steep barbarian monarch’s ride, 

Where the car dimb’d tlie capitol; far and wide 
Temple and tower went down, nor left a site:— 
Chaos of rums! who shall trace the void. 

O’er the dim fragments cast a lunar light, 

And say, “here was, or is,” where all is doubly ni^t? 

nxzxi. 

The double night of ages, and of her. 

Night’s daughter. Ignorance, hath wrapt and wrap 
All round us; we but feel our way to err: 

The ocean hath his chart, the stars their map. 

And Knowledge spreads them on her ample lap; 

But Rome is as the desert, where we steer 
Stumbling der recollections; now we clap 
Our hands, and cry “Eureka!” it is clear— 

When but some false mirage of ruin rises near. 

LXXXII. 

Alas! the lofty city! and alas! 

The trebly hundred triumphs! and the day 
When Bnitus made the dagger’s edge surpass 
The conquero’rs sword in bearing fame away! 

Alas, for Tolly’s voice, and Virgil’s lay. 

And Livy's pictured page!—^but these shall bo 
Her resurrection; all beside—decay. 

Alas, fur Earth, for never shall we see 
That brightness in her eye she bore when Rome was free! 

LXXXIII. 

Oh thou, whose chariot roll’d on Fortune’s wheel,*’ 
Triumphant Sylla! Thou, who didst subdue 
Thy country’s foes ore thou wouldst jiausc to feel 
The wrath of tliy own wrongs, or reap the duo 
Of hoarded vengeance till thine eagles flew 
O’er prostrate Asia;—thou, who with thy frown 
Annihilated senates—Roman, too. 

With all thy vices, lor thou didst lay down 
With an atoning smile a more than earthly crown— 

nxxxiv. 

The dictatorial wreath,—couldst thou divine 
To what would one day dwindle that which made 
Thee more than mortal 1 and that so supine 
By aught than Romans Rome should thus be laid? 
She who was named Eternal, and array'd 
Her warriors but to conquer—she who veil’d 
Earth with her haughty shadow, and display’d. 

Until the o’er-canopied horizon fail’d. 

Her rushing wings—Oh! she who was Almighty h^’d! 

nxxxv. 

Sylla was first of victors; but our own 
The sagest of usurpers, Cromwell; ha 
Too swept oS* senates while he hew’d the throne 
Down to a block—immortal rebel! See 
What crimes it costa to be a moment free 
And fiunous through all ages! but beneath 
His fate the moral lucks of destiny; 

His day of double victory and death 
Beheld him wintsro realms, and, happier,yield his breath. 


The third of the same moon whoso firrmer eoune 
Had alt but crown’d him, on tlie selfeame day 
Deposed him gently from his throne of force, 

And laid him with the earth’s preceding clay.** 

And show’d not Fortune thus how feme and sway 

And all we deem delightful, and consume 

Our souls to compass through each arduous way, 

Are in her eyes less happy than the tomb? 

Were they but so in man’s, bow different were his doom! 

nxxxvii. 

And thou, dread statue! yet existent in** 

The austerest form of naked majesty. 

Thou who beheld’st, ’mid the assassins’ din, 

At thy bathed base the bloody Cscsar lie. 

Folding his robe in dying dignity, 

An ofTcring to thine altar from the queen 
Of gcxls and men, great Nemesis! did he die, 

And thou, too, perish, Pompey? have ye been 
Victors of countless kings, or puppets of a scene 7 

Lxxxvm. 

And thou, the thunder-stricken nurse of Rome ** 
She-wolf! whose brazen-imaged dugs impart 
The milk of conquest yet within the dome 
Where, as a monument of antique art. 

Thou staridest:—^Mother of the mighty heart. 

Which the great founder suck’d from thy wild teat, 
Scorch’d by the Roman Jove’s etherial dart, 

And thy limbs black with lightning—dost thou yet 
Guard thine immortal cubs, nor thy fond charge forget? 

1.XXXIX. 

Thou dost;—but all thy fosterebabes are dead— 

Tho men of iron; and the world hath rear’d 
Cities from out their sepulchres: men bled 
In Imitation of the tilings they fear’d. 

And fought and conquer’d, and the same course steer’d. 
At apish distance; but as yet none have, 

Nor could, tho same supremacy have near'd. 

Save one vain man, who is not in the grave. 

But, vanquish’d by himself to his own slaves a slave— 

xc. 

The fool of false dominion—and a kind 
Of bastard Coesar, following him of old 
With steps unequal; for the Roman’s mind 
Was modcH’d in a loss terrestrial mould,*’ 

With passions flcrcer, yet a judgment cold, 

And an immortal instinct whitdi redeem’d 
Tho frailties of a heart so soft, yet bold, 

Alcidos with the distaff now he seem’d 
At Cleopatra’s feet,—and now himself he beam’d, 

xci. 

And came—and saw—and conquer’d! But the man 
Who would have tamed his eagles down to flee, 

Like a train’d falcon, in the Gallic van. 

Which he, in sooth, long led to victory, 

Witli a deaf heart which never seem’d to be 
A listener to itself was strangely framed; 

With but one weakest weakness—vanity. 

Coquettish in ambition—etill he aim’d— 

At what? can he avouch—or answer what he clum'd? 

And would be all or nothing—nor could wait 
For the sure grave to level him; few years 
Had ftx’d him with the Casars in his fate. 

On whom we tread: For tint the conqueror rears 
The arch of triumph! and for this the tears 
And blood of earth flow on as they have flow’d. 

An universal deluge, which appears 
Without an ark for wretched man’s abode. 

And ebbs but to reflow!—Renew thy rainbow, God! 
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WhfLt from tlu8 barren being do we reap ? 

Our senses narrow, and our reason frail, 

Life short, and truth a gem wliicfa loves the deep, 
And ail things weigh’d in custom’s falsest scale; 
Opinion and omnipotence,>~whose veil 
Mantles the earth with darkness, until ri^t 
And wrong are accidents, and men grow pale 
Lest tlieir own judgments should become too bright, 
And their free thou^ts be crimes, and earth have too 
much light. 

XCIT. 

And thus they plod in slugg^h misery, 

Rotting from sire to son, and age to age, 

Proud of their trampled nature, and so die. 
Bequeathing their hereditary rage 
To the new race of inborn slaves, who wage 
War for their chains, and rather than be free. 

Bleed gladiator-Iiko, and still engage 
Within the same arena where they see 
Their fellows fall before, like leaves of the same tree. 
xcr. 

I speak not of men’s creeds—they rest between 
Man and his Maker—but of things allow’d, 

Averr’d and known,—and daily, hfmrly seen— 

The yoke that is upon us doubly bow’d, 

And the intent of tyranny avow’d, 

The edict of Earth’s rulers, who arc grown 
The apes of liim who humbled once the proud, 

And shook them from their slumbers on the throne; 
Too glorious, were tins all his mighty arm had done. 
XCVI. 

Can tyrants but by tyrants conquer’d be, 

And Freedom find no champion and no child 
Such as Columbia saw arise when she 
Sprung forth a Pallas, arm’d and undefiled ? 

Or must such minds be nourish’d in the wild, 

I>ecp in the unpnincd forest, ’midst the roar 
Of cataracts, where nursing Nature smiled 
On infant Washingl<»n? Has Earth no more 
Such seeds within her breast, or Europe no such shore ? 
xcvn. 

But Franco got drunk with blood to vomit crime, 

And fetal have her Saturnalia been 
To Freedom’s cause, in every ago and dime ; 
Because the deadly days which we have seen, 

And vile Ambition, that built up between 
Man and his hopes an adamantine wall, 

And the base pageant last upon the scene, 

Arc grown the pretext for the eternal thrall 
Which nips life’s tree, and dooms man’s worst—his 
second fall. 

XCVlll. 

Yet, Freedom! yet thy banner, tom, but flying, 
Streams like the thunder-storm against the wind ; 
Thy trumpet voice, though broken now and dying, 
The loudest still the tempest leaves behind; 

Thy tree hatli lost its blossoms, and the rind, 

Chopped by the axe, lodes rough and little worth, 

But ^0 sap lasts,—and still ^e seed we find 
Sown deep, even in tlie bosom of the North; 

So shall a better spring less bitter fruit bring forth. 
XCIX. 

There is a stem round tower of other days,*® 

Firm as a fortress, with its fence of stone, 

Such as an army’s baffled strength delays, 

Standing with haif its battlement alone, 

And with two thousand years of ivy grown, 

The garland of eternity, where wave 
The green leaves over all by time o’erthrown 
What was this tower of strength ? widiin its cave 
What treasure lay So lock’d, so lud?—A wtmian’s grave. 


c. 

B\)t who was she, the lady of the dead, 

Tomb’d in a palace? Was slm chaste and feir? 
Wortliy a king’s—or more—a Roman’s bed? 

What race of chiefs and heroes did she bear? 

What daughter of her beauties was the heir? 

How lived—how loved—bow died she ? Was she not 
So honour’d—and ccmspicuously there, 

AVhere meaner relics must not dare to rot, 

Placed to commemorate a more than mortal lot ? 

ci. 

Was she as those who love their lords, or they 
Who love the lords of othere ? such have been 
Even in the olden time, Home’s annals say. 

Was she a matron of Cornelia’s mien, 

Or the light air of Eg 3 q>t’i graceful queen, 

Profuse of joy—or ’gainst it did she war, 

Inveterate in virtue ? Did she lean 
To the soft side of (he heart, or wisely bar 
Love from amongst her griefe?—fin* such Uie affections 
are. 

CII. 

Perchance she died in youth; it may be, bow’d 
With w'o<?s fer heavier than the }jonderc)U8 tomb 
That weigh’d upon her gentle dust, a cloud 
Might gather o’er her beauty, and a gloom 
In her dark eye, prophetic of the doom 
Heaven gives its favourites—early death; yet shed 
A sunset charm around her, and illume 
Witli hectic light, the Hesperus of llie dead, 

Of her consuming cheek the autumnal leaf-liko rod. 
CHI. 

Perchance she died in age—surviving all, 

Charms, kindred, children—with the silver gray 
On her long tresses, which might yet recall, 

It. may be, still a something of the day 
When they were braided, and her proud array 
And lovely form were envied, praised, and eyed 

By Rome-But whitlier would Conjecture stray? 

Thus much alone wc know—Mctolla died, 

The wealtliiest Roman’s wife; Behold his love or pride ! 
CIV. 

I know' not why—^but standing thus by thee 
It seems as if 1 had thine inmate known, 

Thou tomb! and other days come back on me 
With recollected music, though the tone 
Is changed and solemn, like the cloudy groan 
Of dyiug thunder on the distant wind ; 

Yet could 1 seat me by this ivied stone 
Till T had bodied firth the heated mind 
Forms from the floating wreck which Ruin leaves behind; 
cv. 

And from the planks, far shatter’d o’er the rocks, 

Built me a little bark of hope, once more 
To battle with the ocean and the shocks 
Of the loud breakers, and the ceaseless roar 
Which rushes on llie solitary shore 
Where all lies founder’d that was ever dear: 

But could I gather from tlie wave-worn store 
Enough for my rude boat, where should 1 steer ? 
There woos no home, nor hope, nor life, save what is 
here. 

cvi. 

Then let the winds howl on! their harmony 
Shall henceforth be my musfo, and the night 
The sound shall temper with the owlets* cry, 

As 1 now hear them, in fee fading light 
Dim o’er fee bird of darkness* native sitc^ 

Answering each other on the Palatine, 

With their large eyes, all gUstening gray and 
And sailing pinions.—Upmi such a shrine 
What are our petty grieft ?—4et me not number mine. 
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CXIT. 

CypreM snd ivy, weed and wallflower grown Then turn we to her latest tribane’s naffle, 

Matted and mass’d together, liillocks h^p’d From her ten thousand tyrants turn to thee, 

On what were chambers, arcli crush’d, cidumn strown Redeemer of dark centuries of shamo— 

In fragments, choked up vaults, and frescos steep’d The friend of Petrarch—hope of Italy— 

In subterranean damps, where the owl peep’d, Rienzi! last of Romans! While the tree ** 

Deeming it midnight:—Temples, baths, or halls? Of freedom’s wither’d trunk puts fitrfh a lea^ 

Pronounce who can; for all that Learning reap’d Even for thy tomb a garland let it be— 

From her research hath been, that these are walls— The forum’s champion, and the people’s chief— 
Behold the Imperial Mount! ’tie thus the mighty fidls.'' Her new-born Numa thou—^with reign, alas! too brief. 


cvm. 

There is the moral of all human tales 
Tis but the same rehearsal of the past, 

First Freedom, and then Glory—when that fails. 
Wealth, vice, corruption,—barbarism at last. 

And History, with all her volumes vast, 

Hath but one page,—’tis better written here, 

Where gorgeous Tyranny had thus amass’d 
All treasures, all delights, that eye or ear. 

Heart, soul could seek, tongue ask-Away with words 

draw noar, 

cix. 

Admire, ejnilt—despise—laugh, weep,—for hero 
There is such matter for all feeling;—^Man 1 
Thou jiendulum betwixt a smile and tear. 

Ages and realms are crowded in this span, 

This mountain, whose obliterated plan 
The pyramid of empires pinnacled. 

Of Glory’s gewgaws shining in the van 
Till the sun’s rays with added flame were fill’d! 
Where are its golden roofs? where those who dared to 
build ? 

cx. 

Tully was not so eloquent as thou, 

Thou nameless column with the buried base 1 
W'hat arc the laurels of the Csesar’s brow ? 

Crown me with ivy from his dwelling-place. 

Whose arch or pillar meets me in the face, 

Titus or Trajan’s? No—’tis that of Time: 

Triumph, arch, pillar, all he doth displace 
Scofling; and ajnistolic statues climb 
To crusli tile imperial urn, whose aslies sjo|it sublime," 
ext. 

Buried in air, the deep blue sky uC Romo, 

And looking to the stars: they had contain’d 
A S|iirit which with these would find a home. 

The last of those who o’er tlic whole cartli reign’d, 
The Roman globe, for after none sustain’d. 

But yielded back Ills conquestsbo was more 
Than a mere Alexander, and, unstain’d 
With household blood and wine, serenely wore 
His sovereign virtues—still we Trajan’s name adore.** 
exit. 

Where is the pock of Triumph, the high place 
Where Rome embraced her heroes? where the steep 
Tarpeian ? fittest goal of Treason’s race. 

The promontory whence the Traitor's Leap 
Cured all ambition. Did the conquerors heap 
Their spoils here? Yes; and in yon field below, 

A tliousand years of silenced factions sleep— 

The Forum, where the immortal aoxxints glow. 

And still the eloquent air breathes—burns with Cicero 1 
extn. 

The field of freedom, faction, fome, and blood: 

Here a proud people’s passion’s were exhaled. 

From the first hour of empire in the bud 
To that when further worlds to conquer fiufd; 

But long before had Freedmn's fiice been veil’d. 

And Anarchy assumed her attributes; 

1% every laadess soldier who assail’d 
Trod on the tremUing senate’s slavirii mutes. 

Or raised the veiul voice of baser prostitutes. 


cxv. 

Egeria! sweet creation of some heart *• 

Which found no mortal resting-place so &ir 
As thine ideal breast; wliate’er thou art 
Or wert,—a young Aurora of the air. 

The nympholepsy of some fond despair; 

Or, it might be, a beauty of the eat^ 

Who found a more than common votary there 
Too much adoring; whatsoe’er thy birA, 

Thou wert a beautiful thought, and softly bodied forth. 

' The mosses of thy fountain still are sprinkled 
With thine Elysian water-drops; the face 
Of thy cave-guarded spring, with years unwrinkled, 
Reflects the meek-eyed genius of the place, 

Whose green, wild margin now no more erase 
Art’s works; nor must the delicate waters sleep. 
Prison’d in marble, babbling from the base 
Of the cleft statue, with a gentle leap 
The rill runs o'er, and round, fern, flowers, and ivy, creep 
cxvu. 

Fantastically tangled; the green hills 
Are clothed with early blossoms, through the grass 
The quick-eyed lizard rustles, and the bills 
Of summer-birds sing welcome as ye pass; 

Flowers fresh in hue, and many in tlieir class. 

Implore the pausing step, and with their dyes 
Dance in the soft breeze in a ftiiry mass; 

The sweetness of the violet’s deep blue eyes. 

Kiss’d by the breath of heaven, seems colour’d by its 
skies. 

cxvm. 

Here didst thou dwell, in this enchanted cover, 
Egeria! thy all heavenly bosom beating 
For the far footsteps of tliy mortal lover; 

The purple Midnight veil’d that mystic meeting 
With her most starry canopy, and seating 
Thyself by thine adorer, wlmt befell ? 

This cave was surely shaped out for the greeting 
Of an etmmoured Goddess, and the cell 
daunted by holy Love—the earliest oracle! 

cxix. 

And didst thou not, thy breast to his replying. 

Blend a celestial with a human heart; 

And Love, which dies as H was born, in sighing, 

Share with immortal transports ? could thine art 
Make them indeed immortal, and impart 
The purity of heaven to earthly joys, 

Expel the venom and not blunt the dart— 

The dull satiety which all destroys— 

nd root from out the soul the deadly weed wlueh cloys? 

cxx. 

Alas! our young afiections run to waste. 

Or water Iwt the desert; whence arise 
But weeds of dark luxuriance, tares of haste. 

Rank at the core, though tempting to the eyes. 
Flowers whose wdld odours breathe but agoniei^ 

And trees whose gums are pmson; such the plsiits 
Which spring beneath her steps as Passion flws 
O’er the world’s wilderness, snd vunly pants 
'or some celestial fruit forbiklen to our wants. 
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oh Lore! no habitant of earth thou art— 

An unseen seraph, we believe in thee, 

A faith whose martyrs are the broken heart, 

But never yet hath seen, nor e’er shall see 
The naked eye, thy form, as it should be; 

The mind bath m^e thee, as it peopled heaven. 
Even with its own desiring phantasy. 

And to a thought such sliape and image given, 

As haunts the unquench’d soul—parch’d—wearied— 
wrung—and riven. 

CXXIX 

Of its own beauty is the mind diseasod. 

And fevers into folse creation:—^where. 

Where are the forms the sculptor’s soul hath seized ? 
In him alone. Can Nature show so fair? 

Where arc the charms and virtues which we dare 
Conceive in boyhood and pursue as men, 

The unreach’d Paradise of our despair, 

Which o’er-informs the pencil and tlie pen. 

And uver]>owers the page whore it would bloom aga'ui ? 

CXXllI. 

Who loves, raves—’tis youtli’s frenzy—but the cure 
Is Utterer still; as charm by charm imwinds 
Which robed our idols, and we see too sure 
Nor worth nor beauty dwells from out the mind’s 
Idiial shape of such; yet still it binds 
The fatal spell, and still it draws us on, 

Reaping the whirlwind from the ofr-sown winds; 

The stubborn heart, its alchemy begun. 

Seems ever near the prize—wealthiest when most undone. 

exxiv. 

We wither from our youth, we gasp away— 

Sick—sick; unfound the boon—unslaked the tliirst. 
Though to tlie last, in verge of our decay. 

Some phantom lures, sudi as wo sought at first— 

But all too late,—so are wo doubly curst. 

Love, fame, ambition, avarice—’tis the same. 

Each idle—and all ill—and none the worst— 

For all are meteors with a dilforent luunc, 

%nd Death tlie sable smoke where vanishes tlie flame. 


Arches on arches! as it were that Rome, 

Collecting the chief trophies of her line. 

Would build up all her triumphs in one dome. 

Her Coliseum stands; the moonbeams shine 
As ’twere its natural torches, for divine 
Should be the light which streams here, to illume 
This long-exploit but still exhaustless mine 
Of contemplation; and the azure gloom 
Of an Italian night, where the deep skies assume 

CXXIX. 

Hues which have words, and speak to ye of heaven, 
Floats o’er this vast and wondrous monument, 

And shadows forth its glory. There is given 
Unto tlie things of earth, which Time hath bent, 

A spirit's feeling, and where he hath leant 
His hand, but broke his scythe, there is a power 
And magic in tlie ruin’d battlement. 

For which the palace of the present hour 
Must yield its pump, and wait till ages are its dower. 

exxx. 

Oh Time! tlie beautificr of the dead, 

Adorner of the ruin, comforter 

And only healer when the heart hath bled— 

Time! the corrector where our judgments err. 

The test of truth, love,—sole philosopher, 

For all beside are sophists, from thy thrift. 

Which never loses though it dotli defer- 
7'ime, the avenger! unto thee I lift 
My hands, and eyes, and heart, and crave of thee a gift: 

Amidst this wreck, where thou hast made a shrine 
And leiiiple more divinely desolate. 

Among thy mightier oHcrings here are mine. 

Ruins of years—though few, yet full of fate 
If thou hast ever seen me too elate. 

Hear me not; but if calmly I have borne 
Cio<xl, and reserved my pride against Uie hate 
Which shall not wholin me, let me not have worn 
This iron in my soul in vain—shall then not mourn? 


exxv. 

Few—none—find what they love or could have loved, 
Though accident, bUnd contact, and the strong 
Necessity of loving, have removed 
Antipathies—but to recur, ore lung. 

Envenom’d with irrevocable wrong; 

And Circumstance, that unspirituaJ god 
And miscreator, makes and helps along 
Our cximing evils with a crutch-like rod, [trod. 

Vhose touch turns Hope to dust,—the dust we all have 
exxvi. 

Our life is a false nature—^’tis not in 
The harmony of things,—^this hard decree. 

This uneradicable taint of sin. 

This boundless upas, this all-blasting tree, 

Whose root is earth, whose leaves and branches be 
The skies which rain their (dagues on men like dew— 
Disease, death, bondage—all the woes wo see— 

And worse, the woes we see nut—which throb through 
'he immedicable soul, with heart-aches ever new. 

CXXVII. 

Yet let us ponder boldly—^’tis a base ** 

Abandonment of reason to resign 

Our right of fliought—our last and only place 

Of refuge; this, at least, shall still be mine; 

Though from our birth the faculty divine 
Is du^’d and tortured—cabin’d, cribb’d, confined. 

And bred in darkness, lest the truth should shine 
Too brightly on the unprepared mind, 
lie beam pours iii,fi>r time and dull will couch the Mind. 


* And thou, who never yet of human wrong 
Left tlie unbalanced scale, great Nemesis! “ 

Here, where the ancient paid tliee homage long— 
Thou who didst call Ihe Furies fnim the abyss, 

And round Orestes bade them howl and hiss, 

For that unnatural retribution—just. 

Had it but been from hands less near—in this 
Tliy former realm, 1 call thee from the dust! 

Dost thou not hear my heart ?—Awake! thou shah, and 
must. 

CXXXIlI. 

It is not that 1 may not have incurr’d 
For my ancestral foults or mine the wound 
I bleed witlial, and, had it been conferr’d 
With a just weapon, it hod flow’d unbound; 

But now my blo^ shall not sink in the ground; 

To thee 1 do devote it—rAou shalt take 

The vengeance, which shall yet be sought and found, 

Which if I have not taken for the sake — 

But let tliat pass—I slee;), but tliou shall yet awake. 
CXXXIV. 

And if my voice break forfli, ’tis not that now 
I shrink from what is sufrer’d: let him speak 
Who hath beheld decline upon my brow, 

Or seen my mind’s convulsion leave it weak; 

But in this page a record will 1 seek. 

Not in the air shall these my words disperse, 

Though I be aMies; a fito h^ shall wreak 
The deep prophetic fulness of this vers^ 

And pile on himian heads the mountain of mf ewto! 
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oxxxr» 

That curse shall be Forpveness.—Have I not— 
Hear me, my mother Earth! behold it, Heaven!— 
Have I not had to wrestle with my lot'/ 

Have I luH ■ufier’d things to be forgiven ? 

Have 1 not had my In^tin sear’d, my heart riven, 
H(^>e8 sapp’d, name blighted, Life’s life lied away? 
And only not to desperation driven, 

Because not altogether of such clay 
As rots into the souls of tliose whom I survey* 

From mighty wrongs to petty perfidy 
Have I not seen what human things could do? 
Frmn the loud roar of foaming calumny 
To the small wh»per of the as paltry few, 

And subtler venom of the reptile crew, 

The Janus glance of whose significant eye, 

Learning to lie with silence, would aeem tine, 

And without utterance, save the shrug or sigh, 

Deal round to happy fools its speccliless obloquy. 

cxxxrii. 

But I have liv'ed, and have not lived in vain: 

My mind may lose its force, my bIcKxl its fire, 

And my frame perish even in conquering pain; 

But there is that within me wliich shall tiro 
Torture and Time, and breathe when I expire; 
Something unearthly, which they deem not oij 
Like the remember’d tone of a mute lyre, 

Shall on their soften’d spirits sink, and move 
In hearts all rocky now the late remorse of love. 

CZXXTXIX. 

The seal is set.—Now welcome, tliou dread power! 
Nameless, yet thus omnipotent, wliich here 
Waik’st in the shadow of the midnight hoiu* 

With a deep awe, yet ail distinct from fear; 

Thy haunts are ever where the dead walls rear 
Their ivy mantles, and the solemn scene 
Derives from thee a sense so deep and clear 
That we become a part what has been, 

And grow unto the spot, ail'seeing but unseen, 
cxxxxx. 

And here the buzz of eager nations ran, 

In murmur’d pity, or loud-roar’d applause, 

As man was slaughter’d by his fellow man. 

And wherefore slaughter’d 1 wherefore, but because 
Such were the bloody Circus’ genial laws, 

And the imperial pleasure.—Wherefore not? 

What matters whore we fall to hit the maws 
Of wonns—on batUe>piains or listed spot? 

Both are but theatres where the chief actors rot. 

CXL. 

I see before me die Gladiator lie: 

He leans upon his hand—lus manly brow 
Consents to death, but conquers agemy, 

And his droop’d head sinks gmdu^ly low— 

And through his side toe last drops, ebbing slow 
From the rcul gash, fail heavy, one by one, 

Like the first ^a thunder*8hower; and now 
The arena swims u'ound him—he is gone, 

Ere ceased the inhuman shout whidi h^’d the wretch 
who WCHU 

CXLI. 

He heard it, but he heeded not—his eyes 
Were wkh his heart, and toat was far away. 

He reck’d not of the life ho lost nor prize, 

But where his rude hut by tb« Dani^ lay. 

There wore his young barbiMMW all at play. 

There was tbair Daciwihtl he, their sire, 
Butclier’4dft-ioake ajllpun holiday—^® 

AU this nnl^ with lda.Mpod—Shall he exph-e 
And unavenged ?— Ante Goths, and g^ut your ire! 


CZLII. 

But here, where Murder breatlied her bloody steam 
And here, where buzzing nations choked toe way% 
And roar’d or murmur’d like a mountain stream 
Dashing or winding as its torrent stra)^; 

Here, where the Roman million’s blame or praise 
Was death or life, the playthings of a crow^“ 

My voice sounds muoh—and fidl tlie stars’ &int rayi, 
On the arena void—seats crush’d—walls bow’d— 

And galleries, where my steps aeem echoes strangely loud. 

CXLIII. 

A min—yet what ruin! from its mass 
Wails, palaces, half-cities, have been rear’d | 

Yet oft the enormous skeleton ye pass, ' 

And marvel where the spoil could have appear’d. 

Hath it indeed been plunder’d, or but cleai^d ? 

Alas! developed, opens tlie decay, 

When the colossal fabric’s form is near’d: 

It will not bear the brightness of the day, [away. 
Wliich streams too much on all years, man, have reft 

CXLIV. 

But when the rising moon begins to climb 
Its topmost arch, and gently pauses there; 

When the stars twinkle through toe Ioo|^ of time, 

And ihe low night-breeze waves along the air 
The garland-forest, wliich the gray walls wear, 

Like laurels on the bald first Caesar’s hetwl 
When tiie light shines serene but dotli not glare, 

Then in this magic circle rdse the dead: 

Heroes have trod this spot—’tis on their dust ye tread. 

CXLV. 

“Wliile stands toe Coliseum, Rome shall stand;** 
*When falls toe Coliseum, Rome shall full; [land 
“And when Rome fiills—the World.” From our own 
Thus spake the pilgrims o’er tiiis mighty wall 
In Saxon times, which wo are wont to call 
Ancient; and these three mortal things are still 
On their toundations, and unalter’d all; 

Rome and her Ruin jiast Kedomiitiun’s skill, [will, 
'he World, the same wide den—of thieves, or what ye 
CXL VI. 

Simple, erect, severe, austere, sublime— 

Shrine of ail saints and temple of all gods, 

From Jove to Jesus—spared and blest by time 
Looking iranquillity, while falls or nods 
Arch, empire, each thing round thee, and man plods 
His way through thorns to ashes—gloiious dome! 

Shalt thou not last? Time’s scythe and tyrants’ rods 
Shiver upon thee—sanctuary and home 
)f art and piety—^Pantheon !-^ride of Rome! 

CXLVII. 

Relic of nobler days, and noblest arta! 

Despoil’d yet perfect, with thy ctrde spreads 
A holiness appealing to all hearts— 

To art a model; and to him who treads 
Rome for the sake of ages, Glory sheds 
Her light through thy sole aperture; to those 
Who worship, here are altars ftir their beads; 

And they who feel for gemus may repose 
'heir eyes on hmiour’d forms, whose busts around them 
close.** 

cxLvm. 

There is a dungeon, in whose dim drear l^ht** 

What do I gaze on? Nothing: Look ag^! 

Two forms are slowly shadow’d on my si^t— 

Two insulated phant<Mns of the brain: 

It is not so; I see them full and plain— 

An old man, and a female young and fitir, 

Fresh as a nursing mother, in whose vein 
The blood is nectar:—but what doth she there^ 
lYitb her unmantled neck, and bosom white and bare? 
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cxux. 

Full swells the deep pure ibuntain of young life, 
Where on the heert and/rom the heart wo todk 
Our first and sweetest nurture, when the wife. 

Blest into mother, in tho innocent look, 

Or even the piping cry of lips that brook 
No pain and small susi>enso, a joy perceives 
Man knows not, when from out its cradled nook 
She sees her little bud put forth its leaves— [Bve’ 
What may tho fruit bo yet?—know not—Cain wa 
ci,. 

But here youth offers to old age tlie food, 

Tho milk of his own gift:—it is her sire 
* To whom she renders back the debt of blood 
Born with her birth. No; he shall not expire 
While in those warm and lovely veins the fire 
Of health and holy feeling can provide 
Great Nature’s Nile, whose deep stream rises highei 
Than Egypt’s river:—from that gentle side 
Drink, drink and live, old man 1 Heaven’s realm hold, 
no such tide. 

cu. 

The starry feble of the milky way 
Has not thy stoiys purity; it is 
A constellation of a sweeter ray. 

And sacred Nature triumphs more in this 
Reverse of her decree, than in the abyss 
Where sparkle distant worlds;—Oh, holiest nurse! 
No drop of that clear stream its way shall miss 
To thy sire’s heart, replenishing its source 
With life, as our freed souls rgoin the universe. 

CLIl. 

Turn to the Mole wluch Hadrian rear’d on high,”’ 
Imperial mimic of old Egypt’s piles. 

Colossal copyist of deformity, 

Whose travell’d phantasy from the far Nile’s 
Enormous model, doom’d the artist’s toils 
To build for giants, and fur liis vain earth. 

His shrunken ashes, raise this dome: How smiles 
The gazer’s eye with philosophic mirth. 

To view the huge design which sprung from such a birth 

CLllI. 

But lo! tho dome—the vast and wondrous dome,®’ 

To which Diana’s marvel was a cell— 

Christ’s mighty shruie above his martyr’s tomb! 

I liave beheld tlie Ephesian’s miracle— 

Its columns strew the wilderness, and dwell 
The hytena and tho jackall in their shade; 

I have beheld Sophia’s bright roofe swell 
Their glittering mass i’ the sun, and have survey’d 
Its sanctuary the wliile the usurping Moslem pray’d; 

CUV. 

But thou, of temples old, or altars new, 

Standost alone—with nothing like to Uiee— 

Worthiest of God, the lioly and tho true. 

Since Zion’s desolation, when that He 
Forsook his former city, what could be, 

Of earthly structures, in bis honour pil^. 

Of a Bublimer aspect ? Majesty, 

Power, Glory, Strength, and Beauty, all are aisled 
In this eternal ark of worship undefil^. 

CLT. 

Enter: its grandeur overwhelms thee not; 

And why? it is not lessen’d; but thy mind. 

Expand^ by the genius of the spot. 

Has grown colossi, and can only find 
A fit abode wherein appear enshrined 
Thy hopes of immortality; and thou 
Shalt one day, if found worthy, so defined. 

See thy God fitce to face, as thou dust now 
His Holy id' Holies, nor be blasted by his brow. 


CL VI. 

Thou movost—but increasing widi the advance. 

Like climUng some great Alp, which still doth rke, 
Deceived by its gigantic elegance; 

Vastness which grows—but grows to harmoiuzo— 
All musical in its immensities; 

Rich marbles—richer painting—shrines where flame 
The lamps of gold—and haughty dome which vies 
In air with Earth’s chief structures,though their frame 
Sits on the firm-set ground—and this the clouds must 
claim. 

CLTII. 

Thou seest not all; but piecemeal thou must bre^ 
To separate contemplation, the great whole; 

And as the ocean many bays will make. 

That ask the eye—so here comtense thy soul 
To more immediate objects, and control 
Thy thoughts until thy mind hath got by heart 
Its eloquent proportions, and unroll 
In mighty graduations, part by part. 

The glory which at once upon thee did not dart, 

CL VIII. 

Not by its fault—but thine: Our outward sense 
Is but of gradual grasp—and as it is 
That what we have of feeling most intense 
Outstrips our faint expression; even so this 
Outshining and o’erwhelming edifice 
Fools our fond gaze, and greatest of the great 
Defies at first our Nature’s littleness. 

Till, growing with its growth, wo thus dilate 
Our spirits to the size of that they contemplate, 

CLIX. 

Then pause, and be enlighten’d; there is more 
In such a survey than the sating gaze 
Of wonder pleased, or awe which would adore 
Tho worship of the place, or the mere praise 
Of art and its great masters; who could raise 
What former time, nor skill, nor tliougbt could plan; 
The fountain of sublimity displays 
Its depth, and thence may draw tho mind of man 
Is golden sands, and learn what great conceptions can. 

CLX. 

Or, turning to the Vatican, go see 
Laocoon’s torture dignifying pain— 

A father’s love and mortal’s agony 
With an immortal’s patience blending:—Vain 
Thu struggle; vain, against the coiling strain 
And gripe, and deepening of tlie dragon’s grasp. 

The old man’s clench; the long envenom'd chain 
Rivets tlie livuig links,—the enormous asp 
Enforces pang on pang, and stifles gasp on gasp. 

CLXI. 

Or view tho Lord of the unerring bow. 

The God of life, and poesy, and light— 

The Sun in human limbs array'd, and brow 
All reuliant from h'is triumph in the fight; 

Tho shaft hath just been shot—the arrow bright 
With an immortal’s vengeance; in his eye 
And nostril beautiful disdain, and might 
And majesty, flash their fill! lightnings by, 
developing in that one glance the Deity. 

CLXII. 

But in his delicate form—a dream of Love, 

Shaped by some solitary nymph, whose breast 
Long’d for a deathless lover from above, 

And madden’d in that vision—are exprest 

All that ideal beauty ever bicss’d 

The mind with in its most unearthly nmod. 

When each conception was a heavenly gues^ 

A ray of immortaUty—and stood, 
itarlike, around, until they gather’d to a god! 
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And if it be Prometheiu etole from Heaven 
The fire which we endure, it was repaid 
By him to whom the energy was given 
Whidi this poetic marble hath array’d 
With an eternal glory—which, if made 
By human hands, is not of human thought; 

And Time himself hath hallow’d it, nor laid 
One ringlet in the dust—nor hath it caught 
A tmge of years, but breathes the dome with which Itwas 

WTOUght. 

CI.XIV. 

But where is he, the Pilgrim of iny song, 

The being who upheld it throu^ the past t 
Methinks he cometh late and larries long. 

He is no more—these breathings ate his last; 

His wanderings dune, his visions ebbing fast, 

And he himself as notiiing:—^if he was 
Aught but a phantasy, and coukl be class’d 
With forms which live and sulfer—let that pass— 

His shadow fades away into Destruction’s mass, 

CI.XT. 

Which gathers shadow, substance, life, and all 
That wo inherit in its mortal shroud, 

And spreads the dim and universal pall [cloud 

Through which all things grow phantoms; and the 
Between us sinks and all which ever glow'd, 

TUI Glory’s self is twilight, and displays 
A melancholy halo scarce aUow’d 
To hover on the verge of darkness; rays 
Sadder than saddest night, for they distract the gaze, 
C1.XVI. 

And send us prying into the abyss, 

To gather what we shall be when tlie feame 
ShaU be resolved to something less than this 
Its wretched essence; and to dream of fame, 

And wipe the dust from off the idle name 
We never more shall hoar,—but never more, 

Oh, happier tliougbt! can we be made tlie same; 

It is enough in sooth that ante we bore 
These fardels of the heart—the heart whose sweat was 
gore. i 

cnzTii. 

Hark! forth fi-om the abyss a voice proceeds, 

A long low distant murmur of dread sound, 

Such as arises when a nation bleeds 
With some deep and immedicable wound; [ground, 
Through storm and darkness yawns the rending 
The gulf is tlucfc with phantoms, but the chief 
Seems royal still, though with her head discrown’d, 
And pale, but lovely, vrith maternal grief 
She clasps a babe, to whom her breast yields no relief. 
CLXVIII. 

Scion of chiefe and monarchs, where art thou t 
Fond hope of many nations, art thou dead ? 

Could nm the grave forget thee, and lay low 
Some less majestic, lees beloved head ? 

In the sad mMnight, whUe thy heart still bled. 

The mother of a moment, o’er tliy boy, 

Death hush’d that pmig for ever; with thee fled 
The present happness and promised joy 
Which fill'd the imperial isles so fall it seem’d to cloy. 

ci.xitx. 

Peasants bring forth in safety.—Can it be, 

Oh thou that wert so happy, so adored 1 
Those who weep not for kings shall weep for thee. 
And Freedom’s heart, grown heavy, cease to hoard 
Her many griefe for Oke ; for she had pour’d 
Her orisons for thee, and o’er thy head 
Beheld Iris.—Thou, too, lonely lord, 

And denriate consort—vainly wert thou wed! 

Tlie husband of a year! the finfaer of the dead! 


cnxx. 

Of sackcloth was thy wedding garment made; 

Thy bridal’s fruit is ashes; in the dust 
The &ir<hair’d Daughter of the Isles is laid, 

The love of millions 1 How we did intrast 
Futurity to her! and, tliough it must 
Darken above our bones, yet fondly deem’d 
Our children should obey her child, and bless’d 
Her and her hoped>for seed, whose promise seem’d 
Dike stars to shepherds’ eyes^—'twas but a meteor 
beam’d. 

CEXXt. 

Wo unto us, not her; for she sleeps well: 

The fickle reek of popular breath, the tongue 
Of hollow coun8t)4 the false oracle, 

Whicli from the birth of monarchy hath rung 
Its knell in princely cars, till the o’erstung 
Nations liave arm’d in madness, Uie strange fete 
Which tumbles uiighbcsl sovereigns, and bath flung 
Against tlioir blind omnipotence a wei^t 
IViUiin tlic opposing scale, which crushes soon or late,- 
CLXXII. 

Tliosc might have been her destiny; but no, 

Our hearts deny it: and so young, so fair, 

Good without effort, great without a foe; 

But now a bride and mother—and now there! 

How many tics did that stern moment tear! 

From thy Sire’s to his humblest subject’s breast 
Is link’d tlie electric chain of tliat despair, 

Whose shock was as on earthquake’s, and opprest 
'he land which loved thee so that none could love thee 
best. 

CLXXtIl. 

’•Lo, Nemi! navell’d in tlie woody lulls 
So ikr, that tlie uprooting wind wliich tears 
The oak from liis foundation, and which spills 
The ocean o’er its lioundary, and bears 
Its foam against tlic skies, reluctant spares 
The oval nurror of Uiy glassy lake; 

And, calm as chcrisli’d hale, its surface wears 
A deep cold settled aspect nought can sliakc, 

AU coil’d into itself and round, os sleeps the snake. 

CLXXIV. 

And near Albano’s scarce divided waves 
Shine from a sister valley;—and afar 
The Tiber winds, and the broad ocean laves 
The Latian coast whore sprang the Epic war, 

“ Anus and the Man," whose rc-asconding star 
Rose o’er an empire.—but licneath tliy right 
Tully reposed fisim Rome;—and where yon bar 
Of girdling mountains intercepts the sight 
I'he Sabine larm was till’d, the weary bard’s delight.’' 
CLXXV. 

But I forget.—My Pilgrim’s shrine is won. 

And he and I must part,—so let it be,— 

His task and mine alike are nearly done; 

Yet once more let us look upon the sea; 

The midland ocean breaks on him and me. 

And Irom the Alban Moimt wo now beliold 
Our friend of youth, that ocean, which when we 
Belield it last by Catpe’s rock unfold 
Those waves, we follow’d on till the dark Eindne roll’d 

Upon tlie blue Symplegades: lung years— 

Long, though not very many, since have done 
Their work on both; some suffering and some tears 
Have left us nearly where wo had begun: 

Yet not in vain our mortal race hath nm. 

We have had our reward—and it ia here; 

That we can yet feel gladden’d by the sun. 

And reap from earth, sea, joy ah^t as dear 
As if there were no man to troiflfle vbti is clear. 
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Oh t that the Desert were ray dwelling'place, 

With one &ir Spirit fur ray minister, 

That I might all fiirget the human race, 

Aiwl, hating no one, love but (miy her! 

Ye Elements!—in whoso ennobUng stir 
1 feel myself exalted—Can ye not 
Accord me such a being? Do I err 
In deeming such inhabit many a spot? 

Though with them to converse can rarely be our lot. 

ctxrvni. 

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods. 

There is a rapture on the lonely shore. 

There is society, where none intrudes, 

By the deep Sea, and music in its roar: 

I love not Man the less, but Nature more. 

Prom these our interviews, in which T steal 
From all I may 1», or have been befijre. 

To mingle with the Universe, and feel 
Wliat I can ne’er express, yet cannot all conceal. 

CLXXIX. 

Roll on, thou deep and dark blue ocean—roll! 

Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain; 

Man marks the earth with ruin—liis control 
Stops with die shoreupon die watery jilain 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor dodi remain 
A shadow of roan’s ravage, save his own, 

Wlien, for a moment, like a drop of rain, 

He sinks into thy deptlu with bubbling groan, 
Widiout a grave, unknell’d, uncoflin’d, and unknown. 

CLXXX. 

His steps are not upon thy paths,—thy fields 
Are not a sfioil for him,—^thou dost arise 
And sliake him from thee; the vile strength he wiolds 
For earth’s destruction thou dost all despise. 

Spuming him from thy bosom to the skies, 

And send’st him, .shivering in thy playful spray 
And howling, to his Gods, whore haply lies 
His petty hope in some near port or bay. 

And dashesl him again to earth:—there let him lay. 

CI.XXXI. 

The armaments which thunderstriko die walls 
Of rock-built mties, bidding nations quake. 

And monarchs tremble in their capitals. 

The oak leviaUians, wliose huge ribs make 
Their clay creator the vain title take 
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war; 

These are thy toys, and, as the snowy flake, 

They melt into thy yeast of waves, which mar 
Alike the Armada’s fnride, or spoils of Trafolgar. 

F 


cnxxxti. 

Thy shore.s arc empires, changed in all save thee— 
Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are they ? 
Thy waters wasted them while tliey were free, 

And many a tyrant since; their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage; their decay 
Has dried up realms to desertsnot so thou, 
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves' play— 

Time writes no wrinkle on thine asure brow— 

Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou rollesl now. 

CLXXXIII. 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty’s form 
Glasses itself in tempests; in all time. 

Calm or eonvulsed—in breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing tlie pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark-heaving;—boundless, endless, and subliine— 
The image of Eternity—the throne 
Of the Invisible; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep arc made; each zone 
Obeys tliee; thou goest forfli, dread, fathomless, alone. 

CLXXXtV. 

And I have loved thee, Ocean! and my joy 
Of youthful sports was on thy breast to be 
Borne, like thy bubbles, onward: from a boy 
I wanton’d with thy breakers—they to me 
Were a delight; and if the freshening sea 
Made them a terror—^’twas a pleasing fear. 

For I was as it were a child of tliee, 

And trusted to thy billows for and near, 

And laid my baud upon thy mane—as I do here. 

ctxxxv 

My task is done—my .song hath ceasod—my theme 
Has died into an echo; it is fit 
The sjiell should break of this protracted dream. 
The torch shall be extinguish’d which hath Ut 
My midnight lamp—and what is writ, is writ,— 
Would it were worthier! hut 1 am not now 
That which I have been—and iny visions flit 
Less palpably before me—and the glow 
Which in my spirit dwelt is fluttering, faint, and low. 

CLXXXVI. 

Farewell! a word tliat must be, and halli been— 

A sound which makes us linger;—^yet—farewell! 

Yo! who have traced tlie Pilgrim to flic scene 
Which is his last, if hi your memories dwell 
A thought which once was his, if on ye swell 
A single recollection, not in vain 
He wore his sandal-shoon, and scallop-shell; 
Farewell! with Itim alone may rest tlie pain, 

If such there wore—with you, the moral of Ids atnuu! 
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1 . 

Fe* ngh'd e'er Ddph!» long deeerled ehrine. 

Stanza i. line 8. 

Thc little village of Castri stands partly on the site 
of Delphi. Along the path of the mountain, from 
Chryaso, are the remains of sepulchres hewn in and 
front the rock. “One,” said the guide, “of a king who 
broke his neck hunting." His majesty had certainly 
chosen the fittest spot tor such an achievement. 

A little above Castri is a cave, supposed the Pythian, 
of immense depth; the upper part of it is paved, and 
now a cow-house. 

On the other side of Castri stands a Greek monas¬ 
tery ; some way above which is the cleft in the rock, 
with a range of caverns difficult of ascent, and appa¬ 
rently leading to the interior of the mountain; probably 
to the Corycian Cavern mentioned by Pausanias. Prom 
this part descend the fountain and the “Dews of 
Castalie.” 

2 . 

rest ye el our "Ijady's house of wo.” 

Stanza ix. line 4. 

The Convent of “Our Lady of Punishment,” Nossa 
Senma de Pena*, on the summit of the rock. Below, 
at some distance, is the Cork Convent, where St. 
Honorius dug his den, over which is his epitaph. From 
the hills, the sea adds to tlio beauty of the view. 

S. 

Throughout tMs purple land, where Icae secures not life. 

Stanza xzi. line last. 

It is a well known fact, that in the year 1809 the 
assassinations in the streets of Lisbon and its vicinity 
were not confined by the Portuguese to their country¬ 
men ; but that Englishmen were daily butchered: and 
BO far from redress being obtained, we were remiested 
not to interfere if we perceived any compatriot defend¬ 
ing himself against his allies. I was once stopped in 
the way to the theatre at eight o!clock in the evening, 
when the streets were not more empty than they gene¬ 
rally are at that hour, opposite to an open shop and in 
a carriage with a friend; had we not fortunately been 
armed, I have not tlie least doubt that we should have 
adom^ a tale instead of tellii^ one. The crime of 
assassination is not confined to Portugal; in Sicily and 
Malta we are knocked on the head at a handsome 
average nightly, and not a Sicilian or Maltese is ever 
punished! ^ 

Behold t?ie hall where ckieft were late convened! 

Stanza xxiv. line 1. 

The Convention of Cintra was signed in the palace 
of the Marchesc Marialva. The late exploits of Lord 
Wellington have effaced the follies of Cintra. He has, 
indeed, done wonders; he has perhaps changed the 
character of a nation, reconciled rival superstitions, 
and bafiled an enemy who never retreated before his 
predecessors. 

Fet Mafra dutU one moment claim delay. 

Stanza xxiz. line 1. 


The extent of Mafra la prodigious; it contauu • 
palace, convent, and most superb church. The six 
organs are the most beautiful I ever beheld, in point of 
decoration; we did not hear them, but were told that 
their tones were correspondent to their splendour. 
I Mafra is termed the Escurial of Portugal. 

6 . 

fVeU doth the Spanish hind the d^erence know 

'Timxt him and Leman slave, the lowest of the low. 

Stanza xxxiii. lines 8 and 9. 

As I found the PortUjguese, so I have characterized 
them. That they are smee improved, at least in cou¬ 
rage, is evident. 

7. 

When Cam's traitor-sire fret cattd the band 

That dyed thy mountmn streams with Gothic gore. 

Stanza xxxv. lines S and 4. 

Count Julian’s daughter, the Helen of Spain. Pels- 
gius preserved his independence in the fastnesses of 
uie Asturias, and the descendants of his followers, after 
some centuries, completed their struggle by the con- 
r quest of Grenada. 

8 . 

No ! as he speeds, he chants, “ Find el Itey P 

Stanza xlviii. lino 5. 

“ Vivft el Rey Fernando!” Long live King Ferdinand! 
is the chorus of most of the Spanish patriotic songs: 
they are chiefly in dispraise of the old king Charles, 
the Queen, and the Prince of Peace. I have heard 
many of them; some of the airs are beautifiil. Godoy, 
the Principe de la Pas, was born at Badajoz, on the 
frontiers of Portimal, and was originally in the ranks 
of the Spanish Guards, till his person attracted the 
queen’s eyes, and raised him to the dukedom of Alcudia, 
&c. &c. It is to this man that the Spamards univer¬ 
sally impute the ruin of their country. 

9. 

Bears in his cap the badge of crimson hue. 

Which tells you whom to shun and whom to greet. 

Stanza 1. lines 2 and S. 

The red cockade, with “Fernando Sepiimo” in tba 
centre. 

10 . 

The ball-piled pyramid, the evcr-bleaing match. 

Stanza li. line last. 

All who have seen a battery will rectolicct the pyra¬ 
midal form in which shot and shells are piled. The 
Sierra Morena was fortified m every defile through 
which 1 passed in my way to Seville. 

11 . 

Fmtd by a woman's hand, before a battedd wall. 

Stanza Ivi. line last. 

Such were the exploits of the Maid of Saragoza. 
When the author was at Seville she walked dauy on 
the Prado, decorated with medals and orders, ly com¬ 
mand of the Junta. 

12 . 

The seal Loads dimpling finger hath imprestld 

Denotes how soft tlM chin vddeh bears hit touch. 

Stanza Iviii. Unes 1 and 2. 

“ Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digitulo 
Vestigio demonstrantmollitttdinem.” AtruGsi.. 


Slncfi Uw publication of tbit poem, I have been informad of th« 
roitapprebemion of the term ^enora de Pma. Il was owing to' 
tha want of th« ti/cte, or marii orer the t», wi^ aitara the unification | 
of the wcml: with it, Ptm ainjiflea a rode; without It, Paiw baa the 
aanw 1 adopted. I do not tbiok it aeceaaarr to alter the paaa^, ai 
though the common acceptation at&xed to It ia ** Uur Lady of the nock,' 

I may wall aatuma tlu olbar eenae from the mreritiaa pracliaed there. 


IS. 

Ohf thou Pamatsus! 

Stanza lx. line 1. 

These stanzas were written in Castri, (Delphos,) at 
the foot of Parnassus, now called AcoJcifo^laakiim. 
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flair is proud SeoiUe; let her country boast 
Ser strength, her weidih, her site of ancient days. 

Stanza Ixv. lines 1 and 2. 
Seville was the Hispaiis of the Romans. 

15. 

Adt ye, BosoHan shades! the reason why ? 

Stanza Ixx. line S. 


what Athens was, and the certainty of what she now 
is. This theatre of contention between mighty (actions, 
of the struggles of orators, the exaltation end deposi¬ 
tion of tyrants, the triumph and punisliment of general^ 
is now become a scene of petty intrigue and perjtetual 
disturbance, between the bickering agents of certain 
British nobility and gentry. “ The wild foxes, the owls 
and serpents in the ruins of Babylon,” were surely less 
degrading than such inhabitants. The Turks have the 


This WM written at Thebes, and conscouently in th plea of conquest for their tyranny, and the Greeks have 
best situation for asking and answering such a question only suffered tlie fortune of war, incidental to the 
not as the birthplace of Pindar, but as the capital o; bravest; but how are the mighty fallen, when two 
B^tia, where the first riddle was propounded am painters contest the privilege of plundering the Pax- 


Some bitter o'er the fiawers its bubbling venom jtings. Philip subdue, and Xerxes bum Athens; but it re- 
Stanza Ixxxii. line last. mained for the paltry antiquarian, and his despicable 

“Medio de fonte leporum agents, to render her contemptible as himself and his 

Surgit amari aliquid quod in ipsis Horibus angat.” , , , . , . . . . 

jLoc The Parthenon, before its destruction in part, by fire 
I 7 _ during the Venetian siege, had been a temple, a church, 

A traitor only fed beneath the feud, »"'• a mosque. In each point of view it is im object ot 

Stanza Ixxxv. lino 7. = >' changed worshippers; but still it was a 

Alluding to tlie conduct and death of Solano, the Pja"® “f worship thnee sacred to devotion: its viola 
Governor of Cadiz. tion is a triple sacrilege. But _ 

]g “Man, rain man, 

utjrTe... a *eL I* Drest m a little brief authority. 

^ u 'l l Plays such fantastic tricks before high licavcti 

«w ..I, 1 C » T. t - 1 As make the angels weep.” 

War to the knife.” Palafox’s answer to the Frencli ® ^ 

general at the siege of Saragoza* _ 

JFV on tfie soliiaiy afiore he slcepn. 

And thou, my friend! ^. , .c . r .f T*'''i‘‘'."® k ' 

’ Q ^ * r * 1 always the custom of the Greeks to bum 

rL hM. I.^ad known h™ ten years, ho was indeed neglectedfwho had not 

L annual gkraes near his tomb, or festival, in honour of 

^ I have lost her who memory by his countrymen, as Achilles, Brasidas, 

gave me being, and most of those who had made that J AnUnous, whose death was as he- 

fS: ‘ of Yoimg are no as his life was infamous. ’ 

“Insatiate archer! could not one suffice? ^ ii., 

Thy shail flew thrice, and thrice ray peace was slain. * r 0 

And thrice ere thrice yon moon had fill’d her horn.” .ru . i c t •• ni ■ *• **"? *• 

,7 . , , 1 he temple of Jupiter Olympius, of which sixteen 

I should have ventured a verse to the memory of the of marble, yrt survive; originally 

fote Charles Skmncr Matthews, Fellow of Ifowmng here were 150. These column.^ however, are by 
College, Cambridg, were he not too much above ^ supposed to belong to the Pantheon, 
praise of mine. His powers of mind, shown in the z 11 » 

attainment of greater honours, against the ablest can- . , , . . , '. . , . , . ■ 

1- I . .1 .4 .* : Aenft honr ihesaer nitnwa m'xi*. iha Inm tr^fMOSffnM npi«s« 


attainment o! peater honours, against the ablest can' 
didates, than those of any graduate on record at Cam" 
bridge, have sufficiently established liis fame on the 
spot where it was acquired; while his softer qualities 
bve in the recollection of friends who loved aim too 
well to envy his superiority. 


And becer these aUatrs oV the Irnig^rduetarU brine. 
Stanza xi. line last. 

The ship was wrecked in the Archipelago. 

6 . 

To rive what Goth^ and Turk^ and Time hath tipared. 

Stanza xii. line S. 


CANTO n. 


1 . 

— despite of war and wasting f re —— 

Stanza i. lino 4. 

Part of the Acropolis was destroyed by the explo¬ 
sion of a magazine during tlie Venetian siege. 

2 . 

But worn than steel and flame, and ages stow. 

Is the dread sceptre and dominion dire 

Of men toho never fdt the eacred glow 
That thmghte of thee and t/dne on pitiMd breasts bestow. 

Stanza i. line 6. 

We con all feel, or imagine, the regret with which 
the ruins of cities, once the capitals of empires, are 
beheld; the reflections suggested by such objects are 
too trite to require recapitwation. But never did the 
littlenen of man, and the vanity of his very best virtues 
of patriotism to exalt, and of valour to ielend his coun-; 
try, appear more conspicuous than in tho record of| 


At this moment, (Januair 3,1809,) besides whet has 
.een already deposited in London, an Hydriot vessel is 
It the Pyr»us to receive every portable relic. Thus, 
as I heard a young Greek observe, in common widi 
nany of his countrymen—^for, lost as they are, they 
'et feel on this occasion—thus may l.iord Elgin boast 
if having ruined Athens. An Italian painter of the 
irst eminence, named Lusieri, is the agent of dovasta- 
ion; and like the Greek J&xler ofVerresin Sicily, who 
bllowed the same profession, be has proved the able 
nstrument of plunder. Between this artist and the 
'ronch Consul Fauvel, who wishes to rescue the re- 
nains for his own government, there is now a violent 
ispute concerning a car employed in their conveyance, 
he wheel of which—^I wish they were both broken 
ipon it—has been locked up by the Consul, and Lusieri 
las laid his complaint before the Waywode. Lord 
llgin has been extremely happy is bis choice of Signor 
lUsieri. During a residence of ten years in Athens, 
a never had the curiosity to proceed as far as Sunium,”’ 

* Now Ctpe Colonna. Tn rII Attica, If we «zce|4 Athetia haelf and 
[arathoft, tMre it ooMene more intereatingthanOiiet’otaima. To 
B antiquaiy and artlat, alxtecD eohtmna are an Joexhauatible aource of 
■enratlon and detlgn ; to ttus phUoaopher, the stifpoead acane of anme 
Ptalo'a eonreraaliem will not m noweleeme; and the traveller will ba 
truclr with the beautj of the praapect over '* I§U» that crown the ACgem 
deep s*’hvii for en Ea(iiahfnan, Colonna haa pal an additional inlareat. 
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till he accompanied ua in our aeoond excursion. How¬ 
ever, Ms works, as &r as they go, are most beautiful; 
but they are almost all uolinished. While he and bis 
patrons confine themselves to tastine meda^ apprecia¬ 
ting c^eos. sketching columns, and cheapening gems, 
their little aMurdities are as harmless as insect or fox¬ 
hunting, maiden speechifying, barouchc-dh^ng, or any 
imeh pastime; but when they carry away three or four 
ahtpioadf. of me most valuanle and massy relics that 
time and harbarism have left to the most injured and 
most celborated of ciUes; when they destroy, in a vain 
attempt to t-^ar dowiLtiiose works wmch have been the 
admiration of ages, I know no motive which can excuse, 
no name whidi cam designate, the perpetrators of this 
dastardly devastation. It was not the least of the crimes 
laid to toe charge of Verrei^ that he had plundered Si¬ 
cily, in the manner since unitated at Athens. The 
most unblushing impudence could hardly go farther tlian 
to affix I he name of its jdunderer to the walls of the 
Acropolis; while the wanton and useless defacement 
of the whole ruige cd* the basso-relievos, in one com¬ 
partment of the temple, will never permit that name to 
De pronounced by an observer without execration. 

Oil this occasion I speak imparrially: I am not a col¬ 
lector or admirer, of collections, consemicntly no rival; 
bull have some early prepossession in favour of Greece, 
and do not think the honour of England advanced by 
plunder, whether of India or Attica. 

Another noble Lord has done better, because he has 
done less: but some others, more or less noble, yet "all 
honourable men,^ have done because, oitor a deal 
of excavation and execration, bribery to the Waywodc, 
mining and countermining, tney have done nothing at 
all We had such ink-shed, and wine-shed, which al¬ 
most ended in bloodshed! Lord E.’s "prig’’--8eeJona¬ 
than Wylde for the definition of ** priggism^-^-quarrelled 
with anoftier, Gropius* by name, (a very good name 
too for his business,) and muttered somotKiiig about sa¬ 
tisfaction, in a verbal answer to a note of the poor Prus¬ 
sian: this was sUted at table to Gropius, who laughed, 
but could eat no dinner afterwards. The rivals were 
not reconciled when 1 left Greece. 1 have reason to 
r(^memher their squabUe, for they wanted to make me 
their arbitrator. 

7. 

Her »nns too toeo% tke eacred skrine to guard. 

Yet felt iome portum of tkeir mathei^i pain8» 

Stanza xii. linea 7 and 8. 

I cannot resist availing myself of the permission of 
my frienti Dr. Clarke, whose name requires no com¬ 
ment with the fiublic, but whoso sanction will add ten¬ 
fold weight to my testimony, to insert the following ex¬ 
tract from a very obliging letter of his to me, as a note 
to the above lines. 

“ When the last of the Metopes was taken from the | 

■■ thfi aeluti spot vt Palconer’i Sbipwreek. Pslia« aanX PUUo arc for- 
f oueo, Ui tU«) moliBciUin of Paiccnwr tuid Campbell: 

" Here in tlie dead of nisht by Lcmna’a etapp, 
TheeeatnAH'acry WMatieara aloiip (he deep.** 

Ttiie tc'rople of M'murra ntay be eeen at aca from a sreat dlaUnce. In 
(wo Joiirneya which I rmute, am) wte eoyai^ to Cape Colottna, (he view 
front aitiier aide, by land, wat teat atrikUic than the approach from tlie 
talee. In n<ir aecond land eacurslou, we had a narrow escape from a 
jiar(y nf Mainotea, concealed in (he carerua l>puaath. Weweret<«ldj 
afterwante, by <me of their priauners aubaeqitently ranaomed, (hat Uwy 
wtn^ deterred fnan atlarkiiie Us by the appearance of tny two Albauisns; | 
con]«c(urin( very saMcunMiy, but faleely, that webad a r/mipietr fruerd 
of these Arnaniits at hand, they remained stationary, and ihtw saved our 
)«rty, which was too snutll tu)taveo(ipoiied any effectua) retlatahce. 

Oolnnna ia ne less a i-esort of painters tlian of piratea; there 
Tlie hireliux artist ^>liii>la hk paltry desk, 

And RKtkes degrailed nature picturesque.** 

(See Hoiigaon’s Lady Jane Grey, Ibc.) 
Rut (litre Nature, with tlie aid Art, hue dune that for liecaeif. 1 was 
fortitnate enmixh to enga^ a very sui»erior Gennan artist; and hope to 
renew my acquainuiice with this and many other Levanline sceoea, ^ 
(^ fintva) orhis performaocee. 

jLtJNHa Sr. Gropius waa employed by a ndbie Lord for the loie ptirnnae 
■r Hwhing, in wliieh he escela ; but I am sorry to say, that he haa^ 
fV-dti (he abused aanrtloii of that moat respectable natBs, been tread- 
iNgat hunthie distance in the Bic]>a of Ur. Lualert. A shipiiil of hia iro* 
■was waa detained, and I believe conflacakd, at Constantinople, in 1810. 
iMn most happy to Ih* now enabled to state, that '* tliia was not in ins 
bund that be whs ein|duyed solely as a painter, and that bta noble pa- 
trou ifisavows ail conueaion with him, racept as au artist. If the error 
in tlw ftrst awd second adiUwtofthla poem lias even the noble Lord a mo¬ 
ment’s pam 1 am very aorry for it: Sr. Grtqiiae has assumed for years 
th) Aa.4M of hts Silent; hihI though 1 eannot much condemn myself for 
sharina ia tOt atiiiake of so many, I am )ui|^ in beiuf one of Uw first to 
be unOMeleiMl. Indeed, I have «■ much pleuure in conlradlcUax this os 
t leU regret in siaUox it. 


Parthenon, and, in moving of it, great part of ftio super¬ 
structure with one of the triglyphs was thrown down by 
the workmen whom Xiorcl Elgin employed, tbe Disdar, 
who beheld the mischief done to the building, took his 
pipe from his mouth, dropped a tear, aud, in a supplica¬ 
ting tone of voice, said to Lusieri, TfXof !—*1 was pre 
sent.” 

The Disdar alluded to was the father of Uie present 
Disdar. 

8 . 

PVhere vioi thine JEgis^PaUae! IhatappaWd 
Stem Alcaic and Havoc on their wap ? 

Stanza xiv. lines 1 and S. 

According to Zosimus, Minerva and Achilles frighU 
enod Alaric from the Acropolis; but others relate that 
the Gothic king was nearly as mischievous as the Scot¬ 
tish peer.^-See Ch ampler. 

9 . 

. . the netted canojn/. 

Stanza xviii. line 2. 

The netting to prevent blocks or splinters from falling 
on deck during action. 

But not in eilence pass Calppnd's tides. 

Stanza xxix. line ). 

Coxa is said to have been the island of Calypso. 

ImoiI o f Albania! let me bend mine epes 
On thee.^ thou rugged nurse of savage men ! 

Stanza xxxviii. lines 5 and 6. 

Albania comprises part of Mart^doiua, Illyria, Ciiao. 
nia, and Epirus. Iskander is the Turkish word for Alex¬ 
ander; and the celebrated Scanderberg (Lord Alexan¬ 
der) is alluded to in the third and fourth lines of the 
thirty-eighth stanza. I do not know whether 1 am cor¬ 
rect in making Scanderberg tlie countryman of Alexan¬ 
der, who was bom at Pella in Macedon, but Mr. Gil>- 
bon terms him so, and adds Pyrrhus to the in 
speaking of his exploits. 

Of Albania Gibbon remarks, that a country within 
sight of Italy is less known than the interior of Ameri¬ 
ca.” Circumstances, of little consequence to numlion, 
led Mr. Hobhouse and myself into that country before 
we visited any other part of the Ottoman dominions ; 
and with the exception of Major Leake, then officially 
resident at Joanmna, no other Englishmen have ever 
advanced beyond the capital into tlio interior, os that 
gentleman very lately assured me. Ali Pacha was 
at that time (October, 1809) carrying on war against 
Ibrahim Pacha, wliont he Imd driven to Berat, a strong 
fortress which he was then besieging: on our arrival at 
Joannina we were invited to Tepueni, his higlmess’s 
birthplace, and favourite Serai, only one day’s dwtanc© 
from Berat; at this juncture the Vizier had made it 
his h(;ad(|uaricrs. 

After some stay in the capital, wo accordingly fid- 
lowed ; but though furnished with every accommoda¬ 
tion, and escorted by one of the Vizier’s secretaries, we 
were nine day.s (on account of the rains) in accomplish¬ 
ing a journey which, on our retur^ barely occupiea fijur. 

On our route we passed two cities, Argyrocastro and 
Libochabo, apparently little inferior to Yanina in size 
and no pencil or pen can ever do justice to the scenery 
in the vicinity of Zitza and Defvinachi, the frontier 
village of Epirus and Albania Proper. 

On Albania and its inhabitants 1 am unwilUng to 
descant, becaune this will be done so much better by 
my fellow-traveller, in a work which may probably pre¬ 
cede this in publication, that I as little wish to follow as 
1 would to anticipate him. But some few observations 
are necessary to the text. 

The Amaouts, or Albanese, struck me ft>rdbly by 
:hoir resemblance to the Highlanders cd* Scotland, in 
dress, figure, and manner of living. Their very moun¬ 
tains seemed Caledonian, with a under climate. The 
kilt, though white; the spare, active form; their dialect 
Celtic in its sound, and tlieir luu'dy habits, all carried 
me back to Morven. No nation are so detested and 
dreaded by their neighbours as tlie Albanese ; the 
Greeks hardly regard them as Christians, or the Turks 
as Moslems; and in &ct they are a mixture of both, and 
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■ometimes neither. Their babite are predatory—all an 
armed; and the red*shawled Amaouts, the Montene 
grins, Cbimariots, and Gegdee, are treacherous; th< 
others differ somewhat in garb, and essentially in cha 
racter. As far as my own experience goes, I can spent 
favourably. I was attended by two, an Infidel and t 
Mussulman, to Constantinople and every other part o 
Turkey which came within my observation; and more 
faithful in peril, or indefatigable in service are rarely 
to be found. The Infidel was named Basilius, the Mos¬ 
lem, Dervish Tahiri; the former a man of middle age, 
and the latter about my own. Basili was strictly 
charged by Ali Pacha in person to attend us; and Dor 
visit was one of fifty who accompanied us through thi 
forests of Arcanania to the banks of Achelous, and on¬ 
ward to Messalonghi in .dElolia. There I took him into 
my own service, and never had occasion to repent i 
till the moment of my departure. 

When in 1810, after the departure of my friend Mr. 
H. for England, I was seized with a severe fever in 
the Morea, theso men saved my life by frightening 
away my phy.sician, whose throat they threatened to 
cut if 1 was not cured within a given time. To this 
consolatory assurance of posthumous retribution, and 
a resolute refusal of Dr. Ilomanelli’s prescriptions, I 
attributed my recovery. I had left my last remaining 
English servant at Athens; my dragoman was as ill 
as myself, and my poor Amaouts ntirsed me with an 
attention which would have done honour to civilization. 

They hail a vat iety of adventures; for the Moslem. 
Dervish, being a remarkably handsome man,was always 
squabbling with the husbands of Alliens; insomuch llial 
four of the principal Turks paid me a visit of rcmmi- 
stranee at tlie Convent, on the subject of his having 
taken a woman from the bath—whom he harl lawfully 
bought however—a thing quite contrary to etiquette. 

Basili also was extremely gallant among his own 
persuasion, and had the greatest veneration for the 
church, mixed with the highest contempt of churchmen, 
whom he cuffed upon occasion in a most heterodo.\ 
manner. Yet lie never passed a eluirch withotil cross¬ 
ing liiinsclf; and I remember the risk he ran in entering 
St. Sophia, in Stamhol, because it liiul once been a 
plai-.e of his worship. On remonstrating with him on 
liis inconsistent proceedings, he invariably answered, 
“ our cliundi is holy, our pnests are thievesand then 
he crossed himself as usual, and boxed the ears of the 
first “papas" who refused to a.ssist in any required ope- 
ratimi, as was always found to be necessary where a 
priest had any influence with the Cogia Bashi of his 
village. Indeed a more abandoned race of miscreants 
cannot exist than the lower orders of the Greek clergy. 

When preparations were made for my return, rny 
Albanians were summoned to receive their pay. Ba- 
sili took his with an awkward show of regret at my in¬ 
tended departure, and marched away to his quarters 
with his bag of piastres. 1 sent for Dervish, but for 
some time he was not to be found ; at last he entered, 
just as Signor Logotheti, father to the ci-devant Atiglo- 
consiil orAtlicns,aiid some other of my Greek acquaint¬ 
ances, paid me a visit. Dervish took the money, but 
on a sudden dashed it to the ground; and clasping liis 
hands, whicli ho raised to his forehead, rushed out of | 
the room, weeping bitterly. From that moment to the 
hour of my emWkation,he continued his lamentations, 
and all our efforts to console him only produced this an¬ 
swer, “ Ma ^e/wi,” “ He leaves me." Signor Logothcij, 
who never wept before for any thing less than the 
loss of a para*, melted; the pailre of me convent, my 
attendants, my visitors—and I verily believe that even 
Sterne’s “ foolish fat scullion” would have left her “ fish- 
kettle,” to sympathize with the unaffected and unex¬ 
pected sorrow of this barbarian. 

For my own part, when I remembered that, a short 
time before my departure from England, a noble and 
most intimate associate had excusea himself from tak¬ 
ing leave of mo because he had to attend a relation “ to 
a milliner’s,” I felt no less surprised than humiliated by 
th^resent occurrence and die past recollection. 

Tiiat Dervish would leave me with some regret was 


to be expected: when master and man have been scram¬ 
bling over the mountains of a dozen provinces together, 
they are unwilling to separate; but bis present feelings, 
contrasted with his native ferocity, improved my opinion 
of the human heart. I believe this almost feudal fide¬ 
lity is frequent amu^ them. One day, on our journey 
over Parnassus, an Englisliman in my service gave bim 
a push in some dispute about the baggage, which he 
unluckily mistook for a blow; he spoke not, but sat 
down leaning his head upon his hands. Foreseeing the 
consequences, we endeavoured to explain away the 
front, which produced the following answer“ 1 have 
been a robber; I am a soldier; no captain ever struck 
me ; you are my master, I have eaten your bread, but 
by that bread I (an usual oath) had it been otherwise, 
I would have stabbed the dog your servant, and gone to 
the mountains.” So the a&ir ended, but from that 
day forward lie never thoroughly forgave the thought¬ 
less fellow who insulted him. 

Dervish excelled in the dance of bis country, conjec¬ 
tured to be a remnant of the ancient Pyrrhic: be that 
as it may, it is manly, and requires wonderful agility. 
It is very distinct from the stupid Romaika, the dull 
round-aliout of the Greeks, of whitdi our Athenian 
party had so many specimens. 

Tiie Albanians in general (I do not mean the culti- 
alors of the earth in~thc provinces, who have also that 
appellation, hut the muunlainecrs) have a fine cast of 
countenance; and the most beautiful women I everbe- 
leld, in stature and in features, we saw tevcUing the 
raa^t broken down by the torrents between Detvinaebi 
and Liboebaho. Their manner of walking is truly the¬ 
atrical ; but this strut is probably the effect of the ca- 
[lote, or cloak, defHindinp from one shoulder. Their 
ong hair reminds yoiiof tneSpartans, and their courage 
in desultory warfare, is unquestionable. Though they 
lave some cavalry amougsi the Gegdes, I never saw a 
good Arnaout horseman ; my own preferred the Eng¬ 
lish saddles, which, however, they could never keep. 
But on foot they arc not to be subdued by fatigue. 


12 . 


. . ■ and pass’d the barren epaty 

If'here end Penelope oWlook\l tlie leave, 

Stanza xxxix. lines 1 and 2. 


Ithaca. 


13. 


Actium, leepanto, fatal T'rnfalgar. 

Stanza xl. line 5. 

Actium and Trafalgar need no further mention. The 
lattle of Lepantn, equally bloody and considerable, but 
ess known, was fought in the Gulf of Patras. Here 
he author of Don Quixote lost his left hand. 

14. 


And hmVd the last resort of fruitless lore. 

Stanza xU. fine 3. 

Leucadia, now Santa Maura. From the pnmion- 
iry (the Lover’s Leap) Sappho is said to have thrown 
erself. 

15. 

— many a Roman chief ami Asian king. 

Stanza xlv. line 4. 

It is said, that on the day previous to tlie battle of Ac- 
luin, Anthony bad thirteen kings at his levee. 

16. 

Look where the second Ceesctds trophies rose ! 

Stanza xlv. line 6. 

Nicopolis, whose ruins are most extensive^ is at some 
istance from Actium, where the wall of the Hippodrome 
lurvives in a few fragments. 

17. 

-Acherusia’e lake. 

Stanza xlvii. line I. 

According to Pouqtieville the lake of Yanina; but Poo- 
[ueville is dways out. 


7V> greet Albania’s duef. 

Stanza xlvii. line 4. 


The celebrated Ali Pacha. Of this extraordinary 
man there is an incorrect account in Pouqueville’s Tra- 
'els. 


* Ptra, ftbouliha fourth of r (hrttticig. 
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19. 


Yet hen and then eome daring mmmtain band 
Diedain hie power, andfrom their rocly hold 

Hurl their defiance far, nor t/idd, urdees to gold. 

Stanza xlvii. lines 7,8, and 9. 

Five thousand Suliotes, among the rocks and in thi 
castle of Suit, withstood 30,000 Albanians for eighteei 
years; the castle at last was taken by bribery. In this 
contest there were soreral acts performed not unwor¬ 
thy of the better days of Greece. 

20 . 

Manaetic Ziba, #-c. 

Stanza xlviii. line 1. 

The convent and village of Zitza are four hours’jour¬ 
ney from Joannina, or Yanina, the capital of the Pacha- 
lick. In the valley of the river Kalamas (once tlie Caliriote me surme 
Acheron) flows, and not far from Zitza forms a fine Ea ha pc pse dua tive. 
cataract. The situation is perhaps the finest in Greece, 
thoi^h the approach to Gclvinachi and parts of Acar fi. 

nania and jEtolia may contest the palm. Delphi, Par- Buo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, 
nassus, and, in Attic^ even Capo Colonna and Port Gi egem spirta esimiro, 


ral songs, which are generally chanted in duicing by 
men or women indiscriminately. The first words are 
merely a kind of chorus without meaning, like some in 
our own and all other languages. 


1 . 

Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, 
Naciarura, popuso. 

2 . 

Naciarura na civin 
Ha penderini ti hin. 

3. 

Ha pe uderi escrotini 
Ti vin ti mar servetini. 

4. 


RaphtL aro very inferior; as also every scene in Ionia, ' ' 6. 

or the Troad; J am almost inclined to add the approach Caliriote vu le funds 
to Constantinople; but from the different features of Ede vete tunde tunde, 
the last, a comparison can hardly be made. 

21 . 

Sere dwells the catoger. 

Stanza xlix. line 6. 

Tlie Greek monks are so called. 


Nature's volcanic amphitheatre. 

Stanza li. line 2. 

The Chimariot mountains appear to have been vol¬ 
canic. 

23. 

- behold black Acheron! 

Stanza li. line 6. 

Now callod Kalamas. 

24. 

-in hie white capote. 

Stanza lii. line 7. 


Albanese cloak. 


25. 


The sun had surik behind vast Tomerit. 

Stanza Iv. lino 1. 

Anciently Mount Tomarus. 

26. 

And Laos wide and fierce came roaring by. 

Stan-za Iv. line 2. 


1 . 

Lo, Lo, I come, I come; be 
thou silent. 

2 . 

I come.l run; open thedoor 
that 1 may enter. 

3. 

Open the door by halves, 
that 1 may take my tur¬ 
ban. 

4. 

Caliriotes* with the dark 
eyes, open tlie gate fliat 1 
may enter. 

6 . 

Lo, Lo, I hoar thee, my soul. 

6 . 

An Amaout girl, in costly 
garb, walks with graceful 
pride. 

7. 

Caliriot maid of the dark 
eyes, give me a kiss. 

If I have kissed thee, what 
hast thou gained? My 
soul is consumed with fire. 

9. 

Dance lightly, more gently, 
and gently still. 

10 . 

Make not so much dust to 
destroy your embroidered 
hose. 

The last stanza would puzzle a commentator: the 
men have certainly buskins of the most beautiful texture, 
but the ladies (to whom the above is supposed to be 
I addressed) have nothing under their little yellow boots 
'and slippers but a well-turned and sometimes very 
white ankle. The Arnaout girls are much handsomer 
than the Greeks, and their dress is far more picturesque. 
They preserve their shape much longer also, from be¬ 
ing always in the open air. It is to be observed, that 
the Arnaout is not a vrriUen language; the words of 
this song, therefore, as well as the one which follows, 


Caliriote me surme 
Ti mi put o i>oi mi le. 


j Se ti pitta citi mora 
Si mi ri ni veti udo gia. 

9. 

Va le ni il che cadalo 
Celo more, more celo. 

10 . 

Plu hari ti tireto 
Plu huron cia pra seti. 


The river Laos was full at tlie time the author passed are spelt according to their pronunciation. They aro 
it; and, immediately above Tepalcn, was to the eye copied by one who speaks and understands the dialect 
as wide as the Thames at Westminster; at least in the ocrfectlv, and who is a native of Athens. 
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opinion of tlie author and his fellow-traveller, Mr. Hob- 
house. In the summer it must be much narrower. It 
certainly is the finest river in the Levant; neither Ache- 


1 . 

Ndi sefda tinde ulavossa 
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lous, Alpheus, Acheron, Schamander, nor Cayster, ap- “P” 

proamied it in breadth or beauty. 

27. 

Andfdlaw-cowntrymen have stood cdoof. 

Stanza brvi. line 6. 

Alluding to the wreckers of Cornwall. 

28. 

—■ -the red winedrding fast. 

Stanza Ixxi. line 2. 

The Albanian Mussulmans do not abstain from wine, 
and indeed very few of the others. 

29. 

Each Palikar his sabre from him cast. 

Stanza Ixxi. line 7. , . 

Palikar, shortened when addressed to a single person, Roba ti siarmi tildi eni. 
from naXixopi, a general name for a soldier amongst 
die Greeks and Albanese who speak Rmnaic—^it means 
properly “alad.” 

30. 

M^sUle tkusin concert, 
ili/or. Stanza bexii. line last. 

As a spiiMMi of the Albanian or Amaout dialect of| 
the lllyri%iWM insert two of their most popular cho- 


2 . 

Ah vaisisso mi privi lofse 
Si mi rini mi la vossc. 


Uti tasa roba stua 
Sitti eve tulati dua. 


Roba sfinori ssidua 
Clu mi sini vetti dua. 
6. 

Qnrmini dua dvileni 


6 . 

Utara plsa vaisisso me 
simi rin ti hapti 
Eti mi Inre a piste si gui 
dendroi tiltati. 


1 . 

I am wounded by thy love, 
and have loved but to 
scorch myselC 

Thou hast consumed me 1 
Ah, maid! thou hast 
struck me to the heart. 

3. 

I have smd I wish no dowry, 
but thine eyes and eye¬ 
lashes. 

4. 

The accursed dowry I want 
not, but thee only. 

6. 

Give me thy charms, and 
let the portion feed the 
flames. 

6 . 

I have loved thee, maid, 
with a sincere soul, but 
thou hast left me like a 
withered tree. 


The itlbAneM, partleulariy the women, ri« frtqtttniljtorCMd ** C«U> 
loUifor what reuoa 1 inquired In rain. 
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7. 7. 

Udi vara ttdorini udirl cl- If I have placed my hand oi 

cova cilti mora thy bosom, what have 

Udorini talti hoUna u ede gained? my hand is with- 

caimoni mora. drawn, but retains th‘ 

flame. 

I believe the two last Stanzas, as they are in a differ, 
ent measure, ought to belong to another ballad. Ai 
idea somethine similar to the thought in the last line: 
was expressed by Socrates, whoso arm having come in 
contact with one of his “ tvosoXs-ioi,” Critobulus o; 
Cieobulus, the philosopher compliuned of a shootinj 
pain as ftr as his shoulder for some days after, an. 
therefore very properly resolved to teach his disciples ii 
future without touching them. 

31. 

Tambourgi! Tambourgi! ihg 'larum afar, ^c. 

Song, Stanza i. line I. 

These Stanzas are partly taken from different Alba- 
nese songs, as far as 1 was able to make them out by 
the exposition of the Albanese in Romaic and Italian. 

32. 

Renumber the moment when Prcviea fdl. 

Song, Stanza viii. line I. 

It was taken by storm from the French. 

33. 

Fear Greece! sad reUc of departed worth, 4rc. 

Stanza Ixxiii. line 1. 

Some thoughts on this subject will be found in the 
subjoined papers. 

34. 

Spirit if freedom! when on Phple’s brow 

Thou sat'el with Thraephulus his train. 

Stanza Ixxiv. lines 1 and 2. 

Phyle, which commands a beautiful view of Athens, 
has still considerable remains; it was seized by Thra- 
sybulus previous to the expulsion of the Thirty. 

35. 

Receitx thefery Frardi, her farmer guest. 

Stanza Ixxvii. line 4. 

When taken by the Latins, and retained for several 
years.—See Gusoir. 

36. 

The priphet's tomb of all its pious spoil. 

Stanza Ixxvii. line 6. 

Mecca and Medina wore taken some time ago by the 
Wahabees, a sect yearly increasing. 

37. 

Thy vales of ever-green, thy hills of snow— 

Stanza Ixxiv. line 3. 

On many of the mountains, particularly Liakura, the 
snow never is entirely melted, notwithstanding the in¬ 
tense heat of the summer; but I never saw it lie on 
the plains, even in winter. 

38. 

Save where some solitary column mourns 

^bave its prostrate brethren of the cave. 

Stanza Ixxxvi. lines 1 and 2. 

Of Mount Pentelicus, from whence the marble was 
dug that constructed the public edifices of Athens.— 
The modem name is Mount Mendeli. An immenp 
cave formed by the quarries still remtuns, and will till 
the end of time. 

39. 

PPhen Marathon bectane a magic word. 

Stanza Ixxxix. line 7. 

“Siste Viator—^heroa calcas!” was the epitaph on 
foe famous count Merci;—^what then must be our feel- 
iim when standing on the tumulus of the two hundred 
(Greeks) who fell on Marathon ? The principal bar- 
row has recently been opened by Fauvel; few or no 
relics, as vases, etc. were found by the excavator. The 
plain of Marathon was oflered to mo for sale at the sum 
of sixteen thousand piastres, about nine hundred 
pounds! Alas!—* Exf^de—quot Ubras in duce sum- 
mo—invenies!”—was the duet of Miltiades worth no 
more ? It could scarcely have fetched less if sold by 
tnaghl. 


PAFEHS nsrEKSCD TO BT BOTE S3. 

I. 

Before I say any thing about a city of which evety 
body, traveller or not, has thoimht it necessary to say 
sometliing, 1 will request Miss Owenson, when she next 
borrows an Athenian heroine for her four volumes, to 
have the goodness to marry her to somebody more of 
a gentleman than a “ Disdar Aga,” (who by the by is 
not an Aga,) foe most impolite of petty ofiicers, the 

f reatest patron of larceny Athens ever saw, (except 
lord E.) and the unworthy occupant of foe Acropolis, 
on a handsome annual stipend of 150 piastres, (eight 
pounds sterling,) out of which he has only to pay his 
garrison, the most ill-regulated corps in the ill-regulated 
Ottoman Empire. I speak it tenderly, seeing 1 was 
once the cause of the husband of “Ida of Athens” 
nearly sutforing the bastinado; and because the said 
“ Disdar” is a turbulent husband and beats his wife; so 
that I exhort and beseech Miss Owenson to sue for a 
separate maintenance in behalf of “ Ida.” Having pre¬ 
mised thus much, on a matter of such import to the 
readers of romances, I may now leave Ida, to mention 
her birthplace. 

Setting aside the magic of the name, and all those 
associations which it would be pedantic and superfluous 
to recapitulate, the very situation of Athens would ren¬ 
der it the favourite of all who have eyes for art or na¬ 
ture. 7^he climate, to me at least, appeared a perpe¬ 
tual spring; during eight months I never passed a day 
without being as many hours on horseback: rain is ex¬ 
tremely rare, snow never lies in the plains, and a cloudy 
day is an agreeable rarity. In Spain, Portugal, and 
every part of foe East which I visited, except Ionia 
and Attica, I perceived no such superiority of climate 
to our own; and at Constantinople, where I passed 
May, June, and part of July, (1810,) you might “damn 
the climate, and complain of spleen,” five (lays out of 
levcn. 

The air of foe Morea Is heavy and unwholesome, but 
he moment you pass foe isthmus in foe direction of 
Megara foe change is strikingly perceptible. But I 
ear Hesiod will still be found (xirrect in his description 
jf a Boeotian winter. 

Wo found at Livadia an “esprit fort” in a Greek 
ishop, of all free foinkers! This worfoy hypocrite rat¬ 
ed his own religion with great intrepidity, (but not be- 
bre his flock,) and talked of a mass as a “ coglioncrin.” 
t was impossible to think better of him for this; but, 
or a Boeotian, he was brisk with all his absurdity.— 
Tliis phenomenon (wifo the exception indeed of Thebes^ 
•he remains of Chmronea, the plain of Platea, Orcho- 
nenus, Livadia, and its nominal cave of Trophonius) 
vas the only remarkable thing we saw before we passed 
VIount Cithairon. 

The fountain of Dirce turns a mill: at least my com- 
lanioii (who, resolving to be at once cleanly and das- 
ical, bathed in it) pronounced it to be the fountain of 
Dirce, and any body who thinks it worth while may con- 
radict him. At Castri we drank of half a dozen streani- 
cts, some not of foe purest, before we decided to our 
atisfaction which was the true Castalian, and even that 
lad a villanous twang, probably from the snow, though 
t did not throw us mto an epic fever, like poor Dr. 
^handler. 

From Fort Phyle, of which laree remains sUll exist, 
he Plain of Athens, Pentelicus, I^mettus, the ASgean, 
and foe Acropolis, burst upon the eye at once; in my 
ipinion, a more glorious prospect than even Cintra or 
stambol. Not foe view from the Troad, with Ida, the 
Hellespont, and the more distant Mount Athos, can 
iqual It, though so superior in extent. 

I heard much of the beauty of Arcadia, but excepting 
he view frorn foe monastery of Megaspelion, (which is 
aforior to Zitza in a command of country,) and the 
lescent from foe mountains on the way from Tripolitsa 
Argos, Arcadia has little to recommend it beyond tbs 

“ Stemitur, el dulcts morions reminiscitur Argos.” 
irgil could have put this into foe mouth of none but an 
Argive, and (with reverence be it spoken) it does not 
'eserve the epithet And if the Polynioes of Sutiiis, 
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" In mediii audit duo litora campis,” did actually hear 
both shores in crossing the isthmus of Corinth, he had 
better ears than have ever been worn in such a journey 
since. 

“Athens,” says a celebrated top^apher, “is still 
the most polished city of Oroece.” Perhaps it may of 
Qrteet, but not of the Qrt^; for Joannina in Epirus 
is imiversaUy allowed, among themselves, to be supe¬ 
rior in the wealth, rehnement, learning, and dialect of 
its inhabitants. The Athenians are remarkable for their 
cunnii^; and the lower orders are not improperly cha¬ 
racterized in that proverb, which classes them with “ the 
Jews of Salonica, and the Turks tX the Negropont.” 

Among the various foreigners resident in Athens, 
French, Italians, Germans, Kagnsans, &c. there was 
never a ditferenco of opinion in their estimate of the 
Greek character, though on all other topics they dis¬ 
puted with great acrimony. 

Mr. Fauvel,the French consul, who has passed thirty 
years princ4>ally at Athens, and to whose talents as an 
artist and manners as a gentleman none who have known 
Um can refuse their testimony, has frequently declared 
in my hearing, that the Greeks do not deserve to be 
emancipated ; reasoning on tlie grounds of their “ na¬ 
tional and individual depravitywhile he forgot that 
such depravity is to be attributed to causes which can 
only be removed by the measure he reprobates. 

Mr. Roque, a French merchant of respectability long 
settled in Athens, asserted with the most amusing 
gravity, “ Sir, they arc the same ctmaiUe that existed 
in ikr. days of Themktarha ?” an alarming remark to 
the “ Laudator temporis acti.” The ancients banished 
Themistocles; the moderns cheat Monsieur Roque: 
thus great men have ever been treated'. 

In short, all the Pranks who are fixtures, and most 
of the Englishmen, Germans, Dane^ &c. of passage, 
came over by degrees to their opinion, on much the 
same grounds that a Turk in England would condemn 
the nation by wholesale, because he was wronged by 
his lacquev, and overcharged by his washerwoman. 

Certainly it was not a little staggering when tlic 
Sieurs Fauvel and Lusieri, the two greatest demagcjgues 
of the day, who divide between them the power of Peri¬ 
cles and the popularity of Cleon, and puzzle the poor 
Waywode witn perpetual differences, agreed in the utter 
condemnation, “ milla virtute redemptumj” of the Greeks 
in general, and of the Athenians in particular. 

For ray own humble opinion, I am loth to hazard it, 
knowing, as 1 do, that there be now in MS. no less than 
five tours of the first magnitude and of the most threat¬ 
ening aspect, all in typographical array, by persons of 
wit, and honour,and regular common-place books: but, 
if I may say this without offence, it seems to me rather 
hard to declare so positively and pertinaciously, as al¬ 
most evciy body has dcidared, that the Greeks, because 
th^ are very bad, will never be better. 

Eton and Sonnini have led us astray by their pane¬ 
gyrics and projects; but, on the other hand, De Pauw 
and Thornton have debased the Greeks beyond their 
demerits. 

The Greeks will never bo independent; they will 
never be sovereigns as heretofore, and God forbia they 
ever should! but they may be subjects without being 
■laves. Our colonies are not independent, but they are 
free and industrious, and such may Greece be hereafter. 

At present, like the Catholics of Ireland and the 
Jews throughout the world, and such other cudgelled 
and heterodox pei^le, they suffer all the moral and phy¬ 
sical ills that can wict humanity. Their life is a 
struggle i^inst truth; they are vicious in their own de¬ 
fence. They are so unusea to kindness, that when they 
occasionally meet with it they look upon it with suspi¬ 
cion, as a dog often beaten snaps at your fingers if you 
attempt to caress him. “They are nngratefal, notori¬ 
ously, abominably ungrateful!”—this is the general ciy. 
Now, in the name of Nemesis! for what are they to be 
grateful ? Where is the human being that ever con¬ 
ferred a benefit on Greek or Greeks ? They are to be 
grateful to the Turks for their fetters, and to the Franks 
K>r broken promises and lying counsels. They 
aratipi*grateful to the artist who engraves their ruins, 
awiiMIhe antiquary who carries them away; to the 


traveller whose janissary Hogs them, and to the scribbler 
whose toornal abuses ihem! This is the amount of 
their obligationa to fiireigners. 

II. 

Franeiasan Convent, Athene, January 23,1811. 

Among the remnants of the barbarous policy of the 
earlier ages, are the traces of bondi^e which yet exist 
in different countries; whose inbabilants, however 
divided in religion and manners, almost all agree in 
op^ession. 

The English have at last compassionated their No- 
poes, and under a less bigoted government, may proba¬ 
bly one day release their Catholic brethren: but the in¬ 
terposition of foreigners alone can emancipate the 
Greeks, who, otherwise, impear to have as small a 
chance of redemption from me Turks, as the Jews Itave 
fi-om mankind in general. 

Of the ancient Greeks we know more than enough; 
at least the younger men of Europe devote much of 
their time to the study of Die Greek writers and history, 
which would be more usefully spent in mastering their 
own. Of the modems, we arc perhaps more ne^ectful 
than they deserve; and while every man of any pre¬ 
tensions to learning is tiring out his youth, and often 
his age, in the study of the language and of the ha¬ 
rangues of the Athenian demagogues in favour of free¬ 
dom, the real or supposed descendants of these sturdy 
republicans are left to the actual tyranny of their masters, 
altliough a very slight effort is required to strike oil' 
their chains. 

To talk, as the Greeks themselves do, of their rising 
again to their pristine suiieriority, would be ridiculous; 
as the rest of the world must resume its barbarism, 
after reasserting the sovereignty of Greece: but there 
seems to be no very great obstacle, except in the apa¬ 
thy of the Pranks, to their becoming an useful depen¬ 
dency, or even a free state with a proper guarantee 
under correction, however, bo it spoken, for many and 
well-informed men doubt Uie practicability even of 
this. 

The Greeks have never lost their hope, though they 
are now more divided iii opinion on the subject of their 
probable deliverers. Religion recommends the Rus¬ 
sians ; but they have twice been deceived and aban¬ 
doned by tliat power, and the dreadful lesson they re¬ 
ceived after the Muscovite desertion in the Morea has 
never been forgotten. The Fronch tliey dislike; al¬ 
though the subjugation of the rest of Europe will, pro¬ 
bably, be attended by the deliverance of continental 
Greece. The islanders look to the English for suceouf, 
as they have very lately possessed tlieniselves of the 
Ionian republic, Corfu excepted. But whoever appear 
with arms in their hands will be welcome; and when 
that day arrives. Heaven have mercy on the Ottomans, 
tiiOT cannot expect it from the Giaours. 

But instead of considering what they have been, and 
speculating on what they may be, lot us look at them 
as they are. 

And here it is impossible to reconcile the contrariety 
of o|^ons: some, particularly the merchants, decrying 
the Greeks in the strongest language; others, gene¬ 
rally travellers, turning periods in their eulogy, and 
publishing very curious speculations grafted on their 
former state, which can have no more effect on their 
present lot, than the existence of the Incas on the future 
fortunes of Peru. 

One v^ ingenious person terms them the “natural 
allies of Englishmen;” another, no less ingenious, will 
not allow them to be the allies of any body, and denies 
their very descent from the ancienu; a tiurd, more in¬ 
genious Ulan either, builds a Greek eminre on a Russian 
foundation, and reaUzes (on paper) all the chimeras of 
Catherine II. As to the question of their descent 
what can it import whether the Mainotes are the lineal 
Laconians or not ? or the present Athenians as indi- 
geiious as the bees of Hymettus, or as the grasshopMra, 
to which they once likened themselves t What Eng¬ 
lishman cares if be be of a Danish, Saxon, Norma^ or 
Trojan blood 1 or who, except a Welshman, is afflictdtl 
with a desire of being descended from CaractacusJ 

He poor Greeks £> not so much abound in the good 
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thing* of tiui woiid, u to render even their claims ti policy, have been amply punished by three centuries and 
anticmity an object of envy; it is very cruel, then, in a hoff of captivity. 

Mr. Thornton to disturb them in the possession of all it, 

that time has left them; via. their pedigree, of which . , i, ■ 

they are the more tenacious, as it is all tliey can ca’ Athens, J&anctscan Convent^ Mar. 17,1811. 

their own. It would be worth while topublish togethei, “ • "“’•i '“ve •oine talk with thu imried itwhut.” 

and Gon^re, the works of Messrs. Tliornton and De Some lime after my return from Constantinoide to 
Pauw, Eton and Sonnini; paradox on one side, and this city, I received the thirty-first number of the Edin- 
nreiudice on the other. Mr. Thornton conceives him- hurgh Review as a great favour, and certainly at this 
snf to have claims to public confidence from a fourteen distance an acc^taole one, from the captain of an 
years’ residence at Peraj perhaps he may on the sub- English frigate on Salamis. In that number. Art. S. 
lect of the Turks, but this can give him no more insight containing the review of a French translation of Strabo, 
into the real state of Greece and her inhabitants, than 'jiere arc introduced some remarks on the inodcm 
as many years spent in Wapping into that of the West- Greeks and their literature, with a short account of 
em Highlands. Coray, a co-translator in the French version. On 

The Greeks of Constantinopio live in Fanal; and if those remarks I mean to ground a few observations, 
Mr. Thornton did not oftener cross the Golden Horn and the spot where I now write will I hope be sufficient 
than his brother merchants are accustomed to do, I excuse for introducing them in a work in some degree 
should place no great reliance on his information. I connected with the subject. Coray, the most cele- 
actually heard one of these gentlemen boast of their brated of living Greeks, at least among the Franks, wa* 
little general intercourse with the citv, and assert of horn at Scio^ (in the Review Smyrna is staled, I have 
himself with an air of triumph, that he had been but eason to think, incorrectly,) and, bi sidcs Ihc Iransla- 
four times at Constantinople in as many years. ion of Bcccaria and other works mentioned by the 

As to Mr. Thornton’s voyages in the Black Sea with Reviewer, has published a lexicon in Romaic and 
Greek vessels, they gave him the same idea of Greece French, if 1 may trust the assurance of some Danish 
as a cruise to Berwick in a Scotch smack would of ravcllcrs lately arrived from Pans; But the latest we 
Johnny Grot’s house. Upon what grounds then docs '“vc seen here in French and Greek is that of Gregory 
he arrogate the right of condemning by wholesale a Zohkogloou.’* Coray has recently boon involved in 
body ofmen.ofwhom he can know little? It is rather unpleasant controversy wiili M. Gail,t a Parisian 
a curious circumstance that Mr. Thornton, who so rommciitnior and editor of some translations from the 
lavishly dispraises Pouqueville on every occasion of ’cck poets, in consequence of the jnstilute having 
mentioning the Turks, has yet recourse to him as awarded him the prize for his version of Hippocrates 
authority on the Greeks, and terms him an impartial ob- Hep! tidTuiv," &o. to tlie disparagement, ami conse- 
server. Now Dr. Pouqueville is as liitic entitled to ,uently displ<!asure,of the said Gail. To his exertion* 
that appellation, as Mr. Thornton to confer it on him. Horary and patriotic great praise is undoubtedly due, 
The fact is,wc arc deplorably in want of information 'ut a [larl of that praise oiiglit not to be withheld from 
on tlie subject of the Greeks, and in particular their 'he two brollicrs Zosimado, (merchants settled in Leg- 
literature, nor is there any probability of our being bet- lom,) who sent him to Pans, and roninlaiiied him for 
ter acquainted, till our intercourse becomes more inti- he express purpose ol elticuiating ihe ancient, and 
mate, or their independence confirmed: Ihe relations of willing to the modern, researches of bis country men. 
passing travellers arc as little to be depended on as the Joray, however, is not considered by his countrymen 
invectives of angry factors; but till somelhiiig more 'qual to some who lived in the two last ccnliiries; more 
can be attained, we must be content with the little to «rticularly Dorotheus of Mitylene, whose Hellenic 
be acquired from similar sources.* rnlings arc so much csleemed by the Greeks that 

However defective these may be, they arc preferable Vlelctius terms him, “ Mrrd rdv OovKvi/fm’nai Erro- 
to the paradoxes of men who have read superficially of baivra apiirros 'EAX^vaiv.” (P. 224. Ecclesiastical His- 
the ancients, and seen nothing of Ihe modems, such as ory, I'ol. iv.) 

De Pauw; who, when he asserts that the British breed Panagiolcs Kodrikas, the translator of Fonlenelle, 

• * * . . .. « Kamarases, who translated Ocollus Lurarius on 

ho TIniverso into Frrnch, Christodouliis, and more 
>articu!arly Psalida, whom 1 have conversed with in 
'mniiina) are also in hi{;h repute among their literati, 
'he last-menlioned has jinblished in Romaic and Latin 
work on “ True Happiness,’’ dedicated to Catherine 
I. But Polyzois, who is stated by the Reviewer to 
)e the only modem except Coray who has distiii- 

• ■ . 1 • • « * 1 1 - g* II • . tr i_ 1 


of horses is ruined by Newmarket, and that the Spar¬ 
tans were cowards in the field, l>etray8 an equal know* 
ledge of English horses and Spartan men. His ”phi> 
losophical ol^ervalions” have a much better claim to 
the title of “ poetical.” It could not be expected that 
he who BO liberally condemns some of the most cele¬ 
brated institutions of the ancient, should have mercy on 

the modern Greeks; and it fortunately happens, that .. . v »» » • , 

the absurdity of his hypothesis on their forefathers re- guished himself by a knowledge of Hellenic, if he be 
futes his sentence on themselves. Polyzois Lampanitziotes of s amna, who has p«l>- 

Let us trust, then, that in spite of the prophecies of iehed a number of editions m Romaic, was neither 
De Pauw, and the doubts of Mr. Thornton, there is a "or© nor less than an itinerant vender ol books; with 
reasonable hope of the redemption of a race of men, be contents of which he had no concern beyond his 
who, whatever may be the errore of their religion and »>»« on 'ho title-page, placed there to aeeurc hia pro- 

lerty in the publication; and he was, moreover, a man 

* A word, «n peuaanl, with Mr. Thomtoii and T)r. Pouqueville. who 
have been suiUv betwmi them of aadly rlippinx the Sidtan’a Turkish. 

Dr. Pouquavilie tella a lonf atorjofaMoaternwho awallowed rorroaive 
•ubiimate in aueh qnaDtiti<>a that he acquired tlie name of “ Sutryman 
yeyes,” 1. e. quoth the Doctor, *' Suhymofit the titter of eorroHvr ttub- 
lirmut.** “ Aha.** thioka Mr. Thornum, (auRry with the Doctor for the 
fiftieth lime,) “ have I cansbt jro*i ?*'—Then, in a note twice the thicki 
neea of die Doctor*# aocrdoie, hr quealiona ihaDoctor'a profidracy in (he 
Turitiah tongue, and hla varaeiiy in hie own.—'* For,’* dwervea Mr. 

Thomtoo, (after infiictiHf on ua the tough participle of a ’Purkiah verb,) 

** it tnaana nothing more than Suleyman the eator,'* and quite caahiera 
the aotqilentcntarv •* aublimale.*' Now both arc right, and both are 
wrong. If Mr. Thomtm, when he next reaidea “ fourteen vrara iu the 
foetory,** will consult hia Turkish dictionary, or aak any of hia Stambo* 
line acMaIntance, he will dieeuver that ** Su/eyma'n yeyenf’ put to- 


itterly destitute of scholastic acqiiiremciifs. As the 
lame^ however, is not uncommon, some other Polyzois 
have edited the Episiles of Aristoenetus. 
it is to be regretteo that the system of continental 
:>lockade has closed the few channels through which 
he Greeks received their publications, particularly Vc- 
lice and Trieste. Even the common rranmiars for 
hildren are become too dear for the Tower orders. 
Amongst their original works the Geography of Mele- 
ius, Archbishop of Athens, and a multitude of theolo- 
a.. h.wiu ,1... ••s.i.vwa-n vv".." P»t »• ‘"d poetical pamphlets, arc to he met 

• I l-re « n.y po««.io«.n I.„lron wl.Uh 

erthodns name enoii^ with the aiMition of n. After Mr. Thomton’i tan fnemle hare never forgotten it, or fwgiwn me. , , , . 

frequmil^taof profoond Orieotallem, bemMt have found thia out be- t in Oall’a pamphlet Hgainai Curay,hr tulkr of" throwing the ioeolent 
fore ha cang aueh pnane over Dr. Pouqueville. Helleoialeoulofthewiiidowe.” On thl# a French critic exclelme, 'Ah, 

After tbie.lthinh “Travallera oareuc Factora** ahall beourmotto. myOod! throw auHellenietenut of the window! w)*Ataau1lr«t It 
•hangh the above Mr. Thomtoo baa condemned “ hoc genua omne,*’ for certeiniy would be a aerloue bneinaae for thoee aiiibore who dwell fo the 
Bleiaice and mierepresenUtimi. “ Ne Saior nUra creyidam,** “ No attica : but I have quoted the piuia^ merrly to prove the almitanty of 
■-*- .. « — ... itiw..—.... atyle among the eontroveraialiete oTa' 

Edin! • •* 


.. . - _ - 'eyioair 

anrclwu kcyonl U. K. B. For tlu tnoat nt Mr. Tbomtoo, 

*a<w” I. BM a praiwr nuw. 

G 


all pollehed countrlee ; Lwdso or 
conU hartily panUle! Uita PkriaUin ebulUtloa. 
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with; their grammara aiid lexicoua of two, tlure& and|expreBaion3,aathc wholn Attic race are barharoui to a 
four toDgi^es, are numerous and exceltent. Their proverb: 

poetry is in rhyme. The moat singular piece I have ' a ASijvo rporri x«p« 

lately seen is a satire in dialogue between a Russian, T< yaidoeoer rpe^ur rupa.” 

English, and French traveller, and the Waywode of In Gibbon, vol.x. p. 16), is the following sentence;— 
Wiulachia, (or Blackbey, as they term liim,) an arch- “The vulgar dialect of the city was gross and barbarous, 
bishop, a merchant, and Cogia Bachi, l^r primate,) in though the compositions of the church and palace some- 
succession ; to all of whom under the Turks the writer times alfected to copy the purity of the Attic models.” 
attributes their present degeneracy. Their songs are Whatever may be asserted on the subject, it is difficult 
sometimes pretty and i«thetic.but their tunes generally to conceive tliatthe "ladies of Constantinople,” in 4ie 
unpleasing to the oar of a Frank: the best is the famous reignofthelastCmsar, spoke a purer dialect than Anna 
* Asdre vMtes rCv 'KXXdvuv,” by tlie imforluiiate Riga. Comnena wrote three centuries wfore: and those royal 
But from a catalogue of more than sixty authors, now pages are not esteemed the best models of composition, 
before me, only fifteen can be found who have touched although the princess rXwrrav tixtv AKP16R£ Attiki- 
; on any theme except theology. ^eav. In the Fanal, and in Yanina, the best Greek 

' 1 am intrusted witli a commission by a Greek of is s)>oken: in the latter lliere is a flourishing school 

Atheiu, named Marmarotauri,to make arrangements, if under the direction of Psalida. ' 

T . ” ‘In London a translation of Barthe- There is now in Athens a pupil of Psalida’s, who is 
semi’s Anacharsis in Romaic, as he has no other oppor- making a tour of observation through Greece: he is 
tunity, unless he despatches the MS. to Vienna by the intelligent, and better educated than a fellow-commoner 
Black Sea and Danube. of must colleges. I mention this as a proof that the 

The Reviewer mentions a school established at spirit of inquiry is not dormant among the Greeks. 
Hecatonesi, and suppressed at the instigation of Sebas- The Reviewer mentions Mr. Wright, the author of 

tiani: he moans Cidonies, or, in Turkish, Ilaivoli; a town the beautiful poem “Hone lunicm,” as qualified to give 
on the continent, where that institution fur a hundred details of these nominal Romans and degenerate Greeks, 
students and three professors still exists. It is true and also of their language: but Mr. Wright, though a 
that this establishment wa.s disturbed by the Porte, good poet and an able man, has made a mistake where 
under the ridiculous pretext that the Greeks were con- he stales the Albanian dialect of the Romaic to approxi- 
structing a fortress instead of a college: but on inves- male nearest to the Hellenic: for the Albanians speak 
tigation, and the payment of some purses to the Divan, a Romaic as notoriously corrupt as the Scotch of Aber- 
it has been permitted to conlimie. The principal pro- deenshire, or the Italian of Naples. Yanina, (where, 
fessar,namedUeniamin,(i.e.Benjamin,) isstated tube next to the Fanal, the Greek is purest,) although 
a man of talent, but a freethinker. He was born in the capital of Ali Pacha’s dominions, is not in Albania 
Lesbos, studied in Italy, and is master ofHellenic, Latin, but Epirus; and beyond Delvinachi in Albania Proper, 
and some Frank languages; besides a smattering of the up to Argyrocastro and Tepalecn, (beyond which I did 
sciences. not advance,) they speak worse Greek than even the 

Though it is not my intention to enter farther on this Athenians. I was attended for a year and a half by two 
topic tlian may allude to the article in question, I cannot of these singular mountaineers, whose mother longue is 
but observe that tbo Reviewer’s lamentation over tfic Illyric, and I never heard them or their countrymen 
fall of the Greeks apjiears singular, when he closes it (whom I have seen, not only at home,butto the amount 
with these words: “TAe change in to be aUrihuted to of twenty thousand in the army of Vely Pacha) praised 
<Aeir mUfnrtune* rather than to any ‘ physical degrada- for their Greek, but often laughed at for their provincial 
twn.’ ” It may be true that the Greeks are not physi- barbarisms. 

cally degenerated, and that Consliuitinople contained, I have in my possession about twenty-five letters, 
on the day when it changed masters, as many men of among which some from the Bey of Corinth, written 
six feet and upwards as in the hour of prosperity; but to mo by Notaras, the Cogia Bactii, and others by the 
ancient history and modern politics instruct us that dragoman of the Caimacam of tlie Morea, (which last 
something more than physical perfection is necessary governs in Vely Pacha’s absence,) are said to be favour- 
to preserve a state in vigour and independence; and the able specimens of their epistolary style. I also received 
Greeks, in particular, are a melancholy example of the tome at Constantinople from private persons, written 
near connexion between moral degradation and national n a most hyperbolical style, but in the true antique 
decay. I character. 

The Reviewer mentions a plan “ we believe" by The Reviewer proceeds, after some remarks on the 
Potemkin for the purification of the Romaic, and I have tongue in its past and present stale, to a paradox (page 
endeavoured in vain to procure any tidings or traces of 59) on the great iniswief the knowledge of bis own 
its existence. There was an academy in St. Peters- language has done to Coray, who, it seems, is less 
burgh for the Greeks; but it was su|)pres8od by Paul, likely to understand the ancientGreek,becauseheis per- 
and has not been revived by his successor. feet master of the modem! This observation follows a 

There is a slip of the pen, and it can only be a slip paragrmih, recommending, in explicit terms, the study 
of the pen, in p. 58, No. 31, of the Edinburgh Review, of the Romaic, as “ a powerful auxiliary,” not only to 
where these words occur:—“We are told that when the the traveller and foreign merchant, but also to the clas- 
capital ofthe Eastyieided te Nelyman”—It may be pre- sical scliolar; in short, to every body except the only 
sumed that this last word will, in a future edition, be person who can be thoroughly acquainted with its uses; 
altered to Mahomet II.* The “ ladies ofOonstantinople,” and by a parity of reasoning, our old language is copwr- 
it seems, at that period spoke a dialect, “ which would Hired to be probably more attainable by “ foreigners,' 
not have disgraced the lips of an Athenian.” 1 do not than by ourselves! Now I am inclined to think, that a 
know how that might be, but am sorry to say the ladies Dutch Tyro in our tongue (albeit himself of Saxon 
in general, and the Athenians in particular, are much > blood) would be sadly perplexed with “Sir Tristrem,” 
altered; Iming far from choice either in their dialect or or any other given “ Auchmieck MS.” with or without 

a grammar or glossary; and to most apprehensions it 
In s former niimixroftbs Ediobursh ISOS, It if oiMcrvsd seems evident that none but a native can acquire a 

competent, far less complete, knowledge of our oUlete 
meant ftiiery,—WatUJnScotiaikithattbeywjinfgBniJemeij idtoms. We may the critic credit fof hwmmnuhy. 

of the Kdttbuivh Reriew Itamed that Solymau meane MxAoftut It, any u,,* KpUava him than wn /In <am/%tipf t>a lAmml 

more than triHcitm meani infaUmiW ?-4)ul thu. it ia, "O bCMVe Dim UlWl we do Smollett B UnnBr 

**C«dimiif inqueTicemiH-cbenoicrtimaagittia.'* ha^n, who mamtaius that the purest Engueh is spoken 

ThamlataketaemedaocorniileteijralaiiaeofthapenffromUiegmtafinf- in Kdinburffh. Th&t Corav mav eiT 18 Very DOBSible t 
teFi/y of the two aforda, and thettiaanea 0/#m>f from the former « . '/“l j* *1. /• i. • * * xl xl ' 

page* of iha yierary leviathan) that I tbould have paaa^ it over aa in the i* “C docs, th© f&ult IS IQ th© m&D r&ther thvi ID hl8 

Uit, bad I not perceived In the Edinburgh Review much facetioutexul. mother tonifUft, which IS, aS it OUffht tO be, of th© greatest 
utkm on all auehdeuctfcwa.pardeoiarty a recent one, where word# and ^ a sUa native fttuHAnt.«.HArA the RAviAwer nww 
eyliabteeare auMecUof dbrnuiaUionand tranapoaltlon; and the above- nauve StU^Ul^nere lUe iveviewer prO- 

iDaDtiwied parallel paaeageln my own cue Irrealatibly ^pelied me to ceeds tO busmegS OR Strabo's translators, and here 1 
hint bow moch eaaier it la to be eritlcal than correct. The gtniUmtn, aIma mv remarks 
havUkgailSrvd ma^ a Oft auabrlctorlee, will hardly begrudge _ 

■tswilht ovation ur the p r e ee w t. 


Sir W. Prummond, Mr. Hamilum, Iiord Aberdewii 




Dr. Clarke, CapUin Leake, Mr. Gell, Mr. Walpd 
and many othere now in England, have all the requisite 
to fumisn details of this fallen people. The fewobsei 
vations I have offered I shoula have left where I mac. 
them, had not the article in question, and above all th 
spot where I read it, induced me to advert to tho! 
pages, which the advantage of my present sitiiatic 
enabled me to clear, or at least to make the attempt. 

1 have endeavoured to wave the personal fuciingi 
which rise in desmte of me in touching upon any pai 
of the Edinburgh Review; not from a wish to conciliat 
the favour of its writers, or to cancel the remembranc 
(d‘a syllalde I have formerly published, but simply fron 
a sense of the impropriety of mixing up private resent 
ments with a disquisition of the present kind, and mor 
• particularly at this distance of tune and place. 

ADSlTIOnAL NOTE, ON THE TURKS. 

The difBculties of travelling in Turkey have bee; 
mucli exaggerated, or rather have considerably dimi 
nished of late years. The Mussulmans have bee 
beaten into a kind of sullen civility, very comfortable 
voyagers. 

It IS hazardous to say much on the subject of Turk 
and Turkey; since it is possible to live among thoi 
twenty years without a^uiring information, at leaj 
from themselves. As far as my own slight experienc 
carried me I have no complaint to make; but am in 
debted for many civilities, (1 might almost say fo 
friendship,) and much hospitality, to Ah Pacha, his sui 
^ Veil Poena of the Morea, and several others of higi 
rank in the provinces. Suleyman Aga, late Governo 
of Athens, and now of Thebes, was a hon vivanty and as 
social a being as ever sat cross-legged at a tray or 
table. During the carnival, when our English part 
were masquerading, both himself and his successor wer> 
more happy to “ receive masks” than any dowager i 
Grosvenor-square. 

On one occasion of his supping at the convent, hii 
friend and visitor, the Cadi of Thebes, was carriei 
from table perfectly qualified for any club in Christen¬ 
dom; while the worthy Waywode himself triumphc<* 
in his fall. 

In all money transactions with the Moslems, I evei 
found the strictest honour, the highest disinterestedness 
In transacting business with them, there are none of 
those dirty peculations, under the name of interest 
difference of exchange, commission, &c. &c. uniform!} 
found in applying to a Greek consul to cash bills, ev< 
on the first houses in Pera. 

With regard to presents, an established custom in 
the East, you will rarely find yourself a loser; as one 
worth acceptance is generally returned by another of 
similar value—a horse, or a shawl. 

In the capital and at court the citizens and courtiers 
arc formed in the same school with those of Christiani¬ 
ty ; but there does not exist a more honourable, friendly, 
and high-spirited character than the true Turkish pro¬ 
vincial Aga, or Moslem country gentleman. It is nof 
meant here to designate the governors of towns, bui 
those Agas who, by a kind of feudal tenure, possess 
lands and houses, of more or less extent, in Greece and 
Asia Minor. 

The lower orders are in as tolerable discipline as the 
rabble in countries with greater pretensions to civiliza¬ 
tion. A Moslem, in waging the streets of our country- 
towns, would be more incommoded in En^and than a 
Frank in a similar situation in Turkey. Regimentals 
are the best travelling dress. 

The best accoonts of the religion, and different sects 
of Islamism, may be found in D’Ollison’s French; of 
their manner^ &c. perhaps in Thornton’s English. The 
Ottomans, with all their defects, are not a people to be 
despised. Equal, at least, to the Spaniards, they are 
superior to the Portuguese. If it be difficult to pro¬ 
nounce what they are, we can at least say what they 
are not : they are not Ureacherous^ they are not cowardly, 
they do noi Dum heretics, they are not assassins, nor 
has an enemy advanced to ihm capital. They are 
faithful to their sultan till he becomes unfit to govern, 
and devout to their God without an inquisition. Were i 


they driven from St. So,Aia to-morrow, nnd the FreM^' 
or Russians enthroned in their stead, it would becotr^f 
a question, whether Europe would gain by the exchange 11 
EMand would certainly be the loser. 

With regartl to that ignorance of which they are M v/" 
generally, and sometimes justly accused, it may bo 
doubted, always exjrcpting France and England, in ^ 
what useful points of knowledge they are excelled by 
other nations. Is it in the common arts of life ? In U 
their manufactures ? Is a Turkish sabre inferior to n 
Toledo ? or is a Turk worse clothed or lodged, or fed 
and taught, than a Spaniard ? Are their Pacha.s worse Vit 
educated than a Grandee ? or an Effendi tlian a Kni^t ‘i 
of St. Jago? I think not. -.'il- 

I remember Mahmout, the grandson of AH Pachii d^ 
asking whether my fellow-traveller and myse^were m' ^ 
the upper or lower House of Parliament. Now tkaa 
question from a boy of ton years old proved that hit ^ 
education had not Men neglected. It may be doubted ^ 
if an English b^ at that age knows the di^rence of ftie 
Divan from a Cfollege of Dervises; but I am very sure « 
a Spaniard docs not. How little Mahmout, surroundcMi % 
as he had been, entirely by his Turkish tutors, had 
learned that there was such a thing as a Parliament it ^ 
wore useless to conjecture, unless we suppose that hit « 
instructors did not confine his studies to the Koran. V 
In ail tlie mosques Oiere are schools established, >: 
which are very regularly attended; and the poor are 
aiiglit without the church of Turkey being put into 
:)erii. I believe the system is not yet printed; fthough 
here is such a thing as a I'lirkish press, and books 
iriiiied on the late military institution of the Nizam y 
Gedidd nor have L heard whether the Mufti and the 4 
Mollas nave subscribed, or the Cairnacam and the 
Tefterdar taken the alarm, for fear the ingenious youth 
if the turban should be taught not to "pray to God 
.heir way.” The Greeks also—a kind of Eastern Irish 
papists—have a college of their own at Maynooth—no, i* 

at Haivali; where the heterodox receive much Uie 
same kind of countenance from the Ottoman as the 
Catholic college from the English legislature. Who 
shall tlien affirm that the Turks are ignorant bigots, .j 
when they thus evince the exact proportion of Christian J 
harity which is tolerated in the most prosperous and 
•rthodox of all possible kingdoms? But, though they /; 
allow all this, they will not suffer the Greeks to nartici* 
late in their privileges: no, let them fight their battles, 
nd pay their haratch, (taxes,) be drubM in this world, 

.nd damned in the next. And shall we then eman- 
jpate our Irish Helots ? Mahomet fiirbid! We should 
hen be bad Mussulmans, and worse Christians; at 
iresont wc unite the best of both—jesuitical faith, and 
something not much inferior to Turkish toleration. 


APPENDIX. 

Among an enslaved people, obliged to have re- 
ourse to foreign presses even for their books of reli- 
;ion, it is less to be wondered at that we find so few 
iublications on general subjects than that we find any 
.t all. The whole number of the Greeks, scattered 
Ip and down the Turkish empire and elsewhere, may 
.mount, at most, to three millions; and yet, for so 
canty a number, it is impossible to discover any nation 
'ith so great a proportion of books and their authors, 
s the Grreeks of tlie present century. "Ay," but say 
le generous advocates of oppression, who, while they 
ssert the ignorance of the Greeks, wish to prevent 
lem from dispelling it, " ay, but these are mostly, if not 
II, ecclesiastical tracts, and consequently gooo for no- 
ling.” Well, and pray what else can they write about ? 
is pleasant enough to hear a Frank, particularly an 
nghshman, who may abuse the government of his own 
umtry; or a Frenchman, who may abuse every govem- 
lent except his own, and who may rwge at will over 
rery philosophical, religious, scientific, skeptical or 
oral subject, sneering at the Greek legendi. A Greek 
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NOTfflS TO CBiLSE 


siist not wnte on politic^ nnd cannot touch on science 
he want of instraction; if he doubts, be is excommu- 
scated and damned; thereibre his countrymen are not 
Masoned with modern philosophy ; and as to morals, 
Jianks to the Turks! there arc no such things. What 
dien is left him, if he has a turn for scribbling 1 Reli- 
and holy biography: and it is natural enough that 
who have so little in this life should look to the 
next. It is no great wonder then that in a catalogue 
aow before roe of fifty-five Greek writers, many of| 
vr^ni were lately living, not above fifieen should have 
touched on any thins but religion. The catalogue al¬ 
luded to is contained in the twenty-sixth chapter of the 
S>urth volume of Meletius’s Ecclesiastical Histoiy. 
From this I subjoin an extract of those who have writ¬ 
ten on jjeneral subjects; which will! be followed by 
some specimens of the Romaic. 

LIST OF ROMAIC AUTHORS.^ 

Neophitus, Diakonos (the deacon) of the Morea, has 
published an extensive grammar, and also some politi¬ 
cal regulations, which last were left unfinished at his 
death. 

Prokopius, of-Moscopolis, (a town in Epirus,) has 
wnUon and publisliea a catalogue td* the learned 
Greeks. 

Seraphin, of Pericles, is the author of many works 
in the Turkish languages, but Greek character; for the 
Christians of Caramania, who do not speak Romaic, hut 
read the character. 

Eustathius Psalidas. of Bucharest, a physician, made 
the tour of England for the purpose of study (xdp<» 
ftaB^etug ): but though his name is enumerated, it is 
not stated that he has vrritten any thing. 

kalitnikus Torgeraiis, Patriarch of Constantinople: 
many poems of his are extant, and also prose tracts, 
and a catalogue of patriarchs since the last taking cdj 
Constantinople. 

Anastasius Maccdon, of Naxos, member of the royal 
academy of Warsaw. A church biographer. 

Demetrius Pamperes, a Moscopoltte, has written 
many works, particularly “A Commentary on Hesiod’s 
Shield of Hercules.” and two hundred tales, (of what is 
not specified,) and has published his correspondence 
with the celebrated George of Trebizond, his cotexn- 
porary. 

Meletius, a celebrated geog^'apher; and author of the 
book from whence these notices are itdtcn. 

Dorotbeus, of Mitylene, an Aristotelian philosopher: 
his Hellenic works are in great repute, and he is es¬ 
teemed by the moderns (I quote the words of Meletius) 
erd rbv QovKvSl6fjv ku) Hero^uvra apiirros 

add further, on the authority of a well-informed 
Greek, that he was so famous among his countrymen, 
that they were accustomed to say, if Thucydides and 
Xenophon were wanting, he was capable of repairing 
the loss. 

Marinus Count Tharbouros, of Cephalonia, profes¬ 
sor of chemistry in tlie academy of Padua, and member 
of that academy, and those of Stockholm and Upsal. 
He has published, at Venice, an account of some ma¬ 
rine animal, and a treatise on the properties of iron. 

Marcus, brother to the former, famous in mechanics. 
He removed to St. Patcrsbui^ the immense rock on 
which the statue of Peter the Great was fixed in 1769. 
See the dissertation which he published in Paris, 1777. 

George Constantine has published a four-tongued 
lexicon. 

George Ventote; a lexicon in French, Italian, and 
Romaic. 

There exist several other dictionaries in Latin and 
Romiue, French, &c. besides grammars in every mo¬ 
dem language, except English. 

Among the living authors the following are most 
celebrated -f 

Athanasius Parios has vrritten a treatise on rhetoric 
in Hellenic. 

* It ii to b« obwmd. thitt the nemee siven are oM in chronolofiea! 
order, bat comrici of mme eelerte.! at a venture from iiwmw tboee vbo 
1l«iiTl|hi|(li|r- the taking of CowpmttMple to Ute Ume of M&Oue. 

tmisininiie III! mil ieliiin finmiin puUieation. 


ChristodouJos, aa Acarnon^haf published, in Vi¬ 
enna, some physical Urwttiscs in Heilenim 
Paoagiotes Kodrikas, an Athenian, the Romaic trans¬ 
lator of Fontenelle’s" Plurality of Worlds,” (a &vourile 
work amongst the Greeks,) is stated to be a teaser c£ 
the Hellenic and Arabic languages m Paris; in both 
of which he is an adept. 

Atlianamus, the Parian, author of a treatise on xhe- 
ric. 

Vicenzo Damodos, of Cephalonia, has written 
ucffoSd^apov” on logic and physics. 

John Kamaroses, a Byzantine, has translated mto 
French Ocellus on the Universe. He is to be an 
excellent Hellenist, and Latin scholar.^ 

Gregorio Demetrius published, in Vienna, a geogra* 
ahical work: he has also translated several Italian au- 
hors, and printed his versions at Venice. 

Of Coray and Psalida some account has been already 
given. 


GREEK WAR SONG.* 

1. 

AET'TE, vaWef rwv *EXXdrwv* 
h Ka7pof 

(^aV&jJttV iKCfviiiV 

iroC f(d» ^iiaav rr)v 
naT^aofitv av6ptt*t{ 
rbv tyyhv rvpavviloe. 

Trarp/do; 

KuO* dvc<dor al9x^6v. 

Td dirAa uf 

wuiSef Syiptiv ' 

srora/uddtv rd ai/ia 

dr rp^i; tad iroSiiv, 

2 . 

*Odtv tJeBc T&v 'EAX^vw 
xdxxaAa Mpsie/iivos 
vve^ftaTa evKopmvfieva^ 

Tiipa XdSere wotfv ; 

^er*fiv rffg croAaiAxdr ftov } 

cvvax$riTe 0Ao bpov * 

T^v fwT^O^OV 

Kai UKore irpd travTod, 

Td 0aAa A dStafteVf &e. 

3. 

Zrdpra, Sadpra, rf xe(pde9s 
tirvov XfjBupyov /SafiOv; 

Kpa^ ’Addrar 
edppaxov iravrorciveiv, 
Atovvl6ov 

fipwor rod ^OKooroVi 
ro0 dvipig ivatvtpivov 
^6tpod xol rpopEpod, 

Td SirXa Sg Ad0a>pcv, Ac. 

4. 

*0 vov tU vdr OcppoirtfAar 
adXe/iov a^tg xpare?, 

«al Tohg n/pvar d^avfj^i 
Kot air&v Kurd KpartS * 
TAirfiaicoehvs avSpas 
$ls ri KivToov 
xal dtg X^iov ov/iwpevor, 
slf rd aTpa riSv 0atrreT» 

Td 0vXa dr XdSufUVf Ac. 


ROMAIC EXTRACTS, 

Pweovr» 'AyxXor) sol TdAXer edftvomg rj)v ircpi^y^tv 
r^r ftAAddor, xol ^Xfiroyrtg rj^v dOXiav r^ card- 
<rrav(v, </ptir^vav (carapxdg ha rpaiodv ^XfXX^tv 
did vd pd9ovv rh a/rfav, ftcr* aMv ha p 9 ipo- 
woXiniVt eTra ha ^Ad%/tmv, hetra tim Tpaypo- 
revri)v» vol ha irpoeariira. 

* A tnuulaUoiior thtowof wUlbtrMDdsaMngtlMiSMlltrFesMili 
poftlSS. 
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%M /Ut S ^(XIXAipw, rue ^fytis rif m^atiar 
Koi tiff tQv ToipKuv rtipaw^av; 

«d( ratt (vkuif «a 2 MfMrpaiff xai mtSt/poSeff/A/av 
niSuVt wfMmtVt yvvaiKu»v dvificovtrrov ^Oopeiat'; 
Ah' <r 9 ^ai /fftif airoyovoi ixe^ytav riay *EXX//v<ap 
r&v /Xev$/pkfv xai «a( ruy ^(Xoirarp/duv * 

ca 2 hitvoi M&vriateov iid (XtvBcplaif^ 

KtH rtipa icuf {mouKttffOai tif riroiav rvpavvlavi 
»ai itMv yivot <&$ httt I<xr4$j} ffKariapivop 
tt( r^v 0 O(^(aVi XifvapriVf ds k‘ BXa {uKOvapivov ' 
rtat vBv iKaracr^ffart ^muviiv 'EAAa^a. 
fiaSa ! h>a ^ricifAedpov, w; uKortiv^p Xapvd6avl 
*0/i(Xci, ^Arare Fpaiicc, th( pat rfiv airiavi 
nil KfdimiS tlvoTtfi tifiQvt X^c ivoplav. 


'O ♦lAE'AAHHOS. 

'Pw9(r«ayieXo«yaXXoi, 'EAXJ;, Ked Bxt ^Xoi^ 

^TOVi &s Xirtf rdaov peydXri} 
y0v ii iBXlat xai dva^ia 
d<p* ^oii apxifftv h dpaBlur 
b«rr* iinvopovvav vd ri^v ^virvi^trij 
r©ST* cif rb rfiv bbrjyotiai 

ailr^ artvd.^ct rd TiKva Kpd^eij 
cri va irpoKbvTovv SAa vooerd^et 
icat Tdre fXnl^ti Brt icepil^et. 
thpttvf ivoH tpXoyl^u 

Ma* bcTis ToXp^ffT} va t^v 
xdyet erdv &6tjv xplciv. 

The above in the commencement of a long ramaiii 
■atirc on the Greek priesthood, princes, and gentry; 
is contemptible as a composition, but perhaps curioii 
as a specimen of their rhyme: 1 have the whole ii 
MS. but this extract will be found sufficient. The 
Romaic in this compositiem is so easy as to render a 
version an insult to a scholar; but those who do not 
understand the original will excuse the following bad 
translation of what is in itself indifferent* 

TRANSLATION. 

A Russian, Englishman, and Frenchman making the 
tour of Greece, and observing the miserable state of 
the country, interrogate, in turn, a Greek Patriot, to 
learn the cause; afterwards an Archbishop, then 
a Vlackbey,'*' a Merchant, and Cogia Bachi or 
Primate. 

Thou friend of thy county! to strangers record 
Why bear ye the yoke of the Ottoman Lord ? 

Why bear ye these fetters thus tamely display’d, 

The wrongs of the matron, the stripling, and maid ? 
The descendants of Hellas’s race are not ye! 

'Hie patriot sons of the sage and the free, 

Thus sprung from the blood of the noble and brave, 
To vilely exist as the Mussulman slave! 

Not SUCH were the fathers your annals can boast, 
Who conquer’d and died for the freedom you lost! 
Not such was your land in her earlier hour, 
day*8tar m nations in wisdom and power! 

And still will you thus unresisting increase, 

Oh shameful oishonour! the darkness of Greece ? 

Then Tell us, beloved Achman! reveal 

The cause of the woes which you cannot conceal. 

The reply of the PhilellenisC I have not translated, 
as it is no better than the question of the travelling tri¬ 
umvirate ; and the above will sufficiently show with 
affiat kind of composition the Greeks are now satisfied. 

I trust 1 have not much injured the ori^nal in the few 
lines given as faithfully, and as near the . 

** Oh, Mill Ballsy t unfortunate Mist Batlef I*' 

measure of the Romaic, as I could make them. Almost 
all their pieces, above a song, which aspire to the name 
of {loetry, contain exactly the quantity of feet of 

**▲ ciMit^a bold of HaU&z, vbo U^rad in eounlrr qoartere/* 


whuffi is in fact the (Hresent heroic couplet of tbo 
Romaic. 

SCENE FROM 'O KA^ENKI, 

trahslated from the Italian or noLXioia, 
By SPERiniON VLAWTI. 

EKHNH Kr. 

XIAATZIAA cl; n)v rrdprav roll xuvio?, koI ol 
HA A. £l 6ef! iitb rb vapadbpt ftob l^dvi\ vd dicodc0 
r^v i^vfiv Tov dvbpdifiov ' uv avrds tlvai e^dacra 
•caifbv vd rbv {cvrpoircdffw. [Eiiyafvct has doSAo; M 
rbtpyacr/jpt.] JXaXiKdptnts pov « irapaxaAw iroii; 
ixci tU hdvovs Tovs bvTdSss i 
AOYA. Tpei; xp^oipoi dt'dpc;. ’’Era; & xlrp Eiylvtp^ 
h £XXos h Kvo Mdprtos NavoXirdvaSi kuI h rpiros e Erfp 
Kdvre Acavopo; *Ap6ivTris> 

FAA. (’Avdpcflra cl; e^rov; dcr cLai ^ ^^AagfviD;, 
iBfibis ih dAAafcv Bvopa.) 

AEA. Kd ^jibxaX^ Tbxvrot Kxlp Kiycptov, flU* 
vtavTaS’] 

, OAOI. Nd vd 

I7AA. (Alrbs cJpai b dvSpaspov x<^pU BXXo.) XsXI 
dvdpunre Kdpt pov riiv xapiv vd pc cvvrpoipcdirtjs drdvfi 
cl; a&rou; roir; d^vrdde;, ^cAw vd rou; vailu sfdv* 
[Ilpd; rbv douAov j 

AOT. *Opi(rp6s ea;* {ovvrjBtirpivov d^^lziov rfis 
SovXevr&v.) [Tr/v ipvd^ei dirb rb ipyaar^pt rob nuytn* 
d(OS.] 

, PIA. Kapdtd, Kapdid, Kdptrt KaXt^v xapdidv, ih vhut 
rhrorts- fflpA; n)v Utrrdptav.] 

BIT. ’Eyto alffBdvopai irw; dirc^alvw * [Xwipxmi 
sU rdv iavrdv r^f.J 

j [’Ard rd itapdBvpa r&v bvtdhiav dalvovrai lAsc, 

hnob tmKSviavrai dird rb rpairf^i evyxi^pivH^ 
bid rbv ^a^vtapbv rob Acdvbpov pXfxunrraf 
rifv ITAdr^ida, xo? biari abrbs bdxvu v&S 
$iX$i vd rbv ipovUffff.] 

EYP. 'Ox<, craBrjre. 

MAP. Mdv Kdpvcrt. . . 

AEA. £1x40, fbyt dir* c«5(d. 

riAA. hobOeia, 0obOcia. [^cbvtt dirb r/fv eicdXaVf $ 
Afavbpos BfXst Vtt rbv dteoXovBbotf pt rb avaBiy xol b Siy* 
■“dv 0a(rra.] 

TPA. [Me Ifva mdro pe tftayl cl; ptav ner^ha fCftb^ 
iird rd xapa^'pe, xol ^cByei tU rbv xa^tvi,] 
nAA. [Edyaivci dird rd fpyacrbpi rwf vaiyvtSttlB 
'p/xwvra;, xal ^ebyet tl; rd .J 

ETF. [Me ttppara el; rd xipi irpd; bia^ivrtvfftv rbf 
[Adr^cdo;, Ivavriov row Aedvdpow, &?rw rbv xararp/xei.j 
MAP. [Kbyafvet xnl adrd; ciyd ciyd d^rd rd cpye- 
erbpiy xal ^ebytt Xiytavras J Rumores Aige. ['Povpdpc; 
'^odyc. j * 

Ol AotlAot. [*Aird rd ipyaarbpi direpvobv (Is rb ^dve, 
:ol xAciOWw rbv irdprav.] 

BIT. [Mfxcc cl; rbv xa^evl ^otjBtjpivij dirb rbv *Pi« 
dA^ow.] 

AEA. Advert rdirov* SiXtapivd tpBta vd tpSia ds 
<(tvo rb vdvi* [Me rd crvaOi cfs rb xf* ivavHw rdf 
•vyevhv.J 

ETF. ’'Oxh pb yhatro irori t[<rai has vX^pd/rapbof 
/avriov rbs yxtvaiKbs oov, xal iyw ^iXu rbv dia^cvrcdmw 
»; el; rb iertpov aJpa* 

AEA. £oD Kdpvta SpKov inis -^Aec rd peruvot^cpSr 
Kivtjy^f rbv Edy/viov pe rd viradt.] 

EYF. Aev ere ^oSoTipat. [Kararpixfi rbv AiavSpoVf 
al rdv (iid^t vd avpQfi bvima rdeov, dTroS shploKuvras 
Ivoixrdv rd effort 7^; xopfdrpta; ip^vet els adrbf ml 
itivcrai.] 

TRANSLATION. 

Platxidafrom the Door of the Hotels and the OOiert, 

Pla. Oh God! from the window it seemed Uiat I 
leard my husband’s voice. If he is here, I have arrived 
time to make him ashamed. [A Servant entere/rom 


• Tk^f, PrtoM of W&Ikehk. 


Aiyes XartpieiSi btnP AAuvA d*b' rets rdy^wif* 



HOTBB TO CHIU>B 


M 

|ft« Boy, toll roe, pray, who a» in thoie 

eiiunbera. 

Sen). Hiree centleroen: one, Signor Eugenio; the 
other. Signor Martio, the Neapolitan; and the third, 
my l^r^ the Count Leander Ardenti. 

Pbt. Fiaminio ii not among these, unless he has 
changed his name. 

Lmmiec. [fVillUa drinking-.] Long live the good 
fortune of Signor Eugenio, 

(TTm wkok Company, liong live, &c.] (literally, 
nd n, vd Mey n® hve.) 

ithout doubt that is my husband. [To the 
Bsrv.] My good man, do me the favour to accompany 

_idwve to those gentlemen; 1 have some business. 

Stru. At your commands. [Atide.] The old office 
ef us waiters. [He goes out of the Gaming-House.] 
Midolpho. [ih Victoria on another part ^ t^ stage.] 
Courage, courage, be of good cheer, it is nothing. 
yieloria. I feel as if about to die. [Zeaning on him 
' m fainting.] 

[JSVowi the windows above aU within are seen rtsing 
from table in confusion; Leander starts at the 
sight of Platzida, and appears by hit gestures to 
threaten her life. 

Eugenio. No, stop— 

ISartio. Don’t attempt- 
Leander. Away, fly from hence! 

Pla. Help! Help! ]Flies down the stairs, Leander 
attempting to follow willt hit sword, Eugenio hinders 
-hiroj 

[Trappola with a plate of meat leapt over the balcony 
from the window, and runt into the Cifee-House.] 

[Platzida runs out qf the Gaming-House, and takes 
shelter in tlu Hotel.] 

[Martio steals softly out of Ae Gaming-House, and 
goes Ilf, exclaiming “Rumores fuM.” TAe Servants 
from the Gaming-House enter the Hotel, and shut the 
door.] 

[Viotoria remaint in the Cqffee-Houte assisted by 
Ridolpho.] 

[Leander sword in hand oppaaie Eugenio exclaims, 
Give way—I will enter that hotel.] 

Eugenio. No, that shall never be. You are a scoun¬ 
drel to your wife, and 1 will defend her to the last drop 
of my blood. 

Leander. I will give you cause to repent this. [Me¬ 
nacing with his sword.] 

Eugenio. I fear you not. [He attacks Leander, and 
moAes Aim give back so much, thatfnding the door of the 
dancing girl’s house open, Leander escapes through, and 
sofniaiiet.]* 


AIA.'AOrOI OI’KIAKOt. Famihah Dialooitbs. 

Aid vd inrheys foo epSy/ia. To ask for any thing. 

Sdt nofaKakS, iioerl pe Sv I pray you, give me if you 
hptXprs. please. 

thiptri pe. Bring me. 

Aareletrl ps. Lend me. 

neyalvcTc vd Xyrrhoert. Go to seek. 

Tiipa di8i(. Now directly. 

'a ispdU pm Kdpis, eiptrl My dear Sir, do me this 
pt airhv rhr xdpiv. favour. 

’Eyd ois mpasaXS. I entreat you. 

*Eyu ffa{ f(apsl^iii. I conjure you, 

’Eyu oSr rd (yrA did ;gdpiv. I ask it« you as a favour. 
'Yrsxpniocrf pe els rSmr. Oblige me so much. 


« £«»vtrat«-“ AuUhM*'«-«wkw»rdly tnou^, butU U ItM Utcrml tratiw* 
bUton of the RomBic. The ortginst of eoioodT of Goldoni’* 1 never 
reiul, but itdoeeoot4p|introne ofhb beet. ’’llBuglerdo" b onettfthe 
moet lively; but t do not think U keui b*«n trontioted Into ItenMiic t tt it 
much more emueingthon otirown *’lsi*r,” by Foote. The clmractcr of 
XstUo ie better drown than YouogWldu^. Gelduni’e eomedie* omouot 
to fifty; eomr perhope the beet in Ewttpe, ond ether* the wont. HU life 
1* olae on* of toe b**t tpednien* of ouu^itvtvphy, on^ o* Gibboo bo* 
sibierved, ** more dromotic Unon any of hi* playe." The abo*« ocene 
waa aeleeted a* coniidning eome of th* moet famiHor Romaic IdicMns, not 
for any wit wdiicb It dfo^y*, akice Umr* t* more duo* than said, th* 
fTMtar part eonslatingorth^ direetioni. The original U one of the W 
- hy Otddoid which U viUuMit the buffoonery of the v<"g 


A4xi« IptfrtJc^ f dydirns- 
Zmti (tw. 

fAOV ^'vxh- 

*AYav*iTi /toVf ixptSi ftov. 
Kapilr^a fiov. 

'Aydirrj ftovs 

Aid vd 6{iXopi<f^6<^S} va ira- 
fiijf ireptirolt]ceif koI ^tXc 
Katf dtiltactSe 

*£yw v&i iifx^pttrr&o 
XS( yviapl^u 

Zds MxP^ot Kurd 

iroXXd. 

rd icdyti yird 

xapdg. 

M< dXi^v pov rflv 4capc/av* 

Mj KaX^v uov Kapdtav. 
las tlpai vtrdxp^of, 

Kluai 8Xos idtKos caSo 
KJuai davXos cas* 
TaneivdraTos dovXos, 

KJtrre Kara jroXXaivyeviifif. 
IloXXa irctfid^eo^c. 

Td Fxcai fiov va 

rds doXc^aii). 

KTere cityeviKds Kaisiirpoc^- 
yopiff. 

Aird c7vai irpitrov. 

Tt 3/X«re; rt opi^ere f 

las wapaKaXu vd pt fitra- 
XCipi^effBi iXtdOtpa. 

Xinpts ‘frepiiroltjatSe 
Ids dyairia ^Xi?; pov trap* 
Slase 

Ka} iyCi l^pStaSr 
Ti/n'iatre fii rats vpotrayats 
aaSe 

rlwores vd fi€ rrpotr- 
rd(€T€ ; 

Ilpoffrd^crc rdv SofjXov tra;. 
Upovftevw rds npooayds oas- 
Mi Kdftvcre peydXtjv rtp?lv. 
^Bdvovv ft vepnrolrfacs 9ds 
irapaicaXii. 

TlpooKVV^lotrt iKftipovs /Jiov 
rdv dpxovTOi ^ rbv tcitptov. 
htSaitaacTt rdv ir&s Tdv ivOv 
povyai. 

BeBatutffcre rbv n&s tbv 
dyairQ. 

Aiv ^(X<o Xetipci va tov rd 
ctirto. 

JipotrEwdp^fa its dp-^ 

XdvTitroav. 

Uffyatvcre iprpoffOd xai aSg 
aKoXovSu. 

*H(E(tp<a KaXd rd xpidf fiov» 
^Hfedpid rd elvat uov. 

Mi Kdpvere vd tvrpivotfiai 
pi rats rdaais ^tXo^offd- 
vats cas» 

OiXtre Xotirdv vd xdpu piav 
dpx^^ornrai 

*Tirdyo> iprtpooQd did vd tr&s 
biraKodatOe 

Aid vd adpta vpocraydv 
aas. 

Aiv dyaim rdaaif Ktpiieoitr- 
ns. 

Aiv cTpac 0 rrtX(l»( irspiirel- 
tiriKos. 

AM tivai rd KaXlrepoVo 
Tdcror rd KaXtrspov* 

XdyoVfl^treSiKatov. 

Aid vdfitdaiAeifSt vd dpvtfOds 
vd ovyaaratevernSf *fod r(. 

KTvoi dXijOivdVf tJvai iXffii* 
* ftrarov. 


jf^cfumofe catpevMumt.. 

My life. 

My dear iioul. 

My dear. 

My heart. 

My love. 

To (hanky po^ complimmU^ 
cmd rtgfgnL 

I thank you. 

1 return you thanks. 

1 am much obliged to you. 

1 will do it with pleasure. 

With all my heart. 

Most cordially. 

1 am obliged to you. 

1 am wholly yours. 

1 am your servant. 

Your most humble servant. 

You are too c^liging. 

You take too much trouble. 

1 have a pleasure in serv¬ 
ing you. 

You are obliging and kind. 

That is right. 

What is your pleasure? 

What are your commands? 

1 bog you will treat me 
freely. 

Without ceremony. 

I love you with all my heart. 

And I the same. 

Honour me with your com¬ 
mands. 

Have you any commands 
for me ? 

Command your servant. 

1 wait your commands. 

You do me great honour. 

Not so much ceremony I 
beg. 

Present my respects to the 
gentleman, or his lordship. 

Assure him of my remem¬ 
brance. 

Assure him td* my fnend- 
ship. 

I will not fail to tell him c£ 
it. 

My compliments to her 
ladyship. 

Go before, and I will follow 
you. 

I well know my duty. 

I know my situation. 

You confound me with so 
much civility. 

Would you have me then 
be guilty of an incivility? 

I go before to obey you. 

To comply with your com¬ 
mand. 

I do not like so much cere¬ 
mony. 

I am not at all ceremoniottBi 

This is better. 

So much the better. 

You are in the right. 

To mffbrmy det^y conmnif 
4-e. 

It is true, it is very true. 



Cahto n. 


NOTES TO CHIUBB HAROLD. 


^liviirasttituTitri^iBuav To tell jroa the truth. 
Ovrm, Hv t?*"- 

tlotos ! Who doubts It 7 

Arr tivai voirwi dfi^t^oX/a. There is no doubt. 

Td ir(eT«6«. ^2v ri siercdw. I believe it, I do not believe 
iC 

Afyw T» vat. J "a? ye». 

AryurJdx.. ^ I say no. 

BdX^cll arixtllta «««. J wager it is. 

BdXXw ffrtxtfta Urt Sh tTvai * wager it is not so. 

Nni, yd tIiv vtartv fun). Tes, by my faith. 

K/f rdv uweiSfjffty fiov. *a conscience. 

Md Tie yov. ^ my life. 

Noi, ffdf iftyia. *«■> * swear it to you. 

Sot ifviu) unriv rtywAof I swear to you as an honest 
• dv6/)u»iro;. man. 

XSf iirdvtt df I swear to you on roy 

Tiuijv fiov. honour. 

Thfrrtvtrert ftt. Beiieve me. 

*Huiropiav&<r&tTbfis^at<l^. I can assure you of it 
'Hfl/Xo /JoXg er/xw«, *Tt I would lay what bet you 
■SiXert 6td ro5ro. please on this. 

MU Tvxn sal doril^teds Your jest by chance? 

(xoparcAcrt;) 

'OyiXtiTt yf rd JXa oof ; Do yon speak seriously 7 
’Eyu. oof iyiXa yt rd 8Xa I speak seriously to you, 
yov, so! odf X#y<a tI)v and tell you tlie truth. 

dX0eiav» 


*Eyb» ods rb PsSanavta* 
Td eirpOfpriTtbirerSy 
Td iirtTP^xtre. 

2af ntoTC^ia. 

llfiiifet vd <rSf irnrretJo'W. 
Aitrb 6ev clvat AHvarovy 


I assure you of it. 

You have guessed it 
You have hit upon it. 

I believe you. 

I must believe you. 
This is not impossible. 


TX Xoiirdr df ilvM ut *oXd» Then it is very well. 

&pov. 

KoXd, oflXd. Well, well. 

Afv ctvat A\ti6ivbv» •* **ct true. 

Er^ai false. - .. 

A^v clvat rlmrti iird ahrtu There is nothing of mui. 
l&lvat 2va uia iirdrij. ^ falsehooQj an impos¬ 

ture. 

*Eyw Aarel^oft&vv {hc^P*^" ^ ® joke. 

*Eyw TO eTrra vd y«Ad«i>. f said it to laugh. 

T>i aXrjedtf. Indeed. 

Mr apitret Kard iroXAd. It pleases me much. 

XvyKarapeOtv tU toUto. I agree with you. 

A/ow r»)v x^biftov ftov, I #r*ve my assent. 

Afv dvTKrriKOfiat clf rotfro. I do not oppose this. 

Eifiat (r<^/(0wvo$) ix <rv/i^c&- I egree. 
vow. 

*Eyw 6iv SiXia, I will not 

*Eyw ivavriiavoftat tU rovro* I object to this. 

Aid vd (nj;igowX«w0^s,vd (Trow To eonaultj constderj or w- 
Xairdgf, ^ vd dwo^aolo7is» $olve. 

r( trpiirct vd Kdauiftev ; What ought we to do 1 
T1 ^d Kdftuftcv ; What shall we do ? 

T/ ftl ovfiSovXtdtrt vd Kd^ta; What do you advise me to 
do? 

*Oirotov Tpdirov ^iXofiev fu~ What part shall we take . 

TayctOtoOti Elicit p 

’*As Kdfiiopev Let us do this. 

ETvai KaXirepov iy^ v d * It is better that I—* 

Sroddre iXlyov. Wait a little. 

Arv ^deXev <7vat KaXlrtpov Would it not be better 
vd**^ that— 

*Ey(X iyarrotra leaXlrtpan I wish it were bettw. 
6<Xer« Kdfjitt KaXlrcpa av^ You will do better u— 
*A0jjirerf uc. Let me go. 

'Av liftovv ds rhv Tdftov oas If I were in your place I- 


E7vai tX Idiov. 


It is the same. 


Thu rewUr hy iho specimens bthu) will he ened>led to com- 
pare the modern with the ancient tongue. 
PABAZ.I.XI. PAMAaXS FBOM *T. JTOHB’s OOSPEl. 
Nlov. XlBarruA*. 

KcAdX. d. Kr^X. <£• 

1. KIS t5s ttfxhv (tov I I. ’BN ifxH * ^iyoii 


Xdyor Kat 6 Xdyof ^ov perd 
O<o0' Kal dso; i^rov b XXyof. 

2. EroDrof ^rev ds r^v 
ipx^ perd 6eo5. 

3. 'OXa [rd npdypara] 

dtd fiiaov rot [XXyovJ iyivff 
Kav, Kai ahrdv 6iv 

lytvg xaviva drt lyive. 

4. Kh ahrdv h^ov ^loiV 
xai h h'^ov rd rdv 
dvdpioirwv. 

5. Kal rd ds rPfv 
OKordav ^iyysty xal h e-eo- 
rria drv rd xardXade. 

6. *'£y<vrv tvas dvOpotiros 
dweoTaXftivoi dird rdv Ordvj 
rd dvoud TOV Uiodwy^. 


S 5 

sal b Xdyof Sfp rpdf rdv 6cdvi 
xal 6edf Av b Xfyof. 

2. OJret fv h tfif 
rdv 6cdv. 

3. ndvra il a6ro9 4yi» 
vero • dex(«>plr adroS fyivero 
obSi !vf S yiyovtVe 

4. *Ev adr^ ijv, xal 
h d** ^d ip&f riav ivBpth^ 

WiVV‘ 

6. Kal rd dv r^ VKorta 
^aivuy dr d oxorla adrd vv 
itarrXadev. 

6. ^yivcrodvdp<oiro(dirt* 
trraXfiivos irapd 6co5, Svofta 
adr^ *Iu»dvvi7f. 


THE INSCRIPTIONS AT ORCHOMENUS, 
FROM MELETIUS, 

’OPXOMENO'E, Koiv&t Txpivot, TldXtf irorl vXev- 
eitardrrj xal lax^ptvrdrtj^ tepdrepov xaXovpev^ Bonortxal 
*Ad^vatf di rhv biroiav ^rov b Nad; tQv Xaplrtav, dg rd> 
birotov 7irXdp(f)vov riXrj ol QjjSatotf oUrtvog rd Ido^f 
dvcoxd^dc xore dird riov *AinraXdyx<t)V. *Eitavtfybpt^ 
df airhv rhv TldXtv rd x^P'^doia, rot brrolov *A.)^vot 
dpov imypa^ds fv crijAaif evdov rod xrtedivros NaoS he* 
dvd/iairt rtf Oeordxov. hirb rot llpiVToffxaOapiov A/ovrofy 
iiri niav BacriXiiov BaciXeiov, Afovrofy eol Kievirravrivetf 
ixodoag odriof. ’Ev ftev rp ftiq xotvuig. 

“ 6t3f ivficwv rdv iy&va rwv 
XaXmcrilge 

M^vif *AiroXXci)viov ’Avrio;^cvf dird Maidvdpov* 

Kvfivf. 

ZidiXor ZiotXov ITd^iof. 

*Paxpu6bg. 

Novphvtog Hovppvlov *A$ftvatoge 
Hoiitrdf iffwv. 

*Aftfjv(ag /XppoxXiovg Op6atog. 

AiXprhg- 

*AiroXXddoroj *A7roXXoddrow Kp^« 

AdXioddc. 

'Pddi-Jnrof *Pob(virov ^Apyijog. 

KtOapttrrhg. 

^avlag ^AiroXXoidrov rod 'Pavlov AloXsbg a«d Kvft^ 
KiBapuidbg. 

Al^drpior napprviVeow KaXxn^dviof. 

Tpayi^bbgy 

'Imroxpdrfig ’Apurrofilvowt 'Pddiof. 

Kiapwbbgo 

KaXXlarparos 'K^axlerov OrfSaTog, 

Hoiprhg Xarbptov* 

*Aprrviag AnyoxXiovg BpSatog. 

'TiroepiriV* 

AiopdQcog /XiopoBiov Tapavrtvbgn 
Xloiprhg TpavwdiSv. 

XoijAOKXhg XotpoxXiovg ^ABrjvalog. 

'TiroKpirdf. 

Kablpixot ©co^*dpov Qrfiatogo 
Iloiiirdr Kuifnabiibvo 
'AXi^avbpog 'Apitmovog 'XBrivaiogo 

*XnoKptriiige 

•ArraXog *ArrdXov ^AOinfaiog, 

Otbe ivixofv rdv vhpnrov dywva r&v buoOvmVa 
VlatSag aiXpordg. 

AioxXbg KaXXipddow eydaios. 

Ilaidaf byd^dvag. 

Xrpartvog Kivlxov BnSaiogo 
*AvSpag AiXrirdg. 

AioxXffg KaXXtfibbov eitbatog. 

"Avbpag by^pdvag. 

Tddimrof 'Podiimw ’ApycTos* 

Tpaywddf. 

^Ivxoxpdrrjg ‘Apicro/i/vovf 'Pddior. 

K.(opia6bgo 

KaXXtorparog l&iaxiorov OTjdaioge 
Td iiri^eia. 

Kio/uwdicdv Iloiiyrdf* 

’AX/{avdfws *Apxeri(ovos *A9tjvalog» 
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'Ev Si rf Snfi9 

SyuvoBtri^rruf rdr 

XaptniwMff sSapt^rrm w^prmv Bg rwSs hucAffw Ht 
Xoftnina, 

XaXrtvKrig* 

^tKt¥9f •tX/vM ^A.66bw#f« 

K({ppv{. 

Elpt^S 2wjepiH*iO( 0<tfci6(< 
n»ctr4i(. 

M^dfK»C 4w«(Utd(. 

'Po>^aw^f. 

Kp^rwi' KMttfvof BdSuos* 

Ah\ftrd(» 
ncptycviJ; *HpaxXe^ao Kov^ikqi^. 

JLiiKaevSif. 

AMft^verot VXavKu *Apy(o$* 

Kii9a^(4rraf. 

Adfiarpos 'AjvaXww AloXcvs M Movp^w- 
TpayatvSig. 

*AcKXam6S<iipos XlavBedo Tapavnvbs* 

Ku/tanSdi. 

SSiic6vTfiaTOf •PtXoffT^dTta QttStiof. 

Ti htvitctta K<o/caeu^(. 

^SaftX'^S *^poS6m 

'Ev ^XX<(> AtBi00 

HoXvKpiirovf ^laptfivv^os ^io>'^r(«>vos SvS^tirffi 
X9^aYt(cavTtf vtKdcavrti Siovitoov aviOtjKav rl^vog 
Spx^^^f ttiXUvTos xXios <itSovTos dXKiffdivioS‘^ 

'Ev /r/p(f» Af9<p* 

^leivds ^eiXowd^w, dpxt . « « a»5 Ei»- 

iSwXi dp\eddpiii i^iaKcla. •..*••• of ivHiJiKti iirb tBs 
ffouyYpaipia viSa tSv ieoXepdp)^v t&v Karovrdtav 
dvcMutvos tSs (rovyypa0wf r^f Ktpivag irdp eft^povc, 

Kti 6io(av rra trtKXtiv . rift6ptth<tv ^6re/af, 

Kri oo/:iorcXeiif XviriSduiai «:^ Slovhoov KadivoSdnii xi?pa>y«« 
KciT rd tpatpifffia rH cdpu, 

MfTxl'/CT^ni 

Bvvdpx<^ SpX^vTog, ftttvdg iXaXKo/iCVita F ipvwv, iroX<- 

xXciof Tapias itriSuKC eS^vXv ipx^^dpu ^(^tcett dird ras 
crotiyypa^w rd xaraX^vov xdr rb i^dtpiapa rw inpu^ 
dptXdpevos rds trovyypaiftiXs rd; Kiptvas ndp tru^tXov, itb 
t^^fova 0«Hc/af. Ki) irdp 6i<avSawv KaiputoSfOfxa xi^ptovett} 
Kb XvaUapov SauoTtXios viba t&p KoX$pdpx^*'i 
KaroTrTdMV. 

mE>ErEW>lllOH 


The foltowhig is the prospectus of m trsnshitioD of 
Anacharsis mto Romaic, by my Romate matter, Mart 
marotouri, who wished to publish it in England. 

EIAH'IIS TtnorPAWKH'. 

npdf rodf iv ijuXoytvtls Kai fiXO^Xr/ims^ 

OS 01 c^f PtSXia rravroSawd Ivrpv^&stVi ^sSpovw 
vbcov $lvai rd ’iaropiast Si* a^s yip 

iievpiffKtrai fj vXhv ptpaKpvtrp^vri TraXaidrof, ta] ^cii>* 
poDvratt&f h KarditTfiip ^^ 17 , vpd^tis icalStotkbwif mXXdv 
Koi Stafbptiiv *E.6vSiv Mt Vcpuv lav rijv pvbpvv dutn&earo 
tai SiaffuMTU b ^loToptKri Ai^yri^ts tls al^va rbv aravru* 

Viia Ttrota ’Effierjfpi? that rdajrdtrj/rof, xal iv ravrip 
io^fXiptf, b Kptlrrov elffciv dvayvafa * diari Xoiirdv dpfif 
pdvoi vd r^v hartpo6pc$a^ pb dC^pevr^f oBrt rds Spxif 
rwv ilpoybvwv pasy rrbOsv ir6rt Kai irws eitpiBtpfav ds rdf' 
rarpiias paSt oBre rd 'rd MarapBiOfiara Kal rb» Stol 
KTjofv Twv ; *'Av ipar^taptv rois ’AXXoytvcif, dfedpooy 
vd p&s Sutffovv dxtpdi/ov ItrropiKibs r^v dpxh^ tel r^r 
irpdodor rwi' rpoydt^v pas, dXXd tai ronvyoo^iirWf pdf 
StiX^ovv rdf Biffets r&v Tlarp/diiiv pas, Kai oiopd 
ytayoi yivdptvoi pi tovs ycutypa^iKoits rk>v TUvaKas, pas 
Aiyovv, ibiX clvai ai ^AB^vai, fdu i/ Sirdpn;, iati a{ Od^ai, 
T6<ra ffrdiia ij ptXta dvixei h pia ^£?rapx^s iirb r^r 
dXXev- Todrof fpKobdpntfi t^v piat' vdXiv, iastvos r^y 
dXXtjVy cal r^. Ilpoe/rt &v ipurbawptv avrouf rodf pb 
*£XXi 7 vaf xttpaYt^yovs pas, vbOev ivapaKtv0tjaa¥ vd 
^^cpcvi'j^ovr dpxdf rdaov iraXaids, dwiroarbXias pas 
dtoKphovrai pi ahrovs rovs Xdyovf. “ Kadwf 6 ix S*v- , 
d(af ’Avdxapeif, av 6h hrcpidpxt'f’a rd iravsv^pdavva 
ixtlva KXipara rbs 'EXXd^of, dv bh /ju<iopciro rd d^tdt^ 
para, rd pBij xai rovs T^dpovs riop *'E,XAbvtov, ijBtXe ptlvp 
"ZKdBris Kci rb Svopa Kai rb irpdvpa * ovrw Kai b i^p/ripof 
arpdf) av bev iudvBavs rd toS "IrrvoKpdrovs, bev tbdvaro 
vd irpoxdtpbafj «if rbv r^xvJjr roo. “Ar b h Nopo- 
Birffs biv i^ira^e rd rov SdX<ovof,Auiro^pyov. Kai TUrraxoS, 
biv ibBvaro vd ^vBpdap xai vd KaXtepy^^P rd bBp rvv 
^Opoysviav rov' dv b 'Pr/rwp dfv ditTivBl^cro rdf eb^fpabuas 
Kttt roof xaptfvriopoifs rod AijpoaBivovs, biv ivtpyobctv 
<^f rdf i^v%df rw>' dKpoarCiv rov' '‘Av b iNiof*Ayd- 
Xapoifi 6 K 6 p( 0 f *AS$ds BapBoXopatos biv dvsyivwoxs ui 
pcydXov iirtpoviiv ico^ exl^tv roiis itXiov ^y^pirouf Svy 
ypa^cff rvv 'KXXbvwv, i^cpcvv&v ahrovs Kurd BdBos /id 
rpiaxovra bhu) ertf, biv ^OeXcv i^vipdvp rohrtjv r^v vtpi 
I EXX^vuv 'lorop/av rov, J^rif Ilcptijy^otf rob Niov 
I *Ara%dp(reb>f irup’ a{rro5 vpoffuvopui^tf, xai els SXas rdf 
^hputvaixds AiaXtxrovs pcrtyXiorrleBt).^ Kai Iv ivt 
X((y(p, ol NcuircpiK, dv biv eirtpvav bta bbvyohs rovs 
Upoydvovs pas, rjBeXav lawf irept^pworot paraiws pixpi 
rov rvv, Ahrd biv etvat Adyta ivBvotacpivov btd rd 
^iXoyevis VpatKob, sTvai Si ^tXaXdBovs FeppavoV, Saris 
tptrd^paoe rbv K/ov *AvdxaptTiv dird r<w roAXisov sls ri 
Fcppavtxdv. 


'Apxovrof iv ipxopevb Swdpxto, pevbs ^AXaXxopevitOf iv 
bi F iXarh} Mevofrao 'ApxcXdw petvbs irpdrto. 'OpoXoyd 
Eu^wXtr F iXarlij, 0 xb rp vdXi /pxop£r/(y»'. 
xeKoplorij EilSttfXof *rdp r^f irdXtof rd bdveiov diray xdr 
rdf bpoXoy^of rdf teSiaas Bvvdpx*o apxovros, petvbs 
BttXovBiiOy ri) ohr di^etXfnf ahrdt ert ohBiv irdp rdv irdXtv, 
iXX* ixixi rdvra irefd iravrbs, xb dwobebdavBi rb irdXt rb 
Sxovres rdf bpoXoyfiif) el ph vori btbopivov Xpbvov 
Eil^uXv hi voplas F ert dHrrapa (iodeoat trohv "inrvf bta 
xarlijs Fc <for< vpoBdrvs aohp byvs X 6 <X/i;f dpxl r& xpSvfa 
b iyiavrdf b psrd Bvvapx^v dpx^vra ipxoptvlvs dvoypa- 
^eaOv bi EufituXor tar evtavrbv enaarov vdp rbv raplav 
xb rdy vdptov dv rdrs xatfpara rmv lepoSdrviVy xb rSiv 
byidvy xb r&v fiovQv, xb r&v tairiavy xb xdrtva itrapaluv 
^Xfj rb irXflflof pei diroypd^ioo irXioyo rSy ycypap- 

pivtov iv Tfi aovyx>^pt(oi 17 detartf. nrb mdptov 

E&^uXoy b^eiXet .Xtf rQv ipyopevlmv dpyovpffa 

. Terrapdxovra Eb^wXv xav txaorov iviavrdy, 

xb rdxov 0eplr<i) Xpaxpdf.raf pvds hdtrras 

xard peiva » .... rov xb Ipirpaxros Sana rbv ipx^' 
phtov .Koi rd fftf ” 

*£y dXXoif A(6o4f. 

*‘*Avo2b^ iriv^pov NOKYEI. "KoXX^irtrov 

ip^dptxos, kai dXXat.*^ *£v ehSe p/^ 'Eirtypo^P tbov 
rdvov, b tvsVpay 8 bt bpfds ^iroypd^piy, oi eoXaioi 
wpoafyfM^v. Ka? rd i^bs. 


*Av Xotirbv tai ^pcTf BiXopev vd peBf^tapev rbs yv&aeias 
Itmv Xapirpd»y tarop 8 tt>pdru>v biroD Ixapav oi Bavpavroi 
ixetvot Ilpoirdropcf bp^Vy dv /irtdtipwpcy vd pdOiaptv rbv 
iTpdobov xai aShaiv nav tls rdf Ttyvas xat "Eircordpaf 
xai els xdBe dXXo elbos pa&f,oetas, dv ixiaptv neptipyuav 
vd yviapiouptv vdBev KaTaydpeSa, tal hrrolovs Bavpairrohs 
xai pcydXovs dvipas, el xai irpoydvovs ^pdiv, ^et, $pe7s 
bev yviapl^opevy els xatplv hiro^ ol 'AXXoyfve7f BavpdCovotv 
ahroiiSy xai u>s iraripas navroiaoohv paObaetas eil^vrai, 
d$ ovvdpdpoipcv aeavres itpoBhputs eh rj^v Sxboctv ro 8 
^ttvpaalov rodrov ovyypdpparos rot N/ov ’Avaxdporwf. 

'Hpfif oJv oJ biroy«ypapp/v<» ^iXepev 7<ercX/ff<i irpoW- 
pa>f rbv perdtppaaiv rov BiSXlov pe rbv xard rb bvvaih 
bptv xaXbv ippdatv rbs vfH' ica9' ^pd$ bptXlaSy tai ixbdvres 
roSro els rl&rov, 8 Aokcv rb taXXoiiriacf pi rohs TMtaypa- 
ptxovs niracaf pi dirXas *Pupatxds XifetS iyxexapaypS^ 
vovf eh ibtxdpas ypdppara, wpoertBivrts Sn dXXs 
^pdaipov xai dppdbtov eh ripi 'l<rrop7av. 

*OXov rb ehyyoappa BiXci yivet els Tbpovf d«Sdc«r 
rord pip^otv r?ff ‘IraXit^J ixbdoetas. *H ripb SXtfv 
Ovyypdpparos eJvat ^to^vta bexaifn rbs Bi/vvsf bid r^; 
vpotrBhvv rUv yctaypatpixuv mvdxtav. ^OjbtXoyevbs S: 
Ovvbpoptfrbs irphet va KXrjptaop els xdBe Tdpov piopfv 
tva xai Kapavravta sSxoot y% Bilwiff) Kai re 8 ra xiopJ 
xapptav irpdboetVy dXX* ehBhs bxoS BiXu rd iropoA^ 
Tbpos roiivpfvof mi bepivos. 
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I Ka! SiOStligtTt *£XX](vwir 

* hfxirlpas ayciir»?f ifpprnfthof 

*I<advi>^f iAapftapoTo^fnfs, 
heviiprfS* 
Jl^xvpUwv Ilp€6eros. 

*Kp T(n$9tlm, rH ir(nirfi *OKTii»opbVf 1799. 


THE LORD'S PRAYER IN ROMAIC. 

SI IIATE'PA MAS 5 vofi t7aai elg rohs oipavotis, Ss 
rd dvoftd ffov. *As S^$t} ^ ^actXUa vov. *Af 
■yOvri rd SiXrjfid ffow, KaBuyg itf t^v ohpuvbv, Ir^rf Koi «/j 
n)v Td rd xaBrjfttpivbp^ fids fiat fb ffrjt*tpov. 

K<n rd x^iti fiaty KaOtht kui fnut (royx«M- 

pobftev Tovs KptoipciXiTas fia$, Kai fiifv fiat tpipcts els 
ncipavftbvi diXX<i iXevdiputa^ fiat dtrb rbv rrovt}pbv. "Ori 
iciKi'iaov aval ^ ^aaiXda^ be ^ bbvafiiSi Kai fj bb^a, els tovs 
ullbvas^ *Aftbv» 

IN GREEK. 

JIA'TEP Iffi&v 6 iv Tots obpavuts, ayiatfO/iTU) rb Svofid 
iTov. 'h'Xdiru) ^ {iactXela <Tov' yevtiOi'fTio rb BiXtifid aout 
u>S bv obpavip^ Kot ini r^s Tdi/ dprov ffywv rbv 

iTTiovatov bbs l/fitv ff/iftcpov- K(U dtpes tu bptiX^fiaru 
ti/mvy u)S lifitls dflepev rots b<puXhais ^pibv. Ku< 
fib elacviyxtfs hl^ds eh TrcipaafibVf <iXXa pijaai bt^ds dvb 
rob iroirrjpo}}. “'On oov lariv if puaiXcloy Kat b ^bvayiSi 
Ku( ff b6^a, eis robs al&vas^ 'Afi^v 

CANTO HI. 

1 . 

la ^jnhk of plated hcrelant die eagle Jltui, 

Stanza xviii. line 5. 

” Pkii>e of pJace” w a term of falconry, and means 
the hi{,dieat pitch of flight.—See Macbeth, ^ic. 

** An Ku;;k towering in )u« prKlo of t>littie 
Wtta by a uioiidtug Owi liuwked «t auil kiUed.'* 

2 . 

Such as Hannodiua drew on Athens^ tyiitat Ivrd. 

Stanza xx. lino 9. 

See tlie famous song on Ilarmodius and Ari^logiion. 
—The best English translation is in Bland's Anthology, 
by Mr. Denman. 

** With isyrtk my sword wiB 1 wreaths,” &c. 

3. 

And aU went merry as a marriage-heU. 

Stanza xxi. line 8. 

On the night previous to the action, it is said that a 
ball was given at Brussels. 

4, 6. 

And £!van\ Donalds fame rings in each dansmarCs ears. 

Stanza xxvi. lino 9. 

Sir Evan Cameron, and his descendant Donald, the 
“ geiitio Lochiel” of the “forty-five.” 

6 . 

And Ardennes waves above (hem her green leaves. 

Stanza xxvii. line 1. 

The wood SoigiiicK is supposed to bo a roniiiant 
of Uie “forest of Ardennes,” famous in Hoiardo’s Or¬ 
lando, and immortal in Sitakspeare's “As you like it.” 

It IS also celebrated in Tacitus as being tlie spot of suc¬ 
cessful defence by the Germans agauiat the Roman 
encroachments.—1 have venturod tu adopt tlie name 
connected with nobler associations than liiuse of mere 
slaughter. 

IturrCd from aU she brought to those she oould not bring. 

Stanza xxx. line 9. 

My gu^e from Mont St. Jean over the field seemed 
iutelligent and accurate. Tite place where Major 
Howard fell was not far from two tall and solitary trees 
(there was a third cut down, or shivered in the battle) 
which stand a few yards from eaedt other at a pathw^'s 
side.—Beneath these he efied and was buried. The 
body has since been removed to England. A small 
hollow fw the {nesent marks where it lay, but will pro¬ 
bably soon be effaced; the plough has been upon it, 
tmd the grain 


After pointing out the different spots where Picton 
and other pliant men had perished, the guide saidj, 
“here Major Howard lav; J was near him when wound¬ 
ed. I fold him my refaiionship, and he soemed then 
still more anxious to point out the particular spot and 
circumstances. The place is one of the most marked 
in the field from the peculiarity of die two trees above 
mentioned. 

I went on horseback twice over the field, com)»aring 
it witii my recollection of similar scenes. As a plain, 
Waterloo seems niarked out for the streiic of some great 
action, though this may bo more imagination: I nave 
viewed with attention those of Plalea, Troy, Mautinea, 
Leuctra, Chajronea, and Marathon; and the field around 
Mont St. Jean and Hougoumont appears to want little 
but a better cause, and that nndelinable but impressive 
halo which the lafisc ot'ages throws around a celebrated 
■jpot, to vie ill interest %vith any or all of these, except 
[perhaps the last moiitioncd. 

8 . 

Like to the ajiples on the Dcail Seds shore. 

Stanza xxxiv. lino 6. 

The (fabled) apples on the brirA of the lake AspliallM 
were said to be fair without, and within ashes.—Vide 
Tacitus, Histor. I. 6,7. 

9. 

For sceptred cynics earth were far too wide a den. 

Stanza xli. line last. 

The great error of Napoleon, “if we have writ our 
annals true," was a continued obtrusion on mankind 
of his want of all community of feeling for or with them; 
perliaps more offensive tu luiinaii vanity than the active 
cruelty of more treinhliug and suspicious tyranny. 

Such were his speeches to }Hil>lic a.s8cinblies as well 
as individuals; and the single expression which he is 
said to have used on r(durning to Paris after the Rus¬ 
sian winter had destroyed his army, rultbing his hands 
over a fire, “This is pleasanter than Moscow,” would 
probahiv alienate more favour from Ids cause than the 
desU'iictiim and reverses ^^htch led to the remark. 

10 . 

What want these outlaws contpicrors shimld have. 

Stanza xlviii. lino 6. 

** what wantfl that kli.re 
That a hhig .htolhl have 

was Kilt" James’s question on inceliii^( Johnny Arm. 
sCronir aiiii his tbllovi ers iu full accoutroments.—See tiiu 
Ballad. 

11 . 

The castled crag o/' Draeher^els. 

Page 28, verse I. 

The castle of Drachcnfels stands on the hmhest 
summit of “ the Seven Mountains,” over the Rhine 
hanks: it is in ruins, and conncricd with some singu> 
lar traditions: it is the first in view on the road from 
Bonn, but on the opposite side of the river; on this 
hank, nearly facing it, are the remains of another, called 
the Jew’s castle, and a large cross commemorative of 
the murder of a chief bv Iiis brother: the number of 
castles and cities along Ae course of the Rhine on both 
sides is very great, and their situations remarkably 
beautiful. 

12 . 

The viliUeness of Ids soul, and thus men o’er him wtpl. 
Stanza Ivii. line last. 

The monument of the young and lamented General 
Marceau (killed by a rifle-ball at Allerkirehon on the 
last day of the fourth year of the French republic) alBl 
remains as described. 

The inticriptions on his monument are rattier too 
long, and not required: his name was enough; FraTCe 
adored, and her enemies admired; both wept over him. 

—^His funeral was attended by the generals and detach¬ 
ments from both armies. In the same grave General 
Hocho is interred, a gallant man also in every sense of 
the word; but though he distinguished himself greatly 
in battle, he had not the good fortune to the there: his 
death was attended by suspicion-s of poison. 

A separate nBHiumenl (not over his body, which U 
buried ny Marceau’s) is raised for him near Andemach, 
opposite to wliiclt one of his most memorable exploits 


fl 
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NOTES TO CHILDE HAROLD- 


WM performed, ia tibrowing a bridge to an Utand on the 
Rhine. The ehape and atyle are different from that 
of Mareeau'e, and toe inacriptimt more simple and 
pleasing. 

* The Am; of the Sambre and Meuse 
* to its Commander in Chief 
“Hocbe.” 

This is all, and as it should be. Hoche was esteemed 
among the first of France’s earlier generals before 
Buonaparte monopolised her triumphs. He was the 
deatioM commander of the invading army of Ireland. 
IS. 

Here EhrenbreUitem, vM her ehatUr^d wall. 

Stansa Iviii. Ime I, 

Ehrenbreitstein, i. e. “ toe broad stone of Honour,’ 
one of the strongest fortresses in Europe, was dis¬ 
mantled and blown up by the French at the truce of 
Leoben.—It had been and could only be reduced by 
Gunine or treachery. It yielded to the former, aided 
W surprise. After having seen the fortifications of 
Gibraltar wd Malta, it did not much strike by compari¬ 
son, but the situation is commanding. General Marceau 
besieged it in vain for some time, and I slept in a room 
where I was shown a window at which he is said to 
have been standing observing toe progress of the siege 
by moonlight, when a ball struck immediately below it. 

14. 

Untepulchred they room’d, and thnek'd each wandering 
ghoet. 

Stanza bciii. line last. 

The chapel is destroyed, and the pyramid of bones 
diminished to a small number by the Burgundian legion 
in the service of Franco, who anxiously effaced this 
record of their ancestors’ less successful invasions. A 
few still remain, notwithstanding the pains taken by 
the Burgundians for ages, (all who passed that way 
removing a bone to their own country,) and toe less 
justifiable larcenies of toe Swiss postillions, who carried 
them off to sell for knife-handles, a purpose for which 
the whiteness imbibed by the bleaching of years had 
rendered them in great request. Of these relics I 
ventured to bring away as much as may have made a 
uarler of a hero, for which the sole excuse is, that if 
had not, toe next passer by might have perverted 
them to worse uses than the careful preservation which 
I intend for them. 

15. 

LeueWd AvcrtUcum hath etrew'd her ndfject lands. 

Stanza Uv. line last. 

Aventicum (near Moral) was the Roman capital of 
Helvetia, where Avenches now stands. 

16. 

And held withm tiwir urn one mind, one heart, one duel. 
Stanza Ixvi. line last. 

Julia Alpinuln, a young Aventian priestess, died soon 
after a vain endeavour to save her father, condemned 
to death as a traitor by Aulus Ca:cina. Her epitaph 
was discovered many years ago;—^il is thus— 

Julia Alpinula 
Hie jaceo 

Infolicis patris, infelix proles 
Deie AvonllB Soceroos; 

Exorare patris neccm non potui 
Male mori in fatis illc erat. 

Vixi annos xxiii. 

I know of no human composition so affecting as this, 
nor a history of deeper interest. These are the names 
and actions wliich ought not to perish, and to whuto we 
turn with a true and healthy tenderness, from the 
wretched and glittering detail of a confused mass of 
conquests and battles, with which the mind is roused 
for a time to a false and feverish sympathy, fiom whence 
It recurs at length with all the nausea consequent on 
such intoxication. 

JT. 

J* the sun’s/oes; like yonder Afyine mow. 

Stanza kni. line 8. 

This is wiMtig’lktoe eye oi Mont Blanc, (June 8d, 
1818,) which evhn at this distance dazzles mine. 

(July SOth.) I this day observed for some time toe 


distinct reflection of Mont Blanc and Mont ArgmUen 
in the calm of toe lake, which 1 was crossing in my 
boat; the distance rf these mountains from their mirror 
is 60 miles. 

18. 

By the blue rushing of the arrowy Shone. 

Stanza Ixxi. line S. 

’The colour of the Rhone at Geneva is blue, to a 
depth of tint which I have never seen equalled in watw, 
saU or fresh, except in toe Mediterranean and Archi¬ 
pelago. 

19. 

Than vulgar mindi may be with all they seek posset. 

Stanza Ixxix. line last. 

This refers to toe account in his “ Confessions” <ff 
his passion for the Comtesse d’Houdetot, (the mistress 
of »t. Lambert,) and his lung walk every morning for 
the sake of toe single kiss which was the common sidu- 
tation of French acquaintance.—Rousseau’s description 
of his feelings on tliis occasion may be considered as 
the most passionate, yet not impure description and 
expression of love that ever kindira into words; which 
after all must be felt, from their very force, to be inade¬ 
quate to the delineation—a painting can give no suffi¬ 
cient idea of the ocean. 

20 . 

Of earilM’ergaeing numntams. 

Stanza xci. line S. 

It is to bo recollected, that the most beautiful and 
impressive doctrines of the divine Founder of Chris¬ 
tianity were delivered, not in the Temple, but on the 
Mount, 

To wave the question of devotion, and turn to human 
loqucnce,—toe roost effectual and splended specimens 
were not pronounced within walls. Demosthenes ad¬ 
dressed the public and popular assemblies. Cicero 
spoke in toe forum. That this added to their effect on 
the mind of both orator and hearers, may be con¬ 
ceived from the difference between what we read of 
;hc emotions tlien and there produced, and those wo 
ourselves experience in the perusal in the closet. It 
’s one thing to read the Iliad at Siga’um and on the 
iumuli, or by the springs with Mount Ida above, and 
the plain and rivers and Archipelago around you; and 
another to trim your taper over it in a snug library— 
tine I know. 

Were the early and rapid progress of what is called 
Mctliodisin to be attributed to any cause beyond the 
enthusiasm excited by its vehement faith and doctrines 
(the truth or error of which I presume neither to canvass 
nor to question) I should venture to ascribe it to toe prac¬ 
tice of preaching in theand the tmstudico and 
extemporaneous effusions of its teachers. 

The Mussulmans, whose erroneous devotion (at least 
n toe lower orders) is most sincere, and therefore im- 
pres.sivc, are accustomed to re|>cat their prescribed 
prisons and prayers wherever tliey may be at tlie stated 
tours—of course frequently in tlie open air, kneeling 
upon a light mat, (which they carry for the purpose of 
a bed or cushion as required:) the ceremony lasts some 
minutes, during which they are totally absorbed, and 
only living in uieir supplication: nothing can disturb 
them. On me the simple and entire sincerity of these 
men, and toe spirit which appeared to be within and 
upon them, made a far greater impression than any 
general rite which was ever performed in places of 
worship, of which I have seen those of almost every 
persuasion under the sun; including most of our own 
sectaries, and the Greek,the Catholic, the Armenian, the 
Lutheran, the Jewish, and the Mahometan. Many of 
the negroes, of whom there are numbers in the ’Turkish 
empire, are idolaters, and have free exercise of their 
belief and its rites; some of these I had a distant view 
of at Patras, and from what I could make out of thenu 
they appeared to be of a truly Pagan description, and 
not very agreeable to a spectator. 

21 . 

The sky i» ihangedl—amd eueh a ekange! Ok night. 

Stanza xca. line I. 

The thunder-storms to which toeee Inez refer oc¬ 
curred on the 13th of Juno, 1816, at midnight. I have 



Caiito IV. 




■eeo aintnig tbe Aerocereunian mountains (rf* Chimari 
■erend more terrible, but none more beautiful, 

22. 

And sunset into rooodma tea them lerought. 

Stanza xria. line 6. 

Rousseau’s Heloise, Lettre 17, part 4, note. “ Ces 
montagnes sont si hautes qu’une demi-heure apr^s le 
soleil couche, leurs somuiets sont encore £clau^s de 
see rayons; dont le rouge forme sur ces cimes blanches 

uae 6^ eouteur de rote qu’on appercoit de fort loin.” /» i .i . , 

This appUes more particulSy tTthe heights over S^eoe. 

Meillerie. Stanza cxiv. Ime 7. 

“Xallai h Vevay loger k la Cle? et pendant deux “ V Rpchefoucault that “dicre is alwofi 

jours que j’y restai sans voir personne, je pris pour cette ‘J* *«* misfortunes of men s best friends not 

villa un amour ^ui m’a suivi dans tous mes voyages, et ‘“Spleasing to them. 


23. 

lemtamie! and JPemey! ye have been the ciboda, 

„ , . , . Stanza ov. line 1. 

Voltau-e and Gibbon. 

24. 

Had I nUJtled my mind, which Urns Had/subdued. 

Stanza cxiii. line last, 

If It be U>u», 


fur fiftnquu'i issue iiuve ljUtd mf luiud; 


26. 


Ataeb0tA, 


■I 


[ui m*}! a fait etaUir enfin les hcros de mon roman, 
e dirois volonticrs h ceux qui ont du godt ct qui sont 
senaibles; allez h Vevai—visitez le pays, exammez les 
sites, promenez-vous sur le lac., et dites si la Nature n’a 
pas fait ce beau pays pour une lulie, pour unc Claire 
et pour un St. Preux; mais ne les y chcrchez pas.' 
Les Confessions, livre iv. page 306, Lyons ed. 1796. 


NOTES TO CANTO IV. 

1 . 

I dead in Venice on the Bridge of Sight; 
A palace and a prism on each hand. 


Stanza i. lines 1 and 2. 

In July, 1816, I made a vSyage roiind the Lake of ,, T"? oommunication between the ducal palace a^ 
enevaf and as far as mv nin observations have led theprisqns of Venice IS by a gloomy bridge, or covered 

Btone 
lurijEfeonsy 


Genevarand as far as ray own observations have led Venice is by a gloomy bridge, or co 

me, in a not uninterested nor inattentive survey of all f' S .'“8‘ f 

^escencsmostcelebratedbyRousseaumhia«£loise,” „ K „ or'^wells^ were sunk in the thick waiitot 

J Ja Veueremn UA»am « Cl« IV/rullloHlev COIKlllCtCCi ftfjrOBB tJjC fiJlIltJry tO tilt) Ollltlf S1Q6| &J)Q ' 

around it, Vevay, Chillon, BOyereb St. Gingo, Met lerie, (,p- j| consparimcnl, or cell, 

Eivan, arid the entrances of the Rhone ) without being ...o?the bridge, was there strangled. The low portal 
forcibly struck with Its neculiar adaptation to the per- was taken into this «ll is 

sons and events with winch it has been peopled But j ^ „ is still open, and is stiU i 

this IS not all: the feding wUh which all around Clarens, ofthe Bridge ofSighs: tIic pozzi are : 

and the opposite rocks of Meillerie, is invested is of a u„d„ ,i,i fl„ori„g of the chauibTir at the foot of tlic bridge. : 
still higher and more comprehensive order than themere formerly twelve, but on the first arrival of ^ 

sympathy wi h individual passion ; it is a sense of the ,h,, Venetians hasjily blocked or broke up tho 

existence of love in its most extended and sublime ca- .,,.e,,er’„f these dungeons. You may still, however, 
pacity, and of our own participation of its good and of ^ ,„,p.d„Sr, and crawl down through hole^. 

Its glory: it is the great prmcipc of the universe, which ,,alfichoked by nibbish, to the deptli of two storiw' 
18 there more condensed, but not less manifested; below the first range. If you are I'n want of consola- 
and of vvhich, though knowing ourselves a part, wo the extinctfon of patrician power, perhaps youi 

our individuality, and mingle in the beauty of the ,.carcelv a ray of light gfitnme!-s into; 

, ,, the narrow callcry which loads to llic ccIU. and ih* 

If Rousseau had never written nor ived, the same confinement themselves are totally dark. A 

associations vyoiildnoiless have belonged lo such scenes. admitted the damp air ofthe,- 

He has added 10 the interest of his works by iheir adoi,- passages, and seived for llic introduction of the pri- 
tion; he has shown his sense i.f Ihcir beauty by the ^ ^ foot from tbe 

Tho conductors teU 


7'ht‘ cells are about 


selection; but they have done that for him which no -round, was the only furmture. 
human being could do for them. you that a light was not allowed 

I had the fortune (good or evil as if might be) to sail i„ longih, two and a half in width, and seven 

feel in height. They are dircclly beneath one another, 

_ i,... .u- 1-.1—I— 


from Meillerie (where we, landed for some time) to St. 
Gingo during a lake storm, which added to the magnifi¬ 
cence of all around, allhough occa.sioiially accompanied 
by danger to the boat, which was small and overloaded. 
It was over this very part of the lake that Rousseau has 
driven the boat of SI. Preux and Madame Wolmar to 
Meillerie for shelter during a tempest. 

On gaining the shore at St. Gmgo, I found that the 
wind had been sufficiently strong to blow down some 
fine old chestnut-trees on tho lower part of tlie moun¬ 
tains. 

On the opposite height of Clarens is a chateau. The 
hills are covered with vineyards, and interspersed with 


and respiralion is somewhat diffieult in the lower holes. ‘ 
Only one prisoner was found when the republicans 
descended into these hideous recesses, and tie is said 
to have been confined sixteen years. But the inmates 
ofthe dungeons beneath had left traces of Ihcir repeute 
anec, or oftheir dos|iair, which arc still visible, and may 
perhaps owe something to recent ingenuity. Some oT 
the detained appear to have offended against, and others 
lo have belonged to, the sacred body, not only front 
their signatures, but from the churches and belfries 
wbieli they have scratched upon the walls. The reader 


„.v.. ^ object to sec a specimen of the records 

some small but beautiful w^s; one of these wm prompted by so terrific a solitude. As nearly as they 
named the “Bosquet de Julie ” and it is remarkable ^ould be copied by more than one pencil, three of them,’ 
down by the brutal selfishness . 


that, though long ago cut down by 
of the monks of St. Bernard, (to whom the land apper- 
tmned,) that the ground might be enclosed into a 
Vineyard for the miserable drones of an execrable 
superstition, the inluibitantsofClarens still point out the 
spot where its trees stood, catling it by the name which 
consecrated and survived them. 

Rousseau has not been particularly fortunate in the 
preservation of the * local habitations” he has given to 
“ airy nothings.” The Prior of Great St. Bernard has 
cut down some of his woods for the sake of a few casks 
cd" wine, and Buonaparte has levelled part of tbe rocks 
of Metlierie in improving Uie road to tbe Simplon. The 
road is an excellent one, but I cannot quite agree with 
a remark which I beard made, that ‘‘X<a route vaut 
mieux que les souvenirs.” 


1 . 


NON TI riDAR .VD AI-CtTNO PENSA O TACI 

sE Ftrerii vuoi de spioki insidie e dacci 

IL PENTIUTI PENTtRTt KUI.LA OIOVA 
MA BEN DI VALOR TUO LA VERA PROVA - 

1607. ADI Z. GENARO. FWI R»« 
TBKTO P* LA BEBTIEMMA p’ AVER DATO 
DA MANXAH A UN MOHTO 

lACOMO . GRITTI . SCRlftB. 

2 . 

UN PARLAR POCHO Ot 
NEGARE PRONTO et 

UN PENSAR AL PINE POO DARE LA VITA ! 

A HOI ALTRI MESCHINI 



BSO MHir BAPTIITA A]> 

BCCXSIIAM C<)XTXI.I.*IUn«. 

3. 

BE CHI MI rioo OBASDAMI BIO 
BE CBt MOB HI I'lOO MI ODAKBAKO 10 

A 

TA B A BA 
▼ . LA I . C . S . X . 

The copyiet has {bUowed,not corrected the solecisms, 
some of which are however not quite so decided, since 
the letters were evidently scratched in the dark. I' 
only need he observed, that bestemmia and mtmgiar may 
be read in the first inscription, which was probably 
■written by a prisoner confined for some act of impiety 
committed at a funeral; that CarteUarma is the name 
of a parish on terra firma, near the sea; and that the 
last initials evidently are put for Fiuo la Santa Chiesa 
Kattolica Romano. 

2 . 

She laJit a sea Cyhde,fre^tfram ocean, 

Rising teith her tiara of proud towers. 

Stanza ii. lines 1 and 2. 

An old writer, describing the appearance of Venice, 
has made use of the above image, which would not be 
poetical were it not true. 

* Quo fitutqid mpeme urbem eontempletur, turritam teUa- 
ris imagimm medio Ocearw/tgaratam seputel irtepiceref* 

3. 

In Fenice Tasso's echoes are no marc. 

Stanza iii. line 1. 

The well-known song of the gondoliers, of alternate 
stanzas from Tasso’s Jerusalem, has died with the 
independence of Venice. Editions of the poem, with 
the original on one column, and the Venetian variations 
on the other, as sung by the boatmen, were once com¬ 
mon, and are still to be found. The following extract 
will serve to show the difference between the Tuscan 
epic and the “ Canta alia Barcariola.” 

OKIOIBAL. 

Canto 1’ arme pictose, e ’1 capilano 
Che ’leran Sepolcro liberb di Cristo. 

Molto egli mrb col senno, c con la mono 
jUolto soflri ncl glorioso acquisto; 

E in van I’ Inferno a Ini s’ oppose, e in vano 
S’ armb d’ Asia, c di Libia il popul inisto, 

Che il Ciel gli dih favorc, e sotto a i Santi 
Segni ridusse i suoi compagni erranti. 

TEBKTIAB. 

L’ arme pictose de cantar glio vogia, 

E de Uoffredo la immortal braura 
Che al fin 1’ ha libera co strassia, e dogia 
Del nostro boon Gesd la'ScpoItura 
De mezo mondo unito, e de quel Bogia 
Missier Pluton non 1’ ha bu mai paura; 

Dio I’ ha agiulfi, e i compagni sparmgnai 
TutU ’I gh’ i ha messi insietne i di del Dai. 

Soma of the elder gondoliers will, however, take up 
and continue a stanza of their once familiar bard. 

On the 7tli of last January, the author of Childe 
Harold, and another Englishman, the writer of this 
notice, rowed to the Lido with two singers, one of whom 
was a carpenter, and the other a gondolier. The former 

C :ed himself at the prow, the latter At the stern of tlie 
t A little after leaving the quay of the Fiazzetta, 
they began to sing, and continued their exercise until 
we arrived at the island. They gave us, amongst other 
essays, the death of CJo^ind|^and the palace of Armida; 
and did not sing the Venetian, but the Tuscan verses. 
The carpenter, however, who was tlie cleverer of the 
two, and was frequently obliged to prompt his comna- 
mon, told os that be could translate the original. He 
Added, that he could sing almost three hundred stanzas, 
but had not spirits (moriin was tlie word he used) to. 
learn any more, or to sing what he already knew: a 
man mu»t have idle time on his hands to acquire, or to 
repeat, aid, said the poor fellow, "look at my clothes 
and at me; 1 am starving.” This speech was more 

• Msrel Aatvall JWvW <ta 'VvMUi Drbb situ uimUo.edlt.Tuiriii. 


affecting than his performance, which habit alone can 
make attractive. The recitative was sMI, screaming, 
and monotonous, and the gondolier behind assisted his 
voice by holding his hand to one side of hia mouth. 
The carpenter used a quiet action, which he evideiitiy 
endeavoured to restrain; but was too much interested 
in his subject altogether to repress. From these men 
we learnt that singing is not confined to the gosidoliers, 
and that, although the chant is seldom, if ever, voluntary, 
there are still several amongst the lower Classes who 
are acquainted with a few stanzas. 

It does not appear that it is usual for the performers 
to MW and sing at the same time. Although the verses 
uf the Jerusalem are no lunger casually heard, there is 

et much music upon the Venetian canals; and upon 

olydays, those strangers who arc not near or informed 
enough to distinguish the words, may fancy that many 
of the gondolas still resound with the strains of Tasso. 
The writer of some remarks which appeared in the 
Curiosities of Literature must excuse bis being twice 
quoted; for, with the exception of some, phrases a little 
too ambitious and extravagant, he has furnished a very 
I exact, as welt as agreeable, description. 

' “In Venice the gondoliers know by heart long pas¬ 
sages from Ariosto and Tasso, and often chant tnem 
with a peculiar melody. But this talent seems at pre¬ 
sent on the decline:—at least, after taking some pains, 
I could find no more than two persons who delivered 
to me in tliis way a passage from Tasso. I must add, 
that the late Mr. Berry once chanted to me a passage 
in Tasso in the manner, as he assured me, of the 
gondoliers. 

“ There arc alwavs two concerned, who alternately 
sing the strophes. 'iVe know the melody eventually by 
Rousseau, to whose songs it is printed; it has properly 
no melodious movement, and is a sort uf medium be¬ 
tween the canto formo and the canto figiirato; it a|)- 
proaclies to the former by reeilativical declamation, and 
to the latter by passages and course, by which one 
syllable is detained and embellished. 

" I entered a gondola by moonlight; one singer placed 
himself forwards, and the other aft, and thus proceeded 
to St. Georgio. One began the song: when he hud 
ended his strophe, the other took up the lay, and so 
continued the song alternately. Throughout the whole 
of it, the same notes invariably returned, hut, according 
to the subject matter of tlie strophe, they laid a greater 
or a smaller stress, sometimes on one, and sometimes 
on another note, and indeed changed the enunciation of 
he whole strophe as the object of the poem altered. 

“On the whole, however, the sounds were hoarse and 
screaming r they seemed, in the manner of all rude un¬ 
civilized men, to make the excellency of their singing in 
the force of their voice; one seemed desirous uT con¬ 
quering the other by the strength of his lungs; and so 
far from receiving delight from this scene (shut up os I 
was in the box of tlie gondola,) I found myself in a very 
unpleasant situation, 

“My comjianion, to whom I communicated this cir¬ 
cumstance, being very desirous to keep up the credit of 
Ills countrymen, assured me t)iat this singing was very 
delightful when heard at a distance. Accordingly we 
got out upon the shore, leaving one of the singers in the 
ondola, whilo the other went to the distance of some 
undred paces. They now began to sing against one 
anotlicr, and I kept waking up and down betv/een them 
both, so as always to leave him who was to begin bis 
part. I frequently stood still and hearkened to the one 
and to the other. 

“Here the scene was properly introduced. The 
strong declamatory, and, as it were, shrieking sound, met 
the car from lar, and called forth the attention; the 
quickly succeeding transitions, which necessarily re¬ 
quired to be sung m a lower tonc^ seemed like plaintive 
strains succeeding the vociferations of emotion or of 
ain. The other, who listened attentively, immediately 
egan where the former left off, answering him in milder 
or more vehement notos^jiccording as me purport of 
.he strophe required. The sleepy canals, the lofty 
luildings, the splendour of the moon, tlie deep shadows 
of the few gondolas that moved like spirits nither and 
‘.bi^er, increased the striking peculiarity of the scene i 



and amidtt all these cii^mstances it was easy to con* 
fesB the character of tiKia wonderful harmony, 

( ** It suits perfectly wel! with an idl^ solitary marinei 

lying at length in his vessel at rest on one of tiiesc 
canals, waiting for hia company, or for a fare, the tire¬ 
someness of which situation is somewhat alleviated by 
the songs and poetical stories he has in memory. Ho 
otlen raist^s his voice as loud as ho can, which extends 
itself to a vast distance over the tranquil mirror, and as 
all is still around, he is, as it were, in a solitude in the 
midst of a largo and populous town. Here is no rattling 
of carriages, no noise of f >ot passengers; a silent gon¬ 
dola glides now and then by him, of whicli the splashmgs 
of the oars are scarcely to be heard. 

^At a distance he hoars another, perhaps utterly 
unknown to him. Melody and verse immediately attach 
the two strangers: he becomes the re.sponsive echo to 
the former, and exerts himself to be heard as he ha<i 
Heard the other. By a tacit convention they alternate 
verse for verse; though the song should last the whole 
night through, they entertain themselves without fatigue: 
the hearers, who are passing between the two, take 
part in the amusement. 

This vocal performance sounds best at a great dis¬ 
tance, and is then inexpressibly charming, as it only 
fulfils its design in the sentiment of remoteness. It is 
plaintive, but not dismal in its sound, and at times it is 
scarcely possible to refrain from tears. My companion, 
who otherwise was not a very delicately organized 
person, said quite unexpectedly: e singolarc conic qut l 
canto intenerisce, o molto pill quando lo cantano megliu. 

“ I was told tliat the women of Libo, the long row of 
tslaiids that divides the Adriatic from the Lagouns,* 
nariicnlarly the women of tlie extreme districts of Ma- 
lamocco and Palestrina, sing in like manner the works 
of Tasso to these and simitar tunes. 

“ They have the custom, when their husbands are 
fishing out at sea, to sit along the shon^ in the evenings 
and vociferate these songs, and continue to do so will 
great violence, till each of them can distineiiish tlu 
re.^onsos of her own husband at a distance.”! 

The love of music and of poetry distinguishes ail 
classes of Venetians, even amongst the tuneful sons of 
Italy. The city itself can occasionally furnish respect¬ 
able audiences for two and even three ojiera-hotjse.s at 
a time; and there are few events in private life that do 
not rail forth a printed and circulate<l sonnet. Does a 
physician or a law’vcr take his degree, or a elcrgyman 
preach his maiden sermon, has a surgeon performed an 
operation, would a harlequin announce his departure or 
las benefit, are you to he congratulated on a marriage, 
or a birth, or a lawsuit, the Muses are invoked tofurnisli 
the same number of syHabies, and the individual 
triumphs blaze abroad in virgin white or party-eolonred 
placards on half the corners of the capital. The last 
courtesy of a favourite “prima donna” brings down a 
shower of these poetical tributes from those upper re¬ 
gions, from whicli, in our theatres, nothing but cupids 
and snow-storms are accustomed to descend. There 
is a poetry in the very life of a Venetian, whitdi, in its 
common course, is varied with those surprises and 
changes so recommendable to fiction, but so diflbrent 
from the sober monotony of nortliern existence; amuse¬ 
ments are raised into duties, duties arc softened into 
amusements, and every object being considered as 
equally making a part of the business of life, is an¬ 
nounced and performed with the same earnest indiffer¬ 
ence and gay assiduity. The Venetian gazette constantly 
closes its columns with the following triple advertise¬ 
ment. 

Charade 


m 


St. Benedict, a comedy of character*. 
St. Luke, repose. 


^Exposition of the most Holy Sacrament in the church 


Theaina. 


St. Moses, opera. 


Th. <arriUr mraal Lido^ .hloh U doc . loD* row of Ul.ndj, but«long 
mIaix] : thft ihore. . _ , . .. 

t Ctti'loBttiM of UtentarOg toI. U, p. 168, odlt. 1807; and Aj^ndtx 
to Black'a Life of Tatoo. 


When it » recollected what the Catholics believe 
their consecrated wafer to be, wo may perhaps think it 
worthy of a more respectable niche than between poetry 
and the play-house. •' 

4. 

Sparta hath many a mirilder ton than he. 

Stanza x. line 5. 

The answer of the mother of Brasidas to the stran¬ 
gers who praised the memory of her son. 

5. 

St. Mark yet sees his lion where he stood 
Stand, - 

Stanza xi. line 5. 

The lion has lost nothing by hia journey to the Iiiva- 
lides but the gospel which supported the paw ihat is 
now on a level with the other foot. The liorses also 
are returned to the ill-chosen spot whence they set out, 
and are, as before, half hidden under tlio porch of St. 
Murk’s church. 

'pieir hi-atory, after a desperate struggle, has been 
satisfactorily explored. The decisions and doubts of 
Erizzo and Zanetti, ami lastly, of the Coimt Leopold 
Cicognara, would have given them a Roman extraction, 
and a pedigree not more ancient tlian the reign of Nero. 
But M. de Schlegel stepped in to teach the Venetians 
the value of their own treasures, and a Greek vindi¬ 
cated, at last and for ever, the pretension of his coun¬ 
trymen to this noble production.* Mr. Mustoxidi has 
not been left without a reply; but, as yet, ho has re¬ 
ceived no answer. It should seem that the horses are 
irrevocably Chian, and were transferred lo Constan¬ 
tinople by Theodusius. Lapidary writing is a favourite 
play of the Italians, and has conferred reputation on 
more lhan one of their lilcrnry characters. One of the 
best specimens of Bodoni’s typography is a resuecluhle 
voluino of inscriptions, all written by his friend Pacci- 
aiidi. Several were prepared for the recovered horses. 
It is to be hoped the best was not selected, when the 
fellowiiig words were ranged in gold letters aliove the 
cathedral porch. 

(tUATUOH • EtllJOKUM ' SION.. • A ' VEHETIS " BY- 
ZANXIO 'CAPTA'AD'TEMV I) ‘ M All ' A ' H ' S ' MCCIV ' 
rOSlTA • aUM • ItOSTIt.IS ' COPICITAS ‘ A ‘ MllCCIlIC ’ 
AESTU1.ER.AT ' FHAKC ' I ‘ IMP ' PACI6 ' OKBI ' Jl.lTlE ' 

THOPHJEUM ■ .1 ■ Moceexv ‘ victor ' bedoxit. 

Nothing shall bo saiil of the Latin, bul it may be 
jerinitted to observe, lliut the iujusliee of the Venetians 
.11 Iransporling the horses fioiii Conslonlinoplc was at 
least equal to that of the French in carrying them to 
Paris, and lhat it would have been more prudent to 
have avoided all allusions to either rohhery. An B)>oa- 
iolic prince, shouhl, perhaps, have objected lo affixing 
over the priiieipal entrance of a mctropolilaii church an 
;n.seription having a referene.e lo any other triumphs 
,han those of religion. Nothing less than the pacihea- 
,lon of the world can excuse such a solecism. 

6 . 

The Suahian sued, oral new the Austrian rcigra — 

An Emperor tramples where an Em^or knelt. 

Stanza xii. lines 1 and 2. 

After many vain efforts on the part of the Italian* 
entirely to throw off the yoke of Frederic Barharossa, 
and as fruitless attempts of the emperor to make himself 
absolute master throughout tlie whole of his Cisalpine 
dominions, the bloody struggles of four and twenty 
years were happily brought to a close in the city of 
Venice. The articles of a treaty had been previously 
agreed upon between Pope Alexander III. and Barba- 
rossa, and the former having received a safe conduct, 
had already arrived at Venice from Ferrara, in company 
with the ambassadors of the king of Sicily and the con¬ 
suls of the Lombard league. There still remained, 
Towover, many points to adjust, and for several day* 
,ho peace was believed to lie impracticable. At Uii* 

• flul ODDltro dellD BmIIIm ill 8. M»reo In VtuMi*. d* 

uukm Muitoxidi Cwtirete. !>«* 
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juBCtora it wu mdde&ly reported tiiatthe Emperor had 
arrived at Chioza, a town fifteen miles from the capital. 
The Venetians rose mmultuously, and insisted u{>on 
1.... ’■ e. the city. The Lombards 

took the alarm, and departed towards Treviso. The 
Pope himself was apprehensive of some disaster if 
Frederic should suddenly advance upon him, but was 
reassured W the prudence and address of Sebastian 
Ztani, tlie iUoge. Several embassies passed between 
Chioza and the capital^ until, at last, the Emperor re- 
laxii^ somewhat of his pretensions, ^laid aside his 
leonine ferocity, and put on the mildness of the lamb.”* 
On Saturday the 2Sd of in the year 1177, six 
Venetian galleys tranferred froderic, in great pomp, 
from Chioza to tlie island of Lido, a mile firom Vemce. 
Early the next morning the Pope, accompanied by the 
Sicilian ambassadors, and by the envoys of Lombardy, 
whom he had recallea from the main land, together with 
a great concourse of people, repaired from Uie patriar* 
clia! palace to St. Markus church, and solemnly absol vod 
the Emperor and his partisans from the oxcommunica* 
tion pronounced against liim. The Chancellor of the 
Empire, on the part of his master, renounced the unti- 

S )pes and their schismatic adherents. Immediately the 
oge, with a great suite both of the clergy and laity, 
ot on board the galleys, and waiting on Frederic, rowed 
im in mighty state from the Lido to the capital. The 
Emperor descended ftom t)ie galley at the t^uay of tlie 
Piazzotta. The Doge, the patriarch, his bishops and 
clergy, and the people of Venice with their crosses and 
their standards, marched in solemn procession before 
him to the <diur^ of Saint Mark. Alexander was .seated 
before the vostibulo of the basilica, attended by hLs 
bishc^s and cardinals, by the {latriarch of Amiil^a, by 
the archbishops and bisiiops of Lombardy, all of Uietn 
in state, and clothed in Uieir church rubes. Frederic 
approacUed>—“ moved by tho Holy Spirit, venerating 
the Almighty in tlie person, of Alexander, laying aside 
his imperial dignity, and throwing off his mantle, he 
prostrated himself at full length at the feet oftiie Pope. 
Alexander, with tears in hts eyes, raised him benig* 
nantly from the ground, kissed him, blessed him; and 
immediately the Guriimos of the train sang, with a loud 
voice, ‘ Wo praise thoe, O Lord.’ The Emperor ilicn 
taking the Pope by the right hand, led him l») the 
church, and having received his benediction, returned 
to tho ducal palace.”! The ceremony of humiliatioi 
was repeated the next day. The Pope himself, at th 
request of Frederic, said mass at St. Mark’s. Tlio Ern- 
p<‘ror again laid aside his iiiip(*rial maiitio, and^ taking 
a wniid in his hand, ofHciatud as oerger, driving the 
laiiy from the choir, and preceding the pontiff to tin 
altar. Alexander, after recilmg the gospel, preached t(, 
ilie- people. The Kmportir pul himself close to iht 
pulpit in the attitude of hstoning; and tlie )H>ntiff 
t<)uch<ui by this mark of his attention, fur ho knew thai 
Frederic dul not understand a word he said, commanded 
the patriandi of Aquileja to translate the Latin discourse 
into the Gcnnati touguo. Thce-reed was then chanted 
Frederic made his oblaiiun and kissed the Pope’s feel, 
and, mass being over, led him by the hand to his white 
hor.ve. IJo hcM the ^lirritp, and would have led the 
horse’s rein to tho water shle, had not tho Pope ac¬ 
cepted of tho inclination for the pcrformanco, and affee 
tionaiely dinmisBed him with Ids benediction. Such if 

the euhiitance of tlie account iofl bv the archbisimp of 


7. 

OhyfircnuhowtfbthidotdDcmdobf! 

TV octogenarian cfdrfy Byxanixunie eonqueringfie. 

Stanza xh. lines S and % 

The reader will recollect the exclamation of the 
highlander, Oh for one hour of Dundee I Henry Pan* 
dolo, when elected Doge, in ll9ii, was eighty-five year* 
7f age. When he commanded the Venetians at Uie 
making of Constantinople, he was consoquentiy ninety- 
seven years old. At this age he annexed me fouilh 
and a half of the whole empire oS Romama,* for so the 
Roman empire was then called, to the title and to the 
territories of the VeneUan Doge. The three-ei^^cf 
this empire were preserved in ffio diplomas until the 
dukedom of Giovanni Dolfino, who made use of the 
above designation in the year 1367.t 

Dondulo led the attack on Constantinople in person: 
wo ships, the Paradise and the Pilgrim, wore tied to¬ 
gether, and a drawbridge or ladder let down from their 
higher yards to the walls. The 13ogc was one of the 
first to rush into the city. Then was completed, said 
the Venetians, tlie firophccy of the Erythrsean sibyl. 

A gathering together of the powerful shall be made 
amidst tho wavos of tho Adriatic, under a blind leader; 
they shall lieset the goat—they shall profane Byzantium 
—tnoy shall blacken her biuldings—^cr spoils shall be 
dispersed ; a new goat shall bleat until they have mea¬ 
sured out and run over fifty-four feet, nine inches, and a 
half.”! 

Dandolo died on the first day of June, 1^5, having 
reigned thirteen years, six months, and five ilays, and 
was buried in the church of St. Sophia, at Constanti¬ 
nople. Strangely enough it must sound, that Uie name 
of tho rebel apotnecary who received the Doge’s sword, 
and annihilated the ancient government, in 179&-7, was 
Dandolo. 

8 . 

But is nnl Dorians menace come to pass? 

Are they n/d hrvUed ? 

Stanza xiii. ]inc.s 3 and 4. 

After the loss of the batlio of Pola, and the taking of 
Chio/a on tiie 16th of August, 1379, by the united 
armament of tlio Genoese and Fraiicvscu da Carrara, 
Signor of Padua, llio Venetians were rcduccjd to the 
utmost despair. An embassy was sent to tho conquerors 
with a blank sheet of paper, praying them to prescribe 
what terms they pleased, and leave to Venice only her 
iudependeiiec. The Prince of Padua was inclined to 
listen to the.se proposals, but the Genoe.se, who after 
the victory al Pola, had shouted to Venice, to Venice, 
and lung hvo St. George ”dcteriuined to annihilate their 
rival, and Peter J^orio, their commander in chie^ re¬ 
turned this aiKswor to the suppliants: God’s faith, 

g*mllemcii of Venice, ye shall have no peace from the 
Signor of Padua, nor from our commune of Genoa, until 
Wij have first put a rein upon those unbridled horses of 
yours, lljBt are upon the por<di of your evangelist Su 
IS/lark. When we have bridled them, wo shul)keep you 
({uict. Aud thin is the. pleasure of us and of your com- 
iiiuno. As for these my brothers of Geno^ that you 
have brought with you to give up to us, I will not have 
them; take them back; fin, in a /ewhence, 1 shall 
oomo and let thorn out of jirison myselif both these and 
all die others.In fact, the Genoese did advance aa 


Salerno, who was \)rosent al iVin ceremony, and whos< 
story IB confiruied by every tmbBi«qt(enl narration, i. 
would bo not worth so mmuta a record^ were it not the 
triumph of Jiberly as well as of supersUuon* The states 
of LAxobardy owed to it the confirmation of their privi¬ 
leges ; aiul Alexander had reason to thank the Alnughiy, 
who had emblod un i/ihrm, unarmed oid man^ to subdue 
a terrible and potent sovereign.^ 


* “ Atitliiif sadkii. tfflperBtor, eponinte •<>, qui etmda prlodpujn ifeut 
lilt ft qusDilo vtiH biiiniutM' iiiclinat, leonins irritalB depoflts, ovlinm 
m»n«ii«taHlnen» Uirtuh.” Koraualdi Solcroiisni Chronlcoa. iipud fleript. 
H«r. lt«l. Tom. Vtl. u. 

) Ibid. p. 23 i. 

j S«« Uus abovf cltfd RomtiaM of ttulerno. In e Mcond Mrmon wMcb 
AlexftiuW uNMched, on the fini da; of Aoffuel, Ufore the Kmperor, be 
comjtsmJ Predei ic iw the prodigxl son, and hUawif to the fortivtni fiiiUer. 


* Mr. r>ibhoo hex emoUed the <B, Slid hm written Rotnud 

inMeatl of Rumeiilc. Uecline and PhU, uu. Ixi. noie 8 . ButUteilUe 
aeqoiri'd hy T>Ajid<>2o mn« Uiut >ii ihe chronicle of bhnmoMMke, t^Dvgm 
Amirfv Dtitdolo. Ducali tituio nddidii, ** Quarta fjoriis si Simfdus 
lolittf An/t. J>eml. I'hroiucon. cap. hi. parsxxxvlt. 

ap. 6 cri(K. Kfr. liai. ton. Jti. dSh And tiie Romsnim is observed 
in Ot« »u\«w<qit»ni acu of div liuges. Indeed Ihe c(attinenU) pnsMHtoni 
of the tirerk empire iu Knrope were then pjenerally known by Die nenw 
ofRomaolft, and Uml eppcibtioa ieetill eectt in the ma;>e of Turkey M 
sppHed to 7 'iirace. 

1 See die continuation of llnadoio's r'hronids, IbM.psge 408. Mr. 
iiibbon ep|«art not to include Doifiito, rulluwiiif nnn^u, who eeye, ** ii 

S ttailiiolosi uso'finalBogsOioMnni Doljino.** See Vfls de’Dueid 
i Venezis. ap. Scri]>t. Her. Itel. torn. xxii. 641 . 

7 JFHst petentivm in aguis AdrieJirig eongrsgatio, raeo pnadueSf 
Hireum ambigsni, J 3 vxantium propkanabunt, adi/lcia dsmffrabuiUt 
polia disperfmtvrt hireut nastu halabil dum LIV p«d«v at IX 

toUicta, aistmia pnemenaumti diaeurmni.'' rcbronkou, Ibid, psrs 
rxxhr.J 

AUa/idiDlo,Slpiori VmaTitud,nonha»aTatemaifmesdMiSii- 
vortdi Pnidoua,nddaiHOsO'o cotnmuns di Cttnma,9apn>niarwiunta 
non fnettemo te brigha a qusUi aoatn caaalli •franati, aha aono an la 
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&r M Malamacco, within five miles of the capitnl; but 
their own danger and the pride of their enemies eave 
csourage to the Venetians, who made prodigious eitorts, 
and many individual sacrifices, all of &em carefiilly re¬ 
corded by their bistoriuis. Vett<» Pisani was put at 
the head of thirty-four galleys. The Genoese broke up 
from Majamocco, and retired to Chioza in October; 
bat they ^ain threatened Venice, which was reduced 
to eztremiues. At this time, the 1st of January, 1380, 
arrived Carlo Zeno, who had been cruisiiw on the 
Genoese coast with fourteen galleys. The Venetians 
were now strong enough to besiege the Genoese. Doris 
was killed on the 22d of January by a stone bullet 195 
pounds weight, discharged from a bombard called the 
Trevisan. Chioza was then closely invested: 5000 
auxiliaries, among whom were some Engiisn Condot- 
tieri, rommanded W one Captain Ceceno, joined the 
Venetians. The Genoese, in their turn, prayed for 
conditions, but none were granted, until, at last, they 
surrendered at discretion; and, on the 34tli of June, 
13^ the Doge Contarini mado his triumphal entry into 
Chioza. Four thousand prisoners) nineteen galleys, 
loany smaller vessels and oarks, with all the ammuniw 
tion and arms, and outfit of tlio expedition, fell into the 
hands of the conquerors, who, had it not been fur tlm 
inexorable answer of Doria, would liavo gladly reduced 
their dominiori to the city of Venice. An account of 
these transactions is found in a work called U)c War 
of Chioza, written by Daniel Chinazzo, wiio was in 
Venice at the time.* 

8. 

The “ Planter of the lAon” 

Stanza xiv. line 3. 

Plant the /ion—that is, the Lion of St. Mark, the 
standard of the republic, which is the origin of tlie word 
Pantaloon—Piantaleonc, Pantaienn, Pantaloon. 

10 . 

Tfan sfreeM, end foreign aepecti^ nuch uh miuA 

Too oft rejmnd her wfw and what enthrals. 

Stanza xv. lines 7 and 8. | 

The population of Venice at the end of the seventeenth 
century amounted to nearly two hundred tltousond 
souls. At the last census, taken two years ago, it was 
no mate than about one hundred and threi^ thousand, 
and it diminishes daily. The conimcrro and the official 
en^loymcnts, which were to be llic unexhausted source 
ofVenetian grandeur, have both expired.f Most of the 
patrician mansions ore deserted, and would gradually 
disappear, had not the government, alarmed by tlie 
demcMition of seventy-two, during the last two years, 
expressly forbidden this sad resource of poverty. Many 
remnants of the Venetian nobility are now scattered 
and confi>unded with the wealthier Jews upon the l>anks 
of the Brenta, whose pailadian palaces have sunk, or 
arc sinking in the general decay. Of the ^ gontiluoino 
Veneto,” the name is still known, and that is all. He is 
but the shadow of his former self, but. he is polite and 
kind. It surely may be pardoned to him if he is queru¬ 
lous. Whatever may have been the vices of the repub¬ 
lic and although the natural term of its existence may 
be thought by foreigners to have arrived in tlie duo 
course of mortality, only one sentiment can be expected 
from the Venebans themselves. At no time were the 
subjects of the republic so unanimous in their resolution 
to Tally round the standard of f»t. Mark, as when it was 
fiv the last time unfurled; and the cowarthce and the 
treachery of the few patricians who recommended the 
fatal neutrality were confined to the persons of the 
traitors th^nselves. The present race cannot he 
thought to regret the loss of their aristocratical forms. 


Asss d«f Toitro JBvangeliita S. Aforeo, JwbTsmti eke fH havrmo 
v{/orcmo •tcN'fr wbuono-poec. fi^uMtacIaintfrfmonfrnottra, edei 
NOftro eoeumme. QuMti mi«i frattlli Qenov«ti ckt haotte mvnat 
m vdi per doeord, non U veglio ; rimanstegli in dt 0 tn) pareht i 
Mifredo rfa mi a vochi gUmd vmiffU a rUeuotsr, dnUe nottre pri 
fioni, 0 loro 0 rtuUfri.” 

* “ Chr^ea della guerra di CUetn,*^ kt. Script. Ber. Italic, tom. rr. 
n>.SISte8M. . *• 

t “ Nomitdlonim t nobtllUte Uammem cunt opee, adeo nt vis Mtnnar 
POMWl *. id quod tiiboa d rebua oritur, panimODla, eommerdo, aiqua Ua 
*isolaflMfrtk,Qtts S Banib. perciptunl, qua bane ob eaucam diutuma 
aeadaPrindi^builtatlii, Trsetatua edit. 1681. 


and tro despotic government; they think only on tb«r 
-amshed independence. They pme away at the le- 
letnbrance, and on this su^ect suspend for a moment 
leir gay good humour. Vonice may be said in the 
otds of the Scripture, “ to die daily ;” and so general 
and so apparent is tlie decline, as to become painful to 
strwiger, not reconciled to the sight of a whole nation 
spiring as it were before his eyes. So artificial a 
veation, having lost that principle which called it into 
ifo and supported its existence, must fall to pieces at 
once, and sink more rapidly than it rose. The abhor- 
■once of slavery which drove I he Veneiians to the sea, 
las, since their disaster, forced ihein to the land, where 
bey may be at least overlooked amongst the crowd of 
dependents, and not present the htutiiiialing spectacle 
:)f a whole nation loaded with recent chains. Their 
liveliness, their aflabilily, and that happy indifference 
which constitution alone cun give, for philosophy aspires 
to it m vain, have not sunk under rirciimelances; but 
many peculiarities of costume and manner have by 
degrees been lost, and the nobles, with a pride common 
'■0 all Italians who have been masters, have not been 
•ersuaded to parade their insignificance. That splen¬ 
dour which was a proof and a portion of their power, 
•,hey would not degrade into the trappings of their sub- 
leclion. They retired from the space which tlicy had 
Jccupied ui the eyes of their fellow-citizens; their 
:ontiuuancc in winch would have been a symptom of 
acquiescence, and an insult to those who sufterrd by the 
common misfortune. Those who remained in the de¬ 
graded capital might be said rather to haunt the scenes 
>f tlieir departed power, than to live in them. The 
•eflection, “who and what till Inals,” will hardly bear a 
joninient from one who is, nationally, the friend and 
Ute ally of the conqueror. It may, however, bo alluw^ 
u say thus much, that to those who wish to recover 
heir independence, any masters must be an object of 
Ictestatioii; and it may ho safely foretold Uiat this 
iimrofitable aversion will not have been corrected 
lefore Venice shall have sunk into the slime of W 
hoked canals. 

n. 

Hedemption rose up in t/ie Attio Mum. 

Stanza xvi. line 8. 

The story is told in Plutarch’s life of Nicias. 

12 . 

And Otwm/, Radcliffe, Scldlier, Shahipcan's art. 

Slunza xviii. line 5. 

Venice Preserved; Mysteries of ITdoIjiho; iheGhost- 
;er, or Armenian; tlie Merchant of V cuicc; Othello. 

13. 

Rut from thm nature wdt the tannm grew 
l/jftienl mi hjlicet anil least sluUer'd rocks. 

Slanza xx. lines 1 and 2. 

7*annen is tlie plural of tonne, a species of fir peculiar 
o the Alps, which only thrives in very rocky parts, 
where scarcely soil suflie.ient for its nounslmieiit catiiio 
iiunJ. On these spots it grows to a greater height 
:han any other mountain tree. 

Id. 

A single star is at her Me, and reigns 
tVith her o'er half the looky heaven. 

Stanza xxviii. linos 1 and 2. 

The alrovo description may seem fantastical or ex¬ 
aggerated to those who have never seen an Oriental or 
an Italian sky, yet it is hut a literal and hardly sufficient 
lelineation of an August evening (the eighteenth) as 

contemplated in one of many rides along the banka of 
the Brenta near l.a Mira. 

15. 

W'nfermg the tree uthich bears his lady's name 

With his melodious tears,he gave himsetf tv fame. 

Stanza xxx. lines 6 and 9. 

Thanks to the critical acumen of a Scotchman, we 
now know os little of Laura as ever.* The discoveries 
of the Abbd de Sade, his tnomphs, his sneers, can no 

* 6« UI HtUorleat uid CriOc.] XMayon th. Lit. end Cbamctsr of 





JJOTEB TO CHIL0E HABOLO. 


loBcer kistruct or amine.'*' Wo mast not, however, In this case, however, he was pertaM farmed fe 
ihiA tbaA these memoirs tre m mudi e romance as the culpability of his wiahw; for the Abbe a® 
BeUsarius or the Incas, although we are toW so by Dr ; himscMj who certainly would not have been scnmoiowy 
Beattie, a great name, but a little auUiorily.t His [delicate if he could have proved ms descent froin 1^- 
“ labour* has not been in vam, notwithstanding his trarch as well as Laura, is forced mto a stout defence 
*‘lov«** has, like roost other passions, made him ndicu- of lus virtuous grandmother. As far as relates to the 
loas4 The hypothesis which overpowered the strug* poet, we have no security for the mnc«enoo, except 
gling Italians, and carried along less interested critics perha|Mi in the constancy of his pursuit. He assures us 
in its current, is run out. We wve another proof that .m his epistle to posterity, that, when arrived at his ror- 
we can he never Mure that the paradox, the roost singular, tieth year, he not only had in horror, but had hist all 
and therefore having the most agreeable and authentic recollection and image of any “irregularity.”* But the 
air, will not give place to the re-established ancien; birth of his natural daughter cannot be assigned earlier 
prejudice. than his thirty-ninth year; aud either the memory or 

It seems, then, first, that Laura was born, lived, died, the morality of the poet must have failed him, when ho 
and was buried, not in Avignon, but in tlie country, forgot or was guilty of this slip.^ The weakest argu- 
The fountains of the Sorga, the thickets of Cabrier<?s, ment for the puriy of this love has been drawn from the 
may rosumo tlioir pretensions, and the exploded de la permanence of effecis, which survived the obiect (^hi^ 
BasHie again be heard with complacency. The hypo- passion. The reflection of Mr. dc la Bastie, that virtue 
thesis of the Abbt^ had no stronger props than the alone is capable of making impresatons which death 
parchment sonnet ami medal found on the skeleton ol cannot ofiaco, is one of those which every body ap- 
tlie wife of Hugo de Sade, and tlio manuscTtpt note tc nlauds, and every body finds not to be true, the moment 
Uie Virgil of rttrurch, now in the Amhrosian library lie examines hi.9 own breast or tlie records of human 
if tliese prooft were both incontestable, the poetry was feeling.J Such apophtlicgms can do nothing for Po- 
wrifton, the modal composed, cast, and deposited trarch or for the cause of morality, except with the very 
within the space jof twelve hours: and these deliberate weak and the very young. He that has made even a 
duties wore performed round the carcass of one wh« little progress beyond ignorance and pupilage cannot be 
<lied of the plague, and was hurried to the gnive on the edified with any thing but truth. What is called vindi- 
day of her ileaUi. These documents, theroforo, are too eating the honour of an individual or a nation, is the 
dneisive: they prove not the fact, but the forgery, most futile, tedious, and uninstructive of all writing; 
Eitlier the sonnet or the Virgilian note must be a falsi- although it will always meet with more applause than 
fication. The Abb^ cites both as incontestably true; that sober criticism, which is attributed to the malicious 
the constmuent deduction is inevitaUe—'they are both desire of reducing a great man to the common standard 
evidently }alsc.§ of humanity. It is, afier all, not unlikely, tliat our his- 

Secondly, Laura was never married, and was a lorian was right in retaining his favourite hypothetic 
haughty virgin ratlier than that andwife salv<^ which secure.s the autlior, although it scarcely 

who honoured Avignon by making that town the theatre saves the honour of the still unsown mistress of Pe- 
of an honest Fremui passion, and pi^ed ofl'fur one and trarch.§ 
twenty years her Uule machinery of alternate favours 
and refusals|j upon the first poet of the age. It was, 
indeed, rather too unfair that a female slibiild be made 
respoiwible for eleven children upon the faith of a mis¬ 
interpreted abbreviation, and the decision of a librarian.1I 


16. 

They keep his dust in Anjua^ tchere he died. 

Stanza xxxi. tine 1. 
Petrarch retired to Arquli iminediauly on his return 


U is, however, satisfactory to think that the love of unsucce.^shil attempt to visit Urban V at 

Petrarch was not platonic. The happiness wliich ho' “f l>w 

prayed to possess bSt once and for a moment was surely <=»"'P“y » 'anc™co 

Eot of the mind,'»+ and something so very real ash Novello da Carrara he ap|K..ars to have passed tlte fo^^^ 
marriage projoet, with one who has been idly called a ^s* years of his hfe between that charmiiig solitude and 
shadowy nymph, may bo, perhaps, delected in ht least siv previous to his death he was 

places of his own sonnets, tt The love of Petrarch was,>“ “'’‘.'iing of 

neither platonic nor poetical; and if in one passage of <•>« I**, m *h? year 1374, was found dead 
his works he calls iO‘ arnoro veementoissimo ma unico' '‘J’™'-y ehair witi. lus head resting upon a boot The 
ed onesto,” he confesses, in a letter to a friend, that it ehatr is sUll shown among the precious rel.es of Arquh, 
was guilty and perverse, that it absorbed him quite and 'vl"el', from the uninterrupted veneration that has ^en 
_s® ri • L . *.* ' • nttayhfkil m Pivi^rv lliiner relative to this ffreat man froni 


mastered his hearl.^t 


attached to every thing relative to this great man from 
tlie momtuit of llis death to the present hour, have, it 
. may be hoped, a lietter chance of authenticity than the 

Pfttrftrcti; aixIaDUiiertAiinn onKnHUlnricat flj’potheiU ofthc Ablffetlc #>r GimtCi*/) imz-.n Aunn 

Suite; ibe »r.t.pi».r.(l»h«.nh6yMr 1781; Hie Mherl.ta.en«t... the Shaksporian memorials <4 hiratlerd upon Avon. 
.. “ ■ ‘ . Arquk (for the last, syllable is accented m pronuncia¬ 


tion, although the analogy of the English language has 
been observed in the verse) is twelve miles from Padua, 
and about three miles on the right of the high road to Bo- 


t kpitrarcd ftlwal iho 

ffMirtli voIimM of tUe I'mntHCtiontot the Royal KociPty of I'Almbiir^i.aiiU 
hoth hA^ been incorporaced into a work, uuUi«h«d, under the flrit title, 
hy ItnllNiilyiMi m ISIO. 

* Mkmoin>i |inur la Vie <U Pktrarqiie. 

t l.ite of UeAttie.bjf Sir W. Fui^a, 1. H. i>. 108. ....u. .... v................-____ 

1 Mr. GlWmn ciUled hi» Memoln ** « iaheur o/ l-ypt,** (eee Decline „• _ • gUm ir...«oir.hn.i kilim A Ajn> a wmlL nf 

end Pell, rop. lx*, note I-IhihI followed luin with cmtndcnce oiid delicti. Vigo, in thabosom of the JlgUganciui Dills. Allcr a walk w 
'I’lie compiler of a rerv roliiiuiitottR work mnet take inii<-h eriliciatn upon twenty minuteS across a flat WCll-WOOded mcadow, yoU 
mithor.^^*'' ^ ‘**“”*** ** ^ fathomless, and to 

4 The aonnet had Iwfore awakened the tueiilclonaofMr. Horace Wal- ihc foot of a succession of accUvitios and^ hills, clothed 
|io[e. Sfc bb ksUer to WUarloti In 1763. 



atninwi wiivur Ol i.unuon mnMoo n ennuTD, woo nae irwwuueu tworu ,, , > . , i .v < i i 

WoodiiouKtee, rauden the fnituM lendre et Mxe/' rajbvua two ndgea sl<^ towards CBch otfior, and nearly enclose 

,_ th® village. The houses are scattered at intervals on 


H In a dililolpw with 8i. Anguftiu, i^u-arck ba* deecrihed Laura aa 


oaring a bod; exbauated with rei 


i>rinte«l »erlwr^tonf/iu« ; hut Mr. Capper 
king in IW, who aaw Ibe MS. In the i4rle 


gufuu, reuaren naa oetenoea t^iura aa .i . . mn.4 *k 

•pneatid;»i«6#. The old ediiora read and the steep Bides of these summits; and th 
Mr. C^peronier, libraidaa to the Frendi U on the edge of a UtUo knoll overlooking 


oaaw the MS. In the i4trle library, roa^ an atiMiation 
that “ on U'f ttau'vn doff Itir, ptfrfuivt txAautfum.** De Seda joined 
the iiamea of Meaua. Baudot and Bejnt with Mr. Caijperonier, tn 
ihc whole diecuewQR oit this ptutt, showed himseir a dowar^t ttterary 
rugue. Bee RiUvseiotti, kc. p. 987. Thomas Aquinas is called in to 
MlUewhsiher Petrarrb*s mistriws was a cAner# maid or a cuHtfseitiwUe. 

" *' fhgeaaJion, quanto lodsf U del 
Ddl' imiq^w tua, se lollls eolw 
W aVoti quel «h' i' ecd una ▼ceret.'* 

Boneuo 88, MMndofftmesa 5tMoiir oifo eoneotfo. 

Ia Rim*t kc. par. i. 004 . IK*, edit. Van. 1186. 
fllleeRifleMioid,ae.p.9»l. » 

It ** tlMelta ras • peiversa paeeione ehs solo t«Uo mi oeeupara « mi sod IkmuU 
niftMvaoeJeuere.*' ^ “** 


and that of the poet 
two descents, 


* iUlondfeAonesraarebiswards. 

t ** A queste confsMkHiti com siueera diede f<me occasione una nuova 
radutach'al ftce." T1iaboscbi,8tori«,ac.iuiD.r.Ub.lT.par.a.iMf. 
499 . 

t 17 fa oerfu settle eofr ropoA/* de/o^ dei ^ 

wiotu «ue unnort n’^oee pat,*' M. de Bimanl, Baron de la Baeite, la 
the Mbmeiree de I'AcadAsde des inecri^lam n Belles LeUm f«r 1*^0 
and 1181. ^ also RHltaidoni, ftc. p. 985. 

§“ And If the sirtne or jpnKknee of Laura was inexorable, be eoln^ 
jmd Iniaet of enjoyme, the nymph of poetry.** Decline ond rail, 
cop. lx*, p. 997. vol. xii. oet. Perhaps the i/ is here meant for slrAoufA. 



Cxirro IV* 


NOTES TO CHILOE HAROLD, 




aiid cummaiuhBir g. view not only of the glowing gardoni 
in the dalet immediately beneath, but of die wide plains 
iUk>v« whoee low woods d* mulberry and willow, thick¬ 
ened into a dark mass by iestoone of vines, tall singh 
cypreases, and the spires towns, are seen in the dis¬ 
tance, which stretches to the mouths of tlie Po and th^ 
sliorcs of,the Adriatic. The climate of these volcano 
hills is warmer, and the vintage Iwgins a week soone; 
than in the plains of Padua. Peiruivh is laid, for h- 
cannot be said to be bunt'd, in a sarcophagus of re> 
marUe, raised on four pilasters on an elevated base 
and preserved from an association with meaner tombs 
Jt stands conspicuously alone, but will be soon over 
shadowed by four lately planted laurels. Petrarch’ 
Fountain, for here every thing is Petrarch’s, spring: 
and expands itself beneath an artilithal arch, a litth 
below the church, and abounds jilciitifuily, in the dhei 
leoson, with (hat soft water which was the aiicitn 
wealth of the Euganean hills. It would be more attrac 
hve, were it not, in some sea.«ions, beset with hornet 
and wasps. No other coiiicid<*iice could assimilate thi 
tombs oi Petrarch and Archilochus. The revolution: 
of centuries have spared these sequestered valleys 
and the only vioieuce which has heeii oiTcreil to the 
ashes of Petrarch was prompted, nut by hale, but vene 
ration. An attempt was made to rob the sarcophagu: 
of its treasure, and one of the arms was stolen Iw i. 
Floreniiiie through a rent which Ls still visible. The 
injury is not forgotten, but has served to iticnlify ih* 
poet With the country where he was born, but when 
nc would not live. A peasant hoy of Anpiu being asked 
who Petrarch was, replied, “that the people oi Uie par¬ 
sonage knew all about liiiii, but that he only knew that 
he was a Florentine.” 

Mr. Fi»rsylli* was not quite correct in saying tha 
Petrarch never returned to Tuscany after he had onct 
quitted it when a h<»y. Jt appears he did pass througb 
Florence on his way from Jhiirun to Roiiu', and on his 
return in the year 1360, and remained there long 
enough to form some acquaintance with its mi>sl distin¬ 
guished inhabitants. A Khu'cntiiic gentleman, asliatitef 
of the aversion of the poet f«ir his native country, was 
eager to point out this trivial error in our accomplishiH 
traveller, whom he knew and respected for an <*xt,raor- 
dinarv capacity, extensive erudition, and refined taste, 
joined to that engaging siiujdiciiy of manners which has- 
been so frequently recognisetl as the surest, thoiigb it i? 
certainly not an indispensable, trait of* superior gcnitis. 

Every fK>tstep of Laura’s lover has been anxiously 
traced and recorded. The house in which he hnlgcd i: 
shown in Venice. The inhahitants of Arezzo, in ordci 
totlecide the ancient contnwersy between their city and 
the neighbouring Ancisa, where Petrarch was carried 
when seven months old, and remained until his seventh 
year, have designated by a long inscription the S|>ot 
whe.ro their great fcllow-cilizen was born. A tablet 
has been raised to him at Parma, in the chapel of St. 
Agatha, at the cathedral,f because he was archdeacon 
of that society, and was only snalclied from his intended 
sepulture in their church by a foreign death. Another 
tablet with a bust has been erected to him at Pavia, on 
account of his having passed the autumn of 1S68 in that 
ciiy, with his son-in-law Brossano. The political con¬ 
dition which has for ages precluded the llaltans from 


the criticism of the living, has concentrated thevatten* 
lion to the ilhistratioQ of the dead. 

17. 

Or, U may 6c, witJi demoM. 

Stanza xxxiv. line 1. 

The struggle is to ilie full as likely to be wUh demom 
as w-uh our better thoughts. Satan chose the wilder¬ 
ness h.>r the temptation of our Saviour. And our 
unsullied John Locke preferred the pretence of a child 
to complete solitude. 

18. 

In face of all /ds/oes, the Criwon ^uirc; 

Atid JSoUeaUy whose raslt emy, &c. 

Stanza xxxviii. lines 6 and 7. 

Perhaps the couplet in which Hoileau depreciates 
Tasso, may serve as well as any other specimen to 
justify the opinion given of the harinony ofFrench verse. 
A Malerh« i Ratnii, f>r6l'drc ThtMi|thiie, 

£t le cUiiquaul <lu Tuike a loul i'or dc Viriile. 

8 tit. U. v«r». 176. 

The biographer Serassi,* out of tenderness to the 
reputation cither of the Italian or the French poet, is 
eager to observe that the satirist n^caiited or explained 
away this censure, and subscipieiitly allowed the author 
<d* the JcruKulctn to he a “ genius, suhiime, vast, and 
happily born for the liighcr flights of poetry.” To this 
we will add, that the recuntatjon is far from satisfactoiy, 
when wc examine the whole, anecdote as reported by 
Olivet.j 'I'he sentence pronounced against him by 
Bohoursj is recorded only to the confusion of the critic, 
w\umv-palimHita the Italian makes no effort to discover, 
and would not perhaps accept. As to the ofiposition 
which the Jerusalem encountered from the Cruscan 
academy, who degraded Tasso from all competition 
With Ariosto, below Bojardo and Pulci, the disgrace of 
such oppositicm inii.st also in some measur<t be laid to 
die charge r*f AHbiisf*, and the court of Ferrara. For 
Leonard Salviati, tive principal arnl nearly the sole 
'»rigiii f»f this attack, was, there can be no doubt,6 in- 
liienced by a hope to acquire the favour of the House 
>f Este: oil nb|crt which lie thought attainable by 
exalting the reputation of a native poetat tlic expense m 
a rival, then a prisoner of sUUe. Tiie hfipos and effiirts 
of Salviati must serve to show the cotemporary opinion 
as to the nature of the poet’s imprisonment; and will 
fill up the measure of our indignation at the tyrant 
jailer.jl In fact, the antagonist of I’lisso was not dis¬ 
appointed in the reception given to his criticism; be 
was called to the court of Ferrara, where having endea- 
ourrtl to heighten his l iaims lo favour, by panegyrics 
HI the family of bis sovereign,IT he was in turn 
abandoned, and expired in neglected poverty. The 
ppo.silion of the Cnmeans was brought to a close in six 
ears after the commencement of the controversy; and 
if the aca<lemy owed its first renown to having almost 
:)penod with such a jiarodox,*’^ it is probable that, on 
tile other hand, (he care of his reputation alleviated 
ather than aggravated the imprisonment of the injured 
loot. The defence of his father and of himself, for both 
k-ere involved in the censure of 8alviaii, found employ¬ 
ment for many of his solitary hours, and the captive 
K>uld have been but little embarrassed to reply to ac- 


RemArks, &c. m iuly,p.iS.notA,9il edU. 

t n.o. M. 

FrtiiciMtf PeOirrhj., 

ItpirineMt Arehidmruno. 

Parpntibu* ptwlari* cKiierf p(>r«ntiQtio 
Kthicet Cnriatiiina- Mcriptori cixmio 
RomaiMB Hnguv n*«titutori 
kUrtitc* principi 

AfrtCK oh curmAii hftc in in^ perarium rogibiw tcctio 
8. P. (X. R. iBoi-ea «ion«t*. 

'I'Hnti Vin 

Juvf-nilhitn aetiiliiim tcitex 

R|iKti(»iiMiimiw 

C'OTDw NleoirfU* (JanoniruA Cirosusm 
Mumwrm Am eiciuiA. 

eondito 

Diva jAntmns rruento conioTA 

H. M. P. 
aulliectuin 

ttod infrm nwriiitm PrAnrltcl wi>ukliro 
SuenmA hac an ado etferri mandARda 
Si Uarmai ofettmlamH 
£alcni moria ban Qoljwerapti. 


* I.a Yita del Taeao, lib. iii. p. 284. tom. ii.adit. fiatyAmoi 17S(I. 

t liistuire de I’Acadimit! PraiKtoiae, de|Aii« 1652 Juaqu'lTUO, par I'ltMia 
’Olivet, p. 181. edit. AmatarUam, 1780. ” Maia, aaaulta, venant A 
utAffe qu'ila tak deaea taiene. I'aoroia moiiiriquala Utnaenan'eai paa 
U>u)(Kinic« qui dominachttilui/'p. 182. BniteauaRkthe bad Doitbantad 
'-’•opinion : " J'enaiiil fwii chaii|^, dii>ii,”ac. p. IBI, 
t La matiidiv de hten |>enaer dane lee ouvragei w I’eaprit, hc. dial. p. 
89, Adit. 1698 Philanihca ia for Taaeo, and aara,in theoutaet, " de (one 
lea beaux eepnta que I'UaJiv aporiAa, le Taue eel peu(4tni celui qtii 
penaeieplua nobiemeiit." But Bolioura aecma lo apeak in Kuduxua, 
<1^ ckMM-t with tiie ahaurd compariMu : " Kaitea vauHre teTawe taut 
qu’il vvue plaira.Je m'eo UeiiapuiirmeiiViivile,"ae. Ibid. u. 109. 

9 t.a Vita, itc. (lb. ill. p. SO, inm. it. The J-Tn^iuh reader may eM an 
.erount of (he o^^xiaiUwi of the Crueca to I'asao, jin Or. Blade, i.Ue, A«. 
;ap. xvil. vut, ii. 

i For furth^, and, H ia hofiad, deekive i^vof, that Taaae waa naithar 
lore nor leaa lhad aprwmer of «/«{«. the reader ia referred to “ His- 
frical llhutratioru of the Jyth Canto of LMH* Harold,'^ twa. 8, 
imI foUowiiia. 

8 Orasionr ftinebri. . . delle todi di Pon Ltiixi C’anlinal d’&ta ... 
(idle lodi (U Oottno Allonaod'Kcte. !.<• Vita lUr.tii. p. 117. 

* * It was fmiiHied in IS82, and tiie I rweean auaaar to Ml^ iaa* 
CnraJ^a. or opieapouin waa puhliabed in 1864. 



NOTES TO CHILDE HAROLD. 


UARTO 


cuntimu, wbe^ unonnt other del^nencies, lie was 
charged with invidiouafy omitting, in his comparison 
between France and Italy, to make any meniion of the 
cupola of St. Maria del Fiore at Florence.* The late 
biographer of Arkiato seems as if willing to renew the 
eontroveray by doubting the interpretaiion of Tasso's 
aeE«stimation j related in Serassi’a life of the poet. 
But Tirahoschi had before laid that rivalry at restd by 
showing, that between Ariosto and Tasso it is not a 
question of comparison, but of preference. 

19. 

The lighttting rent from Arwetn’o fmt 
The iron crown if loureTs mimick'd kares. 

Stanza xK. lines I and 2. 

Before the remains of Ariosto wore removed from the 
Benodictino church to the library of Ferrara, his bust, 
which surmounted the tomb, was struck by lightning, and 
a crown of iron laurels melted away. The event has 
boon recorded by a writer ol ibe last eenliiry.§ The 
transfer of these sacred ashes on the 6th of June, 1801, 
was one of the most brilliant g|ieclacles of tlie short¬ 
lived Italian Republic j and to consecrate the memory 
of the ceremony, the onco famous fallen Jntrepidi were 
revived and reformed into the Ariostuan academy. 
The large public place through which the procession 
paraded was then for the hrsl tiiue called Ariosto 
Square. The author of the Orlando is Jealottsly claim¬ 
ed as the Homer, not of Italy, but Fnrrarn.|| The 
mother of Ariosto was of Reggio, and the house in 
which he was born is rarefiilly di.stinguishcd by a tablet 
with these words: * Qni nnnque fjwlovico Ariooio il 
giorno 8 dt SeUemhre deif anno 1474.” But the Ferra- 
rese make light of the accident by which their poet was 
bom abroad, and claim him exclusively for their own. 
They possess his bones, they show his arm-chair, and 
his inkstand, and his autographs. 

. tliet1ih»&rma 
lltc earruB fail. 

The house where he lived, the room where he died, arc 
designated by his own r^laccd inmoriai,1l and by a 
recent mscrif^tion. The FerrareHe are more jealous of 
their claims since the animosity of Denina, anstng from 
a cause which Uieir apologists mysicriou-sly hint is not 
unknown to themy ventured to dt'grade their soil and 
climate to a Bceotian incapacity for all spiritual produc- 
tionss A quarto volume has i^en called forth by tlie 
detractioni and this supplomcnt to Barotti’s Memoirs 
of tho illustrious Ferraresc has l>«en considered a tri- 
tirophant reply to the ** Quadro 8torico Statistico dell’ 
Alta Italia.*' 

20 . 

Fhr the true laurel-ivreaih w/tick Glory weavet 
li of the tree no boU of tlturuler riern>cs. 

Stanza xli. tines 4 and 5. 

The eagley the sea calf, the laurel,** and the white 
vine,tt were amongst most approved preservatives 
uainsi lightning: Jupiter chose the 6rst, Augustus 
Cfiesar the second,Tiberius never failed to wear 
a wreath of the third when the sky threatened a thunder* 
itorm.§^ These superstitions may be received without 
a sneer m a country where tlte magical properties of 
the hazel twig have not lost all their creuit; and per* 


* CoiMtd potSwttVHV lo 1*4 il veltmoddllA Biia ittaiimii volimtieontro 
•IksoBiloii riomitliM.'’ L« VUr, llh. iK. i>, M, lh^. unn. {l. 

11sR VOa (U M. L. AHmIo, Kritu 4l«lr Abcu) Qirc^mo BRroffRJdi 
Oiunlore, a«. Femus, 1801, lib. iii. p. 389. Sm liittoriesl llliulmUoM, 
4c. p.*. 

18uirl»d»lk Lett. Ac. lib. Oi. tom. vH. p»r. iU.p. 1990, eect. 4. 

I ** Mi ntetotturano que’ monRd, ch' «ueiidn cwluto un fuimins nellk 
loro cWmr sohliuitA cmo <tatb tetniAs i« coronR iU itiuro r OHcll'iininortaUi 
pmt*.'* Op. (U BiRneonl, rot. iu. p. IVS.cd. Mifiuto. 1803; Utter* at 
Signer Guido Savhil Arciftaioeriiko, buD* iodole <U un mioilne caduto i» 
DraadaVantio ITIS. 

8 ** ApMBitonatrv ammiralora Bd invlttn apolo^ata deH' Omero Perra- 
Tit« tiU« wa« fint bv Tbbba, and U quoted to the eaofuiion 

of the Ub. HI. (qi. 989. 9SS. La Vita ih M. L. Arioato, Ac. 

ti ** nwaiadapta mlM, Bed nalHobnoxia.BBdfton 
Sordkia, |Muha mn aid tamen Bre domiM.'* 

** Afluila, Fitulut marlnuB, at laurua, folmine doo feriuntUF. FUn. 
Kat.Hk.Ub.li.iaifoW. 

rtPiilM.in TH.ytHSutt.eap.xe. 

\i9SSSik. inTH. TiM,cap. UU. 


haps the reader may not bo much surprised to fii^ that 
a commentator on Suetonius has taken upon himself 
! gravely to disprove the imputed virtues of the crown of 
Tiberius, by mentioning that a few years before he wrote, 
a laurel was actually struck by lightning at Rome.* 

21 . 

Jfnow that the lightning Kmctifiee bdmB. 

Stanza zU. tine 8. 

The Curtlan lake and the Ruminal %-tree in (he 
Forum, having been touched by lightning, were held 
sacred, and the memory of the accident was preserved 
by a jMrfea/, or altar, resembling the mouth of a well, 
with a little chapel covering the cavity supposed to be 
made by the thunderbolt. Bodies scathed and persons 
Htnink dead were thought to be incorruptible;! and a 
stroke not fatal conferred perpetual dimity upon the 
mail so distinguished by heavcn.| 

Those killed by lightning were wrai^ed in a white 
garinont, and buriod where, they fell. The superstition 
was not confined to the worshippers of Jupiter: the 
l^ombards believed in the omens furnished by lightning, 
and a Christian priest confesses that, by a diabolical 
skill in interpreting thunder, a seer foretold to Agilulfj 
duke of Turin, an event which came to pass, and gave 
him a queen and a crown.^ There wm, however, 
soiiicthing eniiivooal in this sign, which the ancient in- 
habitants ofRorne did not always consider propitious; 
and as the fears arc likely to last longer than the con> 
solations of superstition, il is not strange that the Ro¬ 
mans of the age of Leo X. should have been so much 
terrihed at some misinterpreted storms as to reijuirc the 
exhortations of a scholar, who arrayed all the learning on 
tliunder and lightning to prove the omen favourable; be¬ 
ginning wiili the flash which struck tho walls of Velitrm, 
and incluiitng that which played upon a gale at Florence, 
and foretold the pontificate cf one of its citizens. || 

22 . 

lUtUa I oh Italia .' &c. 

Stanza xlii. tine 1. 


The two stanzas, XIJI. and XLIII., are, with the 
exception of a line or two, a translation of the famous 
sonnet of Filicaja: 

*' Italiii, (tali*, O (u cui feo la Borte.*' 

23. 

py<mdcring in youths J traced the path of him, 

The Roman friend of Romee kaet-mortal mind. 
Stanza xliv. tines 1 aioi 2. 


The celebrated letter of Sorviiis Siilpiciiis to Cicero 
on the death of his daughter dcscrilies as il then was, 
and now is, a path which I often traced in Greece, both 
by sea and land, in diflerent journeys and voyages. 

'K)n my return from Asia, as I was sailing from 
.JSgina towards Mcgara, 1 began to contemplate the 

C icc.t of the countries around me : ./Egina was bc- 
Megara before me ; Pineus on the right, Corinth 
on tfie left; all which towns, once famous and flourish¬ 
ing, now lie overturned and buried in liicir ruins. Upon 
this sight, I could not but think presently within myself, 
Alas! how do we poor mortals fret and vex ourselves 
if any of our friends happen to die or to be killed, whoso 
life is yet so shm’t, when the carcasses of so ma^ noble 
dties lie here exposed before me in one vicw.”1i 
24. 

And toe paee 

The ekeleton if her Titanic form* 

Stanza xlvi. tines 7 and 8. 


It is Poggio who, looking from the Capitoline hill 
upon niimm Rome, breaks forth into the exclamation, 


” Note 3. p. 4D9. edit. Liisd. Bat. 1887. 

t Vid. J. C. BuHenser, de Tvnta Motu et Pidmiidb. Uh. t. cap. xl. 

X ’Ovtfdrxcpavt'awctf Art^orivn. ASevxal 4tsMs rt^r«. Ffut. 
SjmpoB. Tid. J. Bulli'nK- nt tnp. 

f P«u]i Diaeoni, de Gs^b liiuisi^Mtrd. lib. Ui. aip. xiv. fo. IS. edit. 
Tanrin. 1837. 

fi I. P. Valertani de fulmlnum tlmiaeBtionilBiB declxmade, ap. Gnev. 
Antiq. Rnm. torn. v. p. 508. The aedamation te addreBted to Julian of 
Medicia. 

tt Dr. .MkklkKoo-oHiBtorv of Uw LUe of M. TuUIub Cicero, oeet. vli. p. 
ni.vol.U. 
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«0t nunc Omni decore nudata, prostrala jace^ instar lege; Corinna has ceased to be a woman—the n oolr 
gigantei cadaveris corrupti atque undique exesi.* an author: and it may be Torescen Uiat many wiU repay 


26. themselves for former complaisance, by a lerorityW 

TIurt, too, the Goddeta loves m stone. which the extravagance of previous praises may per- 

Stania xlix line 1 ‘‘T *1*'® ‘'“‘I*- The latest posterity, for 

The view of the Venus of Medicis inslanUy suggests Tav*!'to^urolrnlTuL'^Lr!. '*>“ 

the line^ in the &a«ms, and the comparison 3 the ^ 

object wW. the description proves not onfy the correct- „„„ a^ccuralely minute wUl be ^^jecL tC mme 
ness of the portrait, but the peculiar turn of thought ^^rtain tlie justice, of the decision. She wifl enter i^to 
and, If the term may be used, tlie sexual imagination o that existence in which the great writers of all ^eJ wd 
^e descriptive poet. The same conclusion may be j, .Jociated in a world * Uirir 

^duced from another hmt in the same episode of ^nd, from that suplirKir sphere, shed their eternal 
Musidora ; for Thomson's noUpn of the pnvileges ol „fl„„„ce for the control and cons’,lation of mankind 
favoured love mMt have been either very prnniuve, or tho individutU will gradually disap,mar as Uie authw 
rather deficient m delicacyjWhen he made his pteful di«tincUy seen ; some oiio, therefore, of all those 

nymph mform her discreet Daxnon that in some hamnei „honi the charms of involuntary wit, and of easy hosui- 
foment he might, perhaps, he the companion of her attracted within the friendly circles of Coppit, 

• shoiihi rfisrut! iVom nhlivinn ihnuA viHitAa vuhi/*h al. 


“ The lime imj com* 70 a needuot fly.'* though they are said to love the shade, are, in fact, more 

The reader wUl recollect the anecdote told in tho Life chiM than excited by thedpesUe cares of 

of Dr. Johnson. We will not leave the rioreiilin. .'WvMe life. Some one shotild he li.nnd to portry the 
gallery without a word on the tVlMer. It seem; tine h’ctcd graces with which shpdotiied those dearer 
stran/e that the character of that disputed statue should -cla'innel'r. ‘'m performance of whose duties is rather 
not bl entirely decided, at least in tlie mind of any one 'ecoverod among the interior secrets than seen m 
who has seen a sarcophagus in the vestibule nt the outward management of fpily mrcreourse; and 
Basilica of St. Paul wiLut tho walls, at Rome, where ''’f" ‘he delicacy of genuine affec 

the whole group of the fable of Mamyas is seen in T'al'fy lor the eye of an mdilfercnt 9 |,eptor. 

. .___ 1 su.. _Stune oiie should be found, not to celebrate, but to 


tolerable preservation; and the Scythian slave whetting 
the knife is represented exactly in the same position as 
this celebratea masterpiece. The slave is nut naked; 
but it is easier to |;et rid of this difficulty than to supw 
pose the knife in the hand of the Florentine statue an 


S«)me one should be found, not to celebrate, but to 
lescrihe, the amiable mistress of an open mansion, the 
I'liire of a society, over varied, and always pleased, the 
real or of which, divested of the ambition and the arts 
if public rivalry, shone fortli only to give fresh animation 


pose the knito m me nand Of tne lorenune Siam© an *. 

Ltrumenl for shaving, which it must be, if. as Lanzi hose around her The mother tenderly aflectionat© 

.i»ww rxt,':SSrSp“l'.iiS,s: 


Omsar. Winkelmann. illustrating a has relief of the 
same subject, follows the opinion of Ixconard Agostini, 
and his authoritv mifht have been thought conclusive. 


annot he forgotten by those whom she clterished, and 

snd his a'ulhority might haie been thought conclusive, 7'" 

oven if the resemblnLe did not strike the most careless '"'f' ‘ 

h r t ery many friends and more dependents, may be offered 

" Tnong the bronzes of the same princely collection “f » who, amid tho 

is still tobe seen the inscribed tablet copied and com- *'is chief 

roented upon by Mr. Gibbon.l Our historian found sWfacUon from conmrnplntrng the engaging quallliea 

some difficulties, but did not List from his illustra- ‘I'® ™®'““l*"‘‘>>le Comma. 

tion: he might be vexed to hear that his eriliciam has 28. 

been thrown away on an inscription now generally re- repoee 

cognised to bo a forgery. • ,, 


oeen inrown away on an inscripuon now geiiei any re- Jfere repoee T 

cognised to bo a forgery. Angelo's, Atfim’sZL. 

Stanza Uv. lines 6 and 7. 

JEBi €^€8 to tJiee upturriy Albert is the great name of this agts. TTte Italiun^ ^ 

Feeding on sweet ehedc. without wailing for tho hundred years, consider him ai i 

Stanza li. lines 6 and 7. ^ law.»’—His memory is the more dear t 

•A a ^ i * o them because he is (he bard of freedom ; and btucause, | 

OipdaAftQVi tariavo such, his tragedies can receive no countenance frcmi T 

** Atque oeuloi patest uterqtie «uos.’* .ny of their sovereigns. They are but very seldom, and * 

0?id. Amor. Ub. II. „u f(„y „f them, allow»*d to be acted. It was ob- 5 

27. lerved by Cicero, that nowhere were the true opinions 

In Santa Croce's holy precifids He. nd feelings of the Romans so clearly shown as at the 

Stanza liv line 1. heatre.* In the autumn of 1816, a celebrated impro* . 'i 
This name wiU recaB the memory, not only of those ‘“'o'-® >'’» '‘'® Opera-house | 

whose tombs have raised the Santa Croce into the *!'!'“>■ The reading of the theses handed in fmthe 
centre of pilgrimage, the Mecca of Italy, but of her '■¥««» of his poetry wa.s received by a very oumei^ ! 
whose eloquSiee wa^ poured over the ittustrioua ashes, -""f If' >n "ilonce, .«■ with laughter, I 

and whosVvoice u now as mute as those she sung. PT’l*’ ? 

CoEini. A is no more; and with her should expire tlfc flamed.' 3>« «poth«»s o/Kirfor Ayten,” the whole ^ - 
fear, the flattery, and the envy, which threw too .iaxzling fatr® burst into s shun , and the applause was con- , 
or tiro dark a cloud round tiie march of genius, anS <! Z®' ® ""V w / 

forbad the steady gaze of disinterested criticism. W« Signor Sgricci to pour forth hu j,,. 

have her picture embellished or distorted, as friendship •*'®"'I“"''S: ®o™“o»-P>»®®» o? the boralardment of ; 
or detraetinn has held ike nencil: the imnartial tiortrail Th® choice, indeed, is not left lo aeddeot i. 


or detraction baa held tke pencil: tke impartial portrait 


was hardly to be expected'from a contemporary. The putc so much as f ght be thought from a first view of 
immediate voice of her survivors will, it is probable, be J*® ceremony; and the police not only takes care to 


far from Wording a just estimate of her singular capa¬ 
city. The gallantry, the love of wonder. the hope 
of associated fame, which blunte<l tho cage of censure, 
must cease to exist.~Tho dead have no sex; they can 
surprise by no new miracles; they can confer no privi- 


* I)« fortune varittat* urbU Rome, ct (k ruloU *]utd«iB dMcriiitiu, 
«]]. SulUitRr*, Thmar. tom. I. y. SOI. 

tflve Mooim. Ani. iMd-por.i. cap. xvU. n. xliil. Pftf. 50; ami Mtori* 
iklli Aril, Ac. ilb. xi. 1. tom. U. pM* 514. not. B. 

I KAmiiu tcnuw)u« Atitiqna Italiai p.SO4,0dH. act. 


, • Thtff^eeevprculon oftlMif honniwnUnMmtt«HrTire<l(MrUb«rtb!i. f 

: censure, l*ltiuc, Uw friend of Anionv, ppmented them with iicmre in the theatmof ^ 
they can 'omprjr. TheritidnotMitrcrthebrUlmnr.rfrf'tlieiijeciiicIreieiriicefron <’|iv 
' • • .help memory tniU the m«n wlw furniftlMHi them with the eAteifniofiMnt ‘jt 
no pnvi- hui murderM the mu ot PomfMgy : tb«y drerr him from the UieMr* witli 
iume*. TiMimor»tMi»eofa}>u|>ulttc«,*fioitt«iMKiuaiyexprc«M<I,kiieT«r 
nrong. Rven th« toldiert nf the I Hnmvir* )uli,«d in the execration of th« 
a doccriptiu, ,jtiMM,hyahoutinf round the chatiuta of l.*pidu» ami Ptancua.adiohail 
proKiibed their i*rmhar*, Da Otrmania non da OatlU duo Iri umpk amt 
lamJMtoria ToneWre; axayiugworthai«conl,w«reUDOthinfiHitaiioadtfVf». fC. 

’etl.lhktcrcuH Hist.Ub. U.c«p.lxxix. pag. TOyectii. tSsarir. IW. IwL 
"■ cap. Izxvii.] 




NOTES TO CHILDE HAROLD. 


O akto .1 i . 


to look at the papers beforehand, but in case of any 
prudefttia) afterihou^C, steps in to correct the Uiou- 
ness of ehatice. The proposal for dedyin^ Aihen was 
received with immediate miUiusiasm, the rather because 
It was conjectured there would be no o(>portunity of 
carrying H mto effect. 

29. 

Here MtufuavelitB earth return'd to lokenoe it roee. 

Stanza liv. line 9. 

The affectation of simptidity in sepulchral inscriptions, 
whidi so (^n leaves us uncertain whether the struct ure 
beffHre us is an actual depository, or a ctmoiaph, nr a 
simple memorial not of death but life, has dvon to the 
tomb of Machiavelli no iifformation as to the place or 
time of the birth tnf death, the age or parentage, o( tlie 
historian. 

TAKTO KOMINI NV 1 .LVM PAR CLOOIVU 
A 1 CCOLAV 8 MACHIAVELLI. 

*^610 seems at least no reason why the name should 
not have been put above the sentence which alludet 
to it. 

It will readily be imagined that the prejudices whici 
have passed the name of Machiavelli into an epithet 
proverbial of iniquity exist no longer at Florence. His 
memory was persecuted as his hie liad been for an at- 
lachment to liberty incompatible with the new sy'^tcin 
of despotism, which succeeded the fail of the free 
governments of Italy. Ho was put to the torture lor 
being a tihertine'' that is, for wishing to restore the 
republic of Florence; and such are the undying efforts 
of those who are interested in die perversion not only 
of the nature of actions, but the meaning of words, that 
what wa.s once has by degrees come to sig« 

nify dehauek. We have ourselves outlived the (dd 
meaning of “liberality,” which is now another word for 
treason in one country and for infatuation in all. It 
seems to have been a strange mistake to accuse the 
author of the Prince, as being a pander (o tyranny; 
and to think that the Inquisition would condemn nis work 
for such a delinquency. The fact is that Machiavelli, 
as is usual with tliose against whom no crime can be 
proved, was suspected of and charged with atheism; 
and the first and last most violent opposers of the Prince 
were both Jesuits, one of whom persuaded the Inquisi¬ 
tion “ benefit fosse tardo,’’ to prohibit the treatise, and 
the other qualified the secretary of the Florentine re¬ 
public as no better than a fool. The father Possevin 
was proved never to have read the book, and the father 
Lucchesini not to have miderstood it. It is clear, how¬ 
ever, tliat such critics must have objected not to the 
slavery of tlie doctrines, but to the supposed tendency 
of a lesson which shows how distinct are the interests 
of a monarch from the happiness of mankind. The 
Jesuits are re-cstahlished in Laly, and the last chmiter 
of the Prince may again call forth a i>articular refijta- 
tion, from those who are employee] once more in 
moulding the minds of the rising generation, so as to 
receive the imprcssioas of despotisro. The chapter 
bears for title, “Esortazione a lUierare la Italia dai 
Barbari,” and concludes with a libertine excitement to 
the future redemption of Italy. Non ti deoe adunque 
laacMz yaMtart queeta ooeoaione^ CKaocoh^i la Italia vejfga 
dopo lonto tempo apparire un tuo redentore. Nh po$so 
eeprimert con q«a/ amore ei fuue rioevuto tn tuiie quelle 
protaneUy che nannopatUo per qwste Ulumuni eeteme^ con 
qual sefc di vendetta, eon cm oetinata/ede, eon ehe t<urime. 
i^ali porte ee li eerrerebeno 7 Que^ papoii li negherd>beno 
ta obbsdienza 7 Q%tede itediano li negherebbe Voeeequio 7 
AV oasruno pozza ^vesto barbaro oomimio.”* 

SO. 

C/hgratf/id FZorence ! Dante deq>» afar. 

Stanza Ivti. line 1. 

Dante was bom in Florence in the year 1261. He 
fought in two battles, was fourteen times ambassador. 
vimT once prior of tne republic. When the party of 
Charles of Ar^ou triumphed over the Blanchi, he was 

* l! P slia t pe di Nieedd Miiehi«v«)tL*e. eon In jinMkiians »le not* hto. 
SM r DolSielM (ft Mr. Anidd da In WBMsanyn «1' nannw ananftrtmr~a< 

.... CoanM^i 1?I8. 


absent on an embassy to Pope Bonifiice Vlll., and waa 
crniclemned to two years^ banisbiornt, and to a fine of 
8000 lire; on tlie iKiit-paymeiit of which he was further 
punished by the sequestration of all his property. The 
republic, however, was not content with this satisfac¬ 
tion, for in 1772 was discovered in tlie archives at Flo¬ 
rence a sentence in which Dante is the eleventh of a 
list of fifteen condemned in 1302 to be burnt alive ^ 
Tfdvi perveniens igne romburalur etc quod moriatur. The 
pretext fur tiiis judgment was a pr<H)f of unfair barter, 
exturtioiie, and illicit gains. JBaructeriarum iniquarum, 
exloreionumy et ilUcUorum tua'orwni,'^ and with such an 
accusation it is not strange that Dante should have 
always protested bis innocence, and the injustice of his 
feliow-ciiizeiiR. His appeal to Florence was accom¬ 
panied by another to the Kniperor Henry; and thS 
death of that so^ereign in 1313, w’as the signal for a 
sentence of irrevocable bantsitinent. He had beford 
lingered near Tu.scaiiy with hopes of recall; then 
veiled into the north of Italy, where Verona had to boast 
of his longest resid<mce; ami ho finally settled at Ka- 
venna, which was his ordinary but not constant abode 
until fats death. The refusal of the Venetians to grant 
him a public audicm.e, on the part of Guido NoveUo da 
Polenta, his protector, is said to have been the principal 
cause of tins event, which happened in 1321. He waa 
buried (“in .sacra minoruin a»dc”) at Havenna, in a 
handsome tomb, w hich was erected by Guido, restored 
by Bernardo Bembo in 1483, preetor for that republic 
whicii liad refused to hear him, again restored by Car¬ 
dinal Cursi in 1692, and replaced % a more magnificent 
sepulchre, constructed in 1780, at the expense of the 
Cardinal Luigi Valenti Goiizaga. The offence or 
misfortune of Dante was an attachment to a defeated 
parly, and, as his least favourable biographers allege 
against him, loo great a freedenn of speech and haughti¬ 
ness of manner. But the next age paid honours almost 
divine to the exile. The FlorenUnea, having in vain 
and frequently attempted to re<'over his body, crowned 
his image in a church,f and his picture is still cme of 
the idols of tlicir cathedral. They stiuck medals, they 
raised statues to liim. The cities of Italy, not being 
able to dispute about his own birth, contended Ibr tiiat 
of his great poem, and the Florentines thought it for 
thoir honour to {irove that he had finished the seventh 
Canto before they drove him from his native city. 
Fifty-onc years after his death, they endowed a pro¬ 
fessorial chair for the expounding of his verses, and 
Boccaccio was appointed to this patriotic employment. 
The example was imitated by Bologna and Pisa, and 
the commentator.s, if they performed but little service 
to literature, augmented tne veneration which beheld 
a sacred or rnoral allegory in all the images of his mystic 
muse. His birth and his infancy were discovert to 
have been distinguished alM>ve those of ordinary men; 
the author of the Decameron, his earliest biographer, 
relates, that his mother was warned m a dream <n the 
mportance of her pregnancy: and it was found, 
others, that at ten years of he had manifested his 
^irecocious passion for that wisdom or theolo^, which, 
under tlie name of Beatrice, had been mist^en for a 
substantial mistress. When the Divme Comedy had 
been recognised as a mere mortal production, and at 
the distance of two centuries, when critimsm and 
competition had sobered the judgment of Italians. 
Dante was seriously declared superior to Homer if 
and though the preference speared to some casuists 
“ an heretical blasphemy worthy of tiie fiames,” the 
contest was vigorously maintained for nearly filly 
years. In later times it was made a question which of 
the Lords of Verona could boast of having patronised 
him,§ and the jealous skepticism of one writer would 
not allow Rav«tma the undoubted possM^n of his 
bones. Even the cntical Timbosehi was inebaed to 


* Storia 4«tia Lett. tul. tom. ?. Itb. tit. par. S. p. 448. TtirotMieeht le 
correct: U« tlatee of the three daciveeafeinei Daote ore A. D. UKSL 

t lie retetee Ttctjie, hut eeme think hie coFOoation onl/M alie| 0 i 7 . Bm 
S toiHa, Oe. ui sup. p. 4U. 

1 By Vsrcltt to hie ErcolsDO. The cootroveruT Mottooed frooi ISKte 
[SIS. See Slorta, Or. tom. elt. tib. tU. par. UU p. ISSS. 

^ Gio. Jttcopu Oionisi Conoitieo di Verwo. Serie 41 Ae«Uetl, a. I» 
Sec storia, Ac. lem. v. tib. 1. par. 1. p. tM. 
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NOTES TO CHILDE HAROLD. 


believe tbetthe poet bad foreseen and foretold one ol 
discoveries w Gaideo.—Like the great originals of 
other nations, bis nopularity lias nut always maintainec' 
the same level. The last age seemed inclined to unden 
value him as a model and a study; and Betti^lli om 
day rebuked his pupil Monti, for poring over the harel 
and obsoletp extravagances of toe Commcdia. Th< 
present generation, having recovered from the Gallh 
idolatries of Cesarotti, has returned to the ancien 
worship, and the DarUeggiart of the northern Iialiani 
is thought even indiscreet by the more moderah 
Tuscans. 

There is still much curious information relative tc 
. the life a^ writings of this great poet which has not os 
\vet been collected even by the Italians; but the cele¬ 
brated Ugo Foscolo meditates to supply this defect, and 
situs not to be regretted that this national work har 
behn reserved for one so devoted to his country and th* 
cause of truth. 

31. 

mSce ScijHOj buried by tbe upbraithng shore; 

Tly factions, in thm worse than ciml war. 
Proscribed, &c. 

Stanza Ivil lines 2,3, and 4. 

The elder Scipio Africanus had a tomb if ho was not 
buried at Liternum, whither he had retired to voluntary 
banishment. This tomb was near the sea-shore, and 
the story of an inscription upon it, Tngrcda Patria, 
having given a name to a modern tower, is, if not true. 

K 'cable fiction. If he was not buried, he certainly 
ere.* 

in cu*k anjruvta e aolitaria villa 

Era *1 grand’ uouto cha d’Afritca ■'appelln 

i^rciid prima col ferro al vi«u aprilia.t 

Ingratitude is generally supposed the vice peculiai 
to republics; and it seems to be forgollen that tor om 
instance of popular inconstancy, wo have a hundred 
examples of the fall of courtly mvourites. Besides, & 
people have often repented—a monarch seldom or never. 
Leaving apart many familiar proofs of this fact, a short 
story may show the ditference between even an aristo¬ 
cracy and the multitude. 

Vellor Pisani, having been defeated in 1354 at Porto- 
longo, and many years afterwards in the more decisive 
action of Pola, by the Genoese, was recalled by the 
Venetian government, and thrown into chains. The 
Avvogadori proposed to behead him, but the supreme 
tribunal was content with the sentence of imprisonment. 
Whilst Pisani was suffering this unmerired disgrace, 
Cbioxa, in the vicinity of the capital,J was by the assist¬ 
ance of the Signor of Podtto, delivered into the hands 
of Pietro Doria. At the intelligence of that disaster, 
the great bell of St. Mark’s tower tolled to arms, and 
the people and the soldiery of the galleys were sum¬ 
moned to the repulse of the approaching enemy; hut 
they protested tney would not move a step, ui^*ss 
Ptsant were liberated and placed at their head. The 
great council was instantly assembled; the prisoner 
was called l^fore them, anu the 0oge, Andrea Conta- 
ruii, informed him of the demands of the people and the 
necessities of the state, whose only hope of safoty was 
reposed on his efforts, and who implored him to forget 
the indignities he had endured in her service. have 
submitfod,” replied the magnanimous republican, “I 
have Bubmitted to your deliberations without complaint; 
I have supported patiently tbe pains of impnaonment, 
for they were infficted at your command: this is no 
time to inquire whether I deserved them—the good of 
the repute may have seemed to require it, and that 
which the republic resolves is always resolved wisely. 
Behold me ready to lay down my life for the preserva¬ 
tion of my country.” Pissmi was appointed generalis¬ 
simo, and by his exertions, in conjunction with those of 
Carlo Zeno, tbe Venetians soon recovered the ascend¬ 
ency over their maritime rivals. ^ 

Tbe Italian communities were no less unjust to their 

• VU.BIUlwniwUdmdsUdwIonrbta. SmT.Liv.Hhl. 

Livy rvpofl. liml moi* mid he vnu barim tt WUmam, oia.r. .t Bom*. 

lb. cap. hr. 

tTriOMfecMlRCMlM. 

,, t Bm imm* t, Mi*- 


eitnens than the Greek republics, liberty, both with 
the one and the other, seems to have been a nation^ 
not an individual object; and, notwithstanding th* 
1 .—.-j which an ancient Gre^ 

writer* considered the great distinctive mark between 
his countrymen and the barbarians, the mutual righta 
of fellow-citizens seem never to have been the prinmpal 
scope of the old democracies. The world may have 
not yet seen an essay by the author of the Italian Re¬ 
publics, in which the distinction between the liberty of 
former states, and. the signification attached to that 
word by the happier constitution of England, is ingrni- 
onsly oereioped. The Italians, however, when they 
bad ceased to be free, still looked back with a sigh upon 
those times of turbulence, when eveiy citizen might 
rise to a share of sovereign power, and have never been 
taught fully to appreciate the repose of a monarchy. 
Sperono Speroni, when Francis Maria II. Duke of 
Rovere projiosod the question, “ which was preferable, 
the republic or the principality—the perfect and not 
durable, or the less perfect and not so liable to change,” 
replied, “ that our happiness is lu be measured by its 
qualily, not by its duration; and ihal he preferred to 
live for one day like a man, than for a hundred years 
like a briile, a stork, or a stone.” This was thought, 
and called, a magnificent answer, down to the last days 
of Italian servitude, t 

32. 

And the crown 

tVhich Petrarch's laureate brow supremely wore 
Upon a far midforeign soil hail pawn. 

Slanza Ivii. lines 6,7, and 8. 

The Florentines did not take the opportunity of Pe¬ 
trarch’s short visit to their city in 1350 to revoke the 
decree which confiscated llie property of his father, who 
had been banished shortly afier the exile of Danlo. His 
crown did not dazzle tlicm; but when in the next year 
they were in want of his assislaiice in the formation of 
their university, they rimcntod of their injustice, and 
Boccaccio, was sent to Padua to entreat the laureate 
to conclude his wanderings in the bosom of bis native 
country, where he might finish his immortal Africa, and 
enjoy with his recovered possessions, the esteem of all 
classes of his fellow-citizens. They gave him the option 
of the book and the science he might cundeseend to 
expound: they called him the glory of his country, who 
was dear, and would be dearer to them; and they added, 
that if there was any thing nnpleasing in their letter, 
he ought to return among them, were it only to cor- 
■ect their stylc-j Petrarch seemed al first to listen to 
he flattery and to the entreaties of his friend, but he did 
not return to Florence, and prefem^d a pilgrimage to 
the tomb of Laura and the shades of Vaueluse. 

S3. 

Boccarcio to his parent earth bequeathed 
His dust. 

Stanza Iviii. lines 1 and 2. 

Boccaccio was buried in the church of St. Michael 
and St. James, at Certaldo, a small town in the Va^ 
delsa, which was by some supposed the place of hia 
birth. There he passed the latter part of his life in a 
course of laborious study, which shortened his existence; 
and there might his ashes have been secure, if not of 
■ lonour, at least of repose. But the “ hyaena bigoUi” of 
Jertaldo tore up the tombstone of Boccaccio, and eiect- 
cd it from tlie holy precincts of St. Michael and St. 
James. The occasion, and, it may bo hoped, the excuse, 
:d'tbia ejectment was the making of a new floor for tbo 
diurch; but foe fact is, that foe tombstone was taken 
up and thrown aside at foe bottom of the building. 
Ignorance may share the sin with bigotry. It would 
'je painful to relate such on exception to foe devotion 
]f the Italians for their great names, could it not be 
accompanied by a trait more honourably conformable 

' The Grwk bwuWd Ui.t h. WM lawSpAj. S*BUwl*weh.ia*TWlh* 
Belt twwk of Di(nr.lui of HoliMmueui. . , — „ 

t “ B totomo atia magn^a ritpotta,** Be. ••prmI <W TMI0» 

lib. iU. PM* .. , . ... 

X** AeeuifUi iiino)ini,M 6t 4 U«lto tneor PMert«ril,»eomp*re I 
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Cakto IV. 


to the general eharacter of the nation. The principal 
Denon of the <hstnct, tho last branch of the nouse of| 
MediciS) aiTorded that protection to tht memory of the 
insulted dead which her best ancestors had dispensed 
upon ail coteinporary merit. The Marchioness Lcuzoni 
rescued the tombstone of Boccaccio from tho neglect in 
which it had sometiine lain, and found for it an hemour* j 
able elevation in her own mansion. She has done 
more: the house in which the poet lived been as 
Utile respected as his tomb| anil is falling to ruin over ^ 
the head c£ one indifl'erent to the name of its fi>rinor | 
tenant. It consists of two or three little chamliera, and 
a low tower, on which Cosmo II. adixed an inscription. 
This bouse she has taken measures to purchas^ and 
proposes to devote to it that care and consideration 
which arc attached to the cradle and to the roof of 
genius. 

This is not the place to undertake the defence of 
Boccaccio; but the man who exhausted his Utile 
patrimony in the acquirement of learning, who was 
among the first, if not the first, to allure the science 
and the poetry of Greece to the bosom of Italy-who 
not only invented a new style, but founded, or certainly 
fixwl, a new language; who, besiiles the esteem of every 
polite court of Europe, was iliought worthy of craploy- 
roeni by the predominant repubuc of hia own country, 
and, what is more, of the friendship of Petrarch, who 
jived the life of a philosopher and u freeman, and who 
died in the pursuit of knowledge.,—such a inaii might 
have found more consideration than he has met with 
from the priest of Certaldo, and from a late English 
traveller, who strikes of}' his portrait as an odious, con- 
teiDptible, licentious writer, whose impure remains 
should be suffered to rot without a record.* Thai 
English traveller, unfortunately for those who have t 
deplore tho loss of a very amiahle person, is beyond all 
criticism; but tho mortality winch did not protect Boc¬ 
caccio from Mr. Eustace, must not defend Mr. Eustace 
from the impartial judgment of Ins successors.—Peuth 
may canonize his virtues, nut his errors ; and it may 
be modestly pronounced that he transgressed, not only 
lEM an author, but as a man, when he evoked the shade 
of Boccaccio in company with that of Arctine, amids' 
the sepulchres of Santa Croce, merely to dismiss i 
with iudigntty. As far as respects 
*' II dr* Principt, 

11 dirln Pfelro Amhio,” 

It is of little import what censure is passed upon a 
coxcomb who owes his present existence to the abovi 
burlesque character given to him by th<; poet whose 
amber preserved many other grubs and worms 
but to classify Boccaccio with such a person, and t< 
excommiinicale his very ashes, must of itself make us 
doubt of the qualiileation of tho elassit'a) tourist foi 
writing upon Italian, or, indeed, iqinii any oUter litera¬ 
ture; for ignorance on one point may inrapacilato ai 
author merely for that particular topic, but. subjection 
to a professional prejudice must render him an unsafi 
directiw on all occasions. Any iierverston and injusiict 
may be made what is vulgariy called a case 4if con¬ 
science,” and this poor exense is all that can be offered 
for the priest of Certaldo, or the author of the Classical 
Tour. It would have answered the purpose to confine 
the censure to the novels (d* Boccaccio, and gratitude 
to that source which supplied tho muse ofDrydon with 
her last and most harmonious numbers might perliaps 
jbave restricted tliat censure to the objectionable qiiui- 
ties of the hundred tales. At any rale the repentanct 
of Boccaccio might have arresled his exlmmation, an- 
it should have been recollected and told, Uiat in hii 


* Om^csI Tour, CAP, U. nA. U. p. 8SS. adit. Sd. ** Of Boecaetlo, la. 
iBocUru iVtmnitta, we mjt noUiliis ; tbe ebuie uf feniua 1$ rntn-e udioua 
(Utd morn eontrmptibit thain ite Abmnce; and it ImjKirlf liuta whom tin 
impure reinaiM « a liecatioua Buitioraro cetirijptfd toiheirUpdnKi duet 
Fm- the nrae rouun tbr travoUer atay ]«m uiiuotIceU Uie Uwnb of tb< 
MiHipiaNl Arefiiio.** 

Thia dobimia (dintae la bardly ntoupih to aaw» 0t« tminal from Uie ai. 
picluii of auotiwr btutuler ra^ainKthe bi<rial«ptaee of Ar«Un«, whoM 
Umb waa in Uw Uiie si Vmike, and cave rtaa to the 

famnue coinroweraraf sMm •i>m nolkaia taken to Bajrle. Now the 
vorda (rf Mr. Rumae sg|ji|i|i (|lMaad ua to (hiidt tha tomb wea at Florence 
Sraa laaat waa lobe a(||||P*ert reeoRiitied. Whether the Inaeription 
latioh Aapuiad waa fMajprtUiui oit the tomb cannot now be dw.i«1od, I,. 
aU mntoiial of thiaasMP'iMa diMppearad from Uta ckurca of Bt. {.uka 


Id age he wrote a letter entreating his fHend to dis- 
ourago Uic reading of iho Decameron, for tbe sake of 
lodesty, and for Uie sake of the author, who would not 
ave an apologist always at hand to state in his excuse 
bat ho wrote it when young, and at the emmnand of 
Js superiors.* It is neither the licentiousness of the 
rriler, nor the evil propensities of the regder, which 
lave given to the Decameron alone, of all the works of 
'occaccio, a perpetual popularity. The establishment 
f a new and dehghtlul dialect ccmfbrred an immortality 
m the works in which it was first fixed. The sonnets 
f Fclrerch were, for the same reason, fated to survive 
lis aelf-admirod Africa, tlie ^favourite of The 

ivariable trails of nature and fecUns with which the 
ovols, as well as the verses, abound, have doubtless. 
>0011 the chief source of (he foreign celebrity of both 
.uthors; luit Boccaccio,as a man, is no more to to- 
istmiated by that work, than Petrarch is to be re^rded 
fi no other light than as the lover of Laura. Eve 
lowcver, had the fatlier of the Tuscan prose been 
nown only as the author of the Decameron, a coiwi- 
lorate writer would have been cautious to pronounce a 
enteiue irretioncilahle with the unerring voice of many 
ges and nations. An irrevocable value has never 
<«en stamped upon any work solely recommended by 
mniirity. 

Tl»o true source of llm outcry against Boccaccio, 
vlitch began ut a very early period, was the choice of 
lis seaiidalotis personages in tne cloisters as well as the 
:our(s; hut the princes only laughed at the gallant ad- 
'eiitures so unjustly charged upon queen Theodelinda, 
■vhilst the prieslho<id cried shame u(>on the debauclies 
'irawh from the convent and the hermitage; and most 
»rol>ahiy Air the opposite reason, namely, that the pic- 
•uro was faithful to the life. Two of me novels are 
lowed to be facts usefully turned into tales, to deride 
he canonization of rogues and laymen. Scr Ciappol- 
letto snd Marceliinus are cited witli applause even l>y 
the decent Muralori.t The great Arnaud, as he is 
quoted in Bayie, states, that a new edition of tiie novels 
was proposed, of which the expurgation consisted in 
omitting the words ^ monk” and ” nun," and tacking the 
immoralities to other names. The Kterary history of 
Italy particularizes no such edition; but it was not long 
before the whole of Europe had but one opinion of the 
Decameron; and (he absolution of the author seems to 
have been a point settled at least a hundred years ago: 
“ On se feroil siffler si Ton pr^*tendoit convaincre Boc- 
cace de ii avoir pas^te lionndte homme., puis qu’il a fait 
le Decameron.” So said one of the host men, and per¬ 
haps the best critic, that ever lived—the very martyr 
u irupartiality4 But as Uiis information, (hat in (he 
.leginiiing of the last century one would have been 
looted at for pretending that Boccaemo was not a good 
man, may seem to come from one of those enemies who 
arc to be suspected, even when they make us a present 
of truth, a more acceptable contrast with Uie proscrip¬ 
tion of tlie body, soul, and muse of Boccaccio may ^ 
found in a few words from the virtuous, the patnotic 
colemporary, wlio thought one of the tales of this impure 
w'ritf?r wortiiy a Latin version from his own pen. “ / 
have remarked daewhere^ says Petrarch, writing to 
Boccaccio, *^that (he hook iUe(f hat been vforried 6y cer^ 
tain doge, but tiou({y dtfendA by your etoff and voice. 
Not was / astWiishM^for I hax>e hc^ proof of the vigour 
qf your mindy and / Imoio you have jaUen on that vnoo- 
commodaUng incapahk race of morfow toAo, whatever Hwy 
Met Uke not, or know not, or canrwt doy are sure to 
reprehend in others / and on those occetsione only pvt on a 
dtow of kamxng and eloquenocy but otherwise are entirely 
duiw6.^§ 

* *■ Non eniffl nbl<\ue cat, qui In axcuaaiiomm measi conMirsena dtcal. 
InYcnk arripait, ei nuturia coactua impariu.'' The latter waa addrMaea 
to MAehinanI (KCavatcantl, marahal of the ktafrtqm of Biclif. See T>ra> 
bwi^ii, Nioria, Ac. tom. v. (lar. ii. lib. Hi. fMif.inS. ed. Yea. 1196. 

t UiMertaainni aopra l« aotkhtUl Itallaiie. Dka. Iviti. p, 368. tom. Ul. 
edit. Milan, 1161. 

! Eclairrhtemeni, ke. ke, p.638. edit. Bade, t14t, in the Bopplemenl 
toBavle’a DicUotwrjr. 

$ “ Anituadverti aiicuht Ul>mm tpainn eanum dentihua UrMaitum, tuo 
(amen haculo tHliqne voee defeneam. Nee miratoa aum: namet 

vim hisetni tut mm, etactoeaiiertna eaaea hominum Reiwt Inedena ct 
tfnavum, qiii qutrqntd tpei vet nnlitnl v«l neaeiunl, v«l non poMunt, ia 
aliiareitreheiHlmit; vt hoc«tnumdoctietaixuti,eedi4in((n«a ad raUqna.*' 
. . . Eptai. Joau.Boccatio. (tpy. tom. l.p. MO.adS. SiuiS. 



Ca»ti> IV. 


KOTES TO CHILDE HABOLB. 


71 


It'ig eatufacto^ to lind that all the pnesthood do not 
reaemble dioae of Certaldo, and that one of them who 
not poeseas the bones of Boccaccio would not lose 
the opportunity of raising a cenotaph to his memory. 
Bevius, canon of Padua, at the beginning of the sixteenth 
century, erected at Arqua, opposite to the tomb of the 
Laureate, a tablet, in whi^ he associated Boccaccio to 
the equal hdhours of Dante and of Petrarch. 

34. 

What is her pyramd of precioua stone# ? 

Stanxa Ix. line 1. 

Our veneration for the Medici begins with Cosmo and 
expires with his. grandson; that stream is pure onl^ at 
.the source; and it is in search of some memorial of the 
\irtuou8 republicans of the family tliat we visit the 
^church of St. Lorenzo at Florence. The tawdry, glaring, 
unfnished chapel in that church, designed fur tlie inau- 
soleum of the Dukes of Tuscany, set round wit h crowns 
and coffins, gives birth to no emotions but those of 
contempt for the lavish vanity of a race of despots, 
whilst the pavement slab, simply inscribed to the Father 
of his Country, reconciles us to the name of Medici.* 
It was very natural for Corinnaf to suppose that the 
statue raised to the Duke of Urbino in the eapeUa de' 
drpotiti was intended for his great namesake; but the 
magnificent Lorenzo is only the sharer of a coffin half 
hidden in a niche of the sacristy. The decay of Tus¬ 
cany dates from the sovereignty of the Medici. Of tne 
sepulchral peace which succeeded to the establishment 
of the reigning families in Italy, our own Sidney has 
given us a glowing, but a faithful picture. “Notwith¬ 
standing alfthe semtions of Florence, and other cities of 
Tuscany, the horrid factions of Guelphs and Ghibelins, 
Neri and Bianchi, nobles and commons, they continued 
populous, strong, and exceeding rich ; but in the space 
of less than a Hundred and fifty years, the peaceable 
reign of the Mcdices is thought to have destroyed nine 
parts in ten of tlie people of that province. Among 
other things it is remarkable, that when Philip the 
Second of Spain gave Sienna to the Duke of Florence, 
bis emliassadur then at Rome sent him word, that he 
had given away more than 650,000 subjects; and it is 
not believed there arc now 20,000 souls inhabiting that 
city and territory. Pisa, Pistoia, Arezzo, Cortona, and 
other towns, that were then good and populous, are in 
the like proportion diminished, and Florence mure than 
any. When that city had been lung troubled with sedi¬ 
tions, tumults, and wars, for the most part unprosperous, 
they still retained such strength, that when Charles VIJT. 
of France, being admitted as a friend with his whole 
army, wliich soon after conquered the kingdom of Na¬ 
ples, thought to master them, the people, taking arms, 
strucA such a terror into him, that he was glad to depart 
upon such conditions as they thought fit to impose. 
Machiavel reports, that in that time Florence alone, 
with the Val d’Arno, a small territory belonging to that 
city, could, in a few hours, by the sound of a bell, bring 
tugetlier 135,000 well-armed men; whereas now that 
city, with all the others in that province, are brought to 
such despicable weakness, emptiness, poverty, and 
baseness, that they can neither resist the oppressions of 
tlieir own prince, nor defend him or tliemselves if they 
were assaulted by a foreign enemy. The people are 
dispersed or destroyed, and the best families sent to 
seek habitations in Venice, Genoa, Rome, Naples, and 
Lucca. This is not the effect of war or pestilence; 
they enjoy a perfect peace, and suffer no other plague 
than the government they are under.”! From the 
usurper Cosmo down to the imbedle Gaston, we look 
in vain for any of those umnixed qualities whidi should 
raise a patriot to the command of his fellow-citizens. 
The Grand Dukes, and particularly the third Cosmo, 
had operated so entire a change in the Tuscan character, 
Uiat the candid Florendnes, in excuse for some imper¬ 
fections in the philanthropic system of Leopold, arc 
(hliged to confess tliat the sovereign was the only liberal 
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m&Q in hia domintont. Yet that excellent nrince hnn- 
self had no other notion of a national astemmy, than 
a body to represent the wants and wishes, not the will, 
of the people. 

36. 

An earthquake reetd imheededly aum/. 

Stanza b^. Into 6. 

'‘And such teas that mutuai animmty, to intent leere 
they upon the batilej that the earthquake^ which overthrew 
in great part many of the eitiee of Italy, which turned the 
course of rapid streams, poured bark the sea upon the 
rivers, and tore doom the eery mountains, teas not felt by 
one of the cambatante."* Such is the description of 
Livy. It may be doubted whether modern tactics 
would admit of such an abstraction. 

The site of tlio battle of Thrasimene is not to be mis¬ 
taken. The traveller from the village under Cortona 
to Casa di Piano, the next stage on mo way to Rome, 
has fur the first two or three miles, around him, but 
more particularly to the right, that flat land which 
Hannibal laid waste in oroer to induce the Consul 
Flamiiiius to move from Arezzo. On his left, and in 
front <>l liiiii, is a ridge of hills bending down towards 
the lake of Thrasimene, called by Livy “monies Cor- 
tonenses,” and now named the Gualandra. These hills 
lie approaches at Ossaja, a village which the itineraries 
pretend to have been so denominated from the bones 
found there; but there have been no bones found there, 
and Uie battle w'as fought on (he other side of (he hill. 
From Ossaja the road begins to rise a little, but does 
not pass into the roots of the mountains until the sixty- 
seventh milestone from Florence. The ascent thence 

not steep but perpetual, and continues for twenty 

inutes. The lake is soon seen below on the right, 
with Borghetto, a round tower close upon the water; 
and the undulating hills partially covered with wood, 
among which the road winds, sink by degrees into the 
marshes near to this tower. Lower than the road, down 
to the right amidst tliese woody hillocks, Hannibal 
elaced liis liorse,t in the jaws of or rather above the 
pass, which was between the lake and the present road, 
and most probably close to Borghetto, just under the 
nwest of I ho “tumuli.’^ On a summit to the left, above 
the road, is an old circular ruin which the peasants call 
“ the Tower of Hannibal the Carthagciiian." Arrived 
at the highest jioint of the road, the traveller has a partial 
view of uie fatal plain, which opens fully upon him as he 
descends the Gualandra. He soon finds himself in a vale 
enclosed to the left and in front and Ishind him by the 
G ualandra liills, bending round in a segment larger Ilian 
a seniieirclc, and running down at each end to the lake, 
which obliques to the right and forms the chord of ihis 
mountain arc. The position cannot be guessed at from 
the plains of Cortona, nor appears to be so completely 
enclosfd unless to one who is fairly within the hills. 
It then, indeed, appears “ a place made as it were on 
purpose for a snare,” locus insiiliit natus. “ Borghetto 
Is then found to stand in a narrow marshy pass close to 
the hill and to the lake, whilst there is no other outlet 
at the opposite turn of the mountains than through the 
little town of Passignano, which is pushed into the water 
by the foot of a nigh rocky aeclivity."§ Tliere is a 
woody eminence branching down from the mountains 
into the tipper end of the plain nearer to the side of 
Passignano, and on this stands a white village called 
Torre. Polybius seems to allude to this eminence as 
the one on which Hannibal encamped and drew out h'is 
heavy-armed Africans and Spaniards in a con^iciious 
position.ll From this spot he despatched his Balearic 


*' Tsntusqnd full anlor nniinortin), ad«o intentus T^gna Buimia, ot 
cum terra tnotumq'Ji tnulUmni urhlnm Iuliam*ipu« {lartM pnwtrRvUs 
nveriitqiiB cuni*i Kinn«A, mure fliimlnibiia itivexit, mnotea iApau 

tz^nll i>roruit, nemo pugueutiom wnieHt.” ... Tit. LIv. tib. mil.cap. 

t “ Gquitra ad ipaae faucM ■allui tumalia apte tegentibua local.** T» 
Livitjib xxH.cap. iv. 

I Ubi maxina moutea Ckirtouenaai ThraaiiDeoua aubU.*' Ibid. 

I *• lade collea aaaurmnt.*' Ibid. 

B Tflv #c*-f4 KfSffviTtw xapalay Aerdy aol 

robs Jiipvtii, K«1 robe ’I4tH>aSi ax“»*' KartvT^rmriSHiH. 
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right and left of ilw paaa and valley i but when PlaiDiniaa enurMl m had 
Uie lake at the ri^i of both. 
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*»4 light'krmsd troop* round thronj^ the Gualandra 
height* to the ri^t, ao a* to arrive unseen and form an 
araMiah among the broken acclivities which the road 
now passes, and to be reuty to act upon the left flank 
and iLbove the enemy, whilst the horse shut, up the pass 
behind. Ftamipius came to the lake near Borghetto at 
sunset; and, without sending any spies before him, 
marched through the pass the next tnorning before the 
day had quite broken, so that he perceived nothing of 
the horse and light troops above and about him, and 
■aw only the heavy-armed Carthaginians in front on 
the bill of Torre.* The consul began to draw out his 
army in the flat, and in the mean time the horse in 
ambush occupied the pass behind him at Borahetto. 
Thus the Romans were completely inclosed, having 
^e lake on the right, the main army on the hill of Torre 
in front, the GiiaMdra hills filled with the light-armed 
on their left flank, and being prevented from receding 
by the cavalry, who, the farther they advanced, stopped 
up all the outlets in the rear. A fog rising from the 
take now spread itself over the army of the consul, but 
the higli lands were in the sunshine, and all the different 
corps in ambush looked towards the hill of Torre for 
the order of attack. Hannibal gave the signal, and 
moved down frgm his post on the height. At the same 
moment all his troops on the eminences behind and in 
the flank of Flaminius, rushed forwards as it were with 
one accord into the plain, llie Romans, who were 
forming their array in the mist, suddenly heard the 
ahouts of the enenw among them, on every side, and 
before they could fall into their ranks, or draw their 
■words, or see by whom they were attacked, felt at 
once that they were surroundM and lost. 

There arc two little rivulets which run from the Gua- 
londra into the lake. The traveller crosses the first of 
these at about a mile after he comes into the plain, and 
this divides tho Tuscan from the Papal territories. The 
second, about a quarter of a mile nirther on, is called 
“ the bloody rivulet,” and the imasants point out an open 
■pot to the left between the “ oanguinetto” and the hills, 
which, they say, was the principal scene of slaiigliter. 
The oiher part of the plain is covered with thicK set 
olive-trees in corn grounds, and is nowhere quite level 
except near tho edge of the lake. It is, indeed, most 
probable, that the battle was fought noar this end of the 
valley, for the six thousand Romans, who, at the begin¬ 
ning of the action, broke through the enemy, escaped to 
tho summit of an eminence which must have been in' 
this quarter, otherwise they would have had to traverse 
the whole plain and to pierce through the main army 
of Hannibal. 

Tho Romans fought desperately for three hours, but 
the death of Flaminius was the signal for a general 
dispersion. The Carthaginian horse then burst m U{ion 
the fugitives, and the lake, the marsh about Borghetto, 
but chiefly the plain of the Sanguinetto and the passes 
of tho Gualandra, were strewed with dead. Near some 
old walls on a bleak ridge to the left above the rivulet 
many human bones have been repeatedly found, and 
this nas confirmed the pretensions and tlie name of the 
“stream td"blood.” 

Every district of Italy has its hero. In the north 
some painter is the usuu genius of the place, and tho 
foreign JuUo Romano more than divides Mantua with 
her native Vir^.^ To the south we hear of Roman 
names, NearThrasimene tradition is still faithful to 
the fame of an enemy, and Hannibal the Carthaginian 
is'the only ancient name remembered on the bonks of 
the Perugian lake. Flamiuias is unknown; but the 
postillions on that road have been taught to show the 
very spot where 11 Contole Romano was stain. Of all 
who fought and fell in the battle of Thrasimenn, the 
historian himself has, besides the generals and Mahar- 
bal, preserved indeed only a tingle name. Yon over¬ 
take the Carthaginian again on the same road to Rome. 
The antiquary, that is, me hostler, of the posthouse at 
Spoleto, tells you that his town repulsed the victorious 


enemy, and shows you the gate still called Parla A 
AnnibiUe. It is haraly worth while to remark that ,a 
French travel writer, weH known by the name of the 
President Deputy, saw I'lirasimene in the lake of Bd- 
sena, which lay convenieutly on his way from Smtam 
to Rome. 

S6. 

But thou, ChtMumut. 

Stanza Ixvi. line I. 

No book of travels has omitted to expatiate on the 
temple of the Clitumnus, between Fotigno and Spoleto, 
and no site, or scenery even in Italy, is more worthy 
a description. For an account of tlte dilapidation ot 
this temple, the reader is referred to Historical lUiistw 
tions of the Fourth Canto of Childe Haridd. 

37. 

Charming the eye taih dreadf—a matchku catanut,'' 
Stanza txxi. fine 9. 

I saw the “ Cascata del mannore” of Terni twice, at 
different poriuds; once from the summit of the precipice, 
aud again from the valley below. The lower view is 
far to be preferred, if the traveller has time for one 
only; but in any point of view, either from above or 
below, it is worth all the cascades and torrents of 
Switzerland put together; the Staubach, Reichenbaidi, 
Pisse Vaclie, fall of Arpenaz, &c. are rills in compara¬ 
tive appearance. Of the fall of SchaflThausen 1 cannot 
speak, nut yet having seen it. 

3S. 

An iris site amidst the infernal surge. 

Stanza Ixidi. fine 3. 

Of the time, place, and qualities of this kind of iris 
the reader may nave seen a short account in a note to 
Manfred. The fall looks so much like “tlie hell of 
waters” that Addison thought the descent alluded to by 
tho gulf in which Alecto plunged into the infernal re¬ 
gions. It is singular enough that two of the finest cas¬ 
cades in Europe should be artificial—this of the Veiino, 
and the one at Tivoli. The traveller is strongly recom¬ 
mended to trace the Vclino, at least as high as the little 
lake called Pie' di Lup. The Reatine territory was 
the Italian Tempe,* aud (he ancient naturalist, among 
other beautiful varieties, remarked the daily rainbows 
of the lake Velinus-t A scholar of great name has 
devoted a treatise to this district alone.]: 

39. 

The thundering lamdne. 

Stanza Ixxiii. line 5. 

In the greater part of Switzerland the avalanches are 
known by the name of lauwine. 

40. 

I ahhordd 

Too muck, to amquer for the poet's sake, 

The driWd duU lese(m,fdrced down word by word. 

^anza Ixxv. lines 6,7, and 6. 

These stanzas may probably remind the reader of 
Knsign Nartherton's remarks: “D—n Homo,” &c. 
but the reasons for our dislike are not exactly the same, 

I wish to express that we become tired of the task be¬ 
fore we can comprehend the beauty; that we learn by 
rote before we can got by heart; that the freshness is 
worn away, and the future pleasure and advantage 
deadened and destroyed, hy the didactic anticipation, 
at an age when we can neither feel nor understand the 
power of compositions which it rmiiires an acquaintance 
with life, as well as Latin and Greek, to relish, or to 
reason won. For the same reason we never can be 
aware of the fulness of some of the finest passages of 
Shakspeare, (“ To be, or not to be," for instance,) from 
the habit of having diem hammered into os at eight 
years okL ss an exercise not of mind but of memory; 
so that when we are old enough to enjoy them, the taste 
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/me, and the appetite palled. In some parts of the 
, .continent, young persons are taught from more common 
authors, and do not read the best classics till (heir 
maturity. { certainly do not speak on this point from 
any pique or avorsion towards the place of my education 
I was not a slow, Uiough an idle boy; and I believe nc 
one could, or can be more attached to Harrow than 1 
have always been, and with reason;—a part of the time 
passed there was the happiest of my. life; and my pre¬ 
ceptor (the Rev. Dr. Joseph Drury) was the best and 
worthiest fnend I ever possessed, whose warnings 1 
have remembered but too well, though too late—men 
I have erred, and whose counsels I nave but followed 
when I have done well or wisely. If ever this imperfect 
record of my feelings towards him should reach his 
I eyes, let it remind him of one who never thinks of him 
• \(nit with gratitude and veneration—of one who would 
riiore glauiy boast of haring been his pupil, il^ by more 
closely following his injunctions, ho could reflect any 
honour upon his instructor. 

41. 

The Seipiot' tomb contcam no anhai now. 

Stanza Ixzix. line 5. 

For a comment on this and the two following stanzas, 
die reader may consult Historical Illustrations of the 
Fourth Canto of Cbildo Harold. 

42. 

The trMy hundred triumphs. 

Stanza Izxxii. line 2. 

Orosius gives three hundred and twenty for the niim- 
licr of triumphs. He is followed by Panviiiius; and 
Panvinius by Mr. Gibbon and the modern writers. 

43. 

Oh tlmu, whooe ejiarixtt ndtd on Fortune's wheel, &c. 

Stanza Ix-vzhi. line I. 

Certainly were it not for these two trait.s in the life 
of Sy lla, alluded to in this stanza, wo should regard him 
as a monster unredeemed by any admirable quality. 
The atonement of his voluntary resignation of empire 
may perhaps bo accepted by us, as it seems to have 
satisfied the Romans, who if they had not resperled 
must have destroyed liim. There could be no mean, 
no division of opinion; they must have all thought, like 
Eucrates, that whal had appeared ambition was a love 
of glory, and tliat what had been mistaken fur pride was 
a real grandeur of soul.* 

44. 

And laid him ncith the earth's preceding dap. 

Stanza Ixzxvi. line 4. 

On the third of September, Cromwell gained the vic¬ 
tory of Dunbar; a year afterwards be obtained “ his 
crowning morcy” of Worcester; and a few years after, 
on tlio same day, whicli he had ever esteemed the most 
fortunate for him, died. 

46. 

And thou, dread tialue! stiU emstent in 

The austcrest form of naked majestp. 

Stanza Ixxzvii. lines I and 2. 

The OTojected division of tlic Spada Pompey has 
already been recorded by the historian of the Decline 
and Fall of the Roman Empire. Mr. Gibbon found it 
in the memorials of Flaminius Vacca,t and it may be 
added to his mention of it that Pope Julius IlL gave 
the contending owners 6ve hundred crowns for tlie 
statue; and presented it to Cardinal Capo di Ferro, 
who had prevented tlie judgment of Solomon from being 
executed upon the image. In a more civilized we this 
statue was exposed to an actual operation: for the 
French who acted tlie Brutus of Voltaire in the Coli¬ 
seum resolved that their Cmaar should &!! at the base | 
of that Pompoy, which was supposed to have been 
sprinkled with the blood of the o^inal dictator. The 
nme-Ibot hero was therelbre removed to the arena of 


the amphitheatre, and to facilitate its transport suflered 
the temporary amputation of its right arm. The re¬ 
publican tragedians had to plead that the arm was « 
restoration; but their accusers do not believe that the 
integrity of the statue would have protected it. The 
love of finding every coincidence has discovered the 
true Cmsarian ichor in a slain near the right knee; but 
colder criticism has rejected not only the blood hut tho 
portrait, and assigned the globe of power rather to the 
first of the emperors than to the last of the repidilican 
masters of Romo. Winkrimann* is Inalh to allow an 
heroic statue of a Roman citizen, hut the Griinaiii 
Agrippa, a cotemporary almnst, is lieroie; and naked 
Roman fcures were only very rare, not absolutely (or- 
bidden. The face aceorus much better with the “Wii- 
nem integrum et eastum et greaiem,”^ than with any of 
the busts of Augustus, and is too stern for him who wos 
beautiful, says Suetonius, at all periods of his life. The 
pretended likeness to Alexander the Great cannot ho 
discerned, but the trails resemble the medal of Pom- 
pey.j The objectionable globe may not have been an 
ill-npplied llaltcn' to him who found Asia Minor the 
boundary, and left it the centre of tho Roman empire. 
It seems that Winkelmenn has made a mistake in think¬ 
ing that no proof of tho identity of this statue, with that 
which received the bloody sacrifice, can be derived from 
the spot where if was discovered.} Flaminius Vacca 
says sotto una cantina, and this cantina is known to liave 
been in tho Vieolo de’ Ijeutari near the Cancellaria, a 
|)osllinn l■orresp(ltlding exactly to that of the Janus bc- 
fiire ihc basilica of Pompey’s theatre, to which Augustus 
transferred the statue after the carta was either burnt 
or taken down.|| Part of the Pompeian shade,! the 
portico, existed m the beginning of tlie XVlh century, 
and the atrium wa.s still called Satrum. So says Blon- 
diis.** At all events, so imposing is the stem majesty 
of the statue, and somnmorable is the story, that the play 
of the iiiiagiiiatioii leaves no room for the exercise of 
-he judgment, and the fictioi^ if a fiction it is, imerates 
in the spectator with an efloct not less powerful than 
truth. 

46. 

Anri tium, the Ihunder-slrickai nurse qf Rome! 

Stanza l.xxxviii. line I. 

Ancient Romo, like modern Sienna, abounded most 
proliahly with images ofllie fostcr-modier of her founder; 
but there were two shc-wolves of whom history makes 
particular mention. One of these, qf brass in ancient 
work, was seen by Dionysiustj at the temple ofRomulns, 
under tlie Palatine, and is universally Wlieved to bo 
that mentioned by the Latin histoiian, as having been 
made from the money collected by a fine on usurers, 
and as standing under the Ruminal fig-tree.H The 
other was that which Cicero§§ has colebratca both in 
prose and verse, and which the historian Dion also re¬ 
cords as having suffered the same accident as is alluded 
.0 by the orator.|||| The question agitated by the anti- 


* ** Set|m«ar, vouf chanfct teiiUHi im* tdta* ds ii. lucn dont vous 

vote ulr. ero]nii«aiie voua R?kg d* nub RticuB uttour 

poar gtoire: je royoU Men que voire (me (tolt hoti le ; nude ne eoup- 
^ntoie DRsqu'ellefiUfraaik. Sylloet d'F.ucr 

* Memorle, IviT ptg. 9. M.^MootbMon. CHoriam lub 


* Btorladplle Aril, Ac- Kb. iv. cep. 1. peg. 891,828. tOTn.U. 

t Cirrr. Kpiit. ad AUkiim, «!. 6. 

i PuLtliihed by Catierue in hU Mueeum Homeuoni. 

Istoria dolie’Artl, Ac. Ibid. 

II 8urtrtu. In vit. Augiiat. cap. 91, and In vit. C. 3. Crnter. cap. 89. 
^pian Mya it waa burat 4owa. Mec a note uf Fltlacua to Suetouiui, paf. 

Tl "To mgdorompeia lenUtapatiaretob nmbrm.’* 

Ovid. Ar. Anan. 

•• Roma Inataureu, lib. li. h. 81. 

tt XaAjtra iTMitp^sra tra^otSs fpyoo'fac. Anttq, Rom. Rb. I. 

li Ad ficum Ramiiialetn eimutacn infanUum conditorum urbia aub 
td>eribuahipiP|)e«uaruut.’' lAv. illai.ltb. x.cap. Izia. Tbiavaaintha 
yrarU.C. iSS, or 4S1. 

§1 •* Turn atalua Naltc. turn Hmulacm Deorum, Roxnolntnne at Ra* 
muaenm aUrke beliua vl folmloM letla eoitddrruni." DeDlvinai. U. 
SK). '* Taotua eat ilia etlam qtii hanc urbem condidit Romnlua, qnam loco* 
ralum in Capttolto parvnru atque iaeUmtem, uberltma iMpiaia mhiantem 
fuiMB mcminiaiia." InCUUIiii.iti.S. 

'< Htc siWeatiii rml Romani nominla altrlx 
Martia, qoie parrtHi Murortia Mnnwie natoa 
Oberiltut (^vblia ritali rare rixaba t 
Uu 0 B turn cum pueria Aammatu fulininla ieto 
Uooridii, aioue avulM pedum veaCigia Hquit." 

DeConaulatu, lib. ii. (lib. 1. do Dialnat. eiw. H.) 

)IL| *Ev' ydp rf> KKtrnroit^ dvfptdvras ri troAM vni MfMrvadiv 
leal dyd^ftara aAAa vt, Koi Itl tUevet 
iP9y, lutmv ri nf Avicdtniw rt rfi "Pmftp ^ 

lifpv/Uvif XHon. Hiai. sxxvH. paa. 39. adit. lUd). wapti. 

11^. Me goee 0(1 to meniinn that the lettara of tnr caiumnaM which the 
iawe ware written were hquedeii an<J brcvnie d/avApd. All that the 
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OiLMTO .1 If. 


^HAriei isj wbfitiwi’ tho wolf now in the conservators' that the statue was not llien standing in its former post' 
is that of l^ivy and Dionysiusj or ^at of Cicero, tion. Winkelmann has observed, tliat the present 
or vrisedner it is neiiner one nor the other. Xhe earlie] twins are modern} and it is e<)ua[iy clear that there 
writers differ as much as tiie moderns : Lucius Faunus'^ are marks of gilding on the wolf wliich might therefore 
cay% that it is the one alluded to by both, wiacli is im be supposed to make part of the ancient group. It is 
possible, and also hy Virgil, which may he. Fulvius known that the sacrea images of the Capitol were not 
Ursinusf calls it the wolf of Dionysius, and MarlianusJ destroyed when injured by time or accident, hut were 
of it as the one mentioned 1^ Cicero. To him put into certain under-ground depositaries called^vis- 
Bycquius tremblingly assents.^ mrdini is inclined to ses.* [t may be thought possible that the wolf had 
suppose it may be one of the many wolves preserved in been so deposited, and had been replaced in some cou- 
ancient Rome; but of the two rather bends to the Cice- spicuous situation when the Capitol was rebuilt by 
ron^ Btatuo.|| Montfauconll mentions it as a point Vespasian. Rycquiu8,without mentioning his authority, 
without doubt. Of the latter writers tlie decisive Win- :ells tliat it was transferred from the Comitium to the 
keimann** proclaims it as hav'mg been found at tlie .atcran, and thence brought to the Capitol. If it was 
church Saint Theodore, where, or near where^ was found near the arch of Severus, it may have been one 
the temple of Romulus, and consequently makes it the of the images which Orosiust says was thrown down in 
wolf of Dionysius. His authority is Lucius Faunus, the Forum by lightning when Aiaric took the city. 'I'hat 


I in some cou¬ 


gh 01 leaini x ueouoru, wuorv, ur uca4 wan luunu near uie arcii ui ocvvrus, iv may uavr uiiv 

temple of Romulus, and consequently makes it the of the images which Orosiust says was thrown down in 
fof Dtonysius. His authority is Lucius Faunus, the Forum hy lightning when Aiaric took the city. 'I'hat 


dore. Rycquius was the first to make the mistake, and however, may have been of the same early date as that 
Winkelmann followed Rycquius. at tlie temple of Romulus. LactaiitiusJ; asserts that in 

Flaminius Vacca tells quite a diiferent story, and says his time the Komaus worshipped a wolf; and it is known 
he had heard the wolf with the twins was fouiidtt n<-ar that the Lupercalia held out to u very late period^ after 
tlie arch of Septhnius Severus, The commentator or every other observance of the ancient superstition had 
Winkelmann is of the same opinion with that learned totally e.vpired. This may account for the preservation 
person, and is incensed at Nardini for not having of the aneieiit image longer than the other early sym- 
remarked that Ckujro, in speaking of the wolf struck hols of Pagariibm. 

with i^htning in the Capitol, mates use of Uie past 3t may be permitted, however, to remark, that the 
tense. But, with the Ahale’s leave, Nardini does not wolf was a Roman sytnhol, hut that the worship of that 
prisiiively assert the statue to be that mentioned by ^mbo! is an inference <lrav\ii by the zeal of Lactantius. 
Uicero, and, if he had, the assumption wouUi not per- The early Christian writers are not to he trusted iutlio 
haps have been so exceedingly inaiscreet. The Abate tharges which they make against the Paigaiis. £uso- 


haps have been so exceedingly indiscreet. The Af>ale tharges which they make against the Paigaiis. £uso- 
bitiisolf is ohiigcid to own that there are marks very like .jiiis aceus<^d the Romans to their faces of worshipping 
the scathing of lighitungui the hinder legs of the presciit Simon Magus, and raisiiig a statue to him in the island 
wolf; and, to get rid of this, adds, that the wolf scon by of the Tyber. The Romans had probably never heard 
Dionysius might have been also struck by lightning, di of sucli a person before, who came, how ever, to play a 
otherwise injured. coiisideruble, though scandalous part in the church 

Let us examine the subject hy a reference to the history, and has leu several tokens of his aerial combat 
words of Cicero. The orator in two places seems to with St. Peter at Rome ; notwithstanding that an iii- 
particniarizo the Romulus and the Remus, especially script ion found in lliis very island of iho Tyber showed 
the Brst, which his audience rememhered to have bt en tlie Simon Magus of Eusebius to be a certain indigena! 
in the Capitol, as being struck with lightning. In his god, called Seino Saugus or Fidius.|{ 
versos he ntcords that the twins and wolfbotn fell, and Even when the worship of the founder of Rome had 
that the latter left behind the marks of her feet. Cicer(» een abandoned, it was thought expedient to humour 
does not say that the wolf was consumed; and Dion the habits of the good matrons of the city hy sending 
only mentions that it fell <lown, without alluding as the tliem with their sick infants to the church of Saint Thco- 
Abate has mode him, to the force of tho blow, or the lore, n.s ihcy had before carried them to the temple of 
firmness with which it had been fixed. The whole Romulus.!! The practice is coiUimied to tliis day; and 
strength, therefore, of tho Aliale’s argument hangs upon he site of liie al)*)ve churdi seems to be thereby iden- 
Uie past tenso; which, however, may be somewhat ified with that of tho temple: so tiint if tlic wolf had 
dimmiahod by remarkii^ that die phrase only shows »een really found ther<', as Winkelmann says, there 

would be- no doubt of tho present statue being that scon 
by Dionysius.*'t' But Faunus, in saying that it was 
KwMMitdulwsitocrKi a inrge tt»tue to J.ipiiyr, io.ikin« toward* Uw .t the Fieus Ruminalis by the Comilium, isonlv talking 

•Mt: no meuUun i« aflrrwftrd* inadr of the wolf. Thix huin>eii«><l iii A e •. • . i i i. nr 

U. C MH. Tlw Abatr Pea. innotiiingUiia]»inaxc “f i)«on(su.imdtUr ’f ‘‘s aneient position as recorded by Phny; and even 
ArU, Ac. tom. i. png. 309. noir X.) aftyii, iVon oAjrfuoiPff if he had been remarking where it was found, would 

aiiu.i«d to the churd. of saim Theodore,h.,t 


origiMi idfm/Hvft, a wuni that ikwa intt niran hen /erntata, bi>l uitly 
mtif /. na ifiny ht* dtatiikrtty awn from Himthcr iMtaagruf tho yamt- Dion ; 

'\lfl<vXii9n/nvovvh'AYplnnasKalrdvAVYOVirt-ovivTa^OaU'pvtrat. • t ikm 


tMfin fiTiMnitorr*, ijoaititm iimuit. Aiiica in (.'(iniitiiaad Ficum 
naien,_<]iio loeopwriiutirAut expoaiti iocAlum pro carlo r»l." l.uc. Fanni 


hnt die oiniiion of Llvyrnnccrning (.atirentia b«iug figumlin thl* woif 


4Mi “ uLi. JS (Ann, Ecd... 

. .. .. — ... >m. rlii. p. 6u3. in ait. 496.,) Tigui«in adh»e Rutntt ad Gaiaairi) lam- 


t i« u.»].««. ......I... t”"' fiwreaolr exortlta url»i* aiiata in jLitiam i<upercaiia?*’Geia' 

«*.ndiwln^U^ltaT;iriT|K^^ Hen»,.U«i..n<.Ui.r ,n,„.I.u« whid. o.cop». fonrMio p.™toii.<iran».hn. th. 

«v™;i^.^ «fi -t- •rnaior.BodoUwra.loihowthatthfiHUaahouldbegireQuu. 

4l*&m « E.. 0 Mn. h» .h.« .orA.: ». AeiptAvn .n p- l^rv_ 4 M, ml- 

i}uiU,*u)u<>hincinCapitolium|w*f«arelataait,quarovUMarlianuaanti- 

Sip «W?Sg m eSl. Ltitd. ^ ^ to detect tlifa fable. Bee Nanlitii Homa Vet. Ub. tH. 


duam Capltollnam eaee malait & Tulii< detediaam, cui 
aubta, trfl|HflS adaentimur.’' Juat. Aycquii daCapit. Rotiuui. Comm, 
vail. »*iT. Dw. 3S0. edit. Ltigd. Bal. KW. 

kAdUnt^tn autit...* «..it.u *** Mitichi pofttefic! per (i^wr la memoria de’ giuoclu Lu- 

QUO UU?n^,a^ii¥2i^ro^‘^ wm jeaUglo fulminu Snt*«dw«ro Puao dl mSarti Bam. 

^ £; m 4 1 T:.i'^n * H.. ^ «'•■< 'mUiocculte. acd&ti Uberiiw per rUitereeaslone dt 


mi dire, che I'Ercolodlbnuiao, cbe oggiai trofanella ealadl 
pto, fu tmvato ttclfwn RtHiMno apnreaiw Parco dl Settiraio : e 
(U aiM^ ia lupa iMMmga chf alMta Romolo • Rerao, e tU 
pkd«c<««ervatod.T,jH|lip< Vaeca, M«morie, cum. di. pag. 
lUauwiJ, Dkr. lutl. 


"emit!, 1768. 

** Nardini, Ub. v. cap. 11. eonvieta Po«{iOQhia Lain* croee< errorfe, 
I putting tbe Ruminal flg.tree at tho church of SiUiU Tht-odure : but a* 
.ivy eay* Um wolf waa at the Fieua Rutnlnalie, and Dlonyeiua at Uie tern* 
.ilftof Romiilue.he MiAiliged (cap. Iv.) to own Uiat tbe two were Hom 
tofeiher, aa veil n* Um Lupeew6«ve,tbadvd, iiaHwani, hy thaftg-tree. 
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' 10 a very different place, near which it was then though 
• the Ficus Rumiiiaha had been, and also the Comitium 
that is, the three columns by tlie church of Santa Mari 
Liberatricc, at the corner of the Palatine looking oi 
the Forum. 

It is, in fact, a mere conjecture where the image was 
actually dug up,* and perhaps, on the whole, the mark: 
of the gilding, and of the lightning, arc a belter argiimen 
in favour of its being the Ciceronian wolf tlian any that 
can be adduced for the contrary opinion. At any rate, 
it is reasonably selected in the text of tlie poem as one 
of the most interesting relics of the ancient clly,l and 
is certainly the figure, if not the very animal to which 
Virgil alludes in his beautiful verses: 

'^Geminuahulc ulicra circiini 
Ludere pendeiiW piierot, ct lanibere iiiutrvm 
Impavkloi: il]am tercU cprvice reiioxum 
MuJeere allpruus, el cor{torR Atigcrc iiogol.t 

47* 

Far Otc RomatCs mM 
IVas modeWd in a terrestrial mtndd. 

Stanza xc. linos 3 ami 4. 

It is possible to be a very great man and to bo still 
very interior to Julius Cmsar, the most rom|dotr cha¬ 
racter, so Lor<l Bacon thought, of all antiquity. Nature 
seems incapable <»f such extraordinary romhinations as 
composed his versatile capacity, which was th»*. W'ond 
even of the Romans themselves. The first general— 
the only triuniplmiil politician—inferior to none in clc 
qneiH'c—comparable to any in the attainments of wi.s- 
noni, in an age made np ol* the greatest commanders^ 
state.smon, orators, and philosophers lhal ever appeared 
in the world—an author who com(«os«-d a perfect spe¬ 
cimen of military annals in his travidling carriage—at 
one time in a controv<*rsy w ilh Cato, at another wriliiig 
a treatise, on pmining, and colh.-eting u set of good say- 
injrs—-fightanil inuking love at the same moment, 
and willing to abamlon both bis empire and liis mistress 
for a sight of the Fountains of tlie Nile, Sueh did 
Julius (Jaisnr appear to bis coleinporaries and to those 
of the siibseijuent ages, who wero the most inclined to 
deplore ami cxeerute his fatal genius. 

lint wc must not be so much dazzled with bis snr- 
passine glory, or with his magnanimous, lus amiabl 
[jualities, as to forget the decision of his imjiarlia! c<iun- 
irvmt'n: 

H£ WAS JUSTLY fiLAIN.}) 

4ft. 

^Vhidfntm this hnrren ttring do i/r rrnj) 7 
Our scose» iuorr(m\ awl m/r rf'fison frnit. 

Stanza xriii, lines 1 and 2. 

. . onmcR penc veteres ; ijni niiiil rognosci, niiiil 

* “ Ad comhliifn firus ttlim Itiunmnli'* itei miimbnl, int!t qtm r>i- 
mntii. h«>r prt, mamiimin, tliHi'iiif Vnfvone. ptivt-nkni oliin RoMiiiltis »‘t 
Rrmni; nmi prncnl * tfiii|ito I). Mi.t-itv l.iU'niint « iil>i 

foraan itivoiiU illu iriK a Lilia; j.iiithkw' Itu lUijriii. 

qiium in rH|>iloli<> VKli-mtis.” OIhj llonirhii AtiOii'ia I’rhiii 

mans Fani** cap. *. iSce cap. xi'. Ui.rncniiib wiutf nfu>r Nurdiiii 
in l(K7. Ap. Orsv. Auiuf. iioni. (om. iv. p. iav2. 

t !)«na(iia, liti. xi - rnp. IH. Kivi-s h iiKiriaf repmiciilinK on otio nidp the 
wolf in Ihc same iwanlioii on timl in thi-f'npiuii; mnl In llip vYivprat' tliu 
wolf with (he henn not reverted, (t i« ol'tiie tinieof Atituiiliiiiii Ftiis. 

} A<'ii. vili. 63t. See—I>i‘. Middleton, in hia Letfcr from Kome, who 
innliiiea to the i 'icernniaii 'uotf, l>nt withmil examinlnif the wihprl. 

% In hi* tenth hook, Intran ahowa him apruiklcd with viie biuud of Ptiar* 
■aha in the arm* uf Cleopatra, 

^iiRuIne Thmalicc rlarlU perfuaita adulter 
Adiniait Veucrem curia, cL mmciiit arimt. 

After fniaiina with hia mi<treN«, he aiia np all night to converae with 
the JI'Agvptian ■Agra, and trIU Achnreui, 

Spe» alt mihi rerta videndl 
NUiacoa fontet, helium civile reliii<)nam. 

Sic vfUit in lota iccuri pace trahebont 
Noflia i(cf mcdhim.’* 

tmmedialely alterwarda, he U fighUiig again and defending every 
poaiiiou. 

** S«d adesl defenaor idiiqne 
Csaarel hoa aditue gladiia, lioa ignibna arcel 

.csca iKKte carlnia 

tnaihiit Csaar aemper felitllrr uaua 
Prrcipiit eurau heiiorum et tempore rapto.'* 


percepi. nihil scirl posse dixerunt; anguatos sensus; 
imbecillos aiiimos, brevia curricula vitio •, in profundo 
veritatem demersatn; opiniontbus ot institutu omiuft 
loiicri; nihil veritati relinnui; dcincops omnia tenebria 
circiimfusa esse dixerunt. * The (ighteen hundred 
years which have elapsed since Cicero wrote this have 
not removed any of the imperfections of humanity; and 
the complaints of the ancient philosophers may, wi^out 
injustice or adcctatiori} be transcril>ed in a poem written 
yesterday. 

49. 

There is a stem rauiul tower of oilter datfs. 

Stanza xrix. line 1. 

Alluding to the tomb ofCecilia Metella, calledCapo 
di Bovc, in the AppianWay. See—Historical lUusttra- 
tioiis of the IV't]} Canto ufChikie Harold. 

60. 

Pnyphetic of the doom 
Htu\n-n gives dsfivourdes—early derdh. 

•Stanza cii. lines 5 and 6. 

'Ov o\ Scot iptXotJOtVf AiroOvfiOKct v/of. 

Td yap Savciv ovs ahxpoVf JAA’ alexP^f Savstp* 

Rirli. Prune. Phil. Bninck. Poel.T Gnoinici, 
). 231, edit. 1764. 

61. 

Rehold the Imperial Mount! Vis thus the mighty falls. 
Stanza cvii. lino 9. 

The Palatine is one mass of ruins, particularly on the 
idc towards llic Cintu.s Maximus. The very soil is 
formed of crurnlded brickwork. Nothing has been told, 
nothing <ran he told, to satisfy the belief of any but a 
Roman antiquary, bee—Historical Illustrations, pago 
206. 

62. 

7'herr is the moral uf tdl human tales: 

but the same rehcansd uf the pastf 
First Freedom^ and then Olany^ &c. 

btanza cviii. lines 1,2, and S. 
The author of the Life of Cicero, spciUcing of Uie 
opinion entertained of Britain by that orator and his 
'■oteinporary Romans, has the following eloquent pas- 
lago; ^‘Kroni their raillericM of this kind, on the barba- 
ity and misery of our island, ono cannot help rejecting 
•n the surprising fate and rcvolutiunH of kingdoms; how 
loine, once the mistress of tlic world, the seat of arts, 
-mpire, and glory, now lies sunk in sloth, ignorance, 
Ji(i poverty, enslaved to the mo.st cruel as well as to 
he most contemptible of tyrants, superstitimt and reli- 
ious imposture: while this rttrnole country, anciently 
'ic j<‘st and contempt, of the indite Romans, is become 
le haopy seal of liberty, plenty, and letters; flourishing 
ti all Im* arts and ndiiiciiienls of civil life ; yet itinning 
rhaps the same (‘oiirse which )lome itself had run 
tore it, from virtuous industry to wealth ; from wealth 
luxury; from luxury loan impatience of discipline, 
nd corruption of morals; till, by a total degeneratiy ana 
.)ss of virtue, being grown ripe for destruction, it fall a 
trey at lust to some liardy oppressor, and, with the lomi 
f lilxTty, losing every thing that is valuable, sinkf 
'aduully again into its original barltarism.^f 

63. 

And apostolic statues eUmb 
To crush the impmat unt, to/tose oMes dept suUime. 

Stanza cx. lines 8 and 9. 

Tlie column of Trajan is surmounted by St. Peter; 
hat of Aurelius by St. Paul. Sec—Historical Illustra- 
lons of the IVth Canto, he, 

64. 

Still toe T^ajaaCsname odors. 

Stanza cxi. tine 9. 

Trajan was provethiaSly the best of the Roman 


B *' .turr cioaio exiatinxtui','’ aur« Ritatotiina, itfitr a fair ratimalion 
of tiW characirr. and making uai; of a pliraaa which waa a formula in 
I.ivy'a time. “ M«Htim)tireccautn uronimtiavit, etiamil ragni criniine 
iitaoiia fumt fllb. W. cap. 4 S. t and which was coiitmuod to Uia legal 
jtiiiirmcula prtmntuKrtI iu Joaiifidihlc Inmuchlra, aoch n« killing bouae- 
i rrakeni. Nrr Buvtoii. in Vit. C. J. Caiaur, wiUt tfae cofomenury of 
Piliania, p. 1H4. 


• Aeadrm. 1.18. 

1 The Hlatory of the l.lfa of M. TulUn# Cicero, aect. »i. toI. 11. p. It®, 
.'hr rontrart hat been reveraed to a late eatraordiaary Inatanca. A 
grtulentan waa thrown into priaon at I^ria ; effiiru vm made foi lAa 
•iraiK;. 'Die French miniMercuntlnued it> detain h.m,«intlrr tlw prr(«t| 
lat hr wKft not an Fn^iahman, tmt only a ffoman, Of* “ InterMliug 
\icu relating lo joachim Morat," pag. 198. 
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princes and it would be easier to find a sovereign 
oniliug exactly the opposite characteristics, than oiie 
possessed of all the happy qualities ascribed to this 
emperor. “ When ho mounted tlie throne,” says the 
nislorian Dion,t ” he was strong in body, he was vigor¬ 
ous in mind; ago had impaired none of bis faculties; 
he was altogether free from envy and from detraction; 
to honoured dl the good, and he advanced them; and 
on this account they could not be the objects of his 
(bar, or of his hate; he never listened to informers; he 
gave not way to his anger; he abstained equally from 
unfair exactions and unjust punishments; he had rather 
be loved as a man Uian honoured as a sovereign; ho 
was arable with his people, respectful to the senate, 
and universally beloved by both; he inspired none with 
dread but the enemies of Ids country.” 

5b. 

Bitmi, bmt of Ronuou. 

Stanza cxiv. line 5. 

The name and exploits of Rienzi must be familmr to 
the reader of Gibbon. Sonic details and inediled 
manuscripts rolaUve to tliis unhappy hero will bo seen 
in the Illustrations of tlie IVth Canto. 

66 . 

Egeriat sweet ereatum if same heart 
fyidclt found no mortal resling-plaee so fair 
As thins ideal breast. 

Stanza cxv. linos 1,2, and 3. 

The respectable authority of Flaminius Vacca would 
incline us to believe in the claims of the Egerian grotto.^ 
Be assures us that he saw an inscription in the pave¬ 
ment, stating that the fountain was that of Egoria, 
dedicated to the nymphs. The inscription is not there 
at this day; but Monlfaucon quotes two linesS of Ovid 
from a stone in the Villa Oiiistiniani, which he seems 
to think had been brought from tlie same grotto. 

This grotto and valley were formerly frequented in 
summer, and particularly tlie first Sunday in May, by 
the modem Romany who attached a salubrious quality 
to the fountain which trickles from an orifice at the 
bottom of the vault, and, overflowing the little pools, 
creeps down the matted grass into the brook below, 
l^he brook is the O vidian Alrao, whoso name and 
qualities are lost in the modern Aqiiataccio. The valley 
itself is called Voile di Caffarelli, from tlie dukes of that 
name who made over their fiiimtain to the Paliavicini, 
with sixty rubbia of adjoining land. 

There can be little doubt that tliis long dell is the 
Egerian valley of Juvenal, and tlie pausing place of 
Umbritius, notwithstanding the generality of his com¬ 
mentators have supposed the descent of the saliiist and 
his friend to have been into the Arician grove, where 
the nymph met Hippolitus, and where she was more 
peculiarly worshipped. 

The stop from the Porta Capena to the Alban hill, 
fifteen miles distant, would be too considerable, unless 
we were to believe in the wild conjecture of Vossius, 
who makes that gate travel from its pre-sent station, 


* “ Hujot tantnm menoriB drintumMt.ut, u»que ad nottram atlatem 
DOB lUller ia Seaaiu prineiulbuii tccbiiMiur, aiti. F£M(?1()H . 
AVGVSTO . MBLiOR. TRAJANO.” Eulrop. Brav. HiaURom. 
Ub. TlU. cap. 7. 

t Te Ti yip tfmpb^rt tppwro.leat ti| ^vxv <»S 

iw6 yM«S .... Ml ovt' I^ovk ovrt Bodijfti nvA, 

ml viw aravra; rabc Ay«0ois hiiia mU ijAcvAXvvs- ml dtA 
0 vr< nva mvr&Vt avre iftlm . . dfOMAal; rc itKurrm 

ml bpy4 BMBra UovXo^r*' r&v rc xp^M***^ 
iMmrplmv 'ivn ml ^avtav rAv UlKtuv Affclxcro.... rc 

iAv lx* fb&XXov If Tt 0^/^ /ur' 

iwMtcmai «way/vcra, ml 9ifnm9ptwAs AolAci- dy«>rf> 

ric olv rAm* di unoivi, itXnv wttXjMluifiav. Iikt, Koio, lib., 

UvuTo^?. Tf. al vit. tom. U. p. I w, 1194, Hamb. 17M. 

i "F>m kntaeo (fol detto laofoai acendead un oacalolto, del qualen 
a aono Badvoid U Cafaralll, eba eon quaato itome A ehlaroato U laoio; rl 
i una {ontana witlo uuat volUt anUea, aha al preaente al e U 
Romani rl aanno I'aaLaie a rlcnmral; nal oavimento di eaaa fonia ai 
Id ud epliafto aaaem quriila la (onto ^ EgerU, docUeata alia ninfe, a 

S aaU« dice eaaere nadulma (oata In cid fu eoBTerUta.'’ 

amo^s kt. ap. Nardwls pag. 19. He dnea not giro the Inaerlptlou. 

I In cAla Joatfaaluia cxtal Ingani lapla quaiurmtoa aolldua in qne 
icupta hue duo Oaldil oarntlaa aunt: 

JEgeria ast qtua pnabel aquaadea grida Caamk 
IUa NumB co»)nDS eooalliuoMjiiafuU. 

Hut rldatur ax aodem Eiaric fiDita, aut alua vklnla Mhue eoiap<»s 
totnc7 DiaHuffl Italic, p.ie. 


I where he pretends it was during the reign of the kings, 
as far as the Arician grove, and then makes it recede 
to its old situ widi (he slirinkitig city.* The tufb, or 
pumice, which the poet prefers to marble, is the sub¬ 
stance composing the bank in wliich the grotto is sunk. 

The modern topographerst find in the grotto tlie 
statue of I lie nymph and nine niches for the louses, and 
a lata traveller j. has discovered tliat the cave is restored 
to that simplicity which the poet regretted had been 
excliaiigod for injudicious ornament. But the headless 
statue IS palpably rather a male than a nymph, and has 
none of the attributes ascribed to it at present visible. 
The nine Muses could hardly have stood in six niches; 
and Juvenal certainly does not allude to any individual 
cave.§ Nulhing can be collected from the satirist but 
that somewhere near tlie Porta Cajiona was a spot in 
which it was supposed Numa hold nightly consultations 
with his nymph, and where there was a grove and a' 
sacred fuuntain, and fanes once consecrated to the 
Muses; and that from this spot there was a descent 
into the valley of Egcria, where were several arlifieial 
caves. It is clear that the statues of the Muses mado 
no part of the decoration which the satirist thought 
misplaced in these caves; for he expressly assigns other 
fanes (deliihra) to Uiese divinities above die valley, and 
moreover tells us that they had been ejected to make 
room for the Jews. In fact, the little temple, now called 
that of Bacchus, was formerly thought to belong to tho 
Muses, and Nardini|l places them in a |ioplar grove, 
which was in his time above the valley. 

It is probable, from the inscription and position, that 
tlie 'cavo now shown may be one of the “ arlifir.ial 
caverns,” of whieli, indeed, there is another a little way 
higher up the valley, under a tuft of alder bushes: but 
a single grotto of Egeria is a mere modern invention, 
grafted upon the application of the epithet Egerian to 
uiesc nymphea in general, and which might send us to 
look for the haunts of Numa upon tlie banks of tho 
Thames. 

Our English Juvenal was not seduced into mistrans¬ 
lation by liis anquaintiuice willi Pope: lui carefully 
preserves the correct plural— 

TliPiice hlowly wiiuHiig clown the vcile, we view 
'I'lip frok ; obs bow udIiJch liw true! ’ * 

Tlie vall<*v ulionndH willi spriiigHylT and over these 
sprin;;.**, which the Muses nii^lil h«*iiint from their iieigh- 
hourin«* jiroves, J^&eria jirosidcd: lieiico she was said 
to supply them willi water; and she was the nymph of 
the grottos through which the roiuilairis were taught to 
flow. 

Tile whole of the monuments in Uie vicinity of the 
Egcriaii valley have received luunos at will, wlueh havo 
been changed at will. Vonuti** owns he can see no 
traces of the temples of Jove, Saturn, Juno, Venus, and 
Diana, which Nurdinv found, or hoped to find. Tho 
mutatorium of Caracalla’s circus, the temple of Honour 
and Virtue, tho temple of Hacchus, and, above all, the 
temple of the god Rodiculus, are the antiquaries* 
despair. 

The circus of Coracalla depends on a medal of that 
emperor cited by Fulvius Tlrsinus, of which the reverse 
shows a circus, supposed, however, by some to represent 
the Circus Maximus. It gives a very good idea of that 
place of exercute. The soil has been nut little raised, 
if we may judge from the small cellular structure at 
the end m the Spina, which was probably the chapel 
of the god Cotnus. ccU is half beneath the soil, 

* I>e Rom. tp. Otbt. Anl. Rotn. tom. Iv. p. 1607. 

t EdiinimJ. OeocriilcBte (U Roma e detP Rgro Rnmotto, correUo dill* 
Abate Venuti, io Roioa, 1730. They beUave in Uwfrotto iuh! nynmh. 
•* Sinubkcpo dl queeto fonte, ewendori «cul|rite le neque «jiio di e«o/* 

1 CUeiucal Tonr.chep.Ti. p. 917. voi. fi. 

I ** Siibetltlt ad veteret arcus, tiMtd)d«raqn« CapeuaeOi 
Hie ubi iHjetiiniB Numa eonMhuebBl BisicB. 

Nunc aorri tontls D«m<M, et dehibr* looaniur 
J udeis quorum copbinum tooBmqu* Mpettes. 

Omnis eitlm populo msre^dem peodere )umb cst 
Arbor, et e||ectis moudiett sUtb OuntsDii. 

Id ruiUm meriB dcBcendimus, at ■peltuicu 
DistlndliMverk*. qumiU) prcMBnUus ettei 
Nmimd aquB, vMal lA iiand»* cluudcrBl umUui 
Herb*, aec biMimua viobitt&l marmor* topbum.** 

Sat.in. 

RlAh.ili.eftp.tU. 

IT '* UAdiqti* e mIo tquB acUuriunt.'* Nardini, Hb. HI. cbd, Hi. 

** Bcldiu^. fte. Uc. ell. p. W, 986. 




Canto IV. 


NOTES TO CHILDE HAROLD. 


, 08 it must havB been in Uio circus itself for Dionysius' 
could not be persuaded to believe that tliis divinity wo 
the Homan Neptune, because bis altar was wde 
ground. 

S7. 


77 

be BjDonymoqB with Fortune and with Pate;* but it 
was in her vindictive quality that was worshipped 
under the name d* Nemesis. 

59, 

/ see b^are me Hie He. 


Yet Id iM ponder boldly. 

‘ Stanza cxxvii. line 1. 

• At all events,” says the author of the Academical 
Questions, I trust, whatever may be the fate of my 
own speculations, that philosophy will regain that 
estimation which it ought to possess. The free and 
philosophic spirit of our nation has been the theme of 
^miration to the world. This was die proud distinc¬ 
tion of Englishmen, and tlie luminous source of all 
their glory. Shall wc U»cn forget the manly and dignified 
sentiments of our ancestors, to prate in the language 
of the mother or the nurse about our good old preju¬ 
dices ? This is not tlic way to defend the catise of 
truth. It was not time that our fathers maintained it 
in the brilliant periods of our history. Prejudice may 
Im trusted to guard the outworks for a short space of 
time while reason slumbers in tlie citadel; but if the 
latter sink into a lethargjr, the former will quickly erect 
a standard for herself. Philosophy, wisdom, and liberty, 
support each other: he who will not reason is a bigot; 
he who cannot, is a ibol; and he who dares not, is a 
slave.” Preface, p. xiv, xv. vol. i. 1805. 

58. 

Qr&d Ncmena*. 

Here, tokcre the ancient paid thee homage Umg. 

Stanza cxxxil lines 2 and 3. 

We read in Suotomus,that Augustus, from a warning 
received in a dream,f counterfeited, once a year, the 
beggar, sitting before the gate of his palace with his 
hand hollowed and stretohed out forclmrity. A statue 
formerly in the Villa Korghese, and which should be 
now at P.ans, represents the Emperor in that posture 
of .supplication. The object of this self degradation was 
the apjieasement of Nemesis, the pcmetual attendant on 
gO(»(l lortune, of who.se power the Roman conquerors 
wore also reminded W certain symbols attacliod to 
tlieir cars of triumph. The symbols were the whip and 
the crotalOf which were discovered in the Nemesis of 
tlie Vatican. The attitude of beggary made the alxive 
statue pass for that of BuUsarius: and until the criti¬ 
cism ot Wiiikelroaun| hod rectified the mistake, one 
fiction was called in to su[iport another. It was the 
same fear of the sudden termination of prosperity that 
made Amasis king of Egypt warn his friend Polycrates 
of Samos, that the gods loved those whose lives were 
chequered with good and evil fortunes. Nemesis was 
supposed to lie in wait particularly for the prudent; 
that is for Uiose whose caution rendered them accessi¬ 
ble only to mere accidents: and her first altar was 
raised on the banks of the Phrygian .^sepus by Adras- 
tus, probably tlie prince of Uiat name who kille'd the son 
of Creesus by mistake. Hence the goddess was called 
Adrastea.§ 

The Roman Nemesis was eacrod and augxtd : there 


Stanza cxl. line 1. 

VlThether the wonderful statue which suggested this 
imago be a laquoarian gladiator, whicii in spite of 
Winkelmann’s criticism has been stoutly miuntained,t 
or whether it be a Greek herald, as that great antiquary 
positively asserted^ or whether it is to be thought * 
Spartan or barbarian shield-bearer, according to dm 
opinion of his Italian editoi\§ it must assuredly seem 4 
copy of that masteniiece of utesilaus which represented 
^ a wounded man dying who perfectly expressed what 
there remained of life in him.”|[ MontfauconH and Maf- 
fei* * thought it the idenUcal statue; but that statue waa 
of bronze. The gladiator was once iii the villa Ludo- 
vizi, and was bought by Clement XU. The right arm 
’ 3 an entire restoration of Michael Angelo, ft 
60. 

Hc^ ihnr eire. 

Butcher'd to make a Roman holiday. 

Stanza cxU. lines 6 and 7. 

Gladiators were of two kinds, compelled and volun¬ 
tary ; and wore supplied from several conditions: from 
slaves sold for that purpose; from culprits; from bar¬ 
barian captives either taken in war, and, after being 
led in triumph, set apart fur tlie^roes, or those seized 
and condemned as reliels; also from free citizens, some 
fighting for hire {ouctoraU^) others from a depraved 
ambition; at last oven knights and senators were cxlfi* 
bited, a disgrace of which tlie first tyrant was naturally 
the first invenlor.^l In the end, dwarte, and even 
womtm, fought; un enormity prohibited by Severus. 
Of these the most to be pitied undoubtedly were the 
iiarbarian captives; and to this species a Christian 
wrifKr§§ justly applies the epitliet “ mnecenr,” to distin¬ 
guish them from tne professional gladiators. Aurolian 
and Claudius supplied great numbers of these unfortu¬ 
nate victims; the one aficr his Iriumpli, and the other 
on the pretext of a rebellion. || || No war, says Lipsiiis,Tl’ff 
was ever so destructive to the human race as these 
sports. In .spite of the laws of Constaniinc and Constans, 
gladiatorial shows survived the old established religbn 
more than seventy years; but they ou’ed their nnat 
extinction to the courage of a Christian. In liie year 
404, on the. kolends of January, they were exhibiting 
th(‘ shows ill the Flavian amphitheatre liefore the usuu 
imnieiiKc coiieoiirse of people. Alinachiiis or Tclema- 
chus, an eastern monk, who had travelled to Romo 
intent on his holy ]mrpose, rushed into the nikist of tlio 
arena, and endeavoured to separate the combatants. 

V OBAB NEMBHl 
SIVB PORTtJNAB 
PlSTOaiVH 
avaiANVs 
V. c. LBOAT. 

LSa. Xlll. O. 

CORO. 


was a temple to her in the Palatine uuder the name of 
Rhainnusia:|| so great indeed was the propensityof 
the ancients to trust to the revolution of events, and to 
believe in tlie divinity of Fortune, that in the same 
PaJatine there was a temple to the Fortune of tlie day .11 
This is the last superstition which retains its hold over 
the human heart; and from conccniratitig in one object 
^e credidity so natural to man, has always Eqipeared 
strongest in those unembarrassed by oUier articles of 
belief The antiquaries have supposed this goddess to 

* Aotiq. Rom. ISb. U. etp. xxz!. 

f SiMton. ill V((. Auftwii, cup. 91. Cwtubon, in the note, refer* to 
PtuUrdi'* Live* of CamUhi* am jGmiliua Fbulus andalioto hi* apopli* 
tbeema, for the charocter of Uu* (telty. The hollowed heod we* rechooed 
th^ut defree of degradallon; end when the deed body of the ivcfect 
RMteuewuboroeebiMitiatriumpbbyihe people, the lodicnky veain- 
er«e*(Hl by pouiiif hi* head in that po*iiiou. 

tStoriedelieArU,ac.Ub.xti.e%p.U.ttmt.U.p. 4SS. VlKOnticell* 
the etetae, h^ever, e Cybete. U U given in toe Ma»eo Pio-Clement. 
tom. i.per. 40. The AbeiePee (Spic|etiooedaiR4ini.Starie,4c.toin. 
IH.p. SIS.) eelU It e ChiisiuMa*. 

S Diot. de Beyle, erlkle Admetee. 

It ie eaumented by the regionery Victor. 

X rmtuM MvMO aM. Cilccro menUene bv, de Legib. Kb. H. 


See Q.iiritlone* RotnenK, Ac. ep. Orev. Antfq Ronuiu. tom. ▼. p. 9tt. 
ralL- MurnUtri, N»v. Tbeeenr. Inariip. Yet. tom. i. p. SH,SS, wbeiv 
are three liCtiii end one Ureek Uiecripliou to NeineeU, end other* 

... Fete. 

; By the Abate Bracri.diaeitKuone eu^ an cltpeo voUto, Ac. Prefnee, 
peg. 7. who ecrouni* for the cord round the neck, but not fur the horn, 
wldch it doe* nut eppenr the ciedielom titemeeWe* ever ueed. Note A, 
Storiu dell* Arti, tom. U.p.»5. 

1 KAUier Pullfonte*, hereid of l<elue, killed by CBiitiroa; or Cepreetf. /' 
.eld uf P.urltheue, xilledby the AtheniMtwhenheriideevouredtodnii 
e Uemclldn from the alter of mercy, and In whou Itmiour they Inath 
iteil enuutti gemet, continued to the Ume of liedrieu; or Anlbemo* 
eritue, the Athcnlen herald, killed by the Megureneee, who nerer reeov- 
eiwl the impiety. See Stonedeile Arti, Ac. tom. li.p, 803,904, SOS, 108, 
S07. lib. is. cep. ii. 

i Stone, Ac. tom. ii. p. 907. Not. (A.) 

(I << Vulneraium drfinentera fecit in quo poeeit Inteliigl quantum reetst 
mime.'’ PiJn. Net. Hlet. lib. xxxir. cap. 
f| Antiq. tom. Ih. per. 9. tab. 155. 

Racc.Met. lab. <4. 

t 1 Mu*. Caidtol. tom. Ut. p. 151. edit. IW. 

JuliueC«aer.who ro*e by tbe&lIofUieer!atoemey,brauf)nPwlai 
eptinu* and A. Ctdenue upon the arena. 

K TeriuUtan, carte qutdem et Innoceates ^edietore* In ludum vmI- 
int, et volupteU* puhikie hoeila ftant.*' luet. Lipe. Saturn. Sermon. 
Ib.U.eep.lfi. 

llNVe{^ue,invU. Aurel. end In vil. Claud. Ibid. 

Xf “CredoliQbMdooulIumbelhuntestemelsdrmvaeiitiemque jpneH 
buniano latulieee,Qunca boeed voiupieteta Uidv*.“ Joet.l.ip*. Ibid.ltt* 

I.eep.sii. 
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The prmtor Alfpiwt, a person incredibly attached to 
these games,* ^ve instant orders to the gladiators to 
slay him; and Telemachus gained the crown of mar¬ 
tyrdom, and the Utle of saint, which surely has never 
eitlier before or since been awarded for a more noble 
exploit. Honorius immediately abolished the shows, 
wliich were never afterwards revived. The story is 
told by Theodore'l and Caasiodoru8,|; and seems wor¬ 
thy ot credit notwithstanding its place in the Roman 
martyrology.§ Besides the torrents of blood which 
fiow^ at the funerals, in the amphitheatres, the circus, 
the forums, and other public places, gladiators were in¬ 
troduced at feasts, and tore each other to pieces amidst 
the supper tables, to the great delight ana applause of 
the guests. Yet Lipsius permits himself to sm^pose 
the loss of courage, and the evident degeneracy of man¬ 
kind, to he nearly connected with the abolition of these 
bloody spectacles. II 

Jfere, v^tere the Raman miliion^s blame or praise 
IVas death or Ufej the playthings of a crowd. 

Stanza cxlii. lines 5 and G. 

When one gladiator wounded another, he shouted 
* he has it,” “hoc habot,” or “halxfl.” The woundci 
combatant dropped his weapon, and advancing to tin 
edge of die arena, supplicated the spc(iators. If he hud 
fought well, the people saved him ; if utherwisc, or as 
they happened to be inclined, they turned down their 
thumbs, and he was slain. They were occasionally s( 
savage that they were impatient if a combat )ast<Hi 
longer than ordinary without wounds or death. Tlu 
emperor’s presence generally saved the vant^uished: 
and it is recorded as an instance of Caracalla’.s ferocity, 
that ho sent those who KuppUcalcd him for life, 
spectacle at Nicomedia, to ask the people; in other 
wordt^ handed them over to he slain. A similar cere¬ 
mony is observed at the Spanish hull-fights. Tlie 
magistrate presides; and after the horsemen and picca- 
dores have fought the hull, the matadoru steps forward 
and bows to him fur permission to kill the animal. If 
the bull has done liis duty by killing two or tliree horses, 
or a man, which is rare., the people interfere with 
shouts, the ladies wave their liuiulkcrchicrs, and the 
animal is saved. The wounds and <)ealh of tho liorsc:! 
are accompanied with ihii loudest acclamations, and 
many gestures of delight, rHjiecially from the female 
portion of the audience, including those of the gentlesi 
blood. Every thing depends on nalhl. Tho author of 
Childe Harold, the writer of tins note, and one or two 
uthor Englishmen, who have certainly in other day* 
borno Uio sight of u pitched battle, were, during th< 
summer of 1809, in tho governor’s box at the great am¬ 
phitheatre of Santa Maria, opposite to Cadiz. The 
Jpath ol’one or two hors»‘s completely satisfied their 
curiosity. A gentleman present, observing them .siiud- 
-ier and look pale, noticed that unusual reception, of so 
delightful a sport to some young ladies, who stared 
and smiled, and continiKHl tfieir applauses as anotlierj 
Fiorsc fell bleeding to the ground. One hull kilhx] throe | 
'lorses tiff" his awn fwrns. He was saved by acclamations, 
which were redoubled when it was known hu belonged 

a priest. 

An Englishman, who can be much pleased with see- 
ng two rtiun beat themselves to pieces, cannot hear to 
ook at a horse galloping round an arena with his 
wwels trailing on the ground, and turns from the 
^etaclc and the spectators witii horror and disgust. 

62. 

IjAe katrels on the Udd first Cesar's head. 

Stanza cxliv. line 6. 

Suetonius informs us that Julius Cmsar was particti- 

* Atienninun Ti.coitrm.Mip. tUi.) "Alrpium HuiinisiiuUatori ifiec* 
aciiii inhiiOt mcredibUiter Bbrcpttim,” tieribit. lb. lib. l.csp. xii. 

t HUt. Rceiff. cup. XKvi. Itb. v. 

t ('niHiotl, Tripartita,!, x.c. xi. Satiim. Ui. lb. 

. ^fiarunitiA, ail. ann. vt in nulla a<I Martvrol. Ram. 1. Jan. 
Vlarancmi drllr mamorte wtcrv e profane dell' AnAieatro Plavlo, p. 

•dtt. 1746. 

S‘*tluo«l'7 nnn tu Upal mommtnm aUqimd halmlm cenoca ad virtu* 
rm? Macniim. ISnnpora nnatm, iumhiuo ijwia videamua. Oppidum 
•rr« iMitim altarotno# tainnin. dirrptnmeattumultuaciroanai.tKui in 
iM’in : ft lamen ctWipMSi ft tiirbamur. Ubi robur, ubi tot pfr aonoa 
MMliUiia uipIffliiiK naata? iiM ille animtiaqni {xxmH dterre. #1/ractua 
ttnl»Atur t>rbh7" Ao. Ibid Mb. U. nap. xxv. Tb« Air. 

(iVtitdliam'ai'wnaiirHeoa huIl-baiUug. 


larly gratified by that decree of the senate^ which ena* 
hied him to wear a wreath of laurel on all occasions. 
He was anxious, not to show that he was the conqueror 
of the world, hut to hide that ho was bald. A stranger 
at Rome would hardly have guessed at the motive, nor 
should we without the help of tlic historian. 

63. 

Pf^hile stands dte Oohscnei, Rome tdudl stand. 

Stanza cxlv. line 1. 

This is quoted in the Decline and Fall of the Roman 
Empire ; and a notice on the Coliseum may be seen in 
the Historical Illustrations to the IVth Canto of Childe 
Harold. 

64. 

. spared and Idest by time. 

Stanza cxlvt. line 9. 

Though plundered of all its brass, except the ring 
wliicb was necessary to preserve the aperture above; 
tliough exposed to repealed fires, though sometimes 
flooded by Uic river, and always open to tho rain, no 
monument of equal antiquity is so well preserved its 
thi.s rotunda. It passed with little alteration from the 
Pagan into the present worship; and so convenient 
were its niches fur the Christian altar, that Michael 
Angelo, ever sliidioiis of ancient beauty, introduced 
their design as a model in the Catholic church.” 

Forsytii’s llemark.s, &c. on Italy, p. 137. sec. edit. 

65. 

And they whofrelfor gcwiws may repose. 

Their eyes on honour’d forms, vhosr busts around tJum dose. 

Hlanza c.xivii. line.s 8 and 9. 

The Pantheon has been made a receptacle for the 
busts (if modern great, or, at least, distinguished, men. 
The flood of light which once fell through the large orb 
above on the whole circle of divinities, now shine.s on a 
numerous assemblage of mortals, some one or two of 
whom have been almost deified hy the veru'ration of 
tlieir countrymen. 

66 . 

There is a dungeon^ in whose dim drear light. 

Stanza cxlviii. line 1, 

This and llu': three next stanzas allude to the story 
of tho Roman daughter, which is rccmlled to the traveller 
hy th(! site, or pretended site, of that adventure, now 
snovvii at the church of St. Nicholas in care.ere. Tho 
diflScullics ati ending the full belief of the talc arc stated 
in Historical Illustrations, Sic, 

C7. 

Tvm to the Afolr, tthich JTadrtan reard on high. 

Stanza clii. line 1. 

The castle of St. Angelo. See—Historical Illustra¬ 
tions. 

68 . 

Stanza cliii. 

This and the six next stanzas have a reference to the 
church of St. Pewter’s. For a measurement of the com¬ 
parative length of this basilica, and the other great 
churches of Europe, see the pavement of St. Peter’s, 
and the classical Tour throu^ Italy, vul. ii. pag. 125. 
et Bcq. chap. iv. 

69. 

the strange fats 
fVhidi tumbles mtgJuiest soverdgns. 

Stanza clicxi. lines 6 and 7. 

Mary died on the scaflVdd; Elizabeth of a broken 
!ieart; Charles V. a hermit; Louis XIV. a bankrupt 
in means and glf’ry; Cromwell of anxiety; and, “the 
greatest is behind,” Napoleon lives a prisoner. To these 
sovereigns a long but superfluous list might bo added 
of names equally illustrious and unhappy. 

70. 

Lo, Nemi! nax'dtd in the woody hiUs. 

Stanza cbotiii. line 2. 

The village of Nemi was near tho Artcian retreat of 
Egeria. and from the shades which embosomed the 
.emple of Diana, has preserved to this day its distinc- 
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nandusia, you come to the roots of the higher moiintaia 
Gennaro. Singularly enough^ the only spot of ploughed 


iog’s hdo from the comfortable inn of Albono. 

71. 

And afar 

The 2*Aer and the broad ocean laoee 
JVte Latian eoaet, &c. jtc. 

Stanza cbtxtr. lines 2,3, and 4. 

The whole declivity of the Alban hill is of unrivalled 
beauty, and from the convent on the highest point, which 
has succeeded to the temple of the Latian Jupiter, the 
prospect embraces all the objects alluded to in the cited 
stanza; the Mediterranean; the whole scene of the 
latter half of the AEneid, and the const from beyond the 
mouth of the Tiber to the headland of Circioum and the 
Cwo ofTerracina. 


land in the whole valley is on the knoll where this Ban* 
dusia rises. 

til frifut amtUle 
PeMi* votnere UiiHs 
fVciXB, et jMcori 

The peasants show another spring near the mosaic 
pavement which they call “Oradina," and which flows 
down the hills into a tank, or niill-dam, and thence 
trickles over into the Dignnlia. 

But we must not hope 

‘^Tolruco the Muers ujiwirde to their 

by exploring tho wiiitiings of ihe romantic valley in 
search of the Handusian fountain. It seems stran£< 

xL . ... . _ I 111 .1 1 . . Ta 1 • <• . X *v 


The site of Cicero’s villa may be supposed either at i , ,,, . l ra i • 

the Grotta Ferrata, or at tho Tusculum of Prince Lu- ‘ll* any one should have thought Bandusia a fountain 
cien Buonanarte ^ ^ i>igeiilia—Horace has not let drop a word ot it; 

The fomiw was thought some years ago the actual I immortal spring has in fact beet, discovered in 

site, as may be seen from Middleton’s Life of Cicoro. of the holders of many go^ things in Italy, 

At present it has lost something of its credit, czeept for I ‘I*® "'"'j';,*- , 

the'Oon.enichinos. Nine monls of tho Greek order vais and Pro.a.s near Vem.s.a, where it was most likely to 
live there, and the adjoining villa is a cardinal’s sum- !'<’f™n<l.* We shall not be so ucky as a laic traveller 
mer-housk Tho othw villa, called Ruflnclla, is on the P‘»‘ 

summit of the hill above Frascati, and many rich re- Tl»>re is not a pine m the whole valley, but hero 

mams of Tusculum have been found there, besides me two cypresses, which he evidently look or mistook, 
icri. and oreservation. '.»■« ode f 1 he truth is, thal the pine IS 

now, as It was in the days of virgil, a garden tree, and 
if was not at all likclv' to* be round in tlie craifgy acclivi¬ 
ties of tin; valley of jftuslica. Horace nrobubly had ono 
of tlu'm in the orchard close above Ida iarni, imme- 
diulcly oversliado^ving his villa, not on the rocky liciglits 


seventy-two statues ofditfereiit merit and preservation, 
and seven busts. 

From the siiine ciniiiencc are seen the Sahino hills, 
embosomed in which lie.s the long valley of Hustica. 
There are .several circumstances which lend to esta¬ 


blish the identity of this valley with the “ of ^ , i* "k c i riM . . * r 

Horace ; and it seems possible that the mosaic pave- , •*‘"7 

ment which the peasaiiti uncover by throwing up the I ^'I’l’-’S^I himself to have sec., this mne bgured 

earth of a vineyard may belong to his villa. Uustica is i ‘V'T 7'"''’ '■'' 17 ’®"'';!!’ 

pronounccil short, not according to our stress upon-1 ■'««‘l'"'’n of the 

“Csticu. eub<,ntis.'’-It is more rational to Uiink tlia. at Naples, unless they have been since 

wo are wrong than that the inhabitants of this eluded lisplaced, were assuredly only acacias and olher cem- 
valley have changed their (one ill this word. The addi- men garden shrub8.J The extreme disappointment 
ti«nofthcconsohantprcfixe.lis«o.hing:yetitisneces- exi’^f'cnccd by cln^smg he Classtca tourist as a 
sary to he aware that Rustica may be^ modern name r 


The villa, or tlie mosaic, is in a. vineyard on a knoll 
covered with chestnut trees. A stream runs down the 
valley, and although it is not true, as said in tho guide 
books, that this stream is called Liconza, yet Uiere is a 
village on a rock at the head of the valley which is so 
denominated, and which may have taken its name from 
the Digentia. Licenza contains 700 inhabitants. On a 
peak a little way beyond is Civitelia, containing SOO. 
On the banks of the Anio, a little before you turn up int< 
Valle Rustica, to the left, about an hour from the oUluj 
is a town called Yicuvaro, another favourable coinci¬ 
dence with the Kdrio of the poet. At the end of the 
valley, towards the Anio, there is a bare hill, crowned 
with a little town called Hardela. At Uie foot of this 
hill the nvulot of Licenza flows, and is almost absorbed 


selected tlie same conductor througli the same country. 
This author is in fact one of the most inaccurate, unsa¬ 
tisfactory w'rilers tliat have in our times attained a 
te mporary reputation, and is very seldom to ho trusted 
even when he speaks of objects wliioli be must be pre¬ 
sumed to have seen. His errors, from tho simple 
exaggeration to the downright inisstalemenf, arc so 
frc<]ucnt as to induce a suspicion tliat he had either 
never visited the spots described, or had trusted to the 
iidelity of former writers. Indeed tlie Classical Tour 
has every cliaractcristic of a mere compilation of former 
notices, strung together upon a very slender thread of 
ptTsoiial observation, and swelled out by those deco¬ 
rations wlncli are so easily supplied by a systematic 
adoption of all the common places of praise, apjilied to 
rv thing, and therefore signifying nothing. 


«vr . 

, f- . r .1 I r.t . i u The Style which one person thinks cloggy and rum- 

can be more fortunate for the lines of the poet, whether ' >, ,he taste orolhers, and 

m a metaphorical or direct sense: «*■ » / __ . _ 

*' Mo <{uotien* refieil gitlidui rivim, 

tiuem Mandela bibit rugoau* Mgore pRgtii. 


such may <*.xpcricnce some Baliitary excitement in 
ploughing through the periods of the Classical Tour. 
It must he said, however, that polish and weight aro 
Tho stream is clear high up the valley, but before it apt to begot an expectation of value. It is amongst tho 
roadies the hill of Bardela looks green and yellow like of damned to toil up a climax with a huge 

a sulphur rivulet. 

Rocca Giovane, a ruined \dUage in die hills, half an 

hour’s walk from the vineyard where the pavement is __ 

shown, does seem to be the sight of the fane ofVacuna, The love of virtue and of iiherly, which must have dis- 


round $t<me. 

The tourist had the choice of his words, but there 
was no such latitude allowed to that of his senlimonts. 


and an inscription found there tells that this temple of 
the Sabine Victory was repaired by Vespasian.* With 


tinguished the character, certainly adorns the pages of 
Mr. Eustace, and the gentlemanly spirit, so recommen- 


these helps, and a position corresponding exactly to datorv either in an author or his productions, is very 
every thing which the poet has told us of his retreat, conspicuous throughout the Classical Tour. But these 
we may feel tolerably secure of our site. generous qualities arc tlie foliage of such a perflimiance, 

The hill which should be Lucretilis is called Canipa- a^d may bo spread about it so prominently, and pro- 


* IMP. OMSAR VBSPASIANVS 
PONTIFBX MAXiMVS. TRIB. 
POrSST. CBMSOR. JEDEM 
VIOTORIJB. VBTVSTATB ILLAPSAM. 
BVA. UfPSMSA. KBSTITVIT. 


- Hee—Mutf»ric»l IlJuttratlonB of On* Funrth f’anlo, p. 43. 

iHf^-^lawK.alToitr,ar.cli»p.vU.p.U50. xJ.u. 

i‘* T’iwl«rnur window*, »o<l b^rdenu* on the »• <lw g»«;; 

rteo, laid oul in pwrlt-rr.... ttmi wiilk* *luide<l by ruw# vf otkic^b ir 
Ciaiiical Tour, Ac. clwi*. *i. ii.ocl. 365. 
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CAsro IV. 


fiifejjM to endiarru* thoie who with to tee and find 
the at hand. Tbs unction of the divine, and the 
•ahortationa of the moraliat, may have made this work 
■omethiag more and better than a bocdi of travels, but 
they have not made it a book of travels; and this ob- 
aervation applies more especially to that enticing method 
of instruction conveyed by the permtual introduction 
of the same Gallic Helot to reel and bluster before the 
rising generation, and terrify it into decency by the dis 
{day of all die excesses of the revolution. An animosity 
agunst atheists and regicides in general, and French¬ 
men specifically, may be honourable, and may be useful 
as a record; but that antidote should either be admi¬ 
nistered in any work rather tlian a tour, or, at leasi 
idiould be served up a|>art, and not so mixed with tlie 
whole mass of information and rellection, as to give a 
; bitterness to every page: for who would cnoose to have 
: the antipathies of any man, however just, for his travel¬ 
ling companions 7 A tourist, unless be aspires to the 
errait of prophecy, is not answerable for ttie changes 
which may take place in the country which ho describes 
but his reader may very fairly esteem all his politica 
{Kirtraits and deductions as so much waste paper, the 
moment they cease to assist, and more particularly if 
(hey obstruct, his actual survey. 

Neither encomium nor accusation of any govomment, 
or governors^ is meant to bo here offered; but it is 
stated as an incontrovertible fact, that the change ope¬ 
rated, either by the address of the late imperial system, 
or by the disappointment of every expectation by those 
who have succeeded to the Italian thrones, has been so 
considerable, and is so apparent, as not only to put Mr. 
Eustace’s antigallican philippics entirely out of date, 
but oven to throw some suspicion upon the competency 
and candour of the author himself. A remarkable ex¬ 
ample may be found in tho instance of Bologna, over 
whose papal sdtachmonts, and conaoguenl desolation, 
(he tourist pours forth such strains of condolence and 
revenge, made louder by tlio borrowed trumpet of Mr. 
Burke. Now Bologna is at tliis moment, and has been 
for some years, notorious amongst the states of Italy 


for its altachroent to revolutionary principles, and was 
almost tlie only city which made any demonatrathnnin 
favour of the unfortunate Murat. This change may, 
however, have been made since Mr. Eustace visited 
this country; but the traveller whom he has thrilled 
with horror at the projected stripping of the copper from 
the cupola of St. Peter’s, must be much relievq^ to find 
that sacrilege out of the power of the French, or any 
other plunderers, the cupola being covered with had,* 

If the conspiring voice of otherwise rival critics had 
not given considerable currency to the Classical Tour, 
it would have been unnecessaiy to warn the readfr, 
that however it may adorn his library, it will be of little 
or no service to him in his carriage; and if the judg¬ 
ment of those critics had hitherto been suspended, no 
attempt would have been made to anticipate their deci¬ 
sion. As it i^ those who stand in the relation of pos- , 
terity to Mr. Eustace may be permitted to appeal from 
cotemporary praises, and are perhaps more hkely to be 
jud( in proportion as the causes of love and hatred are 
the fiirUier removed. This appeal hod, in some mea¬ 
sure, been made before the above remarks were written; 
for one of the most respectable of the Florentine pub¬ 
lishers, who had been persuaded by the repeated inqui¬ 
ries of those on their journey southwards to reprint a 
cheap edition of the Classical Tour, was, by the con¬ 
curring advice of returning travellers, induced to aban¬ 
don his design, although he had already arranged his 
types and paper, and had struck off one or two of the 
hrst sheets. 

Tho writer of those notes would wish to part (like 
Mr. Gibbon) on good terms with tlie I’opo and the 
Cardinals, but he does not tliink. it necessary to extend 
he same discreet silence to their humble partisans. 


* “ What thetk, will he the ftetoiiiahmcul, or rather the horror, of mjr 

reader, lebm I infurm him.the French committee turned 

lie attention to RBiiitPeter’a, and employed aeomtianTof Jewi to ealW 
mate and purchoae the gold, aiWer, and bronae tltat aw>m the iiialde of 
the edifice, aa vollae Uio cj^per that covers the vauita and dome on the 
outride.” Chan. tv. p. 180. td. U. The etcry about the Jewe ie poai' 
ti vely deokd at ttome. 



THE GIAOUR; 

A FRAOMENT OF A TURKISH TALE. 


One fatal remembrance—one Porryw that ihrowt 
lU bleak ihad« alike o’er our joys and oar woei— 

To wliicb life nolbing darker nor hri<())ler can bring, 

For wlucU Joy haUi no balm, and affllcUon no aUng. 

Mookb. 


TO SAMUEL ROGERS, ESa. 

AS A SLIGHT BUT MOST SINCERE TOKEN OP ADMIRATION OP HIS GENIUS, 
RESPECT FOR HIS CHARACTER, AND GRATITUDE FOR HIS FRIENDSHIP, 

THIS PRODUCTION IS INSCRIBED, 

BY HIS OBLIGED AND APFECTIONATE SERVANT, 

BYRON. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The Tale which these disjointed fraijmcnta present, i: 
founded upon circrnn-stanccs now less common in the 
East than formerly; cither because the ladies are 
more circumspect than in llie “olden time;” or be¬ 
cause tlie CliAstians have better fortune, or less en- 
tcr;>risc. The story, when entire, contained the 
adventures of a female slave, who was thrown, in the 
Mussulman manner, into the sea tor infidelity, and 
avenged hy a young Venetian, her lover, at the time 
the Seven Islands were possessed by the Republic ofj 
Venice, and soon after the Amaouts were beaten 
back from the Morea, which tliey had ravaged for 
some time subsequent to the Russian invasion. The 
desertion of tlic Mainotes, on being refused the plun¬ 
der of MLsitra, led to the abandonment of that enter¬ 
prise, and to the desolation of the Morea, during 
which the cruelty exercised on all sides was unpa¬ 
ralleled even in the annals of the faithful. 


THE GIAOUR. 


No breath of air to break the wave 
That rolls below the Athenian’s grave. 
That tomb' which, gleaming o’er the cliff, 
First greets the homeward-veering skiff, 
High o’er the land he saved in vain; 
When shall such hero live again ? 

P’air clime! where every season smiles 
Benignant o’er those blessed isles, 

Which, seen from far Colonna’s height, 
Alake glad the heart that hails the sight, 
And lend to loneliness delight. 

There, mildly dimpling. Ocean’s cheek 
,Reflocts the tints of many a peak 


Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These Edens of tire eastern wave; 

And if, at times, a transient breeae 
Break the blue crystal of the seas. 

Or sweep one blossom from the trees. 
How welcome is each gentle air 
That wakes and wails the odours there.' 
For there—Uie rose o’er crag or vale, 
Sultana of the nightingale,’ 

The maid for whom his melody, 

His tliousand songs arc heard on high. 
Blooms blushing to her lover’s tale; 

His queen, the garden queen, his rosf^ 
Unbent by winds, uncliiH'd by snows, 

Far from the wmters of the west. 

By Bvciy breeze and season blest, 

Returns the sweets by Nature givei^ 

In softest incense back to heaven; 

And grateful yields that smiling sky 
Her fairest hue and fragrant sigh. 

And many a summer flower is tliere, 

And many a sliado that love might share. 
Anil many a grotto, meant ftir rest 
That holds the pirate for a guest; 

Whose bark in sheltering cove below 
Lurks for the passing peaceful prow 
Till die gay mariner’s guitar’ 

Is heard, and seen the evening star 
Then stealing with the mutiled oar. 

Far shaded hy the rocky shore, 

Rush the night-prowlers on the prey, 

And turn to groans his roundelay. 

Strange—that where Nature lov’d to trace 
As if for gods, a dwelling-place. 

And every charm and grace hath mix’d 
Within the piu-adisc she fix’d, 

There man, enamour’d of distress, 

Should mar it into wilderness. 

And trample, briite-like, o'er each flower 
That tasks not one. laliorious hour; 

Nor claims die culture of his hand 
To bloom along the fairy land, 




82 


THK GrAOUR. 


But springs as to preclude his care, 

And sweetly woes hiin—but to spare! 
Strange—that where all is peace beside 
There passion riots in her pride, 

And lust and rapine wildly reign 
To darken o’er the fair domain. 

It is as though the fiends prevaiPd 
Against the seraphs they assail’d. 

And, fixed on heavenly thrones, should dwell 
The freed inheritors of hell ; 

So soil the scene, so form’d for joy, 

So curst the tyrants that destroy! 

He who hath bent him o’er the dead, 

Ere the first day of death is fled, 

The first dark day of nothingness, 

The last of danger and distress, 

(Before decay’s cflacing fingers 

Have swept the lines where beauty lingers,) 

And mark’d tlie mild angelic air. 

The rapture of repose that’s there, 

The fix’d, yet tender trails that streak 
The languor of the placid cheek. 

And—^but for that sad shrouded eye. 

That fires not, wins nut, weeps not, now, 
And but for tliat chill, cliangoIoBs brow, 
Where cold obstruction’s apatoy * 

A|g>als the gazing mourner’s heart. 

As if to him it could impart 

The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon; 

Yes, but for these, and those alone, 

Borne moments, ay, one treacherous hour 
He still might doubt tlie tyratit’s power; 

So fair, so calm, so soflly scal’d, 

The first, last look by death reveal’d!* 

Such is tlie aspect of this shore; 

’T is Greece, but living Greece no more! 

So coldly sweet, so deadly fair. 

We start, for soid is wanting tliere. 

Hers is the loveliness in death, 

That parts not quite with parting breath; 

But beauty with that fearful bloom. 

That hue which haunts it to tlie tomb. 
Expression’s last receding ray, 

A gilded halo hovering round decay. 

The farewell beam of fecluig post away! 

Spark of tliat flame, perchance of heavenly birth. 
Which gleams, but warms no more its clietished 
cartli! 

Climo of die unforgotten bravo! 

Whose land from plain to mountain-cave 
Was freedom’s home or glory’s grave! 

Shrine of the mighty! can it be. 

That this is all remains of thee? 

Approach, thou craven crouching slave 
Say, is not this ThermopyleB? 

These waters blue tliat round you lave. 

Oh servile offspring of the free— 

Pronounce what sea, what shore is this? 

The gulf the rock of Salamis! 

These scenes, their story not unknown, 

Arise, and m^c again your own; 

Snatch from the ashes ^ your sires 
The embers of their former fires; 

And ho who in the strife expires 
Will add to theirs a name of fear 
That tyranny shall quake to hear. 

And leave his sons a hope, a fame 
They too will rather die than shame: 

For fireedom’s batde once begun. 

Bequeath’d by bleecpBf t^ to son. 

Though baffled ofl, is ever won. 

Beat winiess, Greece, thy living page. 

Attest it many a deathless age! 


While kings, in dusty darkness Wd, 

Have left a nameless pyramid. 

Thy heroes, tliough the general doom 
Hath swept the column from their tomb, 

A mightier monument command. 

The mountains of tlieir native land! 

There points lliy muse to stranger’s eye 
The graves of those diat cannot die! 

’T were long to tell, and sad to trace. 

Each step from splendour to disgrace; 
Enough—no foreign foe could quell 
Thy soul, till from itself it fell; 

Yes! self-alia-sement paved the way 
To villain-bonds and des()Ot-sway. 

What can he tell who treads thy shore ? 

No legend of thine olden time. 

No theme on which lire muse might soar. 
High as thine own in days of yore, 

When man was wortliy of thy clime. 

The hearts within thy valleys bred. 

The fiery souls that might have led 
Thy suns to deeds sublime. 

Now crawl from cradle to the grave; 

Slaves—nay, tJie bondsmen of a slave, * 

And callous, save to crime; 

Stain’d with each evil that pollutes 
Mankind, where least above the brutes; 
Without even savage virtue blest, 

Without one free or valiant breast. 

Still to the neighboiuing ports they waft 
Proverbial wiles, and ancient craft; 

In this the subtle Greek is found, 

For this, and this alone, renown’d. 

In vain might liberty invoke 
The S|>irit to its bondage broke. 

Or raise tlie nock that courts die yoke: 

No more her sorrows I bewail, 

Yet this will be a mournful tale, 

And tlioy who listen may believe. 

Who heard it first hod cause to grieve. 

Far, dark, along the blue-sea glancing. 
The shadows of the rocks advancing, 

Start on the fisher’s eye like boat 
Of island-pirate or Mainote; 

And, fearful for bis Uglit caique, 

He shuns the near, but doubtful creek; 
Though worn and weary with his toil. 

And cumber’d with his scaly spoil. 

Slowly, yet strongly, plies the oar, 

Till Port Leone’s safer shore 
Keceives him by tlie lovely light 
That best becomes an eastern night. 

4i * # >1* # <4* 

Who tlnmdering comes on blackest steed, 
With slacken’d bit, and liisif of speed ? 
Beneath the clattering iron’s sound 
The cavem’d schoes wake around 
In lash for lash, and bound fur bound; 

The foam that streaks the courser’s side 
Seems gather’d from the ocean-tide; 
Though weary waves are sunk to rest, 
There's none witluu his rider’s breast; 

And though to-morrow’s tempest lower, 

’Tis calmer than thy heart, young Giaour!* 
I know thee not, I loatlic thy race. 

But in thy lineaments 1 trace 
What time shall strengthen, not efface: 
Though young and pale, that sallow (rant 
Is scath^ by fiery passion’s brunt; 

Though bent on cartli iliine evil eye, 

As meteor-like thou glidest by. 

Right well I view and deem thee tme 
Whom Othman’s sons should slay or ihwu 
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On—on he hastened, and he drew 
My gaze of wonder as he dew: 

Though like a demon of the night 
He pass’d and vanish’d from my sight, 

His aspect and his air impress’d 
A troi|bl6d memory on my breast, 

And long upon my startled ear 
Rung his dark courser’s hoofs of fear. 

He spurs his steed; he nears tlie steeps 
That, jutting, shadows o’er the deep; 

He winds around; ho hurries by; 

The rock relieves him from mine eye; 

For well I ween unwelcome ho 
Whose glance is fix’d on those tliat flee; 

And not a star but shines too bright 
On him who takes such timeless flight 
He wound along; but, ere he pass’d, 

One glance he snatch’d, os if his last, 

A moment chee^k’d his wheeling steed, 

A moment breathed him from his speed, 

A moment on his stirrup stood— 

Why looks he o’er the olive-wood ? 

The crescent glimmers on the hill, 

The mosque’s high lamps arc quivering still: 
Though too remote for sound to wake 
In echoes of the fur tophaike,^ 

The flashes of each joyous peal 
Are seen to prove the Moslem’s zeal. 

To-niglit, set Rhamazani’s sun; 

To-night the Boirum feast’s begun; 

To-night—but who and wliat art thou, 

Of foreign garb and fearful brow ? 

And wliat are tltose tn tliine or tliee, 

That thou shouldst cither pause or flee ? 

He stood—some dread was on his face, 

Soon hatred settled in its place 
It rose not witli die reddening flush 
Of transient anger’s darkening blush, 

But pale as marble o’er the tomb, 

Whose ghastly whiteness aids its gloom. 

His brow was bent, his eye was glaraid, 

Ho raised his arm, and fiercely raised, 

And sternly shook lus hand on high, 

As doubting to return or fly: 

Impatient his flight delay’d, 

Here Imid his raven charger neigh’d— 

Down glanced that hand, and grasped his blade; 
That sound had burst his w^iig dream, 

As slumber starts at owlet’s scream. 

The spur hath lanced his courser’s sides; 

Away, away, for life he rides; 

Swift as the hurl’d on high jerreed,* 

Springs to the touch his startled steed; 

The rock is doubled, and the shore 
Shakes with flie clattering tramp no more \ 

The crag is won, no more is seen 
His Christian crest and haughty mien. 

’T was but an instant he restrain’d 
That fiery barb so sternly rein’d: 

’T was but a moment that he stood, 

Then sped as if by death pursued; 

But in that instant o’er his soul 
Wintera of memory seem’d to roll, 

And gather in that drop of time 
A life of pain, an age crime. 

O’er him who loves, or hates, or fears, 

Such moment pours the grief of years 
What felt he then, at once opprest 
By ail that most distracts the breast 1 
That pause, which ponder’d o’er his fate, 

Oh, who its dreary length shall date! 

Though in rime’s recoil nearly nought, 

It was eternity to thought! 

Fw infinite as bounfless space 

The thought that conscience must embrace, 


Which in itself can com{»'ehend 
Wo without name, or hope, or end. 

The hour is past, the Giaour is g(me 
And did he fly or fUl alone ? 

Wo to that hour he camie or went! 

The curse for Hassan’s sin was sent, 

To turn a palace to a tomb: 

Ho came, he went, like tlie simoom,*® 

That harbinger of fate and gloom, 

Beneatli whose widely-wasting breath 
The very cypress droops to death— 

Dark tree, still sad when others’ grief is fled, 
The only constant mourner o’er the dead! 

The steed is vanish’d from Uie staU; 

No serf is seen m Hassan’s hall; 

The lonely spider’s thin gray pall 
Waves slowly widening o’er the wall^ 

The bat builds in his liaram bower; 

And in the fortress of his power 
Thc< owl U8ur})s the heacon-iowcr; 

The wild-dog howls o’er the fountaitt’s brim, 
With baflied thirst, and famine grim; 

For the stream has shrunk from its nmrble bed, 
Where the weeds and the desolate dust arc sprea 
’T was sweet of yoro to see it play, 

And cliase tlio siiliriiiess of day, 

As, springing higli, the silver dew 
In whirls fantustically flew, 

And flung hi.Yiirious coolness round 
The air, and verdure o’er the ground. 

’T was sweet, when cloudless stars were bright, 
To view the wavis of watery light, 

And hear its melody by niglit, 

And erft had Hasson’s cltildhood play’d 
Around tlie verge of that cascade; 

And ofl u{K>n his ntoUior’s breast 
That stmrid had harin<mized his rest; 

And oft had Hasson's youtli along 
Its hank been soothed by beauty’s semg; 

And softer seemed each melting tone 
Of music mingled with its own. 

Hut ne’er shall Htuisan’s age repose 
Along the brink at twilight’s close: 

Tlie stream tliat fill'd tliat font is fled— 

The blood tliat warm’d his lieart is shod! 

And here no more sliall luiinon voice 
Be heard to rage, regret, rejoice; 

The last sad note tliat swoll’d the gale 
Was woman’s wildest funeral wail: 

That quench’d in silence, edi is still, 

But the lattir.e that flaps when the wind is shrill: 
Though raves tlie gust, and floods (he rain, 

No hand shall close its clasp again. 

On desert sands *twere joy to scan 
The rudest steps of fellow man— 

So here the verj’ voice of grief 
Might wake an echo like relief; 

At least’t would say, * all are not gone; 

** There liitgera life, Uiough but in one—” 

For many a gilded chamber’s there, 

Which solitude might wet! forbear; 

Within dial dome as yet decay 
Hath slowly work’d her cankering way— 

But gloom is gathered o’er the gate 
Nor there the fakir’s self will wail; 

Nor there will wamiering dervise stay 
For bounty cheers not his delay; 

Nor tliere will weary stranger halt 
To bless the seared " bread and salt.’* ** 

Alike must wealth and poverty 
Pass heedless and unheeded by, 

For courtesy and pity died 
With Hasson on the mountain side. 

His roof, that refuge unto men, 

Is dosolarion’s hungry den. 
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The guest flies die hall, and the vassals from labour, 
Since his turban was cleft by the infldel’s sabre! *• 
■"■***♦ 

I hear the sound of coming feet, 

But not a voice mine ear to greet; 

More near—each turban 1 can scan, 

And silver-sheathed ataghan; '* 

The foremost of tlie bai^ is seen. 

An emir by his garb of green : 

“ Ho! who art thou ?—^this low salam '* 

Replies Moslem faith I am. 

The burden ye so gently bear, 

Seems one that claims your utmost care, 

Ami, doubtless, holds some precious freight. 

My humble bark would gladly wait.” 

“ Thmi speakest sooth, thy skiff unmoor. 

And waft us from the silent shore; 

Nay, leave the sail still furl’d, and ply 
The nearest oar that's scatter'd by; 

And midway to those rocks where sleep 
The channell’d waters dark and deep, 

Rost from your task—so—bravely done. 

Our course has been right swiftly run 
Yet’t is tile longest voyage, I trow, 

That one of-” 

****** 

Sullen it plung’d, and slowly sank. 

The calm wave rip|>led to tlie bank; 

I watcli’d it as it sank, methought 
Some motion from the current cjuight 
Beslirr’d it more,—was but the beam 
Tliat chequer’d o’er the living stream: 

I gazetl, till vanishing from view. 

Like lessening pebble it withdrew ; 

Sliil loss and loss, a speck of white 

That gemm’d the tide, then mock’d the sight; 

And all its hidden secrets sleep. 

Known but to genii of the deep, 

Wliich, trembling in their coral caves 
They dare not whisper to the waves. 

,fl ^ j|C ^ • 

As rising on its purple wing 
The insect-queen ’* of eastern spring 
O’er emerald meadows of Kashmeer 
Invites the young pursuer near, 

And leads him on from flower to flower 
A weary cliase and wasted hour. 

Then leaves him, as it soars on hi^ 

With panting heart and tearful eye t 
So beauty lures die full-grown child. 

With hue as bright, and wing as wild; 

A chase a( idle hopes and fears. 

Begun in folly, clo^ in team. 

If won, to equal ills betray’d, 

Wo waits the insect and the maid 
A life of pain, the loss of peace. 

From infant’s play, and man’s caprice: 

The lovely toy so fiercely sou^it 
Hath lost its charm by being caught. 

For every touch that wooed its stay 
Hath brush’d its brightest hues away. 

Till, charm, and hue, and beauty gone, 

T is left to fly or fall alone. 

With wounded wing, or bleeding breast. 

Ah! where shall either victim rest ? 

Can this with &dod pinion soar 
From rose to tulip as before 1 
Or lieauty, blighted ia an hour. 

Find joy wtthu her broken bower 7 

No! gayer insects fluttering 

Ne’er droop the wing o’er those that die. 


And lovelier things have mercy shown 
To every failing but their own, 

And eveiy wo a tear can claim 
Except an erring sister’s shame. 

The mind, that broods o’er guilty woes, 

Is like the scorpion girt by fire. 

In circle narrowing as it glows, 

The flames around tbeir captive close, 

TUI, hily scarcli’d by thousand throes, 

And maddening in her ire, 

One sad and sole relief she knows. 

The sting she nourish’d for her foes, 
Whose venom never yet was vain. 

Gives hut one pang, aticl cures all pain. 
And darts into her desperate brain; 

So do the dark in soul exfiire. 

Or live like scorpion girt by fire; ” 

So writhes the mind remorse hath riven. 
Unfit for earth, undoom’d for heaven, 
Oariuiess above, despair beneatli, 

Around it flame, within it death! 

* * * * * 

Black Hassan fi-om the haram flies. 

Nor bends on woman’s form his eyes; 

The unwonted chase each hour employs, 
Yet shares he not the hunter’s joys. 

Not thus was Hassan wont to fly 
When LeUa dwelt in his Serai. 

Doth I.eila there no longer dwell ? 

That tale can only Hassan tell: 

Strange nunours in our city say 
Upon liiat eve she fletl away, 

When Rhamaxan’s last sun was set, 
And, flashing from each minaret. 

Millions of lamps proclaim’d die feast 
Of Bairam tlirough the boundless east. 

’T was then she went as to the bath, 
Whicli Hassan vaiuly search'd in wrath; 
For she was flown her master’s rage, 

In likeness of a Georgian page, 

And far beyond the Moslem’s power 
Had wrong’d him with tlie faithless Giaour. 
Somewhat of tliis had Hassan deem’d; 

But still so fond, so iair she seem’d, 

Too well he trusted to the slave 
W hose treachery deserv’d a grave: 

And on that eve had gone to mosque, 

And thence to feast in his kiosk. 

Such is the tale ids Nubians tell. 

Who did not watch their charge too weH; 
But others say, that on that night. 

By pale Phingari’s trembling light. 

The Giaour upon his jet black steed 
W'as seen, but seen aIcBte to speed 
With bloody spur along the shore. 

Nor nuud nor page behind Idm bote. 

Her eyes dark charm’t were vain to tell, 
But gaze on that of the gazelle, 

It wiU assist thy fimey well; 

As large, as languishingly dark, 

But soul beam'd forth in every spark 
That darted from beneath the lid, 

Bright as the jewel of Gianiscfaid. 

Yea, soul, and should our prophet say 
That form was nought but brmthmg clay, 
By Alla! I would answer nay; 

Though on Al-Sirat’s ** arch I atood, 

Which totters o’er tlie fiery flood, 

With paradise within my view, 

And all Ids houri.<i beckoning throng. 
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C%! who young Leila’s glsnce could read 
And keep that porUon his creed ** 

Which saith that woman is but dust, 

A soulless toy for tyrant’s lust ? 

On her mi^it muftis gaze, and own 
That through her eye the Immortal shone; 

On her fair cheek’s unfading hue 

The young pomegranate’s blossoms strew 

Their bloom in blushes ever new; 

Her hair in hyacinthine flow, 

When left to roll its folds below, 

As ’midst her handmaids in the hall 
She stood superior to them all, 

Hath swept Ae marble where her feet 
Gleam’d whiter than the mountain sleet, 

Ero from the cloud that gave it birtli 
It fell, and caught one stain of c(u*th. 

The cygnet nol)ly walks tlie water; 

So moved on earth Circassia’s daughter, 

The loveliest bird of Franguestan! ** 

As rears her crest tho ruffled swan, 

And spurns the wave with wings of piide, 
When pass the sU'-ps of sfxanger man 
Alcmg the banks that bound her tide; 

Thus rose fair Leila’s whiter nock 
Thus arm’d with beauty would she check 
Intrusion’s glance, till folly's ga/e 
Shrunk from the charms it meant to priuse. 
I'hiis ingh and graceful was her gait; 

Her heart as tender to her mate; 

Her mate—stem Hassan, who was he ? 

Alas! tljat name was not for thee! 

♦ V ♦ ♦ * 

Stem Hossan hath a journey ta’en 
Witli twenty vassals in his train, 

Each arm'd, as best becomes a man, 

With anpiebuss and ataghan; 

The cliiuf before, as deck’d for wtu', 

Bears in his belt the scimitar 
Stain’d with die host of Araaut blood, 

When in tlie pass Uio rebids stood, 

And few return’d to tell the tale 
Of what befell in Parne’s vale. 

The pistols which hU ^rdle l>oro 
Were those that once a paslia wore, 

Which still, tliough gemm’d and boss’d witli gold, 
Even robbers tremble to behold. 

’T is said he goes to woo a bride 
More true than her who left his side; 

The faidilcss slave that broke her bower, 

And, worse than faithless, for a Giaour! 

The stm’s last rays are on the hill, 

And sparkle in the fountain rill, 

Whose welcome waters, cool and clear, 

Ih^aw blessings from the mountaineer: 

Here may the loitenng merchant Greek 
Find that re|) 06 e’t were vain to seek 
In cities lodged too near his lord. 

And trembling for his secret hoard*— 

Hero may he rest where none can see. 

In crowds a slave, in deserts free; 

And witli forbidden wine may stain 
The bowl a Moslem must drain, 

♦ 4c * * 

The foremost Tartar’s in the gap, 

Conspicuous by his yellow cap; 

The rest in lengthening line the while 
Wind slowly through the long defile: 

Above, the mountain rears a peak, 

Where vultures whet tlie thirsty beak, 

Ami theirs may be a feast to-night, 

Shall tempt them down ere morrow’s light; 


Beneath, a river’s wintry stream 
Has shrunk before the summer beam, 

And left a channel bleak and bare, 

Save shrubs that spring to perish there. 
Each side the midway path tliere lay 
Small broken crags of granite gray, 

By time, or mountain lightning, riven 
Frctm summits dad in mists of heaven t 
For where is he that hatli beheld 
The peak of Liakura imveU’d ? 

4c 4c a 4e 4c ♦ cS 

They reach the grove of pin© at last. 

® Bismillali! now the peril's past; 

For yonder view the opening plain, 

And tliero we ’ll prick our steeds amain*” 
The Chians spake, and as he said, 

A bullet whistled o’er his head; 

The foremost Tarlur bites tho grourd! 

Srarc(< Iiad they lime to check Uie rein, 
Swift from their steeds tlie riders bound; 

But tlireo shall never mount again: 
Unseen tlic foes that gave the wound, 

The dying ask revenge in vain. 

W'ith steel misheatlied, and carbine bent, 
Some o’er their courser’s iiamess leant, 
Half shelter’d by the steed ; 

Some fly behind the nearest rock, 

And tliere await the coming shock, 

Kor lamely stand to bleed 
Beneath tlie shaft of foits unseen, 

Who dare not quit their craggy scrocn. 
Stern Hasson only from his horse 
Dis<iains to light, and keojis his course, 

Till fiery flashes in tho van 
Pntclaira too sure the robber-dan 
Have well secured tlie only way 
Could now avail the promised fwey; 

7’hen curl’d his very beard with in^ 

And glared his eye with fiercer fire: 

“ Thoiigli far and near tl»o bullets hiss, 

I ’vo scaped a Woodier hour tlian this,” 

And now the foe their covert quit, 

And call his vassals to submit; 

But Hassan’e frown and furious word 
Are dreaded more than hostile sword, 

Nor of his little band a man 
Resign’d carbine or ataghan, 

Nor raised the craven cry, Amaun! ** 

In fuller sight, more near and near, 

The lately ambush’d foes apfiear, 

And, issuing from the grove, advance 
Some who on battle-charger prance. 

Who leads them on with fm'eign brand, 

Far flashing in his red right hand ? 

“ T is he!’t is he! I know him now; 

1 know him by his pidlid brow; 

I know him by the evil eye »• 

That aids his envious treachery; 

I know him by his jet-black barb; 

Thougli now array’d in Amaut garb, 
Apostate from his own vile faith, 

It shall not save him from the death 
’T is he! well met in any hour! 

Lost Leila’s love, accursed Giaour P 

As rolls the river into oemn, 

In sable torrent wildly Btreamizig; 

As tho sea-tide’s opposing motion, 

In azure column proudly gloaming, 

Boats back the current many a rood, 

In curling foam and mingling flood, 

While eddying whirl, and breaking wave^ 
Roused by the blast of winter, rave; 
Through sparkling spray, in thundcimg clash, 
The lightnings of tho waters flash 
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Awfu! whiteneH o’er the ihore, 

That shines and shakes beneath the roar; 

Thus—as the stream and ocean greet. 

With wares that madden as they meet— 

Thus join the hands, whom mutual wrong, 

And fate, and fury, drive along. 

The bickering sabres’ shivering jar j 
And pealing wide or ringing near 
Its echoes on the tlirobbing ear, 

The death-shot hissing from afar; 

The shock, the shout, the groan of war, 
Reverberate along tliat vale. 

More suited to Uie sheplierd’s tale: 

Though few tJie numbers—theirs the strife. 

That neither spares nor speaks for life! 

Ah! fondly youtliful hearts can press. 

To seize and share the dear caress; 

But love itself could never pant 
For all that beauty sighs to grant 
With half the fervour hate bestows 
Upon tlie last embrace of foes. 

When grappling in the fight they fold 
Those arms that ne’er shall lose their hold 
Friends meet to part; love laughs at faith; 

True foes, once met, are join’d till death! 

4 i|c i(i <|e 

With Rabre shiver'd to tho hilt, 

Yet drifipin^ with the blood he spilt; 

Yot straht'd within tho sever'd hand 
Which quivers round that faithless brand; 

His turban far behind him roll’d, 

And clofl in twain its firmest fold; 

His flowing robe by falcluon tom, 

And crimson as those clouds of mom 
That, streak’d with dtisdiy red, portend 
The day shall have a stormy end; 

A stain on every hush that bcH’e 
A fragment of his palampore,*” 

His breast with wounds unnumber’d riven, 

His bock to earth, bis face to heaven, 

Fallen Hassan lies—his unclosed eye 
Yet lowering; on his enemy, 

As if tho hour that seal’d his fate 
Surviving lefl: his quenchless hate; 

And o’er him bends that foe with brow 
As dark as his tiiat bled below.— 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the wave,' 

^t ius shall be a redder grave; 

Her sfurit pointed well tho steel 
Which taught that felon heart to feeU 
Ho call’d tiro Prophet, but his power 
Was vain against die vengeful Giaour: 

He call’d <m Alla—but tho word 
Arose unheeded or unheard. 

Thou Paytiim fool! could Leila’s prayer 
Be pass’d, and dune accended there? 

I watch’d my time, I leagued with these, 

The trutor in his turn to seize; 

My wrath b wreak’d, the deed is done, 

And now I go—but go alone.” 

« * « *l> Si ♦ 

s> S' 4t + « e 

The lirowsing camels’ hells are tinkling; 

His mother lodk’d from her lattice high, 

She saw the dews eve besprinkling 
The pasture green beneath her eye, 

She saw the planets faindy twinkling: 

“T is twilighu-4iire his tnun is nigh.” 

She could not rmtigpi tlin garden-bower, 

But gazed throu^w^ate cd'bis steepest tower: 
“Why coroes he not ? bis steeds are fleet, 


Nor shriidc they from the summer heat; 

Why sends not the Imdegroom his promised gift? 
Is his heart more cold, or his barb less swift ? 
Oh, false reproach! yon Tartar now 
Has gain’d our nearest mountain’s brow, 

And warily the steep descends, 

And now within the valley bends; 

And he bears the gifl at Ms saddlebow— 

How could 1 deem his courser slow? 

Right well my largess shall repay 
His welcome speed, and weary way.” 

The Tartar lighted at the gate, 

But scarce u])held his fainting weight 
His swarthy visage sjiake distress, 

But this might be from weariness; 

His garb with sanguine spots was dyed, 

But these might be from his courser’s side; 

He drew the token from his vest— 

Angel of Death! ’t is Hasson’s cloven crest 
His calpac*’ rent—liis caftan rod— 

“ l^ady, a fearlvd bride thy son hath wed: 

Me, not from mercy, did they spare, 

But tins empur|>led pledge to bear. 

Peace to the brave! whose blood is spilt: 

Wo to tho Giaour! for Ms the guilt.” 

Ilf * * * * 

A turban carved in coarsest stone, 

A pillar with rank weeds o’ergrown, 

Whereon can now be scarcely read 
The Koran verse that mourns the dead, 

Point out the 8]>ot where Hassan fell 
A victim in tliat lonely dell. 

There slecfw as tnie an Osmanlie 
As e’er at Mecca bent the knee; 

As ever scorn’d forbidden wine, 

Or pray’d w’ith face towards the shrine, 

In orisons resumed anew 
At solemn sound of “Alla Hu!”** 

Yet died he by a stranger’s hand, 

And stranger in his native land; 

Yet died he as in arms he stood, 

And unavenged, at least in blood. 

But him the maids of paradise 
Impatient to their halls invite, 

And the dark heaven cd* Houri’s eyes 
On Mm shall glance for ever bright; 

They come—their kerchiefs green they wave,** 
And welcome with a kiss tlie brave! 

Who falls in battle ’gainst a Giaour 
Is worthiest an immortal bower. 

« « 1(1 4* 4i 8i 

But thou, false infidel! shall writhe 
Beneath avenging Monkir’s** scythe; 

And from its torment ’scape alcHie 
To wander rotmd lost Eblis’*^ throne; 

And fire unquench’d, unquenchable, 

Around, wiUiin, Uiy heart shall dwell; 

Nor ear can hear nor t<mgue con tell 
Tho tortures of tliat inward hell! 

But first, on oartli as vampire *’ sen^ 

Thy corse shall from its tomb be r^t: 

Then gliastly haunt thy native place, 

And suck the blood of all thy race; 

There frewn thy daughter, sister, wife, 

At midnight drain the stream of life; 

Yet loathe the banquet wliich perforce 
Must feed tiiy livid living ccu’se: 

Thy victims ere they yet expire 
Shall know the demon for their sire, 

As cursing thee, thou cursing them, 

Thy flowers are wither’d on the stem. 

But one tliat for thy crime must fell, 

The yotmgest, most btdoved of all, 
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Shall bless thee with a father^a name^ 
ThiU word shall wrap heart in flame I 
Tet must fliiou end thy task, and mark 
Her cheek’s last flnge, her eye’s last spark, 
And the last glassy glance must view 
Which freezes o’er its lifeless blue; 

Then with unhallow’d hand shalt tear 
The tresses of her yellow hair, 

Of which in life a lock when shorn 
Affection’s fondest pledge was worn; 

But now is borne away by thee, 

Memorial of thine agony! 

Wet with tlune own best blood shall drip** 
Thy gnashing toofli and haggard lip; 

Then stalking to thy sullen grave, 

Go^and wid) Goute and Afrits rave; 

Till these in horror shrink away 
From spectre more accursed than ihey! 

if * * * * >¥ 

* How name yo yon lone Caloyer ? 

His features I have scann’d before 
In mine own land:’t is many a year. 

Since, dashing by the lonely shore, 

1 saw him urge as fleet a steed 
As ever served a horseman’s need. 

But once I saw that face, yet then 
It was so mark’d with inward pain,‘ 

I could not pass it by again; 

It breathes the same dark spirit now, 

As death wore stamp’d upon his brow.” 

“ ’T u? twice three years at summer^tide 
Since first among our frercs he come; 
And here it sootlms him to abide 
For some dark deed ho will not name. 
But never at our vesper prayer, 

Nor e’er before confession chair 
Kneels he, nor recks he when arise 
Incense or anthem to the skies, 

But broods within his cell alone, 

His faith and race alike unknown. 

The sea from Paynim land lie crost, 

And hero ascended from the coast; 

Yet seems he not of Othman race, 

But only Christian in his face: 

I’d judge him some stray renegade, 
Repentant of the change he made, 

Save that ho shuns our holy shrine, 

Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 
Great largess to these walls he brought, 

And thus our abbot’s favour bought; 

But were I prior, not a day 

Should brook such stranger’s fiirUier stay. 

Or pent within our penance cell 
Should doom him there for aye to dwell. 
Much in his visions mutters ho 
Of maiden whelm’d beneath the sea; 

Of sabres clashing, foomen flying, 

Wrongs avenged, and Moslem dying. 

On clUI he hadi been km)wn to stand, 

And rave as to some bloody hand 
Fresh sever’d from its parent limb 
Invisible to all but him, 

Which beckons onward to his grave, 

And lures to leap into the wave.” 

><1 « >i> * 4 

♦ « ♦ « ♦ 

Dark and unearthly is the scowl 
That glares beneath his dusky cowl: 

The flash of dial dilating eye 
Reveals too much of times gone by; 
Though varying, indistinct its hue, 

Ofl will his glance the gazer rue 


For in it lurks that nameless spell 
Which speaks, itself unspeakable, 

A spirit yet unquell’d and high, 

That daims and keeps ascendancy; 

And like tiie bird whoso pinions qu^e, 

But cannot fly the gazing snake, 

Will others quail beneatli his lo^ 

Nor ’scape the glance they scarce can brook* 
From him the half-aflnghted friar 
When met alone would fain refire, 

As if Uiat eye and bitter smile 
Transferr’d to others fear and guile: 

Not ofl to smile descondoth he, 

And when he doth’t is sad to see 
That lie but mocks at misery. 

How that pale lip will curl and quiver 
Then fix once more as if for ever; 

As if his .sorrow or disdain 
Forbade him e’er to smile again. 

Well were it so—such ghastly mirth 
From joyaunce ne’er derived its birth. 

But sadder still it were to trace 
What once were feelings in that face: 

Time Iiath not yet the features fix’d, 

But brighter traits witli evil mix’d; 

And lliero are hues not aiwa}^ faded, 

Which speak a mind not all degraded 
Even by the crimes through which it waded: 
The common crowd but see tlie gloom 
Of wayward deeds, and fitting doom; 

The close observer can espy 
A noble soul, and lineage high: 

Alas I though botli bestow’d in vain, 

Which grief could change, and guilt could stas 
It was no vulgar tenement 
To which such lofty gifts were lent, 

And still with little loss than dread 
On sucli the sight is riveted. 

The roofless cot, decay’d and rent, 

Will scarce delay the passer by; 

The tower by war or tempest bent, 

While yet may frown one battlement, 
Demands and daunts tlie stranger’s eye; 
Each ivied arch, and pillar lone, 

Pleads haughtily for glories g(»ie! 

“ His floating robe around him folding, 

Slow sweeps ho through the column’d aisle; 
With dread beheld, with gloom beholding 
The ritos that sanctify the pile. 

But when the anlliom shakes the choir, 

And kneel the monks, Ins stasis retire 
By yowlcr lone and wavering torch 
His aspect glares wiiliin the porch; 

There will he pause fill all is done— 

And hear the prayer, but utter none. 

Roe— ^by file half-Ulununcd wall 
His hood fly back, his daric hair fall, 

Thai pale brow wildly wreathing round, 

As if tlie Gorgon Uiere had bound 
The sablest of the serpenUbraid 
That o’er her fearful forehead stray’d: 

For he <lcclines the convent oath, 

And leaves those lodes unhallow’d growth. 

But wears our garb in all beside; 

And, not from piety but pride, 

Gives wealth to walls tliat xie-ver hes^d 
Of bis one holy vow nor word. 

1 . 0 !—marie yo, as the harmony 
Peals louder praises to the sky, 

That livid cheek, that stony air 
Of mix’d defiance and despair! 

S^t Francis, keep him from the shrine! 

Else may we dread the wrath dirine 
Made manifest by awful sign. 
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U ever evil angel bore 

The form of mortali euch he wore: 

By ail my hope of mm forg^veni 
Such looks are not of earth nor heaven 

To love the softest hearts are prone, 

But such can ne’er be all his own; 

Too Unud in his woes to share, 

Too meek to meet, or brave despair; 

And sterner hearts al<me may feel 
The wound that time can never heal. 

The rugged metal of the mine 
Must bum befiM^ its surface shine, 

But plunged wiUiin tlie fumace-iiame, 

[t bends and melts^though still the same; 

Then temper’d to thy want, or will, 

T will serve thee to defend or kill; 

A. brcastiilate fur tliine hour uf need, 

[)r blade to bid thy fbeman bleed; 

But if a dagger’s form it bear, 

[iCt diose who shape its edge beware! 

Thus passion’s hro, and woman’s art, 

Clan turn and lame tlie sterner heart; 

Prom these its form and tone arc fa’on, 

And what they make it, must rem^ 

But break—before it bend again. 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

f solitude succeed to grie^ 
ielease from pmn is slight relief; 

The vacant bosom’s wilderness 
flight thank the pang that made it less. 

loathe what n<mo are left to share: 

Sven Wise—’twore wo alone to bear; | 

The heart once left tlius desolate * 

Must fly at last for ease—to hate. 

[t is as if the dead could feel 
The icy worm around them steal, 

And shudder, as tlie reptiles creep 
To revel o’er their rotting sleeji, 

Without the power to scare away 
The cold consumers of ihcir clay 1 
It is as if the desert-bird,^® 

Whose beak unlocks her bosom’s stream 
To still her famish’d nestlings* scream, 

Nor mourns a life to them tranaferr’d, 

Should rend her rash devot<»d breast, 

And find tliom flowm her empty nest. 

The keenest pangs the wretched find 
Are rapture to the dreary void, 

The Iwifli^s desert of the m'uid, 

The waste of feelings unemploy’d. 

Who would be doom’ll to gaze upon 
A sky without a cloud or aim ? 

Leas hideoua far the temi^est’s roar 
Thau ne’er to brave tht‘ billows more— 

Thrown, when ll»e war of winds is o’er, 

A lonely wreck on fortune’s shore, 

’Mid sullen calm, and silent bay, 

Unseen to drop by dull decay;- 

Better to sink beneath the shock I 

I’han moulder piecemeal cm the rock! 

♦ 

Father! thy days have pass'd tn peace, 

’Mid coimted beads, and coimtlcsa prayer; 

To bid the sins of others cease, 

Thyself witlwnit a crime or care, 
i^ave transient ills that all must bear, 

Has been tliy lot from yinith to age; 

Ami thou wilt bles« thee from the rage 
Ctf pa.sHions fierce and imcontrolPd, 

Such as thy penitents unfold, 

Whose secret sins and sorrows rest 
Within thy pure and pitying broaaU 


My days, thou^ ftnr, liave paas’d htkm 
In muci of joy, but more of wo; 

Yet sdll in houre of love or strife, 

1’ ve ’scaped the weariness of life: 

Now leagued with friends, now girt by fees, 
I loathed the languor of repose. 

Now nothing left to love or hate, 

No more with hope or pride elate, 

1’ d rather be the thing that crawls 
Most noxious o’or a dungeon’s walls, 

Than pass my dul4 unvarying days, 
Condemn’d to meditate and gaze. 

Yet, lurks a wish witliin my breast 
For rest—but not to feel *t Is rest. 

Soon shall my fate tliat wish fulfil; 

And 1 shall sleep without the dream 
Of wliat 1 w as, and would be still, 

Dark as to thee my deeds may seem: 
My memory now is but the tomb 
Of joys long dead; my hope, tlieir doom: 
Though better to have died with those 
Than hear a life of lingering woes. 

My spirits slirimk not to sustain 
The searching tbriK's of ceaseless pain; 

Nor sought the self-accorded grave 
Of ancient fool and modem knave: 

Yet death I liave not fear’d to meet; 

And in the field it had been sweet, 

Had diuiger woo’d me on to move 
The slave of glory, not of love. 

I’ve braved it—not for honour’s boast; 

I smile at laurels won or lost; 

To such let otliers carve tlieir way. 

For liigh renown, or hireling pay: 

But place again before my eyes 
Auglit that i deem a wortliy prize, 

The maid I love, the man 1 hate; 

And I will himt the steps of fate, 

To save or slay, as tlicse require, 

Through rending steel, and rolling fire: 

Nor need’s!, thou doubt this speech from one 
Who would but do—what he hath done. 
Doatli is but what the haughty brave, 

Tlie weak must bt^ar, llio wretch must crave 
Then let life go to him who gave: 

I have not quail’d to danger’s brow 
When high and happy—need I nmof 
4 - 4 * 4 * 


“ 1 loved her, friar! nay, adored— 

But these are words that ail can use— 

I proved it more in deed than word 
There’s blood upon fJiat dinted sword, 

A stain its steel can never lose: 

*T was shed for her, who died for me, 

It warm’ll the heart of one ahhorr’d: 

Nay, start not—no—nor bend thy knee, 

Nf>r midst iny riiis such act record; 

Thou will absolve mo from the deed, 

For he w’as hostile to thy creed! 

The very name of Nazarone 
Was wormw'ood to his Paynim spieOT. 
ITngratcful fool! since but for brands 
Well wielded in some hardy hands, 

And wounds by Galileans given, 

The surest pass to Turkish heaven, 

For him his lloiiris still might wait 
Impatient at the prophet's gate. 

I loreil her—love will find its way 
Through paths where wolves would fear to prey, 
And if it dares enough, ’t were hard 
If passiiHi met not stmie reward— 

No matter how, or whore, or why 
I did not vainly seek, nor sigh; 
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Y«t sometimes, with remorse, tn vtiiii 
I wish she iiad not loved again. 

She died<->l dare not toil thee how; 

But look—’t is written on my brow! 

There read c( Cain tlie curse and crime, 

In characters unworn by time: 

Stilly ere tliou dost condemn mo, pause; 

Not mine the act, though £ tlie cause. 

Yet did he but what I had dune 
Had she been false to more tlian one. 
FaitlUess to him, he gave tho blow; 

But true to me, £ laid lum low: 

Howe’er deserved her doom might be, 

Her treacliery wm truth to me; 

To mo she gave her heart, that all 
Wliich tyranny can ne’er enthral; 

And I, alas! too iato to Have;! 

Yet all £ then could give, I gave, 

*T was some relief, our foo a grnvt?. 

His death sits lightly; but her fate 

Has made me—what thou well nuiy’st hate. 

His doom was sealVl—I kj know it well, 
Warn’d by Uio voice of stern Talu er, 

Deep in whose darkly btxling ear^'* 

The death-shot peal’d of murder near, 

As filed tlie troop to where tlioy Ihll 
He died too in the battle broil, 

A lime tliat heeds nor pain nor toil; 

(!)n(t cry to Mahomet f(>r aid, 

Onii jjrayer to Alla all he ma'Ie; 

Ho knew and cross’d nit* in (he fray— 

I gazetl upon Jiim wliere he lay, 

And waUlfd Ills spirit ehh away: 

7’hough }»ic'ro’d like pard hy hunters’ steel, 
lie felt not half that now 1 feel. 

J search'd, Imt vainly search'd, to tiud 
Tfie working? of a w<ninded mind; 

Kacii leature ot* that sullen corse 
Betraj^’d his rage, but no rernorsc. 

Oil, wliat ha<l vengeance given to trace 
ricspair upon his dying face! 

The, laic repentance of that hour, 

When pi;nilcnco liutli lost her power 
To tear one terror from the grave. 

And will not soothe, and caimot savi':. 

• The c(dd in clinui are (Xild in blood, 

Their love can scafco deserve, the name; 
But mine was like tlie lava flood 
That boils in JEtna’s lireasi of Hame- 
I cannot firotc in puling strain 
Of ladyc-lov(', and ht'anly’s chain: 

If changing cheek, and ^ct*rehini.' vein, 

Lips taught to w'rithe, but not Cu}n{i!ain, 

If bursting heart, and uiadd’riiiig iunin, 

And daring det‘<i, and vengeful steel, 

And all that I have fell, and feel, 

Betoken love—tliat love was mine, 

And shown by many a bitter sign. 

'Tis true, I could not whim; nor sigh, 

I knew but to <^rtaiu or die. 

I die—but first I have yiossoss’d, 

And, come what may, I have been blest. 

Shall I the d<iom I sought upbraid ? 

No—reft of all, yet undismay’d 
But fcM* tho tliought of L(‘Ua slain, 

Give me tho pleasure witii the pain. 

So would I live and love again. 

£ grieve, but not, my holy guide! 

For him who dies, but her who died: 

She sleeps boneatli the wandariing wave— 
Ah! had she but an earthy grave, 

This breaking heart and Uu^bbing head 
Should seek and share her narrow bed. 

M 


Slie was a Cinu of life and light, 

That, seen, became a part of sight; 

And rose, wliere’er I turned miuo eye, 

The niormng stax of memory! 

“ Yes, bve indeed is light from heaven; 

A spark of that immortal fire 
With angels shared, by Alla given, 

To lift from earth our low desirt!. 

Devotion wafts (he mind alxive, 

Bui heaven itself dosttpiids in love; 

A feeling from tlie Godhead caught, 

To wt'an from self each sordid llioiight; 

A ray of him who form’d the wliole; 

A glory cinding round the soul! 

I grant my love inijKsrfect, all 
That, mortals by tlie name miscall; 

Then deem it evil, what thou wilt; 

But say, oh say, fiere w'ivs not guilt! 

Slie was my lib’s unerring light: 

That (pietich’d, what beam sliall break my nig 
Oh! would it shone to lea»l mt' still, 

Although to death or deadliest ill! 

Why marvel yc, if tin y who l<»se 
This present ji'ty, this future hojH*., 

No more with sorrow iiietkly cope; 

In phrensy then their fate accuse: 

In madness do tiiOs<* fe.Jirfnl «lee<ls 
That seem to add hut guilt, to wo? 

Alas! the hriiist ihnt inly hleoda 
I filth msiglit to dread from outward blow; 
Who tails from {|J! )h* knows ofbiis^ 

<!areR liitle info what ahvss. 

]<'ier(*e a? llie gloomy vnlture.’s now 
'I'o ihco, old man, my deeds appi'ar: 

I read alihorreneo thy brow, 

And this too was I l>orn to l»ear! 

’’I’is true, ihaf, like that bird of prey, 

AVith Imvoc have I mark’d ruv way; 

But this was taught nu; hy the dove, 

To <lio—and know no Nec(mrl love. 

This lesson yet hath man to learn, 

Tauiiht by (be thing he dares spurn. 

Tlie bird tliat sings within the l»rakc, 

'rtie swan tliat tavims iijHin lf»c lake, 

One male, and one ah*ue, will tjik<\ 

Aral let ilio fool still ]»rorie to range, 

And sneer ou all who cann<»t change, 

I’iirlnki* his jest with iKiastiug bo 3 rs ; 

J envy not bis varied joys, 

But deem such feeble, heartless man, 

J.esH fliuii yon solitary swan; 

Far, Hir fi<'in‘ath the shallow maid 
lie left Ikilevilig and lM‘tray’d. 

Sucli shame at least was never mine— 

T.cila! ouch thouglil was only liiino! 

My goo<l, my guilt, my weal, my w«>, 

My hope on high—iny all Imlow. 

Kurtl) liolds m> other like to thee, 

Or, if it doth, in vain for me; 

For worlds J dare not view Uie dame 
Kesernbling thee, yel not the same. 

The very crimes Uial mar my youth, 

This Inid of deatli—attest my truth! 

H’is nil too late—thou wert, liiou art 
Tiio cherish’d maihiCHs of my heart! 

“And >lie was lost—and yot I breathed, 

But not the breath of human life: 

A serpent round my heart was wreatliiK^ 

And Btung my every tliought to sUifo. 

Alike tdl time, abliorr’d all place, 

Shuddering I shrunk from nature’s face, 

Where ©very hue tiiat charm’d before 
Tho blackness of my bosom wore. 
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Tho rest thou dost already know, 

And all iny sins, and half my wo. 

But talk no more of |)emtencc; 

Thou seo'st I soon shall part fW>m hence 
And if thy holy talo wore true, 

The deed that's drme cari’st tftou undo*? 
Think nio not thankless—hut this grief 
Looks not to priesUiood for relief.^* 

My sours estate in secret guess: 

But wouldst thou pity more, say less. 

When thou cans! bid niy Leila live, 

Then will I sue thee to f)rgive; 

Then plead ray cause in tliat lugh place 
Where purchased masses |^roff'or grace. 

Go, when the hunter’s hand halli wrung 
From forest-cave her shrieking young, 

And culm dte lonely lioness: 

But sooth not—mock not my distress. 

“ In earlier day.s, and calmer hours, 

When heart witli heart delights to blend, 
Where btcjnm my nutivc valley’s bowers 
I hcwl—all! have I now?—a friend! 

To luin ihLs plcdg*' I charge thee send, 
Memorial of a youtiilul vow; 

I w<aiid remiiul him of my end: 

Though souls absorlied like mine allow 
Brief tiioughl to distant friendsliip’s claim, 
Yet d< ar to him njy bligliled name. 

Tis strange—he [>rophesied my doom, 

And X have smih^d—1 then could smile— 
When pnidenci^ would lii.s voice assume, 
Ami warn—1 reck’d not wliat—tlio wliilo 
But now re'ineudjrunct' whij-.pers o’er 
Those accents scann ly mark’d betbre. 

Say—that his bo<iings ciuiie. to j»ass, 

And he will start to licar tlieir truth, 

And wisli his wt»v«ls luid not, been sootli; 
Tell him, iinla.edmg as I was, 

Tlirongli many a busy bitter scene 
Of all our g(*ldcn youth had been, 

In pain, my faltering tongue ha<l tried 
To bless Ills memory cre I died; 

But HeDveii in wrath would turn away, 

If guilt should for the guiltless pray. 

1 do not ask him not to blame, 

Too gentle he to wound my name; 

And what have I to do with fame? 

1 do not ask him not to iiioum, 

Such cold request might sound like Ecom 
And what than friendship’s manly tear 
May better grace a brotlier’s bier ? 

But licar this ring, his ow'n of old, 

And tell liim—what tJiou ilost behold 
The wilher’tl frame, the ruin’d mind, 

The wrack by passion left Imhind, 

A shriveU’d scroll, a scatter’d leaf, 

Sear’d by tho autumn blt^t ofgriof! 


“ Tell me no more of fancy’s gleam, 
Ko, father, no, ’twos not a dream; 
Alas! the dreamer hrst must sleep, 

I only watcli’d, and wish’d to weep; 
But could not, for my burning brow 
Thrnbb’d to the very brain as now: 

1 wish’d but for a single tear, 

As soim^Uiing welcome, new, and dear: 
1 wish’d it then, I wish it still; 

Despair is strongor than my wiU. 


Waste not thine orison, despair 
Is mightier than Uiy pious prayer: 

1 would not, if 1 might, be blest; 

I want no paradise, but rest. 

’T was dien, 1 tell thee, fatlier! then 
1 saw her; yes, she lived again; 

And shining in her white symor,^ 

As through yon pale gray cloud the star 
Which now I gaze on, as <hi her, 

Wlio look’d and looks iar lovelier; 

Dimly I view its trembling spark; 
To-morrow’s night shall be more dark; 
And 1, before its ray.s appear, 

That iifcie.^s tiling the living fear. 

I wander, father! for my soul 
Is Heeling towards the ^al goal. 

I saw her, friar! and I rcao 
Forgetful ()f our former woes; 

And ruslriiig from my couch, I dart, 

And cla.s}) her to my desperate heart; 

I clas|)—what is it that I clasp? 

No brcailiing form witliiii my grasp, 

No heart that beats reply to mine. 

Yet, Leila! yet the form is thine! 

And art thou, dearest, clianged so much, 
As met t my eye, yet m(K;k my touch? 
Ah! were thy beauties e’er so cold, 

1 core not; so my anus enfold 
’I'he all tiiey ever wish to hold. 

Alas! around a shadow prest, 

Th<5y shrink upon my lonely breast; 

Yet still ’lis Uicre! in silence stands, 
And beckons with beseeching hands! 
With braiiled hair, and bnghl-black cye- 
I knew ’twas false—sho could not die! 
Bui lie is dead! within tho dell 
1 saw him buried where, he fell; 

He comes not, for he cannot break 
From earth; why lh(?ri art thou awak®? 
They told me wild waves roll’d above 
'J'he face I view, tlie form 1 love; 

I’hcy told me—’t was a hideous tale! 

J’d tell ji, hut my tongue would fail: 

If true, and from thine oeean-cavc 
Thou com’st to claim a calmer grave, 

Oh! j>ass thy dewy hiigcrs o’er 
This brow iliat then will burn no more; 
Or place tliem on my hojieless heart: 
But, shape or shade! whate’or thou art, 
In merry ne’er again depart! 

Or farther with thee bear my soul, 

Than winds can waft or waters roll! 

% * 4t If ® 4 

Such is my name, and such my tale, 
(yonfessor! to iliy secret ear 
I breathe tlie sorrows 1 bewail, 

And (hank tlice for the generous tear 
This glazing eye could never shed. 

Then lay me with the humblest dead, 
And, save the cross above niy head, 

Bo neitlier name nor emblem spread, 

By prying stranger to be read, 

Or stay the passing pilgrim’s tread.” 

He pass’d—nor oflus name and race 
£^tli left a token or a trace, 

Save what the father must not say 
Who shrived liim on his dying day. 

This broken talo was all we knew 
Of her he loved, or him he alew.^ 
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Note 1. Page 81, lino 3. 

7%at tomb, which, gkamng da the djff'. 

A tomb above t!>o rocks on the promontory, by sonn 
supposed the sepulchre of ThemLstocles. 

Note 2. Page 81, line 22. 

Stdtana of the nightingale. 

The attachment of the nightingale to the rose is i 
well-known Persian fable. If I niialakc not, the “Bul¬ 
bul of a thousand tales” is one of his app(dlali(>ns. 

Note 3. Pago 81, line 40. 

2'ifl the gag miwinn's gtiiiar. 

The guitar is the constant amusement of the Gree' 
sailor by night: with a steady fair wind, and dining 
calm, it is accompanied always by the voice, and olie; 
by dancing. 

Note 4. Pago 82, lino 26. 

fVhai: mid idittnirliwi's apathy. 

“ Ay, l>ui t(» (Uo nml 20 \vf kiinw i ti wlifrre, 

To He lit foltl Diisimcii'm.” 

A/flUbwrf/*.'/• A/ffwufc,Acl IILIdO. He.8. 

NoU; 5. Pa*re 8'2, lm>' 34. 

TheJi^M^ l(isl loifk hf di ulh n iyeaPd, 

I truRt tliat lew of my rcncU'rs have ever had an op 
portunity of witneRsins^ what is h«‘re attempted in do- 
scription^ but those wlio have, will proliaWy retain a 
fiainful rcmemlirance of that Biiijinlar beatify whirl 
pervades, with f('w exceptions, the fcainres of tin 
dead, a few hours, and Init f>r a few h»nr.«, aOer“i]H 
spirit is not th(/Te.” It is i«» he. remarlo tl, in r.as«* 
violent death hy gunshot wound'-, tlie Gxpressiou \> 
always that of lunjiuor, whairvt r the riatunil eiier^Ty oi 
l)ie siitrorcr's cliaraeter: hut in dealh I'nima Mali if 
coimtensince preservi's Us trail>' of Iccling or ferocity. 
tiTid the mind ifshias to the lie:t. 

Note 6. Pafje-82, line. 9G. 

Slnnft.9 —wmy, tUr hond.vm-n of n slave. 

Athens i.s the properly of tin* Kislar A^fi, (the slavi 
of the sera<dio and euardian id’the w'omen,) who ap¬ 
points the Wavwode, A pander and emiucli—these 
are not polite, yet trno appellations—now gotums the 
^ouernor of Athens I 

Note 7. Pa*i(' 82, lino 135. 

*T W caliner than thy Iwarf youn» Gtaottr. 

Infidel. 

Note 8. Page 83, line 26. 

In echoes of the far tophaike. 

Tophaike,” musket.—The llairain is announced hy 
the cannon at sunset; the illumination of the Mos<|ues, 
and the firing of all kimls of small arms, loaded with 
biUl.^ proclaim it during the night. 

Note 9. Page 83, line 52. 

<Si as the hurtd on highjerreed. 

Jerreed. or Djerrid, ahlimted Turkish javelin, which 
IS darted from horseback wdth great force and precision. 
It is a favourite <'xercise of the Mussulmans; but I 
know not if it can bo called a muuly oin-, since the 
most expert in the art are the Black Eunuch.s of Con¬ 
stantinople. ] think, ncM to these, a Mamionk at Smyrna 
was the most skilful that came within my observation. 

Note 10. Pago 83, line 83. 

J{c camcf he went^ like the simoom. 

The blast of the desert, fatal to every thing living, 
and often alluded to in eastern poetry. 

Note 11. Pago 83, line 144. 

TV bless the snored “ bread nrul rfolt.” j 

To parfakoof fomJ, to break bread and salt with your j 


host, ensures the safidy of the guest; even though an 
enemy, his person from tliat moment is sacred. 

Note 12. Page 84, line 2. 

Since hh turinm was deft hy the infideVs sabre. 

I need htmlly observe, tliat Charity and Hospitality 
are th<; first duties enjoincil by Mahomet; and, lo say 
truth, very generally pra<-tisod by his discijdes. The 
first praise that can he bestowed on a chief is a pane¬ 
gyric on hi.s bounty; the ne.vf, on his valour. 

NoU: 13. Page 84, line 6. 

And silver-slu ialud aJapJum. 

T!ie alaghan, a lonj; dagger worn with pistols in tlie 
belt, in iL metal scabbard, generally of silver; and, 
among tbe wealthier, gill, or of gold. 

Note 14. Page 84, line 8. 

An emir hy his garb of green. 

Green is the privib'tfed colour of tlie )ii'ophors nu¬ 
merous pretended <l<*seeu'lanls; witli liieiu, as here, 
faith (the family luherilanre) is s'U(>pose(| to supersede 
the ncn-ssiiy org(M>d works: they arc the worstof a 
very iudilleieul hrood. 

Note 15. Page 48, line 9. 

Uo! who art thou /—this low salam. 

Salain ab ikourn! ah-ikoiim salum! peace be with 
you; lie with you pence—the Rnlutation reserved for 
llic faitlil’ul:—to a Christiuii, “ Urlaruln,” a good jour¬ 
ney ; or sabaii hin-st'm, sabaii serula ; goo<l morn. 
go<Hl even ; and soinelimes, “ may your end be happy , 
are tlie usual salnte.s. 

Note 16. Page 84, line 40. 

Ybeinsech^jueen of easternsjning. 

The blue-winced butterfly of Kasliuicer, the most 
rare and beauld’ul of the. species. 

Note 17. I’ligc 84, line 85. 

Or /uf like sroijdim e»7 hy^firc. 

Alluding to the dubiou.s suicide <»f tlic scorpion, so 
pla«-cd for experiment hv irenilc philosophers. 8omo 
rnaimaiii that the position of t!i«‘ sling, when turned 
lowanisflie head, is merely a eiuivul.sive movement; 
hut others hav** actually hrouglil iii (he verdict, “Felo 
lie Ke.” The srorpions are surely interested in aspeody 
lecision of the (piestion ; ns, if otiee fairly estnlmshcd 
.s insect Catos, they w ill probably he allowed to live as 
>ng ns th(‘V think proper, witlioul being martyred for 
he sake of an hypothesis. 

Note 18. Pago 94, lino 100. 

J|7<cn Rhamazarfs last sun vxis get. 

The cannon at sunsid closii the Rhamazan. See 
.lote 9. 

Note 19. Page 84, line 119. 

I>y pale Pkingaris trembling light. 

Pliirigari, the moon. 

Note 20, Page 84, line 130. 

Rright as the jewel of CianiHchid. 

The celebrated fahulons niby of Sultan (riamstlud, 
ho embellisher of Istakhar; from its splendour, named 
Schehgerag, “ the torch of nightalso, “ the nip of the 
sun,” &c.—Tn the first edition, “Giamsclikr wa* 
kvriLtcri as a word of throe syllables, so D’Hcrlieloihas 
t; but lam told Richardson reduceK it to a dissyllahie, 
.nd writes “Janishid.” I have left in the text the 
rthography of the one with the pronunciation of the 
(her. 

Note 21. Page 84, line 134. 

Though on Ak-Sirafs arch I stood. 

Al-Sirat, the bridge of breadth less than the thread 
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(rf'a famishedi spider, over which the Mussulmans must 
into paramse, to which it is the only entrance ; 
but this is not the worst, the river beneath bcinjj 
itself, into which, as may be expected, the unskilful and 
ten.dnr of fool contrive to tumble with a fiicilis de¬ 
scensus Averni,” not very pleasing in prospect lo the 
next passenger. There is a shorter cut downwards for 
Jews and Christians. 

Note 22, Page S5, line 2. 
jind ketjj thai/Mrtion of hin creed. 

A vulgar error : the iCorau ailots at least a third of, 
paradise to well-behaved women; but by far the 
eater number of Mussulmans interpret the text 
eir own way, and exclude their moieties froi 
heaven* Being cnc'mies lo Platoni<*.s, they cannot 
discern ‘*any utnesa of things’’ in llits souls of the 
Other sex, conceiving them to be superseded by the 
Houris. 

Nolo 23. Pago 85, line 8. 

young pomegnmatc IdossomA strew. 

An oriental simile, which may, perhaps, though fairly 
Stolen, be deemed “ plus Arabe qu’en Arabic.” 

Note 24. Page 85, lino 10. 

Jlcr hair in kipwinihine Jlow. 

Ilyacinthinc, in Arabic, “ Sunbul j” as common a 
thought in tho em^tern poets, as it was among the 
Greeks. 

Note 25. Page 85, line 20. 

The loveliest l/ir>l of yran^ucstan, 

“ Pranguestan,’^ Cireassia. 

Note 26. Page 85, line 82. 

JSisfniUah! noto the periCspast. 

Bismillah—“ In the name of God the commence¬ 
ment of all the chapters of tho Koran but ono, and of 
prayer and thanksgiving. 

Note 27. Pago 85, lino 107. 

7%on ewrl \l his very heard with ire. 

A phenomenon not uncommon witli an angry Mussul¬ 
man. In 1809, the Capitan Pacha’s whiskers, at a 
diplomatic audience, were no loss lively with indig¬ 
nation than a tigor cat’s, to the horror of all the dra¬ 
gomans ; the portcntotis mustachios twisted, they stood 
erect of their own accord, and were expected every mo¬ 
ment to change their colour, but at last condescended 
to suicide, which, probably, saved more heads than they 
contained hairs. 

Note 28. Pago 85, lino 117. 
iVbr rais&l the travm cry, Jlmaun ! 

“ Amaun,” quarter, pardon. 

Note 29, Page 85, line 126. 

I know him by the evil eye. 

Tfto ** evil eye,” a common su]>i‘rstition in the Le¬ 
vant, and of whirh the imaginary ofTccts arc vet very 
singular, on those who conceive themselves afTected. 

Note 30. Pago 86, line 37. 

A fragment of his pala,mj}ore. 

Tito (lowered shawls, generally worn by persons ofl 
rank. I 

Note 31. Pago 86, lino 88. 

His calpac rent—Ids caftan red. 

The “ calpac” is tho solid cap or centre part of the 
headdress; the shawl is wound round it, and forms 
the turban. 

Note 32. Pago 86, line 94. 

A turban carved in coarsest stone. 

The turban, pillar, and inscrintivo verse, decorate 
the tombs of tne OsinanrieSjWhotncr in the cemetery or 
the wildemejMii. In the mountains you frequently pass 
nmilar mementos; and, on inquiry, you are informed, 
0rat they record some victim of robeUion, plunder, or 
revenge. 

Note S3. Page 86, lino t05. 

At solemn of '^AUa Hu f* 

••Alla Hu 1” the concluding words of the Mucxzm’s 
call to prayer firom tho highest gallery on tho exterior 
of the minaret* On a still evening, when tho Muezzin 
has a fine voice, which is froquentiv the case, the effect 
is solemn and beautiful beyond all the bells in Christen- 


Noto 34. Page 86, line 114- 
Thity come — ifudr kerchiefs green they wave. 

The following is part of a battle-song of the Turtts: 
—“ I see—-I see a dark-eyed girl of paradise, and 
waves a handktTciiielj a kerchief of *;roen; and cries 
aloud, Como, kiss mo, for I love tliec,’ etc. 

Noto 35. P^o 80, line 119. 

Beneath ainmging Mnnklr\H scythe. 

Monkirand Nekir are the inqtiisitors of the dead, 
before wiiom the corpse undergoes a slight novitiate 
and preparatory training for damnation. If the answers 
arc none of the clearest, he is hauled up witii a scythe 
and thumped down with a red-hot mace till properly 
seasoned, with a variety of subsidiary probations. Tho 
othci> of these angels is no sinecure; tliero are but two, 
i.nd the number of orthodox deceased being in a small 
proportion to tho remainder, tltcir hands are always 
full. 

Note 36. Page 86, line 121. 

To wander round lost Eblis throne. 

Eblis, the Oriental Prince of Darkness. 

Note 37. Pago 86, line 126. 

B^d first) on earth) as t*wwpire sent. 

Tho Vampire Kuperstition still general in the Le¬ 
vant. Honest Tmintcfort tells a long story, which Mr. 
Southey, in the notes on Thalaha, quotes, about thoso 
‘ Vrouoolochas,” as he calls them. The Romaic term 
is “ Vardoulacha.*’ I recollect a whole family being 
terrified by the scream of a child, which imagined 
must proceed from rfuch a visitation. The Greeks 
nev(?r mention the word without horror. 1 tiiid that 

Rroucolokas” is an old legitimate Hellenic appella¬ 
tion—at least is so applied to Arsenius, who, according 
to tho Greeks, was after his death animated by tho 
Devil.—The moderns, however, use the word I men¬ 
tion. 

Nolo 38. Page 87, line 13. 

Wet with tldne own best blood shall drip. 

Tho freshness of tho face, and the wetness of the lip 
with blood, are the never-failing signs t)f a Vampire. 
The stories told in Hungary and Greece of these find 
feeders arc singular, and some of them most incredibly 
attestocL 

Note 39. Page 88, lino 40. 

It is as if the dcsirt-Urd. 

Tlie pelican is, I believe, tlie bird so libelled, by llio 
imputation offi'oding her chickens with her blotxl. 

Note 40. Page 89, lino 21. 
iMp in vliose darkly hodmg rur. 

This superstilion of a S(vond-fiearuig (fia I never 
met, witli downriglit second-sight in tho east) fell once 
indcr my own observation.—On my third jotirney to 
Capo Colonna early in 1811, as we passed througli the 
defile that iead.s fmm llie hamlet ?»elween Kcratiar and 
Colonnn, I observed Dervish 'i'ahiri riding rather out of 
tho path, and leaning his head iqmii his hand, as if in 
pain. I rode up and impiired. “ Wc are in peril,” ho 
answered. “ What peril ? we arc not now in Albania, 
nor in the passes to E[>liesus, Mossalunglii, or Lopanto; 
there are ]»lenty of ns, well armed, and the Ghoriatos 
have not courage to be thieves.”—“ True, Aflendi, but 
nevcrihcloss the shot Is ringing in my ears.”—“ The 
shot! not. a lophaike has been fired this morning.”— 
“ I hear it notwitlistanding—Horn—Bom—as plainly asr 
I hear your voice.”—•‘Pshaw.”—“ As yon please, Af- 
fendi; if it is written, so will it be.”—! left this quick* 
eared predestinarian, and rode up to Basili, his Chris* 
tian compatriot, whose oars, though nut at all prophetic, 
by no moans relished tho mtolligonoe. We all arrivoa 
at Colonna, remained some hours, and returned lei¬ 
surely, saying a variety of brilliant things, in moro 
languages tlian .spoiled the building of Babel, upon tho 
mistaken secr^ Romaic^ Arnaout, IVkish, Italian, and 
English were all exercised, in various conceits, upon 
the unfortunate Mus.sulinan. While wo were conU^m- 
plating the beautiful j>rospect. Dervish was occupied 
about tho columns. I thought he was dorangodintoan 
antiquarian, and asked him if ho had become a “Pa/ao> 
cofltro” man; “ No,” said ho, “ but these pillars will bo 
useful in making a stand and added other remarks, 
which at least evinced his own boUef in his troublesome 
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faculty of/we-A«iritt 5 ^. On our return to Athens, we 
heard from X^eone (a prisoner set asliore some days 
after) of the intended attack of the Mainotes, men- 
lijyicdj with the cause of its not taking place, in the 
note« to Chtlde Harold, Canto 3d. I was at sonic 
pains to question Uie man, and he described the dresses, 
arms, nid marks of the horses of our jiarty so accu¬ 
rately, that, with other circumstances, we could not 
doubt of his having been in " villainous company,’’ and 
ourselves in a bad neighbourhood. Dervish became a 
soothsayer for life, and I dare say is now hearing more 
musket^ than ever will lie fired, to the great refresh¬ 
ment ot the Amaouts of Herat, and bis native moun¬ 
tains.—I shall mention one trait more of this singular 
race. In March, 1811, a remarkably stout and active 
Arnaout came (1 believe the KKh on the same errand) 
to offer himself as an attitiidant, which was declined: 
" Well, Affendi,” quoth he, “ may you live!—you would 
have found me useful. 1 shall leave the town for tlif 
hills to-morrow, in the winter 1 return, perhaps you 
will then receive me.”-—Dervish, who was present, re- 
markt^d, as a diing of course, and of no fumsequeiice, 
in the mean lime he will join the Klephtes” (robbers,) 
which was true to the letter.—Ifntu cut off, they come 
down in the winter, and pass it unmolested in some 
town, wlierc they are often as well known as their 
exploits. 

Note 41. Page 90, line 8, 

JLoohs not to piieaihomlfw reUef. 

The mollk^s sermon is omitted. It seems to have had 
so little elTect u{K)n tin* patient, that it could have no 
hopes from the reader. It may be siiniciciit to .say, that 
it was of a customary lenglli (us may be perceived from 
lh<5 interruptions and um*ti.sinoss tjf tlie penitent,) and 
was delivered in the nasal tone of all orthodox preachers. 

Note 42. Page 90, line 74. 

And shining in her rokitc ^ymrix, 

“ Svmar”—shroud. 


Note 43, Pago 90, lino 1S6. 

The circumstance to which tlie above story relates 
was not very uncommon in Turkey. A few years ago 
Uie wife of Muchiar Pacha complained to his lather of 
his son’s supposed infidelity; ho asked with whom, 
and she had the barbarity to give in a list of the twelve 
handsomest women in Yanina. They wore seized, 
f^tened up in sacks, and drowned in ftie lake the same 
night! One of the guards who was present informed me, 
that not one of tlie victims uttered a cry, or showed a 
symptom of terror at so sudden a “ wrench from all we 
kiiow, fixim all we love.” The fate of Phrosinc, the 
fairest of this sacriticc, is the subject of many a Romaic 
and Arnaout ditty. The story m the text is one told 
ofa young Venetian many years ago, and now nearly 
forgotten. 1 heard it by accident recited by one of the 
cortee-housc story-tellers who abound in the Levant, 
and sing or rcciti* their narratives. The additions and 
interpolations by the translator will be easily distm* 
guislied from the rest by the want of Eastern imageiy; 
and 1 regret that my memory has retained so few frag¬ 
ments of the original. 

For tin* contents of some of the notes I am indebted 
partly to D’Herbelot, and partly to that most eastern, 
and, as Mr. Weber Justly entitles if, “sublime talc,’ 
the “Caliph Vatkek.” I do not know from what source 
the author of that singular voiuinc may have drawn his 
materials; somo of his incidiuils are (o he found in die 
" Iliblioihe<pie Orientale; but for correctness of* cos- 
fuiiK', beauty ofdeBcrmtiun, and jiowor of imagination, 
it far surpasses all European imitations; and licars 
such marks of originality, that those who have visited 
the East, will find some difticuity in believing it to bo 
nior<* than a translation. As an Eastern tale, even 
lia.«5selas must bow before it; his “ Happy Valley” will 
not bear a comparison with the "Hall of Eblis.” 


THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS, 

A TURKISH TALE. 


“ H««l we never lover! *o kimlJy, 

Hnil we never loved ru Muidly, 

Never mei «r never parJed, 

Wc had ne'er l>cen brokcn-ljcRrlcd.” 

Burns. 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE LORD HOLLAND, 

Tina TAt.K IS INSUmUED, 

WITH EVERT SENTIMENT OP REOARD AND RE.SPF.CT, BT HIS GRATEPUI-LT OBLIGTD AND 

SINCERE FRIEND, 

BYRON. 


CANTO I. 


Know yo the land where the cypress and myrtle 
Are emblems of deeds tliat arc done in their clime, 
Where the rage of the vulture, the love of the turtle, 
Now melt into sorrow, now madden lo crime? 
Know yc the land of the cedar and vine. 

Where tlie flowers ever blossom, the beams ever shine; 
Where the light wings of Zephyr, opiwess’d with perfume. 
Wax faint o’er tlie gardens of Gull ’ in her bloom; 
Where the citron and olive are fairest of fruit, 

And the vcnce of the nightingale never is mute; 


Wlicrc the tints of the earth, and the hues of the sky, 
In colour though varied, in beauty may vie. 

And the purjile of ocean is deepest in dye } 

Where the virgins are soft as tlie roses they twine. 
And all, save tlie spirit of man, is divine ? 

*Tis the clime of tlie east; ’tis the land of llie sun— 
Can he smile on such deeds as his children have done? • 
Oh! wild as the accents of lovers’ farewell 
Are tlie hearts which they bear, and tlie tales which 
they toll. 
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Begirt with many a gallant slave, 
Apparelled as becomes the brave, 
Awaiting each his lord's behest 
To guide his steps, or guard liis rest, 
Old Giaffir sat in his Ihvan: 

Deep thought was in his aged eye; 
And though ihe face of MussuLmtm 
Not oft betrays to standors by 
The mind within, well skill'd to hide 
All but unconquerable pride, 

His pensive cheek and pondering brow 
more than ho was wont avow. 


"XiOt the chamber bo clear'd.”—The train disappear'd- 
“ Now call me the chief of the Harara guard.” 
Witli Giaffir is none but his only son, 

And the Nubian awaiting the sire’s award. 

“ Haroom—when all the crowd tliat wait 
Are pass'd beyond the outer gate;, 

(Wo to the head whose eye beheld 
My cliild Zuleika’s face unveil’d!) 

Hence, lead my daughter from her tower; 

Her fate is fix'd this very hour; 

Yet not to her repeat niy thought; 

By mo alone bo duty taught!” 

**Pacha! to hear is to obey.” 

No more must slave to despot say— 

Then to the tower had ta'cn his way, 

But here young Selim silence bralu;, 

First lowly rendering reverence n»cct; 

And downcast look'd, and gently spake, 

Still standing at the Pacha's feet: 

For son of Moslem must expire, 

Ero dare to sit before his sire! 

‘‘Father! for fear tliat thou shouldst chido 
My sister, or her sable guichi, 

Know—Tor the fatilt, if fault there be, 

Was mine, then fall tliy frowns on me— 

So lovclily the morning shone, 

That—^Ict the oUl and wcjary sleep— 

I could not; ami to view alone 

The fairest scenes of land and deep. 

With none to listen and rejdy 
To thoughts with which my heart beat high 
Were irksome—^for whate’er my mood, 

Tn .sooth I love not solitude; 

J on Zulcika's Klumber broke, 

And, as tliou kiK)w<5st that for mo 
Soon timi.s tlio Haram's grating key, 

Before the guardian slaves awoke 
We to tile cypress groves had flown, 

And made eartli, main, and heaven our own! 
There linger’d we, bi'guilcd tox> long 
With Mcjnoim’s tale, or Sadi’s song;* 

Till I, who heard the deep tambour * 

Beat thy Divan’s approaching hour, 

To thee, ant! to my duty true. 

Warn’d by the sound, to greet thee flew: 

But there Zuleika wanders yet— 

Nay, fatlier, rage not—nor forget 
That none can pierce that secret bower 
But llios© who watch the women’s tower,” 


•* Son of a slave!”—tiio Pacha sodd— 
* Prom unbelieving mother bred, 

Yiw were a father's hope to see 
Aught that beseems a man in thee. 


Thou, wlien Uiine arm should bend the bow 
And hurl Uio dart, and curb the steed 
Thou, Grct^k in soul if not in creed, 

Must poro where? babbling waters flow, 

And watch unfolding roses blow. 

Would that yon orl^ whoso matin glow 
Thy listless eyes so much admire, 

Would lend thee something of his fire! 
Thou, who wouidst sue tliis battlement 
By Christian caimon piecemeal rent; 

Nay, tamely view old Stambol's wall 
Before the dogs of Moscow fall, 

Nor strike oik? stroke for life and death 
Against Uic curs of Nazareth! 

Go—let thy hjss than woman's hand 
Assume the distatf—not the brand. 

But, Haroun!—lo my daughter speed: 

And hark—of thine own head take hoed—> 
If thus Zuleika oft takt5S wing— 

Thou seu’st y<in bow—it hath a string!” 

V. 

No sound from Selim's lip was heard, 

At least that met old Giaffir’s ear, 

But ov<‘ry frown atui every word 
Pierced keener than a Christian's sword. 
“Son of a slave!—rcproadi'd with fear! 
Those gibes had cost another dear. 

Son of a slave!—and vho my sire?” 

Thus held his thoughts their dark career; 
And glaiic*'s evfjij of ij)r»re than ire 
Flash forth, then faintly disappear. 

Old (hartir gazed upon his son 
And starlf d; f>r within his eye 
ITc rca<l how much his wrath hath done, 

Il<* saw rohelhoii llicn? begun: 

‘^Oome idthcr, boy—what, no reply? 

I mark tl'i( c—and I know th(?c too; 

Hut then; be d«'.eds thou dar'st not do: 

Bui if thy beard had niaii1i(*r Icngtli, 
y\nd if thy hati<l had skill and strength, 

I’d joy la SCO thee break a lance, 

Albeit against my own perchance.” 

As snooringly these accents fell, 

On Sebm’s <iye he fitn-coly gazed: 

That ey(^ return’d him glance for glance, 
And proudly to his sire’s was raised, 

Till Giaffir’s tpiail’d and !;hmiik askance— 
And why—^lie fell, but durst not fell. 

“ Much I mi.sdoubt tliis wayward boy 
Will one day work inc more a,nnoy: 

I never loved him from liis birth, 

And—but h'lfi arm is little wortli. 

And scarcely in the chast? could cope 
With timid fawn or anttslope, 

Par less would venture into strife 
Whore man contends for fame anti lif«>— 

T would not trust fhat look or tone : 

No—nor the hlootl so near my own. 

That blood—he hath not heard—no more 
I ’ll watch him closer titan before. 

He is an Arab ® to my sight, 

Or Christian croucliing in the fight— 

But hark!—I hear Zuleika’s voice ; 

Like Houris* hymn it meets min© ear: 

She is the offspring of my choice; 

Oh! more ffian cv’n her mother dear. 

With all to hojie, and nought to fear— 

My Peri 1 over welc(»me lun'c! 

Sweet as the doscrl-fountoin’s wave 
To Ups just coofd in time to save— 

Such to iny longing sight art thou; 

Nor can tiiey waft to Mecca’s shrine 
More tlianks for life, titan I for tltine, 

Who blest thy birtli, and bless thee new.” 



Camto I. 


THE BaiDE OF ABYDOS. 


?air, as the first that fell of womankind, 

When on tliat dread yet lovely serpent smiling, 
“lose image then was slamifd upon her mind— 
^ut once beguiled—and over more beguiling; 
DaraJing, as that, oh! too transcendunt vision 
To sorrow’s phanlom-pcopled slumber given. 
When heart meets heart again in dreams Elysian, 
And paints tlie tost on earth revived in heaven; 
Soft, as tlie memory of buried love; 

Pure, as the prayer which childhood wafts above; 
Was she—the daughter of tliat rude old chief 
Who mot the maid witli tears—^but not of grief. 

Who hath not proved how feebly words essay 
To fix one spark of beauty’s heavenly ray ? 

Who doth nut feel, until his failing sight 
Pmnts into dimness witli its own delighf 
His changing cheek, his sinking heart confess 
The might—the majesty of loveliness ? 

Such was Zulcika—such around her shono 
The nameless charms unniark’d by her alone; 

The light of love, the purity of grace, 

The mind, the music breathing from her face, ® 
The heart whose softness harmonized tlio whole— 
Aid, oh! that eye was in itself a soul! 

Her graceful arras in meekness bending 
Across her gently budding breast; 

At one kind word tlioso arms extending 
To clasp tlie neck of him who blest 
His cliild caressing and earesl 
Zulcika came—and fiialfir fell 
His purpose half within him melt : 

Not that against her fancied weal 
His heart though stern could ever feel, 
Aflectioii chahi’d her to that heart; 

Ambition tore tlie links apart. 

“Zulcika! child of gentleness 
How dear this very day must toll. 

When I forget my own distress. 

In losing what I love so well. 

To bid thee with another dwell: 

Another! and a braver man 
Was never seen in battle’s van. 

Wo Moslem reck not much of blood; 

But yet tile line of Carasman ’ 

Unchanged, unchangeable hath stood 
First of the Imld Timariot bands 
That won and well can keep their lands. 
Enough that he who comes to woo 
Is kinsman of the Bey Oglou; 

His years need scarce a thought employ; 

I would not have thee wed a boy. 

And thou shaft have a noble dower: 

And his and my united power 
Will laugh to scorn the death-firman, 

Which others tremble but to scan. 

And teach the messenger * what fate 
The bearer of such boon may wait. 

And now tliou know’st thy father’s will; 

A1 that thy sex hath need to know: 

T was mine to teach obedience still— 

The way to love tliy lord may show.” 

nil. 

In silence bow’d the virgin’s head; 

And if her eye was fill’d with tears. 

That stifled feeling dare not shod. 

And changed her cheek irom pale to red. 

And red to pale, as through her ears 
Those winged words like arrows sped. 

What cmild such be but maiden fears ? 


So bright the tear in beauty’s eye. 

Love half regrets to kiss it dry; 

So sweet the blush of baslifulness. 

Even pity scarce can wish it less' 

Whato’er it was the sire forgot; 

Or if remember’d, mark’d it not; 

Tlirico clapp’d liis hands, and call’d liis steed,* 
Resign’d his gcm-adoni’d Cliibouko, 

And mounthig foatly for tlio mead. 

With Maugrabee'* and Mamalukc, 

His way amid li'is Delis took,’* 

To witness many an active deed 
With sabre keen, or blunt jerreed. 

The Kislar only and his Moors 
Watcli’d well llic Hurain’s massy doors. 


His head was leant upon his liand. 

His eye look’d o’er the dark-bluo water 
That swiftly glides and gently swells 
Between tlio winding Dardanelles; 

But yet ho saw nor sea nor strand. 

Nor even his Pacha’s Ua-ban’d baud 
Mix in the game of mimic slaughter, 
Carcerhig cleave tJie folded felt 
Witli satire stroke right sliar|ily dealt; 

Nor mark’d the javeliu-dartiug crowd. 

Nor heard tlieir Olliihs wild and loud— 
He tliought but of old Ciiaflir’s daughter! 


No word from Selim’s bosom broke; 

One sigli Zuleika’s thought bespoke: 

Still gazed lie tbrougli tlio lattice grate, 
Pale, niiilp, and mournfully sedate. 

To him Zuleika’s eye was turn’d. 

But little from his aspect loam’d: 

Kijual her grief, yet not tiio same; 

Her licart ctmfess'd a gentler flame: 

But yet that heart alarm’d or weak, 

She knew not why, fiirbade to speak. 

Vet speak she must—hut when essay? 

“ How strange he thus should turn away! 
Not thus we e’er before have met; 

Not tints shall be our parting yet.’ 

Thrice paced she slowly through tlio room 
And watch’d liis eye—it still was fix’d; 
She snatch’d Uie urn wherein was mix’d 
The Persian Atar-gul’s “ perfume. 

And sprinkled all its odoiu-s o’er 
The pictured roof ami marble floor: 

The drojis, that tlirou^ liis glittering vest 
The playfid girl’s appeal addrest, 

Unheeded o’er his bosom flew. 

As if that breast were marble too. 

“What, sullen yet? it mtist not be— 

Oil! gentle Selim, this from tlice!” 

She saw in curious order set 
The fairest flowers of Eastern land— 

“ Ho loved them once; may toucli them yet, 
If offer’d by Zuleika’s hand.” 

The childisli thought was hardly breath’d 
Before the rose was pluck’d and wreathed; 
The next fond moment saw her seat 
Her fairy form at Selim’s feet: 

“ This rose to calm my brother’s cares 
A message fi-om the Bulbul ” bears; 

It says to-night he will prolong 
For Selim’s car his sweetest song; 

And Utough his note is somewhat sad. 

He’ll try for once a strain more glad. 

With some &int hope his alter’d lay 
May sing these gloomy thou^ts away. 
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‘ Wliit! not receive my fiKJidi flower? 

Kay then 1 am indeed iinblest; 

On me can thus thy forehead lower ? 

And know’st thou not who loves thee best ? 
Oh, Selim dear! oh, more than dearest! 

Say, is it me thou hat’st or fearest? 

Come, lay thy head upon my breast. 

And I will kiss thee into rest. 

Since words of mine, and son^ must fail, 
Even from my fabled nightingale. 

I knew our sire at times was stem. 

But this from thee had yet to loam: 

Too well I know he loves thee not; 

But is Zuleika’s love forgot? 

Ah! doom I right ? the Paclia’a plan— 

This kinsman Bey of Carasman 
Perhaps may prove some foe of thine. 

If BO, I swear by Mecca’s shrine. 

If shrines that ne'er approach allow 
To woman’s step admit her vow. 

Without thy free consent, command. 

The Sultan should not have my hand! 
Think’st thou that I could bear to part 
With tliee, and learn to halve my heart ? 

Ah! were 1 sever’d from thy .side. 

Where were thy friend—and who ray guide ? 
Years have not seen, time shall not see 
The hour that tears my soul from thee; 

Even Azracl, from his dearlly quiver 
Wlien flies that shall, and fly it must. 

That parte all else, shall doom for ever 
Our hearts to undivided dust!” 


He lived—he breathed—ho moved—he felt; 
He raised the maid from where she knelt; 
His trance was gone—his keen eye shone 
With thoughts that long in darkness dwelt; 
With tlioughts that bum—in rays that melt. 
As the stream late conceal’d 
By the fringe of its willows, 

When it rushes reveal’d 
In the light of its billows; 

As the bolt bursts on high 
From the black cloud that bound it. 

Flash’d the soul of that eye 
Through the long lashes round it. 

A war-horse at the trumpet’s sound, 

A lion roused by heedless hound, 

A tyrant waked to sudden strife 
By graze of ill-dirccted knife. 

Starts not to more convulsive life 
Than he, who beard that vow, display’d. 

And all, before repress'd, betray'd; 

“ Now thou art nune, for ever mine, 

With life to keep, and scarce with life resign; 
Now thou art mine, that sacred oath, 

Though sworn by one, hath bound us botlt. 
Yes, fondly, wisely hast thou done; 

That vow hath saved more heads than one; 
But blench not thou—thy simplest tress 
Claims more from me than tenderness; 

I would not wrong the slenderest hair 
That clusters round thy forehead &ir. 

For all tlie treasures buried far 
Within the caves of Istokar.” 

This morning clouds upon me lower'd,’ 
Reproaches on my head were shower’d. 

And Qiaffir almost called me coward! 

Now I have motive to bo brave; 

The son of his neglected slave, 

Nay, start not, H. was the term he gave. 

May show, though little m>t to vaunt, 

A heart his woi^ nor can daunt. 


Hit son, indeed!—^yof, thanks to thee, 
Perchance I am, at least shall be; 

But let our plighted secret vow 
Bo only known to us as now. 

I know the wretch who dares demand 
From GiaSir diy reluctant hand; 

More ill-got wealth, a meaner soul 
Holds not a Mussclim’s control: 

Was he not bred in Egripo? “ 

A viler race let Israel show! 

But let that pass—to none bo told 
Our oath; the rest shall time uididd. 

To me and mine leave Osman Bey; 

I 'vo partisans for peril’s day: 

Think not I am what I appear; 

I’ve arms, and friends, and vengeance near. 
XIII. 

"Think not thou art what thou appearest! 

My Selim, thou art sadly changed: 

This mom I saw thee gentlest, dearest; 

But now thou 'rt from tliyself estranged. 

My love thou surely knew’st before. 

It ne’er was less, nor can be more. 

To see thee, hear thee, near thee stay, 

And hate the night I know not why, 

Save that we meet not but by day; 

With thee to hvc, with thee to die, 

I dare not to my hope deny: 

Thy cheek, tliine eyes, tliy lips to kiss. 

Like Uiis—and Uiis—^no more than tliis; 

For, AHa! sure thy lijis are flame: 

What fever in tby veins is flushing ? 

My own have nearly caught tlic same. 

At least I feel niy cJieck too blushing. 

To soodi thy sicknes.<i, watch tl>y health. 
Partake, but never waste thy wealtli. 

Or Bland widi smiles unmurmuring by. 

And lighten Iialf thy poverty; 

Do all but close thy dying eye, 

For that I could not live to try; 

To Uicse alone my thoughts aspire: 

More can I do ? or thou require ? 

But, Selim, tliou must answer why 
We need so much of mystery? 

The cause I cannot dream nor tell. 

But be it, since tliou say’st't is well; 

Yet what tliou mcan’st by ‘arms’ and ‘friends, 
Beyond my weaker sense extends, 

1 meant that Giaffir should have heard 
The very vow 1 plighted thee; 

His wrath would not revoke my word: 

But surely he would leave me free. 

Can this fond wish seem strange in me. 

To be what 1 have ever been? 

What other hath Zulcika seen 
Prom simple childliood’s,earliest hour? 

What other can she seek to see 
Than thee, companion of her bower. 

The partner of her infency? 

These cherish’d thoughts with life begun. 

Say, why must I no more avow? 

What cliange is wrought to make me shun 
The truth; my pride, and thine till now 
To meet the gaze of stranger’s eyes 
Our law, our creed, our God denies; 

Nor shall one wandering thought rf mine 
At such, our Prophet’s will repine: 

No! happier made by that decree! 

He left mo all in leaving thee. 

Deep were my anguish, thus compeO’d 
To wed with cne I ne’er beheld: 

This wherefore should I not reveal ? 

Why wilt thou urge me to conceal? 

I know flae Pacha^ haughty mood 
To thee hath never boded good: 
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And he so often storms at nou^t, 

^ ^Allah! forbid that e’er he oujrhl! 

* ■'AM why, I know not, but within 
M^heart concealment weighs like sin. 

If thdb\8uch secrecy be crime, 

And such H feels wiule lurking here; 

Oh,Selim! tell me yet in time, 

Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear. 

Ah! yonder sec the Tchocadar, 

My father leaves the mimic war; 

I Ucmble now to moot his eye— 

Say, Selim, canst thou tell me why?” 

XTV. 

“ Zuletka! to thy tower’s retreat 
Betake thee—Giaffir I can greet: 

And now with him I fain must prate 
Of hrmaiis, imposts, levies, state. 

There’s fearful news from l^aimbe’s banks, 
Our Vizier nobly thuis his ranks, 

For which the Giaour may give him thanks! 
Our Sultan hath a shorter way 
Such costly triumph to repay. 

But, mark mo, when the twilight drum 
Hatli warn’ll the troops to food and sleep, 
UnU) thy cell will Selim come: 

Then si>ftly frian Uie Haram creep 
Whore wc may wander by the deep: 

Our garden-battlements arc steep; 

Nor these will rash intruder climb 
To list our words, or stint our time; 

And if he doth, I want :K>t steel 
Which some have ffdl, an<l more may feci. 
Then slmlt thou learn of Sidiru mtire 
Than thou hast heanl or tho^jgbt before 
Trust me, Zuleika—fear not me! 

Thou know’st I hold a Haram key.” 

“ Pear tliee, my Selim! iie’or till now 
Did word like this— 

Delay not thou; 

I keep the key—and Haromi’s gtiard 
Have wme, and hope of more reward. 
To-night, Zuleika, tliou sbalt hear 
My tale, my purpose, and iny fear: 

1 am not, love! what 1 appear.” 


CANTO II. 


The wnds are high on Helle’s wave. 

As on that night of stormy water 
When Love, who sent, forgot to save 
The young, the beautiful, Ae brave, 

The lonely hope of Scstos* dau^ter. 

Oh! when alone along the sky 
Her turret-torch was blazing high, 

Though rising gale, and breaking foam, 
And shrieking sea-birds warn’d him home; 
And clouds ^ofl and tides below, 

With signs and sounds, forbade to go, 

He couM not sec, he would not hear 
Or sound or sign foreboding fear; 

His eye but saw thtU; light of love, 

The (mly star it hail’d above; 

His ear but rang with Hero’s song, 

“Ye waves, divide not lovom long !!lr“ 

Thai tale is old, but love anew 

May nerve young hearts to prove as true. 


The winds are high, and Helle’s tide ^ 
Rolls daridy heaving to the main; 

And night’s descending shadows hide 
That field with blood bedew’d in vain, 

The desert of old Priam’s pride; 

The tombs, sole relics of his reign, 

All—save immortal dreams that could beguile 
The blind old man of Scio’s rocky isle • 

III. 

• Oh! yet—for there my steps have been; 

These feet have press’d the sacred shore, 
Tliesc limbs that buoyant wave hath borne— 
Minstrel! wiUi Ihec to muse, to mourn, 

I’o trace again those fields of yore, 

Believing every hillock green 
Contuins no fabled hero’s ashes, 

And that around the undoubted scene 

Thine own “ broad Hellespont ” still dashes, 
Be long my lot! and cold were he 
Who there could gaze denying tliee! 


IV. 

The nipht liath closed on Helle’s stream, 
Nor yet hath risen wi Ida’s hill 
That moori, which shone on his high theme: 
No warrior chides her peaceful beam, 

But conscious shepherds bless it still. 
Their floitks are gnvzing on the mound 
Of liiin who fiill the Dardan’s arrow: 

That mighty heap of gatlicr’d groimd 
Which Amnion’s son rfui proudly round. 
By nations raisod, by inunarclis crown’d, 

Ts now a lone and nameless barrow! 
Within—tJiy dweliing-plai;e how narrow! 
Without—ran only strangers breath© 

I'he name of him tlial uxut beneaUi: 

Dust long outlasts tlie storied stone; 

But thou—Uiy very dust is gone! 


Late, late to-night will Dian cheer 
The swain, and chase the boatman’s fear; 
Till then—^no beacon on the clilT 
May shape tlic course of struggling skiff; 
The scatter’d lights that skirt the bay 
All, one by one, have died away; 

The only lamp of this lone hour 
Is glimmering in Zuleika’s lower. 

Yes! there is light in that lone cliamber, 
And o’er her silken Ottoman 
Are tlirown the fragrant beads of amber, 
O’er which her fairy fingers ran 
Near these, vritli emerald rays besot, 
(How coulii sh(^ thus that gem forgot?) 
Her motlicr’s sainted amulet,®* 

Whereon engraved the Koorsoe text, 
Could smooth this life, and win the next; 
An<i by her Comboloio®’ lies 
A Koran of illumined dyes; 

And many a Ixight emblazon’d rhymo 
By Persian scribes redeem’d from time; 
And o’er those scrolls, not oft so mute, 
Reclines her now ne^ected lute; 

And round her lamp of fretted gold 
Bloom flowers in urns of China’s mould; 
The richest wmrk Iran’s loom, 

And Sheeraz’ tribute of perflime; 

All tliat can eye or sense delight 
Are gather’d in that gorg<«)ufi room: 

But yet it hath an air of gloom, 

She, of this Peri cell the sprite, 

Wlit doth she hence, and on so rude a 
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Wr^t in the darkest s^dile vest, 

Which none save noblest Moslem wear, 
To guard from winds of heaven the breast 
As heaven itself to Selim dear, 

With cautious steps the thicket threading, 
And starting <^, as through the glade 
The gust its hollow moaning mode, 

Till on the smoother pathway treading, 
Mwe free her timid bosom beat, 

The maid pursued her silent guide; 
And tbotigh her terror urged retreat, 

How could she quit her Solim*s side ? 
How teach her tender lips to chide ? 

VII. 

They reach’d at length a grotto, hewn 
By nature, but enlarged by art, 

Where oil her lute she wont to tune, 

And ofr her Koran conn'd apart; 

And oft in youdiful reverie 
She dreiun’d what Paradise mi^t bo: 
Where woman’s parted sotil shall go 
Her prophet h^ disdain’d to show; 

But Selim’s mansion was secure, 

Nor deem’d she, could he long endure 
His bower in otlier worlds of bliss, 

Witliout hety most beloved in this! 

Oh! who so dear with him could dwell? 
What Houri sooth liim half so well? 


Since last she visited the 8)K)t 

Some change seem’d wrought within tl )0 grot: 

It might be only that the night 

Disguised tilings seen by better light: 

That brazen lamp but dimly tlircw 
A ray of no ccli^tial hue; 

But in a nook within die cell 
Her eye on stranger objects fell. 

There arms were piled, not sucli as wield 
The turban’d Dulls in the field; 

But brands of foreign blade and hilt, 

And one was red—percliance with guilt! 

Ah! how without can blood be spilt ? 

A cup too on the board was set 
That did not seem to hold sherbet. 

What may this mean ? she turn’d to see 
Her Selim—“ Oh! can tliis be he ?” 


His robe of pride was tJirown asido, 

His brow no high-crown’d turban bore, 

But in its stead a shawl of red, 

Wreathed li^tly round, his temples wore: 
That dagger, on whose hilt the gem 
Were worthy of a diadem, 

No longer glitter’d at his waist, 

Where pistols unadom’d were braced; 

And from his belt a sabre swung, 

And from his shoulder loosely hung 
The cloak of white, the thin capote 
That decks the wandering Candiote: 

Beneath—his golden-plat^ vest 
Clung like a cuirass to his breast; 

The greaves below his knee that wound 
With silvery scales were^sheathed and bound. 
But were it not that high command 
Spake in his eye, and teme, and hand, 

All that a careless eye coidd see 
In him was some young Galiongee.^* 

z. 

* I said 1 was not I seem’d; 

■‘►"w irnio! 


1 have a tale thou hast not dream’d, 

If sooth—its truth must others rue. 

My story now *t were vain to hide; 

1 must not see thee Osman’s bride: 

But had not thine own lifw declared 
How much of tliat young heart I shared, 

I could not, must not, yet have shown 
The darker secret of my own. 

In this 1 s{>eak not now of love; 

That, let time, truth, and peril prove: 

But first—Oh! never wed another— 
Zuleika! I am not thy brother!“ 

XI. 

® Oh! not my brother!—yet unsay— 

God! am I left alone on earth 
To mourn—1 dare not curse—the day 
That saw my soliUiry birth ? 

Oh! thou wilt love me now no more! 

My sinking heart foreboded ill; 

But know all I was before, 

Thy sister—friend—Zuleika still. 

Thou led’sl me here perchance to kill; 

If thou hast cause for vengeance, see! 
My breast is offer’d—take thy fill! 

Far better with the dead to be 
Than live thus nothing now to thee: 
Perhaps far worse, for now I know 
Why Giafftr always seem’d tliy foe; 

And 1 alas! am Giaftir’s child, 

For whom tJioii werl. c<mtemn’d, reviled. 

3f not thy sister—wouldst thou save 
My lU’e, t)h! bid me be thy slave!” 

XII. 

“ My slave, Zuleika!—nay, I’m thine: 

But, gentle love, this transport calm. 

Thy lot shall yot Ix' link’d with mine; 

I swear it by our Prophet’s shrine, 

And bo that thought thy sorrow’s balm. 
So may the Koran®® V(irse. display’d 
UfK>n its stool direct my blade, 

In danger’s hour to guard us botii, 

As I preserve that awful oath! 

The name in which tliy heart, hath prided 
Must change; hut, my Zuleika, know, 
That tie is widen’d, not divided, 

Although tliy Sir<^ ’s my tlcadliost foe. 

My fatlier was to Giuffir all 
That Selim late was deem’d to thee; 
That brotlier wrought a brother’s fall, 

But spared, at least, my infancy; 

And lull’d me with a vaiii deceit 
That yet a like return may meet. 

He rear’d me, not with tender help, 

But like the nephew of a Cain; 

He watcli’d me like a lion’s whelp, 

That gnaws and yet may break lus chain. 
My father’s blood in every vein 
Is boiling; but for thy dear sake 
No present vengeance will I take; 

Though here I must no more remain. 

But first, belov’d Zuleika! hear 
How Giaffir wrought this deed of fear. 

Xlll. 

“ How first their strife to rancour grew, 

If love or envy made them foes, 

It matters little if I knew; 

In fiery spirits, slights, though few 
And thoughtless, will disturb repose. 

In war Abdallah’s arm was strong 
Remember’d yet in Bosniao song, 

And Paswan’s®^ rebel hcNrdes attest 
How little love they bore such guest: 
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Hit death it aU I need relate, 

The stern effect of Giaffir*a hate; 

' how my disclosed to me, 

“ ite’er beside it makes, hath made me free. 

XIV. 

“ When Paswan, afler years of strife, 

At last for pr)wer, but first for life, 

In Wdin’s walls too proudly sate, 

Our Pacha’s rallied round the state; 

Nor last nor least in hiwh command 
Each brother led a 8C{Kiratc hand; 

They gave their horsetails to the wind, 

And, mustering in Sophia’s [dain, 

Their tents were pitch’d, their post assign’d; 

To one, alas! assign’d in vain! 

What need of words? the deadly bowl, 

By Giafiir’s onler drugg’d and given, 

With venom subtle as hia soul, 

Dismiss’d Abdallah’s hence to heaven. 
Reclined and feverish in the batli, 

He, when the hunter’s sport was up, 

But little deem’d a brother’s wrath 
To quench his thirst had such a cup: 

The bowl a bribed attendant bore; 

He dnuik one drought,*® nf»r needed more! 

If thou my tale, Zuleiko, doubt, 

Call Haroun—he can tell it out. 

XV. 

“ The deed onc(s done, and Paswan’s feud 
In part snp{>ress’d, though ne’er subdued, 
Abdallah’s pachalick was gain’d:— 

Thou know’st not wliat in our Divan 
Con wealtli procure for worse tlian man— 
Abdaliali’s honours were obtain’d 
By him a brotlier’s murder stain’d 
’T is true, the purchase nearly drain’d 
His ill-got treasure, soon replace/). 

Would’st question whence? Survey tlie waste, 
And ask tlio sepmlid peasant bow 
H'ls giuns repay his broiling bn>w !— 

Why me tlie stem usurj>er spared, 

Why thus with me bis }>alacr sliared, 

I know not. Shame, regr/^t, remorse, 

And little fear from infiuit’s force; 

Besides, adoption as a son 

By him whom Heaven accorded none, 

Or some imknowm cabal, caprice, 

Preserved me thus; but not in peace: 

He cannot curb liis haughty mof>d, 

Kor 1 forgive a fatlier’s blood. 

XVI. 

** Within thy father’s house are foes; 

Not all who break his bread are true: 

To these should I my birth disclose, 

His days, his very hours were few: 

They only want a heart to lead, 

A hand to point them to Uie deed. 

But Haroun only knows, or knew 
This tale, wh^e close is almost nigh: 

He in Abdallah’s pi^ace grew, 

And held that in Ms Serai 
Which holds he here—ho saw him die: 

But what c^d single slavery do? 

Avenge his lord ? alas! too late; 

Or save his son from such a fate ? 

He chose the last, and when elate 
With foes subdued, or friends betray’d, 

Proud Giaffir in higli triumph sate, 

He led me helpless to his gate, 

And not in vtun it seems essay’d 
To save the life for which he prav’d. 


The knowledge of my birdi secured 
From all and eacl^ but most frwn me; 

Thus Giaffiris safety was ensured. 

Removed he too from Roumelie 
To this our Asiatic side, 

Far from our scats by Danube’s tide, 

Witli none but Haroun, who retairu 
Such knowledge—and that Nubiiui feela 
A tyrant’s secrets are but chains, 

Prom which tlie captive gladly steals, 

And this and more to me reveals: 

Such still to guilt just AUa sends— 

Slaves, tools, accomplices—no friends! 

XVII. 

“AU this, Zulciktt, harshly sounds; 

But liarshcr still my tale must be: 

Howe’er my tongue thy softn(»s wounds, 

Yet I must prove all truth to thee. 

I saw thee start tliis garb to see, 

Tct is it one I ofl have worn, 

And long must wear: this Galiongile, 

To whom tliy plighted vow is sworn, 

Is leader of those pirate hordes, 

Wluise laws and lives are on their swords, 
To hear whose desolating tale 
W^ould make tiiy waning cheek more pale; 
Tlu^e arms tliou sec’st my band iiave brou^t, 
Tlie hands that wield are not remote; 

This cup too for the rugged knaves 
Is fill’d—once quaff’d, they ne’er repine* 

Our Prophet might forgive tlie slaves; 

They ’re only infidels in wine. 

XVIII. 

“ What could I be ? Proscribed at hmne, 

And taunted to a wish to roam; 

And listless left—for Giaffir’s fear 
Denied tlie courser and the spear— 

Though oft—Oh, Maliomet! how oft!— 

In full Divan die despot scoff’d, 

As if my weak unwilling hand 
Refused the bridle or tlie brand: 

He ever went to war alone, 

And pent me here untried, unknown; 

To Haroun’s care with women left, 

By hope uiiblest, of fame bereft, 

While thou—whose softness kmg endear’d, 
7'hough it unmann’d me, still had cheer’d— 

To Bnisa’s walls for safety stmt, 

Awaited’st there tlio field’s event. 

Haroun, who saw my spirit pining 
Beneafti inaction’s sluggish yoke. 

His captive, though with dread resigning, 

My tliraldom f<»r a season broke, 

On promise to return btdbre 

The day when Giaffir’s charge was o’er, 

*T is vain—niy Uaiguc cannot impart 
My almost drunkenness of heart, 

When first this liberated eye 
Survey’d Earth, Ocean, Sun, and Sky, 

As if my spirit pierced them through. 

And all their inmost wonders knew! 

One word alone can paint to thee 
That more than feeling—I was Free! 

E'en for thy preswice ceased to pine; 

The World—naySgiiHeavcn itself was mine! 


“ The shallop of a trusty Moor 
Convey’d me fhom this idle shore; 

I Imig'd to see the isles that gem 
Old Ocean’s purple diadem: 

I sought hy turns, and saw them idl; ** 
Bui when and where I join’d the crew, 
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"With whom I’m pledged to rfflo or fall, 

When ell dial we design to do 
Is done, ’t will that be time more meet 
To tell thee, when the tale's cocnjdete. 

XX. 

*» *T is true, they are a lawless brood, 

But rcNigh in form, nor mild in mood; 

And every creed, mid every race, 

W'ith them hath found—^may find a place: 

But open speecli, and ready hand, 

Obedience to their chieTs command; 

A soul for every enleiprisc, 

That never sees with terror’s eyes; 

Friendship for each, and fiuth to all, 

And vengeance vow’d for those who fall, 

Have made tlicm fitting instrumenti 
For more than even roy own intents. 

And sonic—and 1 have studied all 
IXstingulsliM from the vulgar rank, 

But chiefly to iny counsel call 
The wisdom of the cautious Frank— 

And some to higher thoughts aspire, 

The last of Lainbro’s patriots Aero 
Anticipated freedom sli^e; 

And oft aroimd the cavern fire 
On visionary schemes debate, 

7'o snatch Ac Rayahs from their fate. 

So let Aera ease Aeir hearts with prate 
Of equal rights, wliich man ne’er knew; 

I have a love for freedom Ao. 

Ay! let me like the ocean-patriarch roam, 

Or only know on land tlie Tartar’s home! *• 

My tent on shore, my galley on the sea, 

Arc mcu’c tlian cities and serais to me: 

Borne by my steed, or wafted by my sail, 

Across the desert, or before the gaits, 

Bound where Aou wilt, my barb! or glide, my prow! 
But be Ae star Aat guides Ae wanderer, Thou! 
Thou, my Zuleika, sWe and bless my bark; 

The dove of peace and promise to mine ark I 
Or, since Aat hope denied in worlds d* strife, 

Be tliou the rainbow to Ae stcums d* life I 
The evening beam that smiles the douds away. 

And tints to-morrow vntli prophetic ray! 

Blest—as the Muezzin’s strain from Mecca’s wall 
To pilgrims pure and |»‘ 06 trate at his call; 

Soft—as Ae melody of youthful days, 

That steals Ae trembling tear of 8{>eechl6ss praise; 
Dear—as hb native song to exile’s ears, 

SImll sound each tone Ay long-loved voice endears. 
For thee in those bright isles is built a bower 
Blooming as Aden in its earliest hour. 

A Aousand swords, wiA Selim’s heart and hand, 
Wait—wave—defend—destroy—at tliy command! 
Girt by my band, Zuleika at my side, 

The s|)oil of nations shall bedeck my bride. 

The Haram’s languid years of listless ease 
Are well resign’d for cares—for joys like lliese: 

Not blind to fate, 1 see, where’er I rove^ 

Unnumber d perils—^but one only love! 

Yet well my toils diall Aat fond breast repay, 

Though fortune frown, or falser friends betray. 

How dear Ae dream in darkest houre of ill, 

Should all be changed, to find thee ftuthful sAl! 

Be but Ay soul, fiko Selim’s, firmly shovrn^ 

To Aee be Selim’s tender as thine own; 

To sooA each sorrow, share in each delight, 

Blend every Aought, do all—4njt disunite! 

Once free, ’t is mine our horde again to guide; 
Fnends to each other, foes to aught beside: 

Yet there we follow but tlie bent assign’d 
By fatal nature to man’s warring kind: 

Mark! where )us carnage and his conquests cease! 

»•'•aVes « sohtude and calls it—peace' 


I, like Ac rest, must use roy skill or strength, 

But ask no land beyond stibro’s lengA; 

Power sways but by division—her resource 
The blest aUemaiivo of fraud or force! 

Ours be the last; in time deceit muy come 
When cities cage us in a social homo: ^ 

There even tliy soul might err—how oft Ae hevt 
Corruption shakes which p<?ril could not part! 

And w'oman, more than man, when death (wr wo 
Or even disgrace w'otud lay her lover low, 

>Sunk in the lap of luxury will shame— 

Away suspicion! iiot Zuleiku’s name! 

But life is hazard at the host; and here 
No more renmius to win, and much to fear: 

Ves, fear!—Ae doubt, the dread of losing Aec, 

By Osman’s j>ower and (ilaflir’s stem decree. 

That dread shall vauisli with the favouring gale, 

Which iov(' tevnight hath promised to my soil: 

No danger daunts the pair his smile hatli blest, 

I'beir steps still roving, btit tiieir hearts at rest. 

With Ace all toils are sweet, each clime hath charms; 
Earth—sea alike—our world within our arms! 

Ay—let the loud winds whistle o’er Ae deck, 

So tliat those amis cling closer round my nock: 

The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 
No sigh for safety, but a prayer for thee! 

The war of elements no fears impart 
To love, whose dea<l]icst bane is human art: 

Inhere lie the only rocks our course can check; 

Here nu^nents menace—t/tere are years of wreck! 

But hence ye thoughts that rise in Horror’s shape! 
This hour bc^ws, or ever bars escape. 

Few words remain of mine my tale to close: 

Of Aine but one to waft us from our fites; 

Yea—foes—to me will Giaffir’s hate decl’me? 

And is not Osman, who would part us, thine ? 

XXI. 

‘ His head ami faith from doubt and death 
Return’d in time my guard to save; 

Few heard, none told, Aat o’er the wave 
From isle to isle 1 roved the while: 

And since, though parted from my band, 

Too seldom now T leave the land, 

No deed they ’vc <lone, nor deed shall do, 

Ere I have heard and doom’d it too: 

I form Ac plan, decree the spoil, 

’T is fit I oftener share Ae toil. 

But now too long I ’vc held thine car; 

Time presses, floats my bark, and here 
Wo leave behind but hate and fear. 

To-morrow Osmn with his train 
Arrives—to-night must break thy chain: 

And wouldst Aou save that haughty Bey, 
Perchance Me life who gave thee thine, 

WiA me this hour away—away! 

But yet, though thou art plighted nune, 

Wouldst thou rocadl thy willing vow, 

Appall’d by truths imparted now, 

Here rest I—^not to see thee wed: 

But bo that peril on mi/ head!” 

XZII. 

Zuleika, mule and motionless, 

Stood like that statue distress, 

When, her last hope for ever gone, 

The moAer harden’d mto stone ; 

Ail in the maid that eye could see 
Was but a younger JTiob^. 

But ere her lip, or even her eye, 

Essay’d to speak, or look reply, 

Beneath the garden’s widtet porch 
Far flashed on high a Uazing torch! 

AnoAer—and anoAer—and uioAer— [Aer 
“ Oh! fly—^no more—yet now my more Aan bro- 
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F«r, wide, through every thicket spreed, 

The feuful lights are gleaming red; 

.fJor these alone—for each right hand 
ready with a shealhless brand, 
l^y part, pursue, return, and wheel 
Wiui searching flambeau, shining steel; 

And last of all, his sabre waving 
Stem Giaflir in lus fury raving; 

And now almost they touch the cave— 

Oh 1 must that grot ^ Selim's grave 

zxm. 

Dauntless ho stood—“’tis come—soon past- 
Oiie kiss, Zuleika—"t is my last: 

But yet my band not far from shore 
May bear this signal, see the flash t 
Yet DOW too few—^the attempt were rash 
No matter—^yet one efibrt more.” 

Forth to the cavern mouth he slept 
His pistol’s echo rang on high, 

Zuleika started not, nor wept. 

Despair benumb'd her breast and eye 1— 

“ They hear me not, or if they ply 
Their oars, 't is but to see me die; 

That sound hath drawn my foes more nigli. 
Then forth my father’s scimitar. 

Thou ne’er hast seen less equal war! 
Farewell, Zuleika 1—Sweet! retire: 

Yet stay within—here linger safe. 

At thee his rage will only chafe. 

Stir not—lost even to thee perchance 
Some erring blade or ball should glance. 
Fcar’st tliou for him ?—may I expire 
If in tliis strife I seek thy sire ! 

No—though by him that (loison pour’d; 

No—though again he call me coward! 

But tamely shall I meet their steel ? 

No—as each crest save hu may feel 1” 


One bound he made, and gain’d the sand; 

Already at his feet hath sunk 
The foremost of the prying band, 

A gasping bead, a quivering trunk: 
Another falls—but round him close 
A swarming circle of his foes; 

Prom right to left his path he cleft, 

And almost met the meeting wave: 

His boat appears—not five oars’ length— 
H’is comrades strain with desperate strength- 
Oh! are they yet in time to save ? 

His feet the foremost breakers lave; 

His band arc plunging in the bay, 

Thoir sabres gjitter tlirough the spray; 

Wot—wild—unwearied to the strand 
They struggle—now they touch the land! 
They come—’t is but to add to slaughter— 
His heart’s host blood is on the water. 


Escaped from shot, unharm’d by steel. 

Or scarcely grazed its force to feel. 

Had Selim won, betray'd, beset. 

To where the strand and billows met: 
There as his last step left the land. 

And the last death-blow dealt his hand— 
All! wherefore did he turn to look 
For her his eye but sought in vain? 

That pause, that fatal gaze he took, 

Hath doom’d his death, or fix’d Ids chain. 
Sad proo^ in periJ and in pain, 

How late will lover’s hope remain! 

His back was to the dating spray t 
Behind, but close, Ins comradei lay, 


mi 

When, at the instant, hiss’d the ball—- 
“So may the foes of Giaflir fall!” 

Whose voice is hoard? whose carbine rang? 
Whose bullet through llie night-air sang, 

Too nearly, deadly aim’d to err? 

’T is tliine—Abdallaii’s murderer! 

The father slowly rued thy hate, 

The son hath foimd a quicker fate: 

Fast from his breast the blood is bubbling. 

The whiteness of tlie sea-foam troubling— 

If auglit his lips essay’d to groan, 

The rushing billows duA’d the tone 1 

XXVI. 

Morn slowly rolls the clouds away; 

Few trophies of the fight are there: 

The shouts tliat shook the midnight bay 
Are silent; but some signs of fray 
That strand of strife may bear, 

And fragments of each shiver’d brand; 

Steps stamp’d; and dash’d into Uie sand 
The print of many a struggling hand 
May there be mark’d; nor far remote 
A broken torcli, an oarlcss boat; 

And liuigled on the weeds that heap 
The beach where shelving to the deep 
ThiTc lies a white capote! 

’T is rent in twain—one dark-red stain 
The wave yet ripples o’er in vain: 

But where is he who wore ? 

Ye! who would o’er his relics weep. 

Go, seek them where the surges sweep 
Their lairden round Sigmum’s steep. 

And cast on I.emnos’ shore: 

The sea-birds shriek aliovc the prey. 

O’er which their hungry beaks delay. 

As shaken on Ids restless pillow, 

His head heaves with the heaving billow; 

Tliat hand, whose motion is not life, 

Yet feebly seems to menace strife. 

Flung by the tossing tide on high. 

Then levell’d witli the wave— 

What recks it, though tliat corse shall lie 
Within a living grave? 

The bird tliat tears that jirostrate form 
Hath only robb’d the meaner worm ; 

The only heart, tlie only eye 
Had bled or wept to sec him die, 

Had seen those .scatter'd limbs composed. 

And mourn’d aWo his turban-stone,”” 

That heart hath burst—that eye was closed— 
Yea—closed before bis own 1 

xxvii. 

By Helle’s stream there is a voice of wail 
And woman’s eye is wet—man’s cheek is pale, 
Zuleika! last of Giaffir’s race, 

Thy destined lord is come too late, 

He sees not—ne’er shall sea thy face! 

Can he not hoar 

The loud Wul-wullch warn bis distant ear? 

Thy handmaids weeping at the gate. 

The Koran-chaunters of the hymn of fate, 

The silent slaves with folded arms that wait, 
iighs in the hall, and shriek.s upon the gale. 

Tell him tliy tale! 

Thou didst not view Ihy Selim fall! 

That fearful moment when he loft the cave 
Thy heart grew chill: 

He was thy hope—thy joy—thy love—thine all 
And that last thought <xi him thou couldst not sav 
Sufficed to kiU; 

Burst fiwth in one wild cry—and aU was still. 

Peace to thy brdten heart, and virgin grave . 



Ah! but of life to lose the worst! 

TiuU grief—though deep-*thoug!) fatal-«"was thy first! 
Thrice happy! ne*er to feel nor fear the ibree 
(X absence, shame, pride, hate, revenge, remorse 1 
And, oil! that pang where more than n^noss lies! 
The worm tliat will not sleep—and never dies; 
Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly night. 

That dreads the darkness, and yet loatlies the light, 
That winds arouiul and tears the quivering heart! 

Ah! wherefore not omsunie it—and depart! 

Wo to tliee, rash and unrelenting chief! 

Vainly tliou heap’st the dust upon thy head, 

Vainly the sackclotli o’er tliy limbs doth spread: 

By that same hand Abdallah—Selim bled. 

Now let it tear thy beard in idle grief: 

Thy pride of heart, thy bride for Osman’s bed, 

She, whom thy sultan hud but seen to wed. 

Thy daughter’s dead! 

Hope of tliine age, thy twilight’s lonely beana, 

The star hath set tliat shone on Helie’s stream. 
What quench’d its ray 7 —the blood that thou hast shed! 
Hark! to the hurried question of despair: 

• Where is my diild ?”—an echo answers —^ Where ?” 

ZXVIII. 

Within the place of thousand tombs 
That shine beneath, while dark above 
The sad but living cypress glooms, 

And withers not, though branch and leaf 
Are stamp’d witii an eternal grief, 

Like early uiu'equited love, 

One spot exists, which ever blooms, 

Even in that deadly grove^ 

A single rose is shedding there 
Its lonely lustre, meek and pale: 

It looks as planted by despair— 

So white—so faint—the slightest gale 
Might whirl the leaves on high; 

And yet, though storms and blight assail, 

And hands more rude than wintry sky 
May wring it from tlie stem—in vain— 
To-morrow secs it bloom again! 

The stalk some spirit gently rears, 

And waters with celestial tears; 

For well may maids of Hello deem 
That tliis can be no earthly flower, 

Which mocks the tempest’s witliering hour, 


And buds unshehcr’d by a bower; 

Nor droops, though spring refuse her showeri 
Nor WOOS the summer beam: 

To it the livelong night there sings 
A bird unseen—but not remote: 

Invisible his airy wings, 

But soft as har|» that Houri strings 
His long entrancing note! 

It were the bulbul; but his throat, 

Though mournful, poiu« not such a sU'ain: 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot, but linger there and grieve 
As if they loved in vain! 

And yet so sweet the tears they shed, 

’T is sorrow so unmix’d with dread, 

I’Koy scarce can bear the mom to break 
That melancholy spell, 

And longtT yet would weep and waJie, 

He sings so wild and well! 

Bui when the day-blush bursts from high 
Expires that magic melody. 

And some have been who could believe 
(Wo fondly youthful dreams deceive, 

Yet harsh be they that blame) 

That note so jMcrcing and profound 
Will shape and syllable its sound 
Into Zuieiku’s naino.^® 

’T is from her cyprtJss’ summit lieard, 

That melts in air Uio liquid word: 

’1’ is from her lowly vir^pn earth 
That wliite rose t^es its tender birth. 

There late was laid a marble stone; 

Lv( 5 saw it placed—the morrow gone! 

It was no mortal arm that bore 
Tlial deep-fix’d pillar to tlie shore; 

tiiere, as Hello’s legends tell, 

Next mom’t was foimd where SoUm fell; 
Lash’d by the liimbling ud«5, whose wave 
Denied liis bones a holier grave: 

And tl^ere by night, rt^clined, ’t is said, 

Is seen a giiastly turhoii’d head: 

And hence extended by the billow, 

’T is named tbe “ IHrato-phantom's pillow!” 
Where first it lay tliat mourning flower 
Hatli flourish’d; flourished Uiw hour, 

Alon(^ and dt;wy, coldly pure and pale; 

As weeping beauty’s cheek at sorrow’s talc! 
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Note 1, Page 93 lino 8. 

IX faint o’er the garden) <ff Chd in her bloom. 

“ Chd^ the rose. 

Note 2. Pago 93, lino 17. 

Con he entile on such deeds as his children have done? 

“ Soul* mwlc of fire, ond children of the eun, 

Wtth whom revciiBf il virtue.” 

Young't ReVBftge. 

Note 3. Page 94, line 53. 

With Mqnenn's tide, or Sadi’s song. 

Mejnoun and JLeiia, the Romeo and Juliet of the 
East. Sadi, the moral poet of Persia. 

Note 4. Page 94, line 54. 

TiU I, who heard the deep tambour. 

Tambour, Turkish drum, which sounds at sunrise, 
noon, and twilight. 


Note 6. Page 94, line 125. 

He is an Arab to my sight. 

The Turks abhor the Arabs (who return the compli¬ 
ment a hundred fold,) cren more than they hate the 
Christians. 

Note 6. Page 95, line 22, 

The mind, the music breathing from her face. 

This expression has met with objections. 1 will not 
refer to “ him who hath not music in his soul,” but 
merely request the reader to recollect, for ten seconds, 
the features of tlie woman wliom he believes to be the 
most beautiful; and if he then does not comprehend 
fully what is feebly expressed in the above line, I shall 
be sorry for us both. For an eloquent passage in the 
latest work of the first female writer of this, perhaps 
of anv age, on the analogy (and the immediate com¬ 
parison excited by that analogy,) between “ painting 
and music,” see vol. iii. cap. 10. Ue i.’Ali.emao*e. 
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And is not this conneuon still stronger with the original 
than the copy ? With the colouring of nature Uiaii o'" 
art ? Afler all, this is rather to be £lt than described 
still t think there are some who will understand it, a< 
least t'ley would have done, had Uioy beheld the coun> 
tenanct whoso speaking harmony suggested the idea 
for this passage is not drawn from imagination, bu 
memory, that mirror which affliction daishes to th< 
earth, and looking down upon tlie fragments, only be¬ 
holds the reflection multiplied . 

Note 7, Page 96, line 44- 
Sut yet the line of Caroaman, 

Carasman Oglou, or Kara Osman Oglou, is tin 
principal landholder in Turkey; ho governs Mugnosia 
those who, by a kind of feudal tenure, possess land oi 
condition of service, are called Tiinariots: they serve 
as Spahis, according to the extent of territory, and 
bring a certain number into the field, generally cavalry 
Note 8. Page 95, line 66, 

And teach the »iessewger what fate. 

When a Pacha is sufficiently strong to resist, the 
single messenger, who is always the first hearer oi the 
order for his dealli, is strangled instead, and some¬ 
times five or six, one after the other, on the same 
errand, by command of tlio refractory patient; if, oi; 
the contrary, ho is weak or loyal, he bows, kisses tin 
Sultan’s respectable signature, and is bowstrung with 
great complacency. In 1810, several of these presentj- 
were exhibited in the niche of the Seraglio gate; 
among others, the head of the Pacha of Bagdat, a 
brave young man, cut off by treachery, after a despe¬ 
rate resistance. 


Note 17. Page 95, line 131. 

A meamge from the BuUmi bear$. 

It has been much doubted whether tiie notes of thig 
“ Lover of the rose,” are sad or merry; and Mr. FoxNi 
remarks on the subject have provoked some learned 
controversy os to the opinions of the ancients on dbe 
subject. 1 dare not venture a conjecture on the noint, 
though a little inclined to the ^ errare mallem,’* ^ 
Mr. Fox woe mistaken. 

Not© 18. Page 96, lino 29. 

JEven Azreud^from his deadly quiver. 

** Azrael”—tlie angel of death. 

Note 19. Page 96, line 64. 

H^iihin the caves of Istakar. 

The treasures of the Preadamito Sultans. See 
D’Herbclot, article Istakar. 

Note 20. Page 96, line 80. 

HolfU not a Mussdhn's control. 

Mnsselim, a governor, th(< next in rank alter a Pacha; 
a Waywode is the third ; and then come the Agas. 

Note 21. Page 96, line 81. 
fVas he not bred in ^gripo ? 

Egripo—tfie Negropont.—According to the proverb 
the Turks of Egripo, the Jews of Sulonica, and the 
Greeks of Athens, are the wonst of their respective 
‘aces. 

Note 22. Page 97, line 9. 

Ah ! yonder see the. Tclujcadar. 

“ Tchocadur”—one of the attendants who precedes a 
man of authority. 


Note 9. Page 95, line 75. 

Thrice clapp'd his hands^ and call'd his steed. 

Clapping of the hands calls the servants. Th( 
Turks hate a superfluous expenditure of voice, and 
they have no bolls. 

Note 10. Pago 95, line 76. 

ResigiM his gem^adom'd ehihmijue.. 

Chibouque, the Turkish pipe, of which the amber 
mouth-piece and sometimes the hail which contains 
the leaf, is adorned with precious stones, if in posses¬ 
sion of the wealthier orders. 

Not© 11. Page 95, line 78. 
fVUh D'taugrabee and Mamaluhe. 

Maugrabee, Moorish mercenaries. 

Note 12. P^e 95, line 79. 

IBs way amid his Delis took. 

Deli, bravos who form the forlorn hope of the cavalry, 
and always begin the action. 

Note 13. Page 95, line 91. 

Careering cleceve. the folded felt. 

A twisted fold of feU is used for scimitar practice 
by tlie Turks, and few but Mussulman arms can cut 
through it at a single stroke: somotiines a tough tur¬ 
ban is used for the same purpose. The jerreed is a 
game of blunt javelins, animated atid graceful. 

Note 14. Page 95, lino 94, 

JVbr hwrd their OUahs wild tmd hud. 

“ OUahs,” AUail Allah, the “ LoilieH,” as the Span¬ 
ish poets call them, the sound is Ollah j a cry of 
which the Turks, for a silent, people, are somewhat 
profuse, particularly during the jerreed, or in the 
chase, but mostly in battle. Their animation in the 
field, and gravity in the chamber, with their pipes and 
comboloios, form an amusing contrast. 

Note 15. Page 95, line 113. 

The Persian Atar-gul's perfume. 

“Atar-gul,” ottar of roses. The Persian is the 
finest. 

Note 16. Page 95, line 115. 

The pictured roof and marble floor. 

The ceiling and wainscots, or rather walls, of the 
Mussulman apartments are generally painted, in great 
liouses, with on© eternal and highly coloured view ofl 
Constantinople, wherein the principal feature U a' 
noble contempt of perspective; below, arms, scimi¬ 
tars, &c. are in general fancifully and not inelegantly 
disposed. 


Note 23. Pag© 97, line 79. 

Thine ouni “ broad Hellespont" still das/tes. 

The wrungling about tliis epithet, “ the broad Helles- 
Doiit” or the boundless ncllcspoii(,"whcth©r it means 
me or the other, or what it means at all, has been 
beyond all possibility of detail. I have, even heard it 
disputed on the spot; and, not foreseeing a ^>eedy 
conclusion to the controveisy, amused myself with 
swiinmingacross it in the meantime, and probably may 
'ain, before the point is settled. Indeed the question 
} to the truth of “ llie tale of Troy divin< " itill i 
lues, much of it rusting upon the laiisinanio word 
‘rtirripos:” probably Homer had the same notion of 
hstaiMc that a coquette has of time, and when he talks 
>f boniitilesK, means half a mile ; os the latter, by a like 
igiiri', wlien she says eto'nal attachment, simply spe- 
;ilies three weeks. 

Note 24. Page 97, line 90. 

IVhich Ammo-jCs son ran proudly round. 

Before his Persian invasion, an<l crowned the altar 
.vith laurel, 5ic. lie was afterwards imitated by Cara- 
;alla in his race. It is believed that the lost also 
oisornrd a friend, named Festiis, the sake of new 
*atro(daii games. 1 have seen the sheep feeding on 
le tombs of ASsieios and Antilochus; the first is in 
no centre of tin; plain. 

Note 25. Page 97, line 109. 

O’er which her fairy flngers ran. 

When rubbed, the amber is susceptible of a perfume, 
which is slight, but not disagreeable. 

Note 26. Page 97, line 112. 

Her irntther's sainted amtdei. 

The belief in amulets engraved on gems, or inclosed 
in gold iioxcK, containing scraps from the Koran, worn 
•ound the neck, wrist, or arm, is still universal in the 
East. Tlie Koorsee (tlirone) verso in the second chan, 
ff the Koran describes the attributes of the most Hign, 
and is engraved in this manner, and worn by the pious, 
os the most esteemed and sublime of all sentences. 

Note 27, Page 97, line 116. 

A-nd. by her Combohio lies. 

** Comboloio”—a Turkish rosary. The MSS. par- 
icularly those of the Persians, are richly adorned and 
luminaled. The Greek females are kept in utter 
Ignorance; but many of the Turkish girls are highly 
iccompUshed, though not actually qualified for a Chris¬ 
tian coterie; perhaps some of our own “ bluetf' might 
lOt bo the worse for bleaching. 



Note 28. Page 98, line 64. 

h him. vxu tom young Oaliongee. 

“CWkmgBe”—or Galiongi, a sailor, is, a 7\<r*- 
uk sailor; ^e Greeks navigate, the Torks work the 
(UBS. Their dress is picturesquo; and I have seen 
tse Captain Pacha more than once wearing it as a 
kind of incog. Their legs, however, are generally 
Baked. The buskins described in the text as sheathed 
behind with silver, are those of an Arnant robber, who 
was my host, (he had quitted the profession,) at his 
Pyrgo, near Gastouni in the Morea; they were plated 
in awes one over tlie other, like the back of an arma¬ 
dillo. 

Note 29. Page 98, line lOS 

So may the Koran verse di^>hy'd. 

The characters on all Turkish scimitars .•ontain 
sometimes the name of the place of their manufacture, 
but more generally a text from the Koran, in letters of 
gold. Among those in my possession, is one with a 
Hade of singular construction; it is very broad, and the 
edge notchM into serpentine curves like the ripple of 
water, or the wavering of flame. I asked the Armenian 
who sold it, what possible use such a figure could add 
he said, in Italian, that he did not know; but the Mu.S' 
•ulmans had an idea that those of this form gave a 
severer wound; and liked it beeau.se it was “ piu fo- 
roce.” I did not much admire the reason, but bought 
it Tor its peculiarity, 

X-30. Page 98, line! Ifl. 

But tihe the tujiliew of a Cain. 

It is to bo observed, that every allusioti to any tiling 
or p'Tsonage in the Old Testament, such as the Ark, 
or Cain, is equally the privilege of Miissuliiinn and 
Jew: indeed, the former profess to be much better 
at^uainled with the livcH, true and fabulous, of the pa¬ 
triarchs, than is warrunled liy our own sacred writ, and 
not content with Adam, they have a biography of Pre- 
Adamites. Solomon is the monarch of all necromancy, 
and Moses a prophet inferior only to Christ and Ma¬ 
homet. Zuleika is the Persian name of Potiphar’s 
wife, and her amour wilh Joseph constitutes one of the 
finest poems in the language. It is therefore no vio¬ 
lation of costume to put the names of Cain, or Noah, 
into the mouth of a Moslem. 

Note 31. Page 98, line 134. 

And Pasmn’s rebel honks attest. 

Paswan Ogloii, the rebel of Widin, who for the last 
years of his life, set the whole power of the Porte at 
deiiance. 

Note 32. Page 99, line II. 

They gave their horsetails to the wind. 

Horsetail, the standard of a Pacha. 

Note 33. Page 99, line 24. 

He drank one draught, nor needeii mm. 

Giafiir, Pacha of Argyro Castro, or Scutari, I am not 
sure which, was actually taken off by the Allianiati Ali, 
in the manner described in the text. Ali Pacha, white 
I was in the country, married the daughter of his vic¬ 
tim, some years after the event had token place, at a 
bath in Sophia, or Adrianuple. The poison was mixed 
in the cup of coffee, which is presented before the sher¬ 
bet by tile bath-keeper, after dressing. 

Note 34. Page 99, line 136. 

I sougld by turns and saw them all. 

The Turkish notions of almost all islands are con¬ 
fined to the Archipelago, the sea alluded to. 


Note SS. Page 100, line 22. 

The last of I^mbn/s patriots there. 

Lambro Caiuani, a Greek, famous for his effwts* .. 
1789-90 for the independence of liis country J&lian- 
doned by the Russian.s, he became a pirate, ^nd the 
Archipelago was the scene of his enterprises. He is 
said to be still alive at Petersbiii|li. He and Riga are 
the two most celebrated of the Greek revolutionists. 

Note 36. Page 100, line 26. 

To snatch the Rayahsfrom tMrfate. 

“Rayahs” all who pay the capitation tax, called the 
“ Haratch.” 

Note 37. Page 100, line 30. 

Ayl let me KkeOie ocearufotriarch roam. 

The first of voyages is one of the few with which il'S 
Mussulmans profess much acquaiulance. 

Note 38. Page 100, line 31. 

Or only know on land the. Tartarus home. 

The wandering life of the A rabs, Tartars, and Turkiv- 
man.*, will be found well detailed in any book of Eastern 
travels. That it possesses a charm peculiar to itself 
cannot be denied. A young French renegado con¬ 
fessed to Chateaubriand, that he never found himself 
alone, galloping in the desert, without a sensation ap¬ 
proaching to rapture, which was indescribable. 

Note 39. Page 100, line 51. 

Blmmiing as Aden in its earliest hour. 

“ Jamiat al Aden,” the jierpctual abode, the Mussul¬ 
man Paradise. 

Note 40. Page 101, line 116. 

Amtmmm’d above Ms tiirhon-stone. 

iK turlwn is carved in stone above the graves of men 
inly. 

Note 41. Pat'c 101, line 125. 

The loud Wul-mlkh warn his distant ear. 

The death-song of the Turkish women. The “ silent 
laves” arc the men whose notions of decorum forbid 
complaint in puldic. 

Note 42. Page 102, lino 23. 

'‘Where is wi.v ehibl'^’’—an echo answers —“ Where?* 

“1 came to the jilaee of iny birth and cried, ‘the 
Viends of my youth, where nic they V and an Echo 
answered, 'Where are they?’” 

From an Arabic MS. 

The above quotation (from which the idea in tlie 
.ext is taken) imist be already familiar to every reader 
—it is given in the first aniiotnlioii, page 67, of “ the 
'’Feasures of Memorya poem so well known as to 
•ender a reference almost superfluous; but to whose 
lagcs all will be delighted to recur. 

Note 43. Page 102, line 72. 

Into Zulcika's name. 

Ai>d airy liinaue* tiiat tyllnblt nanies.” 

MitTOB. 

For a belief that the souls of the dead inhabit the 
irm of birds, we need not travel to the east. Lord 
.yttleton’s ghost sto^, the belief of the Dutchess of 
Kendal that George I. flew info her window in the 
ihape of a raven, (see Orford’s Reminiscences,) and 
nany other instances, bring this superstition nearer 
lome. Hie most singular was the whim of a Wor- 
lester lady, who, believing her daughter to exist in the 
ihape of a singing bird, literally furnished her pew in 
.lie Cathedral with cages-full of the kind; and as she 
was rich, and a benefactress in beautifying the church, 
no obiection was made to her harmless folly. For thii 
anocuote see Orford’s Letters. 



THE CORSAIR, 

A TALE. 


1 fiiol pcntleri lu Itil iWmlr ncui }K>niKi/* 

TA4:)80, C<int<i ducitm, Uarutalmmi lAbaroita, 


THOMAS MOORE, ESU. 

MT I)EAH MOOBE, 

1 Hcilioalc to you Uie last ijroiluclion witti wliicli I 
shall tri'sj)ass oil imWic patiuiicr, and your iiKliilj'ciicr, 
I'lir Miiur years; and I own that I feel anxioort In avail 

i. iyi.elf of this iatesi and only o|iportimily of adorniii}; rny 
p.'.ees wilh a name, cuiiaec.ratod fay nnsiiaki'ii piifalic 
|iii'ioiph', and the nio.<t undoutiled and various laleiits. 
While Ireland ranks you ainonj; the firmest of her na- 
h iol.s; while you stand alone the lir.«t of her hanl.s in her 
< sluealion, and Britain repeats tuid ratilies ihe (I'.'cree, 

j. einnt one, whose only reeret, since our firsl ae;|imiii)- 
aiiee, iias liven the years he had lost hefoie it coiinnenenl, 
lo Olid ihe hunifale hut snieere snfifage of (iiendship, lo 
th-voice of more than oin nation. Itwillntleasl pro 

von. that I have iieillier liireotlcn the f;ratiheation 
rived Ifnni your society, nor abandoned Ihe ]irospeel 
in. renewal, whenever your leisure or inelinalion allows 
u | o alone lo your friends flvr too lone an alisenee. Il 
r?.;d among those friends, I trnsi Iruly, that you are i 
eepiiged in the eomposilion of a poem whose swoe will 
laid in the Kast; none t an do lliose seenes so mnvU 
pistiee. The wrongs of your own eouiilry, the inagiiili- 
evnt and fiery spirit of her sons, the beauty and feeling of 
her daiiiditers, may there he found: and Collins, when 
hi' denuininated his Oriental his Irish Eclogues, was not 
aware how true, at least, was a part of his parallel. Voiir 
onagiiialion will create a warmer sun, and less cloodisl 
4 v: but wildness, tonderncss and originality arc jiart 
of your national claim of oriental de.sceiit, to which you 
ii.tvo .already thus far proved your title more cloai'ly tliaii 
iho most zealous of your country’s anliqiiari.ans. 

May I add a few wools on a subject on which all men 
lie supposed to bo fluent, and none agreeable?—Sell. 

I have written much, and pufallslied more than enough 
0 demand a longer silence than I now meditate; but for 
wine years tocorno it is my iuiention to tempt no 
urther the awanl of “ gotls, men, nor columns.” In 
ho present composition 1 have attempted not the most 
lifScult, but, perhaps, the best adapted measure to our 
aiiguage, the good old and now nogloctod heroic couplet. 
I'he stanza of Spencer is perhaps too slow and dignified 
'ir narrative; thougli,! confess, it is the measure most 
tier my own heart: Scott alone, of the present genera- 
lon, has liithcrto completely triumphed over the fatal 
acility of the octo-syliabic verso; and this is not the least 
ictory of his fertile and mighty genius: in blank verse, 
tliltoii, Thomson, and our dramatists, are the beacons 
kat shine along the deep, but warn us from the rough 
nd barren rock on which they are kindled. The heroic 
ouplet is not the most popular measure certsunlv; but 
s 1 did not deviate into the other from a wish lo flatter 
.'hat is called public opinion, I shall quit it without; 


further apology, and take my ehanee once more with that 
vcrsilicali'iti, in which 1 have bithcrlu published notliing 
but compusitioiis whose former circulation is part of my 
preseni, and will he of my future regret. 

With regard to my story, and stories ui general, I 
•should have been glad lo have rendered my [lersonagcs 
more perfief and amiuhle, if possible, inasmuch as I 
haw hevn sometimes criticised, and considered no less 
■esfiiinsihle Cir tluiir deeds and qualities than if all lied 
been personal. Be il so—if 1 have deviated iiiUi the 
gliKiniy vanity of “ drawing from self,” the pictures are 
jirohahly like, since tliey lire unfavourable ; and if not, 
liiose who know me are undeceived, and those who do 
not, I hiive lilile interest in imdcceiving. I have no 
parlu'iilar desire th.at any hut my acquainlanec should 
Ihlnk till' iiuihor belter than the beings of his uuagining; 
hill 1 earmol help a lilile surprise, and perhaps amiise- 
iiieiit, al some odd crilieal evciptioris in (he present 
iiv't.iiie.", when 1 vi e several hauls, (liir iimre duserving, 
I allow,) in very reputable plight, and quite eieinpted 
from ;dl parfie.ipatioii in the faults of those heroes, who, 
Ui;verlheie,ss, might bn luund with lilile more morality 
than “ The. (.iiaoiir,” and perhaps—hut no—I must admit 
t.'liikle Harold lo ho a very repulsive personage; and as 
his idunlily, Ihose who like it must give him wlialovor 
“ alias” they please. 

It, however, it were werih while lo remove the im¬ 
pression, il might Ik- of some sorvico to me, that the man 
who i.s alike Ilie delight of liis readers and liis friends, 
th'- pool of al! i-irvles, and the idol of his own, ponuits 
mo livre and elsewiiere lo subscribe myselll 

most Iruly, and afibetionately, 
his obedient servant, 

BYRON. 

Jamary fl, 1814. 


CANTO I. 


ivuun mai^r dotore, 
l‘he rlcurrianri del temix) felice 
NcJla mlferia,— 

SAMTIa 


“O’kb the glad waters of the darit blue sea. 

Our thoughts us boundless, and our souls as free, 
Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam, 
Survey our empire, and behold our home! 

These are our realms, no limits to their sway— 
Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey. 

Ours die wild life in tumult still lo range 
From toil to rest, and joy in every change. 
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iirfio cim tell? not thou, luxunous slave! 

Whose soul would sicken o’er the heaving wave; 
Not thou, vain lord of want<uiness and ease! 

Whom slumber soothes not—pleasure cannot please- 
Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried, 
And danced in triumph o'er the waters wide, 

The exulting sense—the puIse^s maddening play. 
That thrills the wanderer of that trackless way 1 
That for itself can woo the approaching figlit, 

And tom what some deem danger to delight; 

That seeks what cravens shun with more than zeal, 
And where the feebler faint—can only feel— 

Feel—to the rising bosom’s inmost core, 

Its hope awaken and its spirits soar ? 

No dread of deatli—if with us die our toes— 

Save that it seems even duller tlian repose: 

Come when it will—we snatch the life of life— 
When lost—^what recks it—by disease or strife ? 

Let him who crawls enamour’d of decay 
Cling to his couch, and sicken years away; 

Heave his thick breath, and shako his palsied head; 
Ours—the fresh tur^ and not tlie feverish bed. 

While gasp by-gasp he falters forth his soul, 

Ours with one pang—one bound—escapes t;ontroi. 
His corse may boast its urn and narrow cave, 

And they who loathed his Ilfj may gild hu? grave: 
Ours are the tears, tliough few, sincerely shed, 

When ocean shrouds and sejiulchres our dead. 

For us, even bancjucts fond regret supj>ly 
in the red cup that crowns our memory; 

And the brief epitaph in danger’s day, 

When those who win at length divide the prey, 

And cry, remembrance saddening o’er each brow, 
How had tho bravo who fell exulted iww 


Such were the notes that from tho pirate’s isle 
Around the kindling watch-fire rang tho while ; 

Such were Uie sounds that thrill’d the rocks along. 

And unto ears as rugged seeiii’d a song! 

In scatter’d groujis upon the golden sand, 

They game—carouse—converse—or whet tho brand 5 
Select tlie arms—to each his blade assign, 

And carel(^ eye the bloo<l that dims its shine; 

Repair the boat, replace tl»e helm or oar, 

While others straggling muse along the shore; 

For tho wild bird th<» busy springtjs set, 

Or spread beneath tho sun the dripping net; 

Gaze where scmie distant sail a spcjck supplieK, 

With all tlio thirsting eye of entt'rprisc; 

Tell o’er the tales of many a night of toil, 

And marvel where tliey next shall seize a spoil: 

No matter where—their chief’s allotment this; 

Theirs, to believe no prey nor plan amiss. 

But who that Chief ? His name on every shore 
Is famed and fear’d—they ask and know no more. 
With these he mingles not hut to command; 

Few are his words, but keen his eye ancl hemd. 

Ne’er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess, 

But diey forgive Ids silence success. 

Ne’er for his lip the purpling cup they fill, 

That goblet passes him untasted still— 

And for his fare—the rudest of his crew 
Would that, in tm-n, have pass’d untasted loo; 

Barth’s coarsest bread, the garden’s homeliest roots, 
And scarce foe summer luxury of fruits, 

His short repast in humbleness supply 
With all a hermit’s board would scarce deny. 

But while he shuns the grosser joys of sense, 

His nund seems nourish’d by that abstinence. 

“ Steer to foat shoretiiey sail, « Do tins I”—’t is done: 
“ Mm ihm and follow mo!”—foe spoil is won. 
TiMIMMpt his accents and his actions still, 

AldlM dbey and fow iiKjuire his will; 


To such, brief answer and contemptuous eye 
Convey reproof nor further deign reply. 

iij. 

■ “ A sad!— a sail!”—a promised prize to hope! • 

Her nation—flag—how spealts the telescope 'if 
No prize, alas!—but yet a welcome sail: 

The blood-red signal glitters in foe gale. 

Yes—she is ours—a home-rcUimiiig bark— 

Blow fair, thou breeze!—she anchors ere tlie dark 
Already doubled is tho cape—our bay 
Receives tliat prow whicli proudly spurns the spra^ 
How gloriously her gallant course she goes! 

Her white wings flying-- never from her foes— 

She walks the waters like a thing of life, 

And seems to dare foe elements to strife. 

Who would not brave the battle-fire—^the wreck— 

I To move tho monarch of her peopled deck ? 

rv. 

Hoarse o’er her side foe rustling cable rings; 

sails are furl’d; and anchoring round she swii 
And gathering loiterers on the land discern 
Pier boat descending from the latticed stem. 

’T is mann’d—the oars keej) con<icrt to tho strand, 
Till grates her keel upon the shallow sand. 

Hail to the welcome shout!—the fritMidly speech! 
When hand gras^is hand uniting on tho iKsacli; 

The smile, the question, and the quick reply, 

And tliC heart’s promise of festivity! 

V. 

The tidings spread, and gathering grows the crowd 
The hum of voices, and tiic laughter hmd, 

And woman’s gentler anxious tone is heard— 

Friends’—husbands’—lovers’ names in each dear w 
Ob! are they safe? wc ask not of suckoss— 

But shall wc sec foein? will their accents bless? 
h’rom where the battle roars—foe billows chafe— 
They doubtless Ixddly did—^but who arc safe ? 

Here let tluun haste to gladden and surprise, 

And kiss the doubt from foese delighted eyes!” 

VI. 

“ Wliero is our cluef? for him we boar report— 

And doubt that joy—wbicli bails our coming—shor 
Yet thus sincere—’tis cheering, foough bo brief; 

But, Juan! instant guide us to our chief: 

Jur greeting paid, we’ll feast on our return. 

And all shall hear what each may wish to leam.” 
Ascending slowly by the rock-hewn way, 

To where las watch-tower beetles o’er tho ba}^, 

Hy bushy brake, aiwl wild llowerB blossoming, 

And frcsljnoss breathing from each silver spring, 
kVIiosc scatter’d strcjuns frt)m granite basins burst, 
jeap into life, and sparkling woo your thirst; 

<’roin crag to clifl’ they mount—Near yonder cave, 
What lonely straggler looks along tho wave ? 

In pensive posture leaning on the brand, 

Not oft a resting-staff* to foat red hand? 

’Tis ho—’tis Conrad—here—as wont—alwie; 

On—Juan!—on—and moke our purpose known. 

The bark he views—and tell him w© would greet 
His car wifo tidings he nnist quickly meet; 

We dare not yet approach—Uiou Imow’st liis mood, 
Wlien strange or uninvited steps intrudo,” 

VII. 

Him Juan sought, and told of their intent— 

Ho spake not—^l>ut a sign express’d assent. 

These Juan calls—tliey come—to foeir salute 
He bends him slightly, but bis lips are mute. 

These letters, Chie^ are from the Greek—tho spy 
Who still proclaims our sfioil or iieril nigh: 

Whate’er his tidings we can well re{>ort, 

Much tiiat.”—“ Peace, peace I”—Uo cuts their prating 
short. 
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Wondering they turn, ahnsh’d, while each U> each 
Conjecture whispers in his muttering speech: 

They watch liis glance wilii many a stealing look, 
To gather how tlmt eye llie tidings took; 

But, rhi3 as if ho guess’d, with head aside, 
Perchance from some emotion, doubt, or pride, 

He read the scroll—^“My tablets, Juan, hark— 
Where is Gonsalvo?” 

** In the anchor’d bark.” 

** There let him stay—to him tliis order bear— 
Back to your duty—for my course prepare : 

Myself this enterprise to-night will slutre.” 
“To-night, Lord Conrad?” 

^ “Ay! at set of sun: 

The breeze will freshen when the day is done. 

My corslet—cloak—one hour—and we are gone. 
Sling on tliy bugle—see that free from rust 
My carbine-lock springs worthy of my irusi; 

Be the edge Rliarp<*n’d of niy boarding brand, 

And give its guard more room to fit my hand. 

This let the Armourer with s])ecd dispose; 
l.ast time, it more fatigued my arm lljan foes: 

Mark that the signal-gun he duly fired, 

To toll us when the hour of stay’s exjured.” 

VIII. 

'J'liey make obeisance, and rt^tire in haste, 

Too soon to seek again tlie watery wast**: 

Yet they repine not—so that Ctmrad guides, 

And w)ia dare fpiestiun aiigJir that he decides ? 

'I’hat man of lon<‘liness and inyslery, 

Scarce seen to sini!<j, oud seldom lu:ar<I to sigh j 
Whose name nppais the fientest of his cn^w', 

And tints each swartliy check with sallower hue; 
Still sways their souls with that commanding art 
TJiat djiz'/les, leads, yet chills lli** vulgar h»*art. 
What is llial spell, that, thus his lawless train 
fhmfess ami eijvv, y<?t ofipose in vain? 

Vvliat shouM it he, that tlitis tlieir fate can bind? 
The power of Tliought—tlhc magic of the Mind ! 
J..inkM with success, assumed anti kept wiili sldl4 
That moulds another’s weakness to its will; 

Wii'hls w'ilh their hands, but, still to these unknown, 
Malles even their mightiest dee ds a]>pear his own. 
Such hath it be.en—shall he—beneath the sun 
'I'he many still must labour for the om*! 

’T is Nature’s doriin—hut l<a tlu! wrete.h who toils, 
Accuse not, hale not him wh(t wears the spoils 
Oh! if ho knew' the weight of sjilendid chains, 

Ilow' light llie balance of his htmihlcr paiik-?! 

IX. 

Unlike Uie heroes of each ancient race, 

Demons in act, but Gods at least in face, 

In Conrad’s form seems little to admire, 

*I’hough his dark eyebrow shades a glance of fire: 
Robust but not Herculean—to the sight 
No giant frame sets forth his common height; 

Yet, in the whole, who paused to look again, 

Saw more than marks the crowd of vulgar men; 
They gaze and marvel how—and still confess 
That thus it is, but why they cannot guess. 
f5un-bumt his cheek, his forehead high and pale 
The sable curls in wild profusion veil; 

And oft perforce his rising Up reveals 
The haughtier diouglit it curbs, but scarce conceals. 
Though smtMjih his voice, and calm bis general mien. 
Still seems there something he would not have seen: 
His features’ deepening lines and varying huo 
At times attracted, yet perplex’d the view, 

As if witliin that rourkines^ of mind 
Work’d feelings fearful, and yet undefined; 

Such might it be—that none could truly tell— 

Too close inquiry his stem glance would quell. 

There broadie but few wh(»so lUispect imght defy 
The full encounter of his searching eye: 


loy 

He had tlio skill, when Cunning’s gaze would seek 
To probe his heart and watch his changing cheek, 

At once the olwerver’s purpose to espy, 

And on himself roll ba.k Ids scrutiny, 

Lest he to Conrad rntlier should betray 

Some secret thought, than drag that chief’s to day. 

There was a laughing Devil in his sneer, 

That raised emotions botli of rage and fear; 

And whore his frown of hatred darkly fell, 

Hope withering fled—and Mercy sigh’d farewell’. 

X. 

Slight are the outward signs of evil thought, 

Within—within—’t was tlicrc the spirit wrouglit! 
l/ove shows all changes—Hale, Ambition, Guile, 
Betray no further than the bitter smile; 

'I’lie lip’s least curl, the Ught(»sl paleness tlirown 
Along the govern’d aspect, speak alone 
Of deeper passions; and to judge tlieir mien, 

He, who would see, must bo himsedf imscen. 

Then—with the hurried tread, the upward eye, 

The clenched hand, tJic jiaiisc of agony, 

That listens, starting, lest tiie step too near 
Approach intrusive on that mood of fear: 

I’hen—witli eafdi feature %vorkirig from tlie heart, 

With feelings hxjsed to strengthen—not depart: 

That rise—convulse—contend—that freeze, or glow, 
Flush in the clieek, or dam|) upon the brow; 

Tlien—Stranger! if thou cunsl, and tremblost not, 
Bcltold liis soul—the rest that soothes his lot! 

Mark—how that lone and blighted bosom seara 
The s<'aihiiig tliouglit of execrated years ! 

Bi'hold—Imt who hath seen, or e’er shall see, 

Man as himself—tlie secret spirit free? 

XT. 

Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature sent 

lend tlie giulty—guilt’s worst instrument— 

His soul was changed, beffjre his deeds had driven 
fliin forth to war with man and forfeit heaven. 

Warj)’(l by tlio world in Disapi»ointmcnt’s school, 

In words too wise, in condiiet there a fool; 

Too firm to viehL, and far too proud to stoop, 

Doom’d by his very virtues for a dupe, 

He cursed those virtues as tlie cause of ill, 

And not the traitors who betray’d liim still; 

Nor deem’d that gifts bestow’d on better men 
Had left him joy, and means to give again. 

Poar’U—siiunn'd—belied-—ere youth bad lost her fore 
He hated man too mucli to feel remorse, 

And thought the voice of wratli a sacred call, 

To pay the injuries of some on all. 

He knew hims<*If a villain—but ho deem’d 
The rest no belter than tlie thing he seem’d ; 

And scorn’d the best as liypocrites who hid 
Those died.s llio bolder spirit plainly did. 

He knew liiniself detosU-d, but he knew 
Tho hearts that loallnid him, crouch’d and dreaded tot 
Lone, wild, and strange, he stood'alike exempt 
Fiom all aflectioii an<l from all contempt: 

His name could sadden, and his acts surprise; 

But tliey that fear’d him dared not to despise: 

Man spurns the worm, but pauses ere he wake 
The slumbering venom of tlie folded snake: 

The first may turn—but not avenge the blow; 

The last expires—but leaves no living foe; 

Fast to the doom’d offender’s form it clings, 

And ho may crush—not conquer—still it stings! 

XII. 

None are all evil—quickening round his hearti 
One softer ft'eluig would not yet depart ; 

Oft could he sneer at others as bopiiled 
By passions wortliy of n fool or child; 

Yet ’gainst tliat passion vainly still he strove, 

And even in lum it asks the name Love! 



Ycr, H was k)vc—\mchangeaWe~-imchangcd, 

Felt but for one from whom he never ranged; 
Though fairest captives daily met }m eyt*, 

He sbunn’d, nor sought, but coldly pass’d t/iem hy; 
Though many a beauty droop’d in prison’d bower, 
None ever soothed his most iingiia^ed hour. 

Yes—it was Love—if thoughts of tenderness, 

Tried in temptation, strengthen’d by distress, 
Unmoved by absence, firm in every clime, 

And yet—Oh more than all!—untired by time; 
Which nor defeated hope, nor baffled wilo, 

(lonld render sullen were she near to smile, 

Nor rage coiUd fire, nor sickness fret Uj vent 
On her one murmur of his discontent; 

Which still would meet witli joy, with calnuiess part, 
l^est that his look of grief should rnaf^h her heart; 
Which nought remov<^, nor menaced lo rt inove— 

If there bo love in mortals—this was love! 

He was a villain—ay—reproaches sliowor 
On him—but not the passion, nor its power, 

Which only proved, all other virtues gone, 

Not guilt itself could quench this lovoU<^l one! 

XIII. 

He paused a moment—till his hastening men 
PWd the first winding downward to the glen. 
•^Strange tidings!—many a peril have L past, 

Nor know I why this next appears the last! 

Yet 80 my heart forbxdis, but must not fear, 

Nor shaU my followed find me falter here. 

’T is rash to meet, but surer death to wait 
Till hero they hunt us to undoubted fate; 

And, if my |dan but hold, and Fortune smile, 

We *11 furnish mouniers for our fiuieral-pile. 

Ay—let them slumber—peaceful be their dn'ams! 
Mom ne’er awoke tliom widi such brilliant beams 
As'kindle high to-night (hut blow, thou hrctac!) 

To warm these slow avengers of tlio seas. 

Now to Modora—Oh! iny sinking lieart, 

Long may luir own he lighter than thou art! 

Vet was I brave—mean boast whcrti all are brave! 
Ev’n insects sting for aught they seek to save. 

This common courage wliich with brutes we shan», 
That owes its deadliest efforts to despair, 

Small merit claints—but’t was my nobler hope 
To teach my few with numbers still to cop(*; 

Long have I led them—not to vainly bleed; 

No medium now—w(; perish or succeed! 

So let it be—it irks not me to die; 

But thus to urge them whence they cannot fly. 

My lot hath long had little of iny care, 

But chafes my pride tints baflled in the snare: 

Is this my skill? my craft? to set at last 
Hope, power, and lifo upon a single c^t ? 

Oh, Fate!—accuse thy folly, not thy fate— 

6he may redeem thee sfiU—nor yet too late.” 

XIV. 

Thus wtUi iBmself exMmumon held he, till 
He reach’d the sfunmit of his towen-crown’d hill; 
There at the portal paused—for wild and soft 
He heard those accents never heard too oft; 

Through the high lattice far yet sweet they rung, 

An<l these the notes his bird of beauty sung: 

1 . 

‘ Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells, 

Lonely and lost to light for evennm^ 

Save when to thine my heart responsive swells. 

Then trembles into silence as before. 

2 . 

' There, in its centre, a sepulchral lamp 
Bums the slow flame, eternal—but unseen; 

Which not the darkness of defqtw can damp, 

Though vain its ray as it had never been. 


3. 

‘‘Rcmemln'r me--Oh! pass not thou my grave 
Without one thought whoso relies there reclines 
The only pang my Iwsom dare not bravo 
Must be to find forgetfulness in thine. ' 

4. 

‘^My f>nd»'sl—faintest—latest accents hear— 

Grief f»r the dead not Virtue can reprow; 

Then give uic all I cvt»r ask’d—a tear, 

The first—the last—sole reward of so much love !* 

He pass’d tlie portal—cross’d the corridore, 

And rtiaclfd the <diamber as die strain gave o’er: 

My own Medora! euro thy song is sad—” 

fn Conrad’s alwence wouldst thou have it glad? 
Without thine ear lo listen to my lay, 

?lil! must my song my thoughts, my soul betray 
Still must riach accent to my Inisom suit, 

My heart unhiish’d—although my lips wm*. mute! 

Oh! many a night on tills lone coucli reclined, 

My drcainirur fear with storms hath wing’d the wind, 
And deem’d the breath tliat faintly fann’d thy sail 
The murmuring prchido of the ruder gale; 

Tfmugh soft, it seein’t! the low prophetic dirge, 

That mourn’d thee floating on the savage surge ; 

Still would I rise to rou'so the beacon fire, 

spies le.ss true should let the Maze expire; 

And many a restless hour outwatch’d each star, 

And morning esinie—and still thou werl afwr. 

Oil! how the chill blast on niy bosom blow, 

And day broke dreary on my troubled view, 

And still I gazeil and gazed—and not a prow 
Was granted to my tears—my trulli—niy vow f 
'tt length—’twas noon—I hail’d ami blest the mast 
That met my sight—it near’d—Alas! it past! 

'\notlicr camo—Oh God! ’twas thine at last! 

Vould that thffse days wern over! wilt thou ne’er, 

^y Conrad! learn the joys of peace to share ? 
lure, tliou hast more than wealth, and many a home 
fts bright as this invites us not to roam; 

Tliou knows! it is not peril that I Ibar, 

' only trcnihle wlien tliou art not here; 

'hen not fir mine, but that far dearer lile, 

Which flies from love and languishes for strife— 
low strange that heart, to rnc so tcn<lcr still, 
should war with nature and its better will!” 

Vea, strange indml—tliat heart hath long been changed, 
Vonn* !ike ’l was trampled—adder-like avenged, 

Vitliout one ho[»e on earlfi beyond thy love, 
nd scaree a glimpse of mercy from above, 
ct the same feeling wliich thou dost coodenm, 

/ly very love to thee is hate to them, 
o closely mingling here, that diaentwined, 
cease to love th<‘e when 1 love mankind; 

'et dread not Uiis—tlio proof of all that past 
Rsures iho future that my love will rest; 
lut—Oh, Modora! nerve thy gentle heart, 

'his hour again—but not for long—we part." 

This hour wc part!—my heart foreboded this: 

'bus ever fade niy fairy dreams of blLss. 

'his hour—it cannot be—this hour away! 
on bark hath hardly anchor’d in the bay: 
or consmt still is absent, and her crew 
Rve need of rest heforu tlicy toil anew; 

^y love! thou mock’st my weakness; and wouldst ^od 
dy breast before the time when it must feel; 
lut trifle now no more with my distress, 

>uch luirtli hath less of play than bitterness. 

'C «Iont, Conrad!—dearest! come and share 
he feast these hands delighted to prepare; 
light tdt I to cuU and dress thy fn^al fare 
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See, I have pluck’d tlio fruit that promised best, 

And where not sure, perplex’d, but pleased, I guess’d 
At such as seem’d the fairest: tlirice the hill 
My steps have wound Ut fry lJ\e coolest rill; 

Yesl'thy sherbet to-night will sweetly flow, 

See how it spm'kies in its vase of snow! 

The grapes’ gay juice thy bosom never clieers; 

Thou more than Mtwiem when the cup ap[»ears: 
Think not I mean to chide—for 1 rejoice 
What others deem a penance is tliy choice. 

But come, the board is spread; our silver lamp 
Is trimm'd, and heeds not. iho Sinwrcifs damp: 

Then shall my handmaids while the lime along, 

And Join with me flic dance, or wake the song; 

Or my guitar, which still thou lov’st to liear, 

Shall sootli or lull—or, should it vex thine car, 

We’ll turn the tale, by Ariosto told, 

Of fair Olympia loved and left f»f old. * 

Why—thou wert worse than he who broke his vow 
To that lost damsel, shouldst thou leave mo now; 

Or even that traitor chief—I’ve seen tliee sinih?, 

When the clear sky sliowM Ariadne’.s Isle, 

Which I have pointed from these clilfs the wliile: 

And thus half sportive, lialf in fear, I saiil, 

liCsf Time should raise tliat doubt to more llian dread 

Thus Conrad, too, will quit me fir the main: 

And he deceived me—for—he came again!’’ 

“Again—again—and oft again—my love! 

If there be life below, and hope above, 

He will return—hut rmw, tlie momenfs bring 
Tlie time of parting with redoubled wing: 

The why—the where—what bools it now to l»dl? 
Since all nmsl end in that wild word—farewe ll! 

'Vet would I fain--flid time allow—di«rlos(j— 

Fear not—ihose are no f>rmidah]»i foes; 

And In^re sh;jll watch a mor<*. than viino^d guard, 
h’or sudden sii^ge and long flMlt.'nce prc]»arrd: 

Nor he lliou lonely—though thy lord’s away, 

Our matrons and ihy handmaids with tln-e slay; 

And iJiis thy comfort—that, when lU Kt w'o mocr, 
fcJepurify shall make repos*-, more .sweet. 

I.ist!—’t is the bugle—.Tuun shrilly blew— 

One kiss—one more—another---Oh! Adieu!” 

She rose—she sprung—she clung to Iuh onibnire, 

Till his heart heaved beneath her huldcii fare. 

He dared not raise to his lliat deep-blue eye, 

Which downcast droop’d in tearless agony. 

Her long fair hair lay floating o’er his arms, 

Tn all tin' wildness dishevtU’tl charms; 

Scarce beat tliat Imsom where his image dwelt 
So full—/ftoi feeling seem’d almo.st unf-lt! 

Hark—peals the tlmnder of the signai-gun! 

It told *twti8 sunset—and he cursed that. sun. 

Again—again—tliat f)rtn he madly press’d, 

Wliich mutually clasp’d, imploringly carcssM! 

And tottering to the couch his bride he bore, 

One moment gazed—as if to gaze no mfire; 

Felt,—tliat for him earth held but her alone, 

Kiss’d her cold forehead—turn’d—is Conrad gone ? 

XV. 

“And is he gone?”-—on sudden solitude 
How that fearful question will intrude! 

“’T was but an instant past—and here ho .stood! 

And now”—without the portal’s ]iorch slie rush’d, 

And then at length her tears in freedom gush’d; 

Big—bright—a^ fast, unknown to her they fell; 

But still her lips refused to send—Farewell 1” 

For in that word—that fatal word—howe’er 
We promise—hope—believe—there breathes despiur. 
O’er every feature of that shill, pale face, 

Had sorrow fix’d what time can ne’er erase: 


The tender blue of that largo loving eye 
Grew frozen with its gaze on vacancy, 

Till—Oh, how far!—it caught a i^inipse of him, 

And then it flow’d—and phiensied seem’d to swim 
Througli those Imig, dark, and glistening lashes dew.|d 
With drops of sadness oil to be renew’d. 

“He’s gone!”—against her heart that hand is driven, 
Convulsed and quick—then gently raised to heaven 
She look’d and saw tlie heaving of tlie main; 

Tiie white sail set—she dared not look again; 

But turn’d with sickening soul within the gate— 

“ It is no dream—and I am desolate!” 

xvr. 

From crag to crag descending—swiftly sped 
Stern Conrad down, nor once ho turn’d his head; 

But shrunk whene’er the windings d* his way 
Forced on liis eye what ho would not survey, 

His l(m<‘, hut lovely dwelling on the steep, 

That hail’d iiim first when homeward from the deep 
And she—the <lim and melancholy star, 

WJic»M‘ ray {»f beauty reacli’tl liim from afar, 

On her lie must not gtize, he must not Uiink, 

Tliere lie migfit rest—Imt f»n instruction’s Wink* 

Yet oiKMi almost he stopp’d—and nearly gave 
His fal*‘ to chance, his projects to the wave; 

But no—it must not be—a worthy chief 
Alay melt, but not betray to w<iman’s grief. 

He se(‘s his hark, he notes how fair the wind, 

And sternly gathers all his might of mind: 

Again he hurries on—and as ho hears 
Tlic **Iang of tumult vibrate on hie cars^ 

The busy sounds, the hustle of the shore, 

The shout, the signal, and the dashing oar ; 

A.'' maiks his I've the scaboy on the mast, 

The aiielv.r.'' rise, Iho sails unfurling fast, 

The waving kerrlmfi of the crowd that urge 
That mute adieu to th->se who stem the surge; 

And more than all, his Idoofl-rc*! Hag alotl, 

He Tiiarvell'd how Ids heart could .seem so soft. 

Fire in liis glance, nn.l w'ililiKtss in his breast, 

He fi-els of all his fiirnuT self possesl; 

He h:«UHl.s—he flie.s —iiiiti! las f«K»tsteps reach 
Tlie verge where ends the (ditf, begins the beacli, 
'J’liere eliocks his speed; hut pauses less to hroatha 
Tlic breezy freslincss of the deep heneatll, 

Than there liis w'outetl statelier step renew; 

Nor rnsli, disturlAl by haste, to vulgar view: 

For well liad t.huirad leorn’d to curb tlio crowd, 

Hy arts that and oft presc^rve the proud; 

His was tlie. lt>fty port, (he distant mien, 

That seems to slum the sii'Iit—and aw^cs if seen: 

The soh'iun a-^pi'i’t, uikI tlie high-lKim eve, 

I’hat <'h<-«!lvs low mirth, hut lacks not cotirtORv; 

.All tin's*' he wiel(l**d to command assent: 

But wIktc 1i»; wisli’<l to win, I'o w**lt iinbonf, 

I’liut kindness r'ancell’il fear in tliosr; who heard, 

And others’ gifts sliowM mean bcsulo his word, 

When echo’d to tlie heart a.s from his own 
His deep y*;t tender melody of tone: 

But siicli was foreign to Ids wonted mood, 

He cared not. what he soften’d, but subdued, 

The evil passions of his youth had tnado 
Hun value less who loved—than what obey’d. 

XVIX, 

Around him mustering ranged his ready guard. 

Boflirc him Juan stands—^“Arc all prepared?” 

They are—nay more—embark’d: the latest boat 
Waits but my chief ——” 

“ My sword, and my cajiot 
Soon (irmly girded on, and lightly slung, 

His belt and cloak were o’er his shoulders flung: 

“ Call Pedro here!” He comes—and Conrad bend^ 
With all tlie courtesy he deign’d his friends; 



“Eeoeive these tablets, and penise with care, 
Words of high trust and truth are graven there; 
Double the gmrd, and when Anselmo’s bark 
Arrives, let him alike those orders mark: 

In three days (servo the breeze) the sun shall shine 
On our retum-^11 then all peace be thine!” 

< This said, his brother Pirate’s hand he wrung, 
i Then to his boat with haughty gesture sprung. 

Flash’d the dipt oars, and spariciing with the stroke, 

' Around the waves’ phosphoric ® brightness broke; 
They gain the vessel—on the deck he stands, 

. Shrieks the shrill whistle—ply the busy hands— 
t'He marks how well the ship her helm obeys, 
iHow gallant all her crew—and deigns to praise. 

His eyes of pride to young Gonsalvo turn— 

(Why doth he start, and inly seem to mourn 1 
^as! those eyes beheld liis rocky tower. 

And live a moment o'er the parting hour; 

'jhe—his Mcdora—did she mark the prow 1 
’Ah! never loved he half so much as now! 

But much must yet bo done ere dawn of day— 
Again ho mans himself and turns away; 

;Down to the cabin with Gonsalvo bends. 

And there unfolds his plan—his means—and ends; 
Before them bums the lamp, and spreads the chart, 
iAnd all that speaks and aids the naval art; 

"They to the midnight watch protract debate; 

;'To anxious eyes what hour is ever late ? 

'Aleantiinn, the steady breeze serenely blew. 

And fast and falcon-like tlie vessel flew; 
pass’d the high headlands of each clustering isle 
^o gain tlieir port—long—long ere morning smile; 


■;And soon the night-glass through the narrow bay 
discovers where the Paelia’s galleys lay. 

.^ount tliey each Sail—and mark how there supine 
jThe lights m vain o’er heedless Miwlein shine, 
^ocure, unnoted, Conrad’s prow jiass’d by, 

anchor’d where his ambush meant to lie; 
^®creen’d from espial by the jutting capo, 
fflhat rears on high its rude fantastic shape. 

When rose his band to duty—not from sleep— 
Equipp'd for deeds alike on laud or deep; 

^jVhile lean’d tlieir leader o’er the fretting flood, 
llAnd calmly talk’d—and yet he talk’d of blood 1 


CANTO II. 


" Conoaceite i dubtori desiri ?’* 


I Coron’s bay floats many a galley light, 

'hrough Coron’s lattices the lamps are. bright, 
or Suyd, the Pacha, makes a feast to-night; 

. feast for promised triumph yet to come, 
ifhen ho shall drag the fetter’d Rovers home; 

'his hath bo sworn by Alla and his sword, 

,nd faitliful to his firman and hLs word, 
lis summon’d prows collect along the coast, 

.nd great the gathering crews, and loud the boast; 
Jready shared the captives and the prize, 

'hough far the distant foe they thus despise; 

’’ is but to sail—no doubt to-morrow’s Sun 
(Till see the Pirates boimd—their haven won! 
leanthne the watch may slumber, if they will, 
lor on()|tw«ke to war, but dmaroing kilt. 
'hou|^||H)Nkho can, diMlM^ shore and seek 
?o flMtwjir glowing vdour im the Greek; 


How well such deed becomes the turban’d brave—* 
To bare the sabre’s edge before a slave! 

Infest his dwelling— but forbear to slay, 

Their arms are strong, yet merciful to-day, 

And do not deign to smite because they may! " 

Unless some gay caprice suggests the Wow, 

To keep in practice for the coming foe. 

Revel and rout the evening hours beguile, 

And they who wish to wear a head must smile; 

For Moslem mouths produce their choicest cheer, < 
And hoard their curses, till the coast is dear. 

II. 

High in his hall reclines the tinban’d Seyd; 

Around—the bearded chiefs he came to lead. 
Removed the banquet, and the last pilaff— 
Forbidden draughts, ’l is said, ho dared to quaflj 
Though to the rest llic sober berry’s juice ’ 

Tlie slaves bear round for rigid Moslems’ use; 

The long Chiliouque’s * dissolving cloud supply, 
While dance the Almus ‘ to wild minstrelsy. 

The rising morn will view the chiefs embark; 

But waves arc somewhat treacherous in the dark: 
And revellers may more securely sleep 
hi silken eoueh flian o’er the rugged deep; 

Feast there who can—nor combat till they must, 

And less to conquest than to Korans trust; 

And yet the mimhers crowded in his host 
Might warrant more than even the Pacha’s boast. 

III. 

With cautious reverence from the outer gate 
ow stalks the slave, whose oflico there to wait, 
Bows bis bent bead—bis hand saliiles the floor, 

Ere yet bis tongue the trusted tidbigs bore; 

“ A captive Derviso, from the pirate’s neist 
^Iscapt'd, is luire—biinself would tell the rest." 

He tfs>k the sign fopin fteyd's assentuig eye, 

And led the holy man in silence nigh. 

His arms were folded on his dark-green vest, 

Ills steji was feeble, and his look depresl: 

Vet worn be seem’d of hardship more than years. 
And pale his ebook with penanee, net from fears. 
Vow’d to his GikI— his sable locks ho wore. 

And these his lofty ca|> ro.se proudly o’er: 

Around his form his loose long robe was thrown, 

And wrajit a breast bestow'd on heaven alone . 
Submissive, yet with self-possession mantl’d, 

He calmly met the curious eves Uiat scann'd; 

And question of bis coinmg fain would sock, 

Before the Paclia’s will allow’d to speak. 


IV. 

I “ Whence corn’s! tliou, Dervise 'I” 

‘•From the outlaw’s 


A fugitive—” 


den, 


“ Thy capture where and when V 
“ From Scalanovo’s port to fitcio’s isle, 

The Saick was bound; but Alla did not smile 
Upon our course—the Moslem mercliant’s gains 
The Rovers won: our limbs have worn their chains. 
I had no death to fear, nor wealth to Ijoasl, 

Beyond the wandering freedom wliieh I lost; 

At length a fisher's humble boat by night 
Afforded hope, and ofliir’d chance of flight: 

I seized the hour, and find my safely here— 

With theo—most mighty Pacha! who can fear?” 


How speed tfic outlaws ? stand they well prepared, 
Their plunder’d wealth, and robber’s rock, to guard ? 
Dream they of this our preparation, doom’d 
To view with fire tlie'tr scorpion nest consumed ?’ 


“ Pacha! the fetter’d captive’s mourning eye, 

That weeps for flight, but ill can play file spy 
I only heard the reckless waters roar, 

Those waves that would not bear me from the shore 
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I only mark’d the glorious sun aavi sky. 

Too bri^t—-too bine—for my captivity; 

And felt—'that all which Freedom’s bosom cheers, 
Must break my chmn before it dried my tears. 

This may’st thou judge, at least, from my escape, 
They tittle deem of aught in peril’s shape; 

Else vwnly bad I pray’d or sought the chance 
That leads me here—if eyed witli vigilance: 

The careless guard that did not see me fly, 

May watch as idly when thy power is nigh: 

Pacha!—my limbs are faint—^and nature craves 
Pood for my hunger, rest from tossing waves: 

Permit my absence—peace be with tlioe! Peace 
With all around!—now grant repose—^release.” 
“Stay, Derviae! I have more to question—slay, 

I do command thee—^it“~dost hear obey! 

More I must ask, and food the slaves shall bring; 
Thou shall not pine where all are banqueting: 

The sup|>er done—prepare thee to reply. 

Clearly and full—I love not mystery.” 

’T were vain to guess what shook the pious man, 
Who look’d not lovingly on that Divan; 

Nor show’d iugli relish for tl)e banquet prest, 

And less respect for every fellow guest. 

’T was but a moment’s peevish hectic past 
Along his clieek, and tranquillized as fust: 

He sate him down in silence, and Ills look 
Rcsiimed the calmness wiiidi before firsook: 

The feast was usher’d in—but sumptuous faro 
He shunn’d as if some poison mingled tiicrc. 

For one so long condemn’d to toil and fast, 

Methinks he strangely spares the rich repast. 

“What ails thee, Dorvwc? cat—dost thou suppose 
This feast a Christian’s? or niy friends thy fo<fs? 
Why dost tliou shun the salt? that sa<’red pledge, 
Which, once partaken, blunts the sabre’s edge, 

Makes even contending tribes in peace unite, 

And hated hosts seem bretliren to the sight!” 

“ Salt seasons dainties—and my food k still 
The humblest root, my drink the sinqilcst rill; 

And my stem vow and order’s ® laws oppose 
To break or mingle broad with friend.*? or foes ^ 

It may seem strange—if tlicre be aught to dread, 
That peril rests upon my single head; 

But for diy sway—nay more—thy Sultan's llirone, 

I taste nor bread nor banquet—save alone; 

Infringed our order’s rule, the Prophet’s rage 
To Mecca’s dome might bar iny pilgrimage.” 

“Well—as thou wilt—ascetic as thou art— 

One question answer; then in pt^ace depart. 

How many ?—Ha! it camiot sure be day ? 

What star—what siin is bursting on the bay ? 

It shines a lake of fire!—away—away! 

Ho! treachery! my guards! my scimitar! 

The galleys feed tlie flames—and I afar! 

Accursed Dervise!—these thy tidings—thou 
Some villain spy—seize—cleave him—slay him now!’ 

Up rexie the Dervise with that burst of light, 

Nor less his change of form appall’d tlie sight: 

Up rose that Dervise—not in saintly garb, 

But like a warrior bounding on his barb, 

Dash’d his high cap, and tore liis robe away— 

Shone his mail’d breast, and fla.sh’d liis sabre’s ray! 
His close but glittering casque, and sable plume, 

More glittering eye, and black brow’s sablcr gloom, 
Glared on the Moslems’ eyes some Afrit sprite, 

Whose demon death-blow left no hope for tight. 

The wild confusion, and the swarthy glow 
Of flames on high, and torches from below; 

The shri^ of terror, and the mingling yell— 

For swords began to eJosh, and shouts to swell, 

Flung o’er that spot of earth the air of hell! 


I^lractevij to and frr>, Uie flying slaves 
Behold but bloody shore and fiery waves; 

Nought heeded they the Pacha’s angry erv, 

They seize tliat Dervise!—on Zulanai! 

He saw their terror—clieclc’d the first despair 
That urged lum but to stand and ptirkli there, 

Since far too early and too w'cU obey’d, 

The flame was kindled ere the signal made; 

He saw their terror—from his baldric drew 
His bugle—brief thi; blast—but shrilly blew; 

’T is answer’d—“ Well ye speed, my gallant crow ! 
Why did 1 doubt their quickness of career ? 

And deem design had left me single here?” 

Sweeps his long arm—that sabre’s whirling sway 
Shed.H fast atonement for its first delay; 

Completes his fury, what their fear begun. 

Ami makes the many basely (|uail to one. 

The cl<iveu turbans o’er the chamber spread, 

And scaree an arm dare rise (o guard its head: 

Even Seyd, convulsed, o’urwltelm’d, with rage, surprise, 
Retreats before him, tboiigh ho still defies. 

No craven he—and yet he dreads the blow, 

So much Confusion magnifies his foe! 

His blazing galleys still distract ids siglit, 
lie tore his beard, and foaming fled tiie fight;” 

For now the pirates pass’d the Haraiu gate, 

And burst witlun—and it wen^ deatli to wait; 

Where wild Aiiiazcnieiit slirieking—lcnt*eling—tlirowa 
'J'he swor<l aside—in vain—tlio blooil oVrflows! 

Tlie (Jorsairs pouring, haste to where witlun, 

Invited f.Jonrad’s bugle, and the din 
Ofgrf»aning victims, and wild cries for life, 

ProelainAl Ikjw’ well he did the work of strife. 

They shout to find him grim and lonely there, 

A glutted tiger mangling in his lair! 

But sliort their greeting—shorter his reply— 

’Tis well—but Scyd e.scapes—and ho must dio— 
Much hath been done—but more r(‘niain.s to do— 
Their galleys blazo—why not Uteir city too?” 

V. 

Q,ni(ik at the word—they seized him each a torch, 

And fire the dome from minaret to pondi. 

A stern delight was fix’d in Conrad’s eye, 
f5ut sudden sunk—for on his car the cry 
Of women struck, an<l like a deadly knell 
Yrio< k’d at that heart inunoved by battle’s yell. 

‘‘ Oh! burst Uie Haram—wrong not on your livea 
hn' female form—remember—tec have wives, 
hi them such outrage Vengeance will repay; 

Man is our foe, anti such ’tis ours to slay: 

But still we spared—must spare the weaker prey. 

)h ! 1 forgot—but ITeaven will not forgive 
fat my w'ord dm helpless cease to live: 
follow who will—T go—we yet liave limo 
)ur souls to lighten of at least a crime.” 

Ic climbs the craikling stair—he bursts the door, 

Vor feels his feed, glow scorching widi the floor; 

-lis br(?ath choked gasping with tlie voluinod smt^e, 

But still from room to room his way he broke. 

They search—they find—they save: with lusty arim 
P^ach bears a ])rizo of unregaMed charms; 
yaliu tlieir loud fears; sustain their sinking frames 
Vitli all tlie <^arc defenceless beauty claims; 

So well could Conrad tame their fiercest mood, 
nd check tho very hands with gore iiabrucd. 

3ut who is she ? whom Conrad’s anns convey 
'rom recking pile and combat’s wreck—away— 
lYho but the love of him he dooms to bleed ? 

'he Haram queen—^but still tho slave of Soyd! 

VI. 

•rief time had Conrad now to greet Gulnare^* 

'ow words to reassure tho trembling fair; 

‘or in that pause wwtnfiassion snatdi’d from war, 

The foe before retiring, fast and far, 



Widi wonder saw their feotsteps unpuraued, 

First slowlier dad—then rallied—then withstood. 

Tins Beyd perceives, then first perceives how few, 
Compared with lus, the Corsair’s roving crew, 

And blushes o’er his error, as he eyes 
The ruin wrought fay panic and surprise. 

Alla il Alla! Vengeance swells the cry— 

Shame mounts to rage that must atone or die! 

And flame for flame and blood for blood must toll, 

The tide rf triumph ebbs foat flow’d too well— 

When wrath returns to renovated strife, 

And those who fought for conquest strike for life. 

Conrad behold the danger—he beheld 

His followers faint by freshciimg foes repell’d: 

* One ofiort— one—^to break the circling host!’ 

They foriii—unite—charge—waver— all is lost! 
Within a narrower ring compress'd, be.set, 

Hojtcless, not heartless, strive and struggle yet— 

Ah! now they fight in fimicst file no more, 

Bemm’d m—cut otf—cleft down—and trampled o’er; 
But each strikes singly, silently, and home, 

And sinks oiitwearied rather lliaii o'ereomo, 

Bis last faint quittance rendering will) Ids breatli, 

Till the blade glimmers in the grasji of death! 

vir. 

But first, ere emne iJte rallying host to blows, 

And rank to rank, tind hand to hanil oppose, 

Gulniirc and all her Haram hainlraaids freed, 

Safe in the dome of one who held their creed, 

By Conrad’s m!Uid.i!e safely were bestow’d, 

And dried those tears for life and fame that flow’d: 
And when that dark-eyed lady, young Guhiarc, 
Kocall'd those thoughts late vvaiidering in despair, 
Much did she marvel o’er the courte.sy 
That smooth’d hts accoiiLs; S'lflen’d in bis eye: 

’T was strange —that robber thus with gore bcdew’il, 
Seem’d gentler then than Seyd in fondest mood. 

The Pacha woo’d as if ho deem’d the slave 
Must seem delighted with the heart lie gave; 

The Corsair vow’d protection, ttoollicd affright, 

As if his homage were a woman’s right. 

• The wisli is wrong—nay, worse for female—vain: 
Yol much I long to view that chief again; 

If but to thank for, what my fear forgot, 

The life—my loving lord remember’d not!" 

And him she saw, where thickest carnage spread, 

But gather’d breathing from the happier dead; 

Far from his band, and battling with a host 
That deem right dejirly won the field he lost, 

Fell’d—bleeding—baffled of the death he sought. 

And snatch’d to expiate all the ills he wrought; 
Preserved to linger and to Uve in vain, 

While Vengeance ponder’d o’er new plans of pain 
And stanch’d the blood slie saves to shed again— 

But drop by drop, for Seyd’s ungluttod eye 
Would doom him over dying—ne’er to die! 

I Can this be he? triumphant late she saw, 
t When his red hand’s wild gesture w'aved, a law! 

T is he indeed—disarm’d but undeprest, 
f His sole regret the life lie still possest; 

I His wounds loo slight, thou^ taken with that will, 

[' Which would have kiss’d the hand that then could kill, 
i Oh were there none, of all the many given, 

1 To send liis soul—he scarcely ask’d to heaven ? 

( Must he alone of all retain his breath, 
i Who more than all had striven and struck for death? 

He deeply felt—what mortal hearts must feel, 

I When thus reversed on faithless fortune’s wheel, 

' For crimes committed, and tlie victor’s threat 
1 Of lingering tortures to repay the debt— 

1 He deejfly, darkly feUjMipfe evil pride 
I That led to perpetraMMMMr serves to hide. 


Still in his stem and selP'Ctfllected mien 
A conqueror’s more than captive’s air is seei^ 

Though faint with wasting toil and stiffening wotmd, 
But few that saw—so calmly gazed around: 

Though the far shouting of the distant crowd, 

Their tremors o’or, rose insolently loud, 

The better warriors who beheld him near. 

Insulted not the foe who taught them fear; 

And the grim guards that to his durance led, 

In silence eyed him with a secret dread. 

IX. 

The Leech was sent—but not in mercy—Iher^ 

To note how much tlie life yet left could bear; 

Ho found enough to load with heaviest chain, 

And promise feeling for tlie wrencli of pmn: 
To-morrow—^yea—^to-morrow’s evening sun 
Will sinking see unpalement’s pangs begun, 

And rising vritli (he wanted blush of mom 
Behold how well or ill those pangs are home. 

Of torments this the longest and the worst, 

Which adds all other agony to tliirsl, 

That day by day death still forbears to slake, 

While famish’d vultures flit around the stake. 

I “ Oh! water—water!”—smiling Hate denies 
The victim’s prayer—for if ho drinks—he dies. 

This was his dix>m:—the Leech, the guard, v/cregoue, 
And left proud Conrad fetter’d and alone. 

X. 

T were vain to paint to what his feelings grew— 

It even were doubtful if their victim know. 

There is a war, a chaos of the mind, 

When all its elements convulsed—combined— 
lie dark and jarring with perturbed force, 

And gnashing with impenitent Remorse; 

That juggling fiend—who never spake before- 
But cries “I warn'd thee!” when the deed is o’er. 

Vain voice! the spirit burning but unbent. 

May writhe—rebel—tlie weak alone repent! 

Even in that lonely hour when most it feels, 

And, to itseli; all—all that seif reveals, 

No single passion, and no ruling thought 
That leaves the rest as once unseen, unsought; 

But tlie wild prosjiecl when the soul reviews— 

All rushing through their thoii.sand avenues. 

Ambition’s dreams expiring, love’s regret. 

Endanger’d glory, life ilselt Iwset; 

The joy iinlasled, the contempt or bate 
Gainst those who fain wmild triumph in our fate; 

The hopeless post, the hasting future driven 
Too quickly on to guess if hell or heaven; 

Deeds, thoughts, and words, (lerhaps remember’d not 
So keenly till that hour, but ne’er forgot; 

Things light or lovely in their tutted time, 

But now to stern reflection each a criiiic; 

The withering sense of evil unreveal’d, 

Not cankering leas because tlie more conceal’d— 

All, in a wor^ from wliicli all eyes must start. 

That opening sepuichi c—the n^ed heart 
Bares with its buried woes, till Pride awake, 

To snatch the mirror from the soul—and break. 

Ay—Pride can veil, and Courage brave it al4 
All—all—before—beyond—the deadlicat fail. 

Each hath some fear, and he who leaet betrays, 

The only hypocrite deserving praise: 

Not the loud recreant wretch who boasts and flies, 

But he who looks on death—and silent dies. 

So steel’d by pondering o’er his far career, 

Ho half-way meets him should he menace near! 

XI. 

In tiie high diamber of his highest tower 
Sate Comad, fetter’d in the Pacha’s power. 

His palace perish’d in the flame—this fort 
ontain’d at once hie captive and his court. 



THE OORSAia, 


Casto it. 

^ot tnae^ could Conrad of Ms sentence blaide, 

His Jwi H* vanquish’d, had but shared the same 
Alone he sale—^in s^itude had scann’d 
His guilty bosoin, but that breast he mann’d: 

One thought alone ho could not—dared not meet— 

“ Oh, how these tidings will Medora greet 7” 

Then—only then—his clanking hands he raised, 

And strain’d with rage the chain on whiclj he gassed; 
But soon he found—or feign’d—or drcam’d relief 
And smiled in sel^dcrision of his grie( 

“And now come torture when it will—or may, 

More need of rest to nerve me for the day I” 

This said, with languor to his mat he crept, 

And, whatsoe’er his visions, quickly slept. 

*T was hardly niidiiighl w'hen tlmt fray begun, 

For C'onrad’s platis matured, at once were done; 

And Havoc loathes so much (he waste of lime, 

Shi' scarce had left an uncommitted crime. 

One hour beheld him since the tide he stemm’d— 
Disgtused—discover’d—conqucring-ta’en-condemn’d— 
A chiffon land—an outlaw on the dt'cp— 

Destroying—saving—prison’d—and asleep! 

XII. 

Ho slei»t in calmest seeming—for his breath 
Was hvish’d so deep—Ah! happy if in death! 

He slept—Who o’er his placid slumber bends? 

His f)cs are gone—and here he hath no friends 
Is it some seraph sent to grant him grace? 

No, ’t is an earthly form with heavenly face! 

Its white arm raised a lamp—yet gently hid, 

Lest the ray flash abniptly on tho lid 
Of that closed eye, wliich opens but to pain, 

And once unclosed—but once may close again. 

That with eye so dark, and eheclt s<» fair, 

And auburn waves of gemni’d ami braid<*d htur; 

With shape of fairy lightness—naked fool, 

Thai shines like snow, an<l falls on t^arth os mutt'— 
I’lirough guards and dunnest night how came it there 
Ah! rather ask what will not woman <lare? 

Whom youtli and pity lead like thee, (Jidnare! 

Slie could not sleep—and while tim Pacha’s rest 
In muttering dreams yet saw his pirate-guest. 

She left his side—lus signet-ring she bore, 

Which oft in sport adorn’d her hand before— 

And with it, scarcity <iuoslif>nM, won her way 
Tlirough drowsy guards tliat must that sign obey. 
Worn out with toil, and tired with changing blows, 
Their eves had envied Conrad lus repose; 

And chill ai«l nodding at tlic turret door, 

They stretch thoir listless limbs, and watch no more: 
Just raised their heads to hail the signet-ring, 

Nor ask or what or who the sign may bring. 

xiix. 

She gazed in wonder, “Can ho calmly sleep, 

While other eyes his fall or ravage weep? 

And mine in reslJessncss are wanduring here— 

What sudden spell hatli mode this man so dear? 

True—’tis to him my Ufe, and more, I owe. 

And inc and mine ho spared from worse than wo: 

’Tis late to think—but soft.—his slumber breaks— 
How heavily he sighs!—ho starts—awakes!” 

He raised his he^—and dazzled with the light, 

His eye seem’d dubious if it saw aright: 

He moved his hand—the grating of his chain 
Too hamhiy told him that he lived again. 

“ What is that form ? if not a shape of mr, 

Meiliinks, my jailor’s face shows wond’rous feur!” 

“ Pirate! thou know’st me not—but I am one, 

Grateful for deeds iliou hast too rarely done; 

•Look o«i me—and remember her, thy liand 
Snatch’d from dio flames, and thy more fearful band. 

P 


I? 

I come through darkne^—and I scarce know why—4*7 
Yet not to hurt—I would not see thee die.** 

^ “ If so, kind lady! thine the only eye 
That would not here in that gay hope delight: 

Theirs is the chance—and let them use their right. 
But still I thank their courtesy or thine, 

That would confess me at so fair a siirine !** 

Strange tliough it soom—yet with extremest grief 
Is link'd a mirth—it doth not bring relief— 

That playfulness of Sorrow ne’er beguiles, 

And smiles in bitterness—but still it smiles; 

And sometimes with the wisest and the best, 

Till even the. scaffold echoes witli their jest! 

Yet not the joy to which it seems akin— 
it may deceive all hearts, save that within. 

WhaU'Vr it was that flash’d on Conrad, now 
A laughing wiltlness half unbent his brow: 

And these his acc(ints had a sound of mirth, 

As if the last he could enjoy on earth; 

Yet ’gainst Ins nature—fi>r through tliat short life, 
Few thoughts had he to sj)are fl'om gloom and strife. 

XIV. 

“ Corsair! ihy doom is nmiu'd—hut I have power 
sooth llic Pacha in his weaker hour. 

I'htsc wouIjI J spare—nay more—would save thee now 
I Hut this—time — hope—nor even thy strength allow; 

1 Hut all 1 can, T will: at least delay 
The s<'ut<-nee that remits tliee scarce a day. 

More now were ruin—even tliyself were loath 
I’he vain altemi»t should bring but doom to both.” 

r* Yes!—loath indeed:—my soul is nerved to all, 

IO fall’n too low to fear a further fall : 

TVmpt not thyself with peril; me with hope 
Cf flight iroiii fi)es with whom J roidtl not cope: 

Unfit to vanquish—shall 1 mi^anJy fly, 

Tlie. one of all iny band th.at would not die? 

Yet ihere is one—to whom my ineiiKiry c)ing.s, 

Till to tltese eyes lier own wild sofun'ss s|>riiigs. 

My solo resources in the patli 1 trfxl 

Were thesis—my liark— my sword — my love—my God 

Tin- Ia.st I left in youth—he huives rne now— 

And man but works Iiis Avill to Jay rue low. 

1 have no thou^lil to mock Ids Uirono with prayer 
Wrung from tlu! eov\ar<I cronehiiig of despair; 

Ft is <*nough—I hreaflie—and 1 ran liear. 

Mv sword is shaken from (lie worthless hand 
I’haf. inighi have heller kepi, so true a brand; 

My bark is sunk or captive—but my love— 

For her in stx^lh my voice would mount above: 

Oh! she is all that still to eartli can bind— 

And this will Itreaii a heart so more Uian kind, 

And blight a form—till tliine appear’d Gulnare 
Mine eye ne’er ask’d if others were as fair.” 

“ Thou lov’st another then?—but what to me 
Is this—’t is nothing—nothing e’er can be : 

But yet—thou Jov’st—and—Oh ! 1 envy those 
Whose hearts on hearts as fuitlifui can repost^ 

Who never feel the void—the wandering tliought 
That sighs o’er visions—such as mine hath wrought.” 

“ Lady—mcihouglit thy love was his, for whom 
Tliis arm redeem’d tlic*e from a fiery tomb.” 

“ My love stem Scyd’s! Oh—No—No—not iny lovo— 
Yet much this heait, tliat strives no more, once strovi 
To meet his passion—but it would not be. 

I foU—I feel—love dwells with—with the free. 

I am a slave, a favour’d slave at best, 

To share his splendour, and seem very blest! 



rawt my soul the question undergo, 

, OP-^ Dost thou love T awl burn to oiuvrer, * No!' 

' Oh! hard it is that fondness to sustain, 

And struggle not to feel averse in vain; 

But harder still the heart's reeoit to bear. 

And hide from one—perhaps another there. 

He takes the hand I give not—nor withhold— 

Its pulse not check’d—nor quicken’d—calmly cold: 
And when resign’d, it drops a lifeless weight 
From one 1 never loved enough to hate. 

No warmth these lijw return by his imprest, 

And chill’d remembrance shudders o’er Uie rest. 
Yes—had I ever proved that passion’s zeal, 

The change to hatred wore at lea^t to feel: 

But still—he goes unmourn’d—returns uiwougbt— 
And oft when present—absent from my thought. 

Or when reflection comes, and come it must— 

I fear that henceforth ’twill but bring disgust; 

1 am his slave—but, in despite of pride, 

’T were worse than bondage to become his bride. 

Oh! that this dotage of his breast would cease! 

Or seek another and give mine release, 

But yesterday—I could have said, to peace! 

Yes—if unwonted fmdness now I feign, 
RemomluT—caf)livc! ’tis to break tliy chaiu; 

Repay the life dial to thy hand I owe; 

To give thee back to all endear’d below, 

Who share such lovo as X can never know. 

Farewell—morn breaks—and I must now away: 

*T will cost mo dear—but dread no death to-day !” 

XV. 

She press’d his ftjUerM fingers to her heart, 

And bow’d her head, and turn’d her to depart, 

And noiseless as a lovely dream is gone. 

And was she here? and is he now alone? 

What gein hath dropp’d and sparklers o’er his chain ? 
The tear most sacred, shed for others’ pain, 

That starts at once—bright—pure—from Pity’s mine, 
Already polish'd by the liand divine! 

Oh! too convincing—vlangorously dear— 

In woman’s eye tlte unanswerable tear! 

I'hat woa;K)n of her weakness she can wield, 

To save, subdue—at once her spear and shield: 
Avmd it-—Virtue ebbs and Wisdom errs, 

Too fimdly gazing on that grief of hers! 

What lost a world, and bade a hero fly ? 

The timid tear in Clei)pttlra’8 eye. 

Yet he the soft triumvirs fault for^ven, 

By this—how many lose not earth—but heaven! 
Consign their souls to man’s olornol foe, 

And seal their own to spare some wanton’s wo! 

XVI. 

*Tis morn—and o’er his alter’d features play 
The beams—without the hope of yesterday. 

What shidl he be ere night? perchance a lliitig 
O’er which the raven flaps her femoral wing: 

By his closed eye unheeded and unfelt, 

While sets tltat gun, and dews of evening melt, 
Chill—wet—and misty round each stiflen’d limb, 
Refreshing earth—reviving all but him !— 


CANTO nx. 


*' CofiM redl-^ncor non m’abbaudona.*' 

ZTonta. 

I. 

Slow sinks, mpa lovely ore bis race be run, 
Along Morea^l WMs the setting son; 

as in Northern climes, obscurely bright, 
But one unclouded blaze of fiving light! 


O’er the buidi’d deep the yellow beam he throwa. 
Gilds th(i green wave, that tromUes as it glows. 

On old .®^na’s rock, and Idra’s isle, 

The god of gladness sheds his parting snule; 

O’er his own regions lingering^ loves to shine, 
Though there his altars arc no more divine ; 
Descending fast, lb’s mountain sliadows kiss 
Thy glorious gullj unconquer’d Satainia! 

Their azure arcitos through die long expanse 
More deeply pnrplcd meet his mellowing glance, 
And teudorcst diils, along their summits driven, 
Mark his gay course, and own iho hues of heav^; 
Till, darkly shaded from the land and deep, 

Behind his Delphian clifl* he sinks to sleep. 

On such an evo, Ids palest beam he cast, 

When—Athens! hertt thy Wisest look’d his last. 
How watch’d thy better sons his farowoll ray, 

That closed their niurdt r’d sago's “ latest day I 
Not yet—not yet—>S{iI pauses on the hill— 

The precious hour of parting lingers still; 

But. sad his light to agonizing eyes, 

And dark the mountniu's once delightful dyes; 
(iloom o’er the lovely land he seiun’d to pour, 

The land, when; Ph<:i;bus never frown’d before, 

But ere he sank btdow Cith;cr<»u’s head. 

The cup of wo was quaff’d—die spirit fled; 

The. soul of him who scorn’d to fear or fly— 

Who liv’d and died, as none can live or dio! 

But lo! from high Ilymettus to the plain, 

The queen of night asserts her silent reign.‘® 

No murky vapour, herald of die storm, 

Hides her fair fare, nor girds her glowing form; 

Widi cornice glimmering as the moon-beams play 
There the white column greets her grateful ray, 

Ami, bright around wili» quivering beams besot, 

Her emblem sparkles o’er the minaret: 

The, groves of olive seatter’d dark and wide 
Where mock (yOfjhisuii pours his scanty tide, 

The cypn'sss saddening by die sacred mosque, 

The glotiming turret of the gay Kiosk,** 

And, <lun and sombre ’mid the holy calm. 

Near Thosiius’ fane yon solitary jialm, 

AH tinged widi varied hues arrest the eye— 

And dull were his that jiass’d diem heedless by. 
Again die jEgetm, heard no more afar, 

Lulls his chafed breast from elemental war; 

Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Tlieir long array of sapphire and of gold, 

Mixt with the shades of many a distant isle, 

That frown—whi^re gentler ocean seems lo smile.** 

IJ. 

Not now my theme—why turn my thoughts to thee? 
)h! who can look along thy native sea. 

Nor dwell ujHjn thy name, whate’er the talc, 

So much its magic must o’er all prevail? 

Who that beheld that Sun upon thee set, 

Fair Athens! could thine evening face forget? 

Not he—whose heart nor time nor distance frees, 
Spell-bound within tlic clustering Cyclades! 

Nor seems this homage foreign to his strain, 

His Corsair’s isle was once thine own d<«nam— 
Would Uiat witli freedom it were thine again! 

I III. 

The Sun hath suna—ono, darker than the night, 
Sinks with its beam upon the beacon height, 
Medora’s heart—the third day’s come and gone— 
With it he comes not—sends not—faithless one! 

The wind was fair though light; and storms were 
none. 

I.ast eve Ansolmo’s bark return’d, and yot 
His only tidings that they had not met! 

Though wild, os now, far different were the tale 
Had Conrad waited for that single sail. 



ni. 


THE CORSAIR. 


The night-breeste freshens—she that day had past 
In watching all that Hope prodaim’d a mast; 

Sadly she sate—on high—Impatience boro 
At last her footsteps to the malnight shore, 

And there she wander’d heedless of the spray 
That dash’d her garments oft, and warn’d away: 

She saw not—felt not this—nor dared depart, 

Nor d(5em’d it cold—her chill w as at her heart; 

Till grew such certainty from that suspense— 

His very Sight had shock’d from life or sense! 

It came at last—a sad and shatter’d boat, 

Whoso inmates first beheld whom first they sought; 
Some bleeding—all most wretcliod—these the fi*w'— 
Scarce knew they how escaped— Vds all tli<'y knww. 

In silence, darkling, each appear’d to wait 
His fellow’s mournful guess at Conrad’s fate: 
Som«?t.hing tliey wo\ild have said; but seem’d to fear 
To trust ibeir accents to Medora’s car. 

She saw at once, yet sunk not—trembled not— 
Beneath that gri«‘f, that loneliness of lot, 

Within that ino<;k fair form, were feelings high, 

'i’hat dtumiM not till they found their energy. 

While yet was Hope—they soften’d—flutt*T’d—wept- 
All l«)st—that s'ftness died not—hut it sle[>t; 

And o’er its siuml)er rose that Strength wliirh said, 

“ Witli nothing hdi to love—th«*re’.s nought to drend.” 
’T is more than nature’s; like the burning might 
Delirium gathers from the fever’s height. 

“ Silent you stand—nor would I hear you tell 
What—speak not—breathe not—^lor I know it well— 
Yet would I ask—almost my lip denies 
The—quick your answer—tell me wliere he lie.s.” 

“T.ady! we know not—scarce with life wo fled; 

Bat here is one denies that he Ls diuid: 

Ho saw liim bound; and bleeding—hut alive,” 

She hnanl no further—’t was in vain to strive— 

So throbh’d each vein—each ihoiiglif—till then with 
stooil; 

Her own dark soul—lliese word.^ at once subdued: 
She totters—falls—and senselc.ss had the wave 
Perchance but snatch’d her from anotlier grave; 

Blit that with hands lliougli nub;, yet we<*j>Ji»g eyes, 
They yield such aid as i^ily’s haste siqiplirs; 

Dash o’er her deathlike cheek the ocean dew, 
liiuse—fan—sustain—till life returns am'vv; 

Awake Iier liandniaids, with the matrons hiave 
That fainting form o’er which they ga/o and grieve; 
Th^m seek Anselm(fH cavern, to re|H)rf 
The tale loo tedious—when llio triumph sliort. 

IV. 

In that wild council W'ords wa.x’d warm and slrango, 
With thoughts of ransom, rescue, and nwongt?; 

All, save repose or flight: still lingering there 
Breathed Conrad’s spirit, and forbade despair; 
Whate’er his fate—the breasts he form'd and led 
Will save him living, or appease him dead. 

Wo to his fot)S f there yet survive a few, 

Whose deeds are darmg, as tlioir hearts are true. 

Within tlie Haram’s secret chamber sate 
Stem Scyd, still pondering o’f5r his Captive’s fal<'; 

His thoughts on love and hate alternate dwell, 

Now with Gulnare, and now in Conrad’s cell; 

Here at his feet the lovely slave reclined 
Surveys his brow—would sootli his gloom of mind: 
While many an anxious glance her largo dark eye 
Sends in its idle search for sympathy, 

^8 only bends in seeming o’er his beads,** 

But inly views his victim as he bleeds. 


“ Pacha! the day is thine; and on tliy crest '' ^ 
Sits triumph—Conrad token—fall’n the rest! 

Hia doom is fix’d—he dies: and woU his fate 
Was earn’d—yet much too worthless for thy hate; 
Methinks, a short release, for ransom told 
With all his treasure, not unwisely sold; 

Keport speaks largely of his ])irate-hoard— 

Would that of this my Pacha were the lord! 

While baffled, weiUcen’d by tliis fatal fray— 
Watch’d—follow’d—he were then an easier prey; 
But once cut otT—the remnant of his band 
Kinbark their wealth, and sock a safer sti'and.” 

“Gulnare!—if for each drop of blood a gem 
Were ofler’d rich as Stamhoul’s diadem; 

If for ear:h hair of his a massy inino 
Of virgin ore should supplicating shine; 

If all our Arab talcs divulge or dream 

Of wealth Avero hero—that gold should not redeem! 

It had not now redeem’d a single hour; 

But tlial I know him fetter'd, in my power; 

And, thirsting for revenge, I ponder still 
On jiangs that longest rack, and latest kill.” 

“ Nay, Sej'd!—I seek not to restrain thy rago, 

Too justly moved for mercy to assuage; 

My Ihoughis w<‘re only to secure for thee 
His riclies—thus released, he were not free: 
Disabled, shorn of half his might and band, 

I His capture could but wait thy first commaiMl.” 

“ His capture amid! —an<l shall I then resign 
One day to him—the wretch already mine? 

Rpleas(5 Illy foe!—at whose remonstrance ?—thine 
Fair .suitor!—to thy virttuvs gratitude, 

That thus repays this Giaour’s relenting mrKid, 
Which thee and thine alone of all could spare, 

No doubt—regardle.sH if the prize were fair. 

My tliaiiks and praise alike are due—^low hear! 

T have a council for thy gentler ear: 

I (h) ini.strust thee, woman! and each word 
>f Ihino stamps trutli on all Suspicion heard. 

Borne in his arms through fire from yon Serai- 
Say, werf thou lingering there with him to fly? 

Tiuiu need’st not answer—thy confl^ssion speaks, 

A Iready reddening on thy guilty checks; 

Then, lovely dame, bethink thee! and beware: 

’’J’is not /w,-!life alono may claim such care! 

Anotlier word and—nay—J need no more. 

Accursed was the moirienl when he boro 
Thee from the flames, which bolter far—but—no— 
then had mourn’d thee witli a lover’s wo— 

Now ’lis thy lord that warns—deceitful tiling! 
ivnow’sl thou that I can clip ihy wanton wing? 
n words alone I am not wont to chafe: 

LtK>k to ihysidf—nor deem Uiy falsehood safe!” 

le rose—and slowly, sternly tlumee withdrew, 
lage in his eye and threats m liis adieu: 

Ah! little reck’d that chief of womanliood— 

Which lrown.s ne’er quell’d, nor nicnac(;s subdued; 
And little deem’d be what tliy heart, Gulnare! 

Wiien soft <‘ould feel, and when incensed could dare, 
lis doubts appear’d to wrong—nor yet she know 
low d«(!p the root from whence cotnpa.ssion grew— 
-flic was a slave—from such may captives claim 
A fellow-feeling, differing but in name; 

5iill half unconscious—heedless of his wrath, 

Again she ventured on the dangerous path, 

Again his rage repell'd—until arose 

That strife of thought, the source of woman’s woes! 

VI. 

Meanwhile—long anxious—weary—still—the sama 
Rf^i’d day and mght—his soul could never tame— 
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fearful interval of doubt and dread, 
every hour might doom him worse than dead, 
When every step that echo’d by the gate 
Might entering lead where axe and stake awmt; 
When every voice that grated on his ear 
Might be the last that ho could ever hear; 

Could terror tame—that spirit stem and high 
Had proved unwilling as unfit to die; 

’T was worn—perhaps decay’d—yet silent bore 
That conflict deadlier far tiian all before: 

The heat of fight, the hurry of the gale, 

Leave scarce one thought inert enough to quail | 

But bound and fix’d in fetter’d solitude, 

To pine, the prey of every changing mood | 

To gaze on thine own heart; and meditate 
Irrevocable faults, and coming fate— 

Too late the last to shun-—the first to mend— 

To count the hours that struggle to thine endj 
With not a fric^nd to anitnatc, and tell 
To other ears that death became thee well: 

Around thee foes to forge the really lie, 

And blot life’s latest scene with calumny; 

Before the tortures, which the soul can dare, 

Yet doubts how well the skrinking flesh may bear; 
But deeply feels a single cry would shame, 

To valour’s praise tliy last and d<mrest claim) 

The life tliou leav’st below, denied above 
By kind monopolists of heavenly love; 

And more than doubtful paradistv—.thy heaven 
Of earthly hope—tliy loved one from tlieo riven. 

Such were the thoughts that outlaw must sustain, 
And govern pangs surpassing mortal pain: 

And those sustain’d he—^boots it well or ill? 

Since not to sink beneath, is something still I 

vn. 

The first day pass’d—he saw not her—Gulnaro— 
The second—third—and still she came not there; 
But what her words avoucli’d, her charms had done, 
Or else ho had not seen anotiier sun. 

The fourth day roll’d along, and with tlie night 
Came storm and darkness in their mingling might: 
Oh! how ho listen’ll to the rushing deop, 

That ne’er till now so broke upon his sleep; 

And hri wild spirit wilder w'Lshes sent, 

Housed by the roar of his own element! 

Ofl had he ridden on that winged wave, 

Ami loved its roughness for the s]>oed it gave; 

And now its dashing echo’d on his ear, 

A long known voice—alas! too vainly near! 
l40ud sung the wind above; and, doubly loud. 

Shook o’er his turret coll the thunder-cloud; 

And flash’d the lightning by the latticed bar. 

To him more genial than the midnight star: 

Close to the glimmering grate he dr;^;g’d his chain, 
And hope t/uk peril might not prove in vain. 

Ho raised his iron hand to Heaven, and pray’d 
One pitying flash to mar the form it made: 

I^lis steel and impious prayer attract alike— 

The storm roll’d onward, and disdain’d to strike ; 

Its peal wax’d fainter—ceased—^he felt alcme, 

As if 8(»ne faithless friend had spum’d his groan! 
VIII. 

The midnight pass’d—and to the massy door 
A light step came—it paused—^it moved once more; 
Slow turns the grating bolt and sullen key: 

’Tis as his heart foreboded—that fair she! 

Wliate’er her sms, to him a guardian saint, 

And beauteous still as hermit’s hope can paint; 

Yot changed sine** last within that cell she came, 
More pale her cheek, more tremulous her frame: 

On him she cast her dark and hurried eye, 

Which spoke before her accent**—“thou must die! 
Yes, thou must die—there is but one resource, 

The la^—the worst—if torture were not worse.” 


“ Lady! I look to none—my lips proclaim 
What last proclaim’d they-^onrad still the same: 
Why should’st thou seek an outlaw’s life to spare^ 

And change the sentence 1 deserve to bear ? 

Well have I earn’d—nor here alone—the meed 
Of Seyd’s revenge, by many a lawless deed.” 

“ Why should I seek ? because—Oh! didst thou not 
Redeem my life from worse tlian slavery’s lot ? 

Why should 1 seek ?—hath misery made thee blind 
To the fl)nd workings of a woman’s mind! 

And must I say ? albeit my hoart rebel 

With all tliat woman feels, but should not tell— 

Because—despile thy crimes—that hoart is moved: 

It fear’d tlice—thank’d lljoc—pitied—madden’d—4oved. 
Reply not, toll not now thy tale again, 

Thou lev’s! anotiier—and I love in vain; 

Though fond os mine her bosom, form more fair, 

I rush tltrough peril which she would not dare. 

If tliat thy heart to hers were truly dear, 

Were I thine own—thou wort not lonely here: 

An outlaw’s spouse—jind leave h<T lord to roam! 

Wliat hath such gentle dame to do with home ? 

But speak not now—o’er thine and o’er my head 
Hangs th(i keen sabre by a single thread; 

If thou hast courage still, and would’st be free, 

Receive this poniard—rise—and follow mo I” 

“ Ay—^in my chains! my steps will gentry tread, 

Witli tliose adornments, o’er each slumbering head! 
Thou hast forgot—^is this a garb for flight? 

Or is that instrument more fit for fight?” 

•Misdoubting Corsair! I have gain’d the guard, 

Ripe for revolt, and greedy for reward. 

A single w'ord of mine nmiovcs that chain; 

Without some akl here could T remain? 

Well, since we m{;t, hath sped my busy tim^ 

If in auglit evil, fiir thy sake the crime: 

The crime—’t is iion<5 to punish those of Soyd. 

That hated tyrant, Oonra<i—he must bleed! 

I see thee .shii<idcr—hut rny soul is changed— 
Wrong’d, spurn’d, rcvilcil—and it shall bo avenged— 
Accused of what till now my heart disdain’d— 

Too faithful, though to bltt»*r bondage chain’d. 

I Yes, smile !—but he luul little cause to sneer, 

I was not treacherous tlien—nor thou too dear: 

But he has said it.—ami the jealous well, 

Those tyrants, teasing, tempting to rebel, 

Deserve the fate their fretting lips foretell. 

I iwwer loved—he bouglit me—somewhat high— 

Sim;e with me came a heart he could not buy. 

I was a slave immurmuring: he hath said, 

But for his rescue 1 with tlice had flod. 

’T was false thou know’st—but let such augurs rue, 
Their words are omens Insult renders true. 

Nor was thy respite granted to my prayer; 

This fl(H'ting grace was only to prepare 
New torments for thy life, and my despair. 

Mine too he threatens; but his dotage still 
Would fain reserve mo for his lordly will: 

When wearier of these fleeting charms and me, 

There yawms the sack—and yonder rolls tlie sea! 

What, am I then a toy for dotard’s play, 

To wear but till tlie gilding frets away ? 

I saw thee—loved thee—owe thee all—^ould save, 

If but to show how grateful is a slave. 

But had ho not thus menaced fame and life, 

(And well ho keeps his oaths pronounced in strife) 

I still h^ saved theo—but the Pacha spared. 

Now I am all thine own—for all prepared: 

Thou lov’st me not—nor know’st—or but the worst 
Alas ! this love—that hatred are tlie first— 

Oh! could’st thou prove my truth, thou would’st not stai 
Nor fear the fire that lights an Eastern heart, 
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’T is now the beacon of thy safety—now 
It {K>iots within tlie port a Mainote prow: 

^ But in one chamber, where our path must lead, 

There sleeps—he must not wake—^the oppressor Soyd! 

*Gulnare—Gulnare—I never felt till now 
My abject fortune, wither’d fame so low: 

Seyd is mine enemy: had swept my band 
Front eartli wiili ruthless but with open hand, 

And tlierefore came I, in my bark of war, 

To smite the smiter wdth Utc scimitar; 

Such is my weapon—not the secret knife— 

Who spares a womaifs seeks not slumltcr’s life, 

Tliine saved I gladly, Lady, not for this— 

• Let me not deem that luercy shown amiss. 

Now fare thee well—more peace be with Uiy breast! 
Night wears apace—my last of earthly rest I” 

“Rost! rest! by sunrise must thy sinews shake, 

And tliy limbs writli© around the ready stake. 

1 heard die order—saw—I will not see— 

I1‘ thou will perish, I will fall with thoe. 

My life—my love—my hatred—all below 
Are on tiiis cast—Corsair! ’tis but a blow! 

Without it lliglit wore idle—how evade 
Ills sure pursuit ? my wrongs too unrepiiid, 

My youth disgraced—the long, long wasted years, 

Omi blow shall cancel with our future fears; 

Bui since the dagger suits tliee less than brand, 

1 'll try tile firmness of a female hand. 

The guards are gain’d—one moment all were o’er— 
Corsair! we meet in safely or no more; 

If errs my feeble hand, tlic morning cloud 
Will hover o’er tliy scatibid, and my shroud.” 


She turn’d, and vanish’d ere he could reply. 

But. his glance f >liow’d far witJi eager oyc; 

And gathering, ns he could, tlic links that bound 
His fi>rm, to curl tiicir lengtii, and curb their sound. 
Since bar and bolt no more his stejis preclude, 

He, fiist {la fetter’d limbs allow, pursu^nl. 

’T was dark and winding, ami he knew not where 
That passage led; nor latuj) nor guard were, tliere: 

He sees a dusky glimmering—shall ho seek 
Or shun that ray so indistinct and weak ? 

Chance guides his ste|>s—a freshin.'ss seems to bear 
Full on his brow, as U’ from morning air— 

He r<'ach’d an 0 |.»cn gallery—on his eye 
Ulcain’d the last star of night, lli<^ clearing sky; 

Yet scarcely heeded Uiese—another light 
From a lone chamber struck ujkjii his sight. 

Towards it ho moved; a scarcely closing door 
Reveal’d the ray within, but nothing more. 

Willi hasty step a figure outward past, 

Then paused—and turn’d—and paused—’t is She at last! 
No ponim*d in that hand—nor sign of ill— 

“Thanks to that softening heart—she could not kill!” 
Again he look’d, tlie wildness of her eye 
Starts from the day abrupt and tearfully. 

She stopp’d—threw back her dark tar-fioating hair, 
I’hat nearly veil’d her face and bosom fair: 

As if she late, had bent her leaning head ‘ 

Above some object of her doubt or dread. 

They meet—upon her brow—unknown—forgot— 

Her hurrying hand had left—^*1 was but a s[)Ot— 

Its hue was all he saw, and scarce withsto^— 

Oh! slight but certain pledge of crime—’tis blood! 


He had seen battle—he had brooded lone 
O’er proraieed pangs to sentenced guilt foreshown; 
He had been tempted—chastened—and the chain 
Yet on his arms might ever there remain: 



But ne’er from strile—cafitivily—remorse— 

From ail his feelings in their inmost force— 

So thrill’d— so shudder’d every cri^eping vein, 

As now they froze before that purple stain. 

Tliat spot of bbHxl, that light but guilty strcal^ 

Had banish’d all the beauty from her cheek! 

Bl*)od he harl view’d—could licw unmoved—but then 
It Huw'd in combat, or was shod by men. 

XJ. 

“ ’T is tione—he nearly wdcech—but it is done. 
Corsair! he perisli’d—thou art dearly won. 

All words would now Im' vain—away—away! 

Otir liark is tossing—’tis already day. 

The few gain’d over, now are wholly mine, 

And these thy yet surviving band shall join: 

Anon my voice .shall vindicate iny haiui, 

When once our sail forsakes tliis hated strand.” 

xn. 

Slio r.la{>p’<l lier hands—and Uirough the gallery pour 
Equipp’d for flight, her vassals—Greek and Moor; 
Silent but quick tliey stoop, his chains unbind; 

)nce more his limbs are free as niouiitain wind 
But on his heavy heart such sadness sate, 

As if they there Iransferr’d that iron weight. 

No words are utttjr’d—at lier sign, a door 
Reveals the secret pa.ssage to the shore; 

The city lies behind—they speed, they reach 
The glad waves dancing on the yellow beach; 

And Conrad following, at her beck, obeyed, 

Nor cared ho now if resruod or betray’d ; 

HesLstance were as useless as if Seyd 
Yet lived to view Uie doom hia ire decreed. 

xiti. 

Embark’d the sail unfiirlM, the light breeze blew— 
low much had Conrad’s memory to review! 

^unk ho in Conteinjdation, till the capo 
kVhere last he anclior’d rear’d its giant sliaj»o. 

Ah!—since that fatal night, lliough brief the timi^ 
lad swept an age of terror, griefj and crime. 

As its far shadow frown’d above the mast, 

He vcilVi his face, and sorn>w’d as he past; 

Ic thought of all—Gonsalvo and his band, 

His flet.'ting triumph au<I his fitiling ijand; 
le llionght on her afar, Itis lonely bridiJ; 

Ic turn’d and saw—Ciulnarc, tlic homicide! 

:>lic watch’d Ills fi'aturcs till she could not bear 
Their freezing ttspect and averted air, 

And Unit strange fierceness ft»rcign to her eye, 

<"'eU quencli’d in u ars, too late to slicd or dry. 

She knell beside him and his hand slic pros^ 

Thou may’st forgive though Alla’s self detest; 

But for that deed of darkness wliat wort thou 7 
tleproach mo—but not yet—Oh! spare mo now ! 

urn not what I serin—this fearful night 
Hy brain bewilder’d—do not madden quite! 
f I had never loved—though less my guilt, 

Thou hadst not Uved to—hate mo—if ihou wilt.” 

XV. 

She wrongs his thoughts, they more himself upbraid 
Than her, though undeaign’d, the wretch he made; 

5ut s|ieechles8 all, decj), dark, and unexprest, 

They bleed within that silent cell—his breast. 

Still onward, fair the breeze, nor rough the surge, 

The blue waves s(>orl around the stem they urge; 

“"ar on the horizon’s verge appears a speck, 

A spot—a mast—a sail—an anno.d deck! 

Their little bark lier men of watch ilescry, 

And ampler canvass woos the wind from high 
3he bears her down majestically near, 

Speed on her prow, and terror in lier tier 
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' .Aiu& b seen—the bait beyond their bow 
•^ooms harmless, hissing to deep below. 

rose keen Conrad from his silent trance, 

A long, kmg absent gladness in his glance; 

•*T is mme—my Wood-red flag! again—again— 

I am not all deserted on the main!” 

They own the signal, answer to the hail, 

H^ist out the boat at once, and slacken sail. 

• ’T is Conrad! Conrad!” sliouting from the deck, 
Command nor duty could their transport clieck I 
With light alacrity and gaze of pride?, 

They view him mount once more his vessofs side 
A smile relaxing in each rugged face, 

Their arms can scarce fl>rhear a rough en.brace. 

He, lialf forgetting danger and deft?al. 

Returns their greeting as a chie'f may greet, 

Wrings with a cordial grasp Ansebno’s hand, 

And feels he yet can conquer and command! 

Those greetings o’t?r, the ieelings that oV rflow, 

Yet grieve to win him back without a blow; 

They sail’d prepared for vengeance—had tlicy known 
A woman’s hand secured tJmt deed her own, 

She were their queen—less scrupulous arc tliey 
Than haughty (,Vnrad how tliey win ihoir way. 

With many an asking smile, and wondering stare. 

They wliisper round, and gaze upon Gulnarc; 

And hiT, at once above—beneath her sex, 

Wliom hlo(»d appall’d not, their regards perplex. 

To Conrad turns her faint imploring eye. 

She drops her veil, and stands hi silence by; 

Her arms arc meekly folded on that breast, 

Which—Conrad safe—to fate resign’d the rest. 

Though worse than plirensy could tliat bosom fill, 
Extreme in love or hale, in good or ill, 

TheVorst of crimes had left her woman still! 

XVII. 

This Conrad mark’d, and felt—ah! could he less ?— 
Hate of tliat deed—but grief for her distress; 

What she has done no tears can wash away, 

And Heaven must punish on its angry day: 

But—it was done: he knew’, whate’er her guilt, 

For him that poniard smote, tliat blocKi was spUt | 

And he was free!—and slic for him had given 
Her all on earth, and more than all in heaven! 

And now he turn’d him to that dark-eyed slave 
Whose brow was bow’d beneath tire glance he gave, 
Who now seem’d changed and humbled;—faint and meek, 
But varying oft the colour of her cheek 
To deeper shades of paleness—all its red 
That fearful spot which stain’d it &om the dead! 

He took tliat hand—it trembled—now too late— 

So soft in lovo—so wildly nerved in hate ; 

He clasp’d that hand—it trembled—and his own 
Had lost its firmness, and his voice its tone. 
•‘Gulnare!’’—but she replied not—“dear Gulnare!” 
She raised her eye—her oidy answer there— 

At once she sought and sunk in his embrace: 

If he had driven lier ftom that resting-place, 

His hod been more or less than mortal heart. 

Bin—good or ill—it liade her not depart. 

Perchance, but for the bodings of his breast, 

His latest virtue then had join’d the rest. 

Yet even Medora might forgive the kiss 
That ask’d from form so fair no more than tliis. 

The first, the last that Frailty stole from Faith— 

To bps where Love had lavish’d all his breath, 

To lips—whose broken siglis such fragrance fling, 

As ho had fann’d them freslily witli his wing! 

xviir. 

They gain by twilight’s hour their lonely isle. 

To fiiom th« very rocks appear to smile; 


The haven hums with many a cheering sound, 

The beacons blaze their wonted stations roun^ 

The boa*s are darting o’er the curly bay, 

And sportive dolpliins bond them though the spray; 
Even the hoarse sea-binl’s «hril4 discordant shriek, 
Greets like the welcome of his timeless beak! 

Beneath each lamp that through its lattice gleams, 
Their fancy paints the friends that trim the beams. 

Oh! what can sanctity the joys of home, 

Like Hope’s gay glance from Ocean’s troubled foam ? 

JCIX. 

The lights are high on beacon and from bower. 

And midst them Conrad seeks Medora’s lower: 

He looks in vain—’t Is strongi'—and all remark, 

Amid so many, her’s aloin* is dark. 

'I' is strange—of yore its wijlcome never fail’d, 

Nor now, perchance, extinguisli’d, only veil’d. 

Witli the first boat descends he for the shore, 

An<l looks impatient on the lingering oar. 

Oh! for a wing beyond the falcon’s flight, 

To bear him like an arrow to tJiat hciglit! 

VV'ith tlu? first pause tlie resting rowers gave. 

He waits not—looks not—leaps into the wave, 

'sirivcB tlirough the surge, bestrides the beach, and high 
Ascends the path familiar to his eye. 

I He reach’d liLs tuiret door—he paused—no sound 
Broke from within; and all was night around. 

He knock’d, and loudly—footstep nor reply 
Announced that any heard or deem'd him nigh; 

Me knock’d—but faintly—for his trembling hand 
]l<?fustd to aid his heavy heart's demand. 

'i'he portal opens—'t is a well known face— 

But. not the form he panted to embrace. 

Its lips are silent—twice bis own essay’d, 

And fail’d to frame the question tliey delay’d; 

He snatcli’d tlie iamj)—its light will answer all— 

It quits his grasp, expiring in the fall. 

Ho would not wait for that reviving ray— 

As Siam could he have linger’d there for day; 

But, gliraniering through the dusky corridore. 

Another chequers o’er the shadow’d floor; 

His steps tlie chamber gain—^liis eyes behold 
All tlial bis heart believed not—^yet fOTCtold! 

XX. 

He turn’d not—spoke not—sunk not—fix’d his look, 
And set the anxious frame that lately shook: 

He gazed—how long we gaze despite of pain, 

And know, but dare not own, we gaze in vain! 
in life it8(?lf she was so still and fair, 

That death with gentler aspect wither’d there; 

And that cold flowers *® her colder hand contain’d, 

In tlie last grasp as tenderly were strain’d 
As if she scarcely felt, but feign’d a sloefi, 

And made it ulmo.st mockery yet to weep: 

The long dark lashes fringed her lids of snow, 

And veil’d—thought, shrinks from all that lurk’d below— 
Oh! o’er Uie eye Deatli most exerts his might, 

And hurls the spirit fi-om her throne of light! 

Sinks tliosc blue orbs in that long last eclipse, 

But spares, as yet, tlie charm around her lips— 

Yet, yet they seem as tliey forbore to smile, 

And wish’d repose—but only for a while; 

But the white shroud, and each extended tress, 

Long—fair—but spread in utter lifelessness, 

Which, late the sjiort of every summer wind, 

E8ca}>ed tlie batbed wreatli t liat strove to bind; 
f These—and the pale pure cheeli, became the bier— 

But she is nothing—wherefore is he here ? 

XXI. 

He ask’d no question—all were answer’d now 
By the first glance on that still—marble brow. 

It was enough—she died—what reck’d it how 7 
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III Noble*! continoation of Granger's BiographiciU 
History, there w a singular pass^e in his account of 
archbishop BUokboume, nnd as in some measure con* 
nected wjUi the profession of the hero of the foregoing 
poem, I cannot resist the temptation of extracting it. 

“There is something mysterious in the history and 
character of Dr. Biackbdumo. The former is but 
imperfectly known; and report has even asserted he 
was a bucanoer; and that one of his bretlircn in that 
profession having asked, on his arrival in England, what 
had become of nis old chunL Blackboume, was an¬ 
swered, he is archbishop of York. Wo are infeirmed, 
that Blackboume was installed sub-dean of Exeter, in 
1694, which office he resigned in 1702; but after his 
successor Lewis Barnet's death, in 1704, he regained 
it. In the following year he bt^camc dean; and, in 1714, 
held with it the arebdeanery of Cornwall. He was 
consecrated bishop of Exeter, February 24,1716; and 
translated to York, November 28,1724, as a reward, 
according to court scandal, for uniting George I. to the 
Duchess of Mtmsier. This, however, appears to have 
boon an unfounded calumny. As archbishop he be¬ 
haved with great prudence, and was equally respectable 
as the guardian of tho revenues of the see. Kiiinour 
whispered he retained tho vices of his youth, uihI that 
a pasinon for the fair sex formed an item in the list of 
his weaknesses; but so far from being convicted by 


sevonly he doe. eot apyekr to have been 

directly criminated by one. In short, I look upon these 
aspersions as the cnfects of mere malice. How is it 
possible a bucaneer should have been so good a scholar 
as Blackboume certainly was? he who had so perfect 
a knowledge of the classics, (particularly of the Greek 
tragedians,) as to bo able to read them with the same 
ease as he could Sliakmieare, must have taken great 
pains to acquire the leffbed languages; and have had 
botii leisure and good mnsiors. But he was undoubt¬ 
edly educated at Christchurch College, Dxfbrd. He 
is allowed to have been a pleasant iiian; this,howevei , 
was turned against him, by its being said, ‘ he gained 
more hearts than souls.’” 


“Tho only voice that could sooth the passions of ih< 
savage, (Alphonso 3d,) was that of an amiable am 
virtuous wife, the sole object of his love; this voice ol 
iJonnn Isabella, the daughter of the Duke of Ifevoy 
and the granddaughter of Philip 2d, King of Spain.— 
Her dying words sunk deep inlo his memory; his fierct 
spirit melted info tears; and after the la.st embrace 
Alphonso retired into his chamber to bewail his irre- 
[tarable loss, and to uiedilale on the vanity of humar 
life .”—MaceUmeout iVork» qf Gibbon, JSiw JEdiiiim 
8vo. vol. iii. page 473. 


LARA; 

A TALE. 


CANTO I. 


1 . 

The Serfs are glad through Lara's wido domain, 
And Slavery half forgete her feudal chain; 

He, Uieir unliopod, but unforgoUen lord, 

The long Relf-exiled chieftain is restored; 

There be bright faces in the busy hall, 

Bowls on the board, and banners on tlie wall; 

Far checkering o’er the pictured window, play's 
The unwonted faggots’ hospitable blaze; 

And gay retainers gather round tho hearth, 

Witli tongues all loudness, and with eyes all mirth. 

II. 

The chief of Lara is return’d again: 

And why had Lara cross’d the bounding main? 
Left by his sire, too young such loss to know, 
laord of himf^lf;—that heritage of wo, 

That fearful empire wliich the human breast 
But holds to r<^ tlie heart within of rest!— 

With none to check, and few to pemt in time 
The thousand paths that slope the way to crime; 
Then, when he most required commandment, then 
Had Lara’s daring boyhoo<l govern’d men. 
h skills not, boots not step by step to trace 
His youth through all the mazes its race; 

Short was the course hU restlessness had run, 

But long enough to leave him hdf imdone. 

III. 

And Lara left in youth his fiuher-land; 

But from the hour he waved his parting hamdf 
Bach trace wax’d Winter of his course, till ail 
Had nearly ceased his memory to recall. 

Hia sire was dust, his vassals could declare, 
r Was all they knew, that Lara was not there; 

^ Nor scut, nor came he, till conjecture grew 
>n the many, mixious in the 


His hall scarce ecltoes with his wonted mmic, 

His portrait darkens in its fatling frame, 

Another consoled his destined bride, 

The young f»)rgot him, and tlie old had dioff, 

^ l et doth he live T exclaims tho impatient heir, 

And siglis for sables which he must not wear. 

A Imndred scutcheons dfick with gloomy grace, 

I'he l.ara's last and longtisf dwelling-place; 

But one is absent from tlie mouldering file. 

That now were welcome in that Gothic pile. 

IVv 

He comes fff last in sudden loneliness, 

And whence they know not, why they need not guess; 
They more might man’Cl, when the greeting’s o’er, 

Not tliat he came, but came not long before; 

No train is his beyond a single i»age; 

Of foreign aspect, and of tender age. 

Years had roll’d on, and fast tliey speed away 
To those that wander as to those that stay; 

But lack of tidings from another clime 
Had lent a flagging wing to weary Time, 

They sec, they recognise, yet almost rfcefn 
Tho present dubious, or the past a dream. 

He lives, nor yet is past his manhoood’s prime, 

Though sear’d by toil, and something touch’d by time; 
His faults, whate’er they wore, if scarce forgot, 

Might be untaught him by his varied lot; 

Nor good nor ill of late were known, his name 
Might yet uphold his patrimonial fame: 

His soul in youth was haughty, but his sins 
No more than pleasure from the str^ling wins ; 

And such, if not yet harden’d in their course, 

Might be redeem’d, nor ask a long remorse. 

V. 

And they indeed were changed—’l»s quickly seen, 
Whate’er ho be, ’twas not what he liod been; 
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That brow in iiirrowM lines had fixH at lost, 

And spake of passions, but of passion past: 

The pride, but not the fire, of early days, 

Cold^s of mien, and carelessness of praise; 

A high demoanour, and a glance that took 
Their thoughts from others by a single look; 

And that sarcastic levity of tongue, 

The stinging of a heart the world hath stung, 

That darts in seeming playfulness around, 

And makes those feel that wUl not own tite wound; 
All those seem’d his, and something mtvrt beneath, 
Than glance could well reveal, or accent breathe. 
Ambition, glory, love, the commcoi aim, 

That some can conquer, and that all would claim, 
Within his bi^ast appem*’d no more to strive, 

Yet seem’d as lately they had been alive; 

And some deep feeling it were vain to trace 
At moments lighten’d o’er his livid face. 

VI. 

Not mudi he loved long question of the past, 

Nor told d* wondrous wilds, and deserts vast, 

In those far lands where he had wuiidcr’d lone, 

And—os himself would have it seem—unknown: 
Yet those in vain his eye could scarcely scan, 

Nor glean experience from his follow man; 

But what he had beheld he shunn’d to slmw, 

As hardly worth a stranger’s care to know; 

If still more prying such inr|uiry grew, 

His brow foil darker, and lus words more few. 

Not unrejoicod to see him once again, 

Warm was his wclcoino to the haunts of men; 
Bom of high linoogo, linkM in high command, 

He mingled with tlie Magnates of his laud; 

Join’d the carousals of tlie great and gay, 

And saw them smile or sigli their hours away; 

But still he only saw, and did not share 
The common pleasure or the general care; 

He dnl not follow what they ul) pursued 
With hope still baftled still to be renew'd; 

Nor shadowy honour, nor substantial gain, 

Nor beauty’s preference, and the rival's |»ain: 
Around him some mysterious circle tlirown 
Kepell'd a)>proaeh, and show’d him still alone; 

UjMm Ills eye safe something of reproofj 
That kept at least frivolity aloof; 

And things more timid tliat beheld him near, 

In silence gazed, or whisper'd mutual fear; 

And they tl»e wiser, friendlier few confest 
They deem’d him belter than his air oxprost. 

Till. 

’Twas strange—‘in youth all action and all lilc, 
Burning for pleasure, not averse from strife; 
Wotnwa—U\o field—tlie ocean—all that gave, 
Pfoniiso of gladness^ peril of a grave, 

In turn he tried—he ransack’d all below, 

And found his recompense in joy or wo^ 

No tame, trite medium; for bU feelings sought 
In that inlenseness an esca^M) from thougiit: 

The tempest of his heart in scorn had gazed 
On diat the feebler elements hath raised; 

The rapture of his heart had look'd on high, 

And ask'd if greater dwelt beytmd the sky: 

Chain’d to excess, the s/avo of each extreme, 

How woke he from the wildness of that dream ? 

Alas! he told not—hut he did awake 

To curse the wither’d heart that would not break. 


Booh^lbr hia voluma heratofbre was Man, 
With eye more curioog he appear’d to scan, 
And «A, in sudden mood, for many a day 
Prom all ctmunimion he would start away: 


And then, his rarely call’d attendants said, 

Through night’s long hours would sound his hurried tread 
O’er the dark gallery, whore his fathers frown’d 
In rude but antique portraiture around: 

They heard, but whisper’d —*^ihai must not be known— 
The sound of words less earthly Uian liis own* 

Yes, they who chose might smile, but some had seen 
They scarce know wbat, but more tlian should have been 
Why gazed he so upon the ghastly head 
Which hamls profane had gatlierid from the deadi 
That still beside his open’d volume lay, 

As if to startle all save him away? 

Why slept he not when others were at rest ? 

Why hearsl no music, and received no guest ? 

All was not well, they deem’d—but where the wrong 
Some knew perchance—but’t w'ore a t^e loo long; 
And such besides were too discreetly wise, 

To more titan hint their knowledge in surmise; 

But if they would—they could”—around the board. 
Thus Lara’s vassals prattled of tlicir Lord. 

X. 

It was Uic night—and Lara’s glassy stream 
The stars arc stiulding, each with imaged beam; 

So calm, the waters scarcely stjcrn to stray, 

And yel they glide like happiness away; 
liellocliug far and fairy-UUtJ from high 
The iinm'trtal Uglits that live altnig the sky: 

Its banks arc fringed with many a giwdly tree, 

And flowers the. fliiresl that may feast, the bee; 

Such in lier chaplet ififant 1 )ian wove, 

And Innocence would ofler to her love, 

Thesic deck tlie shore; the waves their channel make 
In windings linght and ina/.y like the snake. 

All was so still, Ho Soft in earth and air, 

You scarce would start to meet a spirit llierc 
►Secure that nougiil of evil could ilchglit 
To walk in such a sctme, on such a night! 

It was a moment only for ihf* gofnl: 

So Lara deem'd, nor longer tlu*rc lie stood, 

But turn’d in silence to lus castle-gate; 

Such scene ids soul no more could contemplate: 

Such scene remindod liim of other days, 

(Ji' skies more cloudless, ukkuis of purer blaze, 

Of nights more soli and frequent, hearts tliat now— 
No—no—the storm may heat upon his brow, 
lliifell—iiu.sparing—but a night like this, 

A night of beauty, mock’d sucU breast his. 

XI. 

He turn’d witliin his sohtary hall, 

Ami his high shadow shot along the wall 4 
There were the painted forms of otlior times, 

*T was all they left of virtues or of crimes, 

Save vague tradition; and the gloomy vaults 
That hid their dust, their foibles, and their faults f 
And hall' a c<»lnnin of the pompous page, 

That Hpeiuls the specious tale from ago to ago, 

Where fiistory’s pen its praise or blame supplies, 

And lies like truth, and still most truly lies. 

He wandering mused, and as the mooulieaTn slione 
Through the dim lattice o’or the floor of stone. 

And the high fretted too(^ and saints, that there 
0*er Cfolhic windows knelt in pictured prayer, 

Reflected in funlostic figures grew, 

Like lifti, but not like mortal life, to view; 
ifis bristling locks of sable, brow of gloom, 

And the wide waving of his shaken plume, 

Glanced like a siiectrc's attribntei^ and gave 
His aspect all that terror gives the grave. 

T was midnight—an was slumber; the lone light 
Dimm'd in the lamp, as loth to break the night. 

Hark! there be munnurs heard in Lara’s haB— 

A sound—a voice—a shriek—a fearful call! 
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A iongj loiid shriek—and silence—did they hear 
That jfi’antic echo burst the sleeping ear? 

They heard and rose, and tremulously brave 
Rush whore the bouikI invoked their aid to save; 

They come with half-lit tapers in their huricLs, 

And snatch’d in startled haste unbelted brands. 

Cold as the marble wliere Ids length was laid, 

Pale as the beam that o’er his feature’s jday’d, 

Was Lara stretch’d; his half drawn sabre near, 
I>ropp’d it should seom in more than nature’s fear; 

Yet he was firm, or had been firm till now, 

And still defiance knit his gatlier’d brow; 

Though mix’d with terror, senseless as he lay, 

’I'hore livoil upon his lip the wish to slay; 

Some half form’d threat in utterance tljcre had died, 
Some imj»rec4itioii d* despairing ]>ridc; 

Ills eye was almost scal’d, but not forsook, 

J<>en in its trance the gladiator’s ]o<)k, 

That oft awake his aspect could disidose, 

Aiul now was fixed in liorrible refiosc. 

Tiiey raise him—bear liiinliush! he breathes, he speaks, 
TIh’ swarthy blush recolours iu his nherks, 

His lip resumes its red, ids cve, tfiough dim, 

Rolls wide and wild, each slowly quivering limb 
Recalls its function, but his wonls arc strung 
In terms that scern rml of Ids native tongn-'; 

DLstiiicf, hut strange, cijougti thev uri lcrstand 
To deem them accents of anotljer biui, 

And sncii they w'en*, and meant t(» meet an car 
That hciiTB him not—alas! that cannot hear! 

XIV. 

His page approach'd, and he. alone appi-ard 
’I'o know the ini|K)rt of tin' w'ords they In-anI: 

And, by the cliaugi*s of his clieek and brow, 

They w<*rc not sucli as Lara slioiild avow, 

N(»r he inlerprel, yet widi le^s surprise 
'J‘h:m those anjuiid tlu'ir c.iji'fiains state ho eye.s, 

Hut I.ara’s pros'rate f>rrn he lien! beside, 

Anil in (hat l«nmue which seem’d Ids own rcphe»l, 

And Lara lieeds those tones that gimtly seem 
'I'o ‘ioolh away tlte liorrors of his dream; 
l(‘ dream it wj-re, that tlitis civuld overthrow 
A breast lliat needed not ideal wo. 

^V hauler his plinm-^y dreamVl or rye beheld, 

If yet remeinb('r’d n“V*r to f»e n*veard, 

Rests at his heart: the euslom'd morning came, 

Ami breatlicd new vigour in his shaken frame; 

And solace sought he none from priest nor leech, 

And soon the same in movi'iuenl and in speecli 
As heretofijre he fill’d the pa,'•■sing hours, 

Nor less he smiles, nor more Ids forehead lours, 

Than th»ise were w^mi; and if the coming night 
Appear'd I 0 S.S welcome now fo Lara's sight, 

He to his marvelling vassals sliow’d it not, 

Who.se shuddering firoved t/icir fiiar was less forgot. 

\n trembling pairs (alone they dared not) crawl 
I'hc astonish’d slaves, and slum the fated hall; 

The waving banner, and the dap/)ing d<»or, 

The rustling tapertry, and the. echoing flocir ; 

The long dim shadows of surrounding frees, 

The fia)>pmg bat, the night, song of the breeze; 

Aiigiit they bohoki or hear tlicir thought appais, 

As evening saddtms o’er the dark gray walls. 

XVI. 

Vain thought! that hour of ne’er unravoll’d gloom 
Came not again, or Lara could assume 
A acemiug of forg<i\fulue«s, that made 
His vassals more amazed nor less afraid— 

Had memory vanish’d then with sense restored ? 

Since word, nor look, nor gesture of tlieir lord 


Betray’d a feeling that recall’d to these 
That fever’d moment of his mind’s disease. 

Was it a dream? was his the voice tliat spoke 
Those strange wild accents; his the cry that broke 
Their sliiinher? lus tlie oppress’d o'orlabour’d heart 
That ceased to boat, the look that made them start ? 
Could he who tlius hod Buffer’d, so forget, 

Wliftu such as saw that suffering shudder yet 
Or did tluit silence j^rovc his memory fix’d 
Too deep for words, indelihlo, uiunix’d 
In that corroding secrecy which gna\wt 
The heart to show the effect, but not the cause? 

Not BO 111 liim ; his breast had buried botli, 

Nor comiiu»n gazers could discern the growth 
Of thoughts Uiat mortal lips must leave half told 
They cltoko the leeble words that would unfold. 

In him inexi>licably mix’d apjicar’d 

Much to be loved and liaU'd, sought and fear’d; 

Opinion varying o’er his liiddcn lot, 

In jjraLsc or railing ne’er his name forgot! 

His silence fi)mi’d a theme for others’ prate— 

They guess'd—Ihey gazed—tlioy fain would know his 
fate. 

Wliat had he been? what was he, lliua unknown, 

Who walk’d tlicir world, his lineage only known? 

A Iiater of his kind? yet some wwild say, 

With them he could seem gay amidst Uie gay; 

Rut own’ll, dial smile if oft observed and near, 

Waned in its mirth, and witIuT’d to a sneer; 

'I’hal .«nnh‘ niiglil reaidi his lip, but pass’d not by, 

None eVr c.ml.l trac<^ ila laughter fo his eye: 

>'e( (lierc w.is softiie.ss loo in liis regard. 

At limi-c, u heart as not l>y nature hard, 

Rut ont o perceived, his spirit acem’d to chido 
Such wi'ukness, as unworthy of its jiridc, 

Ainl siecl'd ilsoHJ as scorning to redeem 
One doubt from others’ half witliheld esteem; 

In self-inflicted penance of a breast 

Whicii ii nderness might once have wrung from rest; 

In vigilance of grief that wmild compel 
'Tin: soul to hate for having loved loo well. 

xviir. 

There, was in him a vital scorn f)f all: 

As if the worst had fall’ll wliich <'«)u!d befall, 

He stood a stranger in this breatlmig world, 

An erring spirit from another hurl’d; 

A thiiig of dark imaginings, tliat Hhaped 
Ry clioiee llu' perils lie hy chance e.scapcd; 

Rut V<‘ajM’d in vain, f)r in their memory yet 
His mind would half exult and half regret: 

Willi more capaeily for love than oartli 
Resfows on ino.st of mortal mould and birth. 

His early dn-.ms of g<«Kl oulstri|»p’d llic truth, 

And troutded manh(M>d fidlow'd bafiled youlb; 

With thought «>f years in phantom chase muipcnt, 

And wn.vfed pow«‘rs f»r better purpose lent; 

And fiery passious that hod pour’d flicir wrath 
In hunied desolalion o’er his path, 

And left the hotter foelings ail at sfrifo 
, wild reflection o’er hi« stormy life; 

But haughty still, and loth himself to blame, 

He call'd on Nature’s self to shart' the shame, 

And ciuLTifod all faults upon the fleshly form 
She gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm; 

Till he at Inst confimmied gisA and ill, 

And half mistook for fate the acls of will: 

Too Vilgh for cemmon selfishness, he could 
At limes resign his own f<ir others’ good, 

But not in pity, tuA because he ought. 

But in 8t<mc strange perversity of thought, 

That sway’d him onward with a secret pride 
To do what few or none would do beside; 
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And thii same impulsfl would, in (ampting time, 
Mielead his spHt equaDy to crime; 

So much ho soarVi beyond, or sunk beneath 
The men with whom he felt condemnM to Iveathe 
And long’d by good or ill to separate 
Himscdf from all who shared his mortal state; 

His mind abhorring this had fix’d her throne 
Far from tlie worid, in regions of her own: 

Thus c<My passing ail tliat pass’d below, 

His blood in temperate seeming now would flow; 
Ah 1 happier if it ne’er with guilt had glow’d 
But eror k diat icy smootlmess flow’d I 
’T is true, with oth^ inea tlieir path he walk’d, 
And like the rest in seeming did and talk’d, 

Nor outraged Reason’s ruios by flaw nor start, 
His madness was not of the head, hut heart; 

And rarely wander’d in his s^tcecli, or drew 
His thouglds so forth as to oficnd the view, 

XIX. 

With all that chilling mystery of mien, 

And seeming gladness to remain unseen, 

He had (if ^ were qot natiire’s brM>n) an art 
Of fixing m canary on another’s heart: 
ft was not love perchance—nor hate--nor aught 
'I'hat words can image to express tlie Uiuiight; 
But they who saw him thd not see in vain, 

And once lieheUl, would ask of him again: 

And tliose to whom lie ^ako remember’d well, 
And on the words, however hght, would dwell: 
None knew, nor how, nor why, but he entwined 
Himself perforce cu^ound Uie hearer’s mind; 
There he was stamp’d, in liking, or in hate, 

Tf greeted once; however brief llie date 
That friendship, pity, or aversion know, 

BflU tliere wiUiin the inmost thought he grew. 
You Could not penetrate Us soul, hut found, 
Despite your wonder, to your own he woiuid; 

His presence haunted still; ami from tho breast 
He forced on ail <mwdlling iDtere.st: 

Vain was tlie struggle in tlial mental net, 
llis spirit seem’d to dare you to forget] 

XX. 

There is a festival, where koig^its and domes, 
And aught that wealth or lofly lineage claims 
Appear—highborn and a welcome guest, 

To Ollio’s hall came Lora witli the rest. 

Tlie long carousal shadics the illumined hall, 

Weil speeds alike the banquet and the ball; 

And tlie gay dance of btninding Boauty’s train 
Links grace and liamiony in happiest cliain: 

Blest are tlie early hearts and gentle hands 
That mingle fliere in well acem'ding bands; 

It is a si^l tbe careful brow might smooth, 

And make Age smile, and dream itself to youth, 
And Youth forget such hour was post on cartl^ 
So springs the exulUng bosom to that mirtli! 

XXI. 

And I*ara gazed on tlics^ sedately glad, 

His brow l^li(‘4 him if lus soul was sad; 

And liis glance follow’d fast each fluttering fiur, 
Wliose stop of lightness woke no echo there: 

He leunM against (lie loffy pillar nigh, 

With folded anns and lung attentive eye^ 

Nm* mark’d a glance so stenily fix’d on his-** 

111 brook’d lii^i I.«ara scrutiny like this: 

A( longtli he caught it, ’t is a face unknown, 

But seems as searching liis, and hb alone; 
Prying and dark, a stranger’s by his mien, 

Who still till now bad gazed ou him unseen; 

At longtli aacountenng moots the mutual gaze 
Of keen inquiry, and of mute amaze; 

On Lara’s glance emotion gathering grew, 

As if distrusting that the stranger threw; 


Along the stranger’s aspect fix’d and stem, 

Flash’d more than tlience the vulgar eye could leara. 

xxn. 

"’Tis he!” the stranger cried, and those that heard 
Re-echoed fast and far the whisper’d word. 

“*Tis he!”—^“’Tis who?” they question far and near, 
Till louder accents rung on Lara’s ear; 

So widely spread, lew bosoms well could brook 
The general marvel, or (hat single look; 

But Lara surf’d not, changed not, tlie surprise 
That sprung at first to liis arrested eyes 
Seem’cf now subsided, neither sunk nor raised 
Hanced his eye round, though still die stranger gazed; 
And drawing lugh, exclaim’d, witli haughty sneer, 

“ ’T is he!—how came he tlieuce ?—-what doth he here ?” 

XXIII. 

It were too much for Lara to pass by 
Such (piestions, so repeated fierce and high; 

With look collected, but witli accent cold, 

More mildly firm titan petulantly bold, 

He turn’d, and met the inquisitorial tone— 

^ My name is Lara 1—when thine own is known, 

Doubt not my fitting answer to requite 
I'he unlock’d for courtesy of such a knight, 
j ’T is Lara!—further wouldst thou mark or ask ? 

L shun no ({ucstion, and 1 wear no miusk.” 

“ Thou shunn’sl no (ptestion! Ponder—is tliere none 
Thy heart must answer, though thine ear would shun? 
And deem’st thou me unknown too ? Uaze again 
At least thy memory was not given in vain. 

Oh! never oanst thou cancel half her debt, 

Eternity forbids thee to fidget,” 

With slow and scarciung glance upon his lace 
Grew Lara’s eyes, but nothing tliere could trace 
They knew, or cfiose to know—with dubious look 
He (ieigti’<l no answt^r, but his head bt; shook, 

And half contemptuous turn’d to pass away; 

But tlie stern stranger motion’d him to stay. 

“A word!—1 charge thiK> stay,and answer here 
To one, who, wert thou noble, were tiiy peer, 

But a.s tliou want and art—nay, frown not, lord, 

If false, ’i is easy to disprove the word— 

But, as thou wast and art, on tliee looks down, 
Distrusts thy smiles, but sliakcs not at thy frown. 

Art iliou not he ? whose deeds 

“ Wlmle’or 1 be, 

Words wild as these, accusers like to Uice 
1 list 110 furtlier; those with whom they weigh 
May hear (he rest, nor venture to gainsay 
The wondrous tale no doubt thy tongue can tell, 

Which thus begins so courteously and well. 

Let Otho cherish here his polisli’d guest, 

To liim my tliunks and thoughts shall be exprosi ” 

And here Uieir wondering host Imth m(er{K>sed— 

“ Whate’er there be between you undisclosed, 

This is no time nor fitting place to mar 
Tho mirtbliil meeting with a wordy war. 

If Utou, Sir Ezzelin, hast aught to show 
Which it befits Count Lara’s ear to know, 

To-morrow, here, or elsewhere, as may be^ 

Beseem your mutual judgment, spook tlie rest; 

1 idedge myself for thee, as not unknown, 

Though like Count Lara now return’d abna 
From other lands, almost a stranger grown; 

And if frmn Lara’s blood and gentle birth 
1 augur right courage and of worth, 

He will not that untainted line belie, 

Nor aught that knighthood may accord, deny.” 

“ To-morrow be it,” Ezzelin replied, 

^ And here our several worth and truth be tried; 

1 gage my life, my falchion to attest 
My words, so may 1 mingle with the blest!” 



Canto L 


LARA. 


What answers Lara 7 to its centre siirunk 
His soul, in deep abstraction sudden sunk; 

The words of many, and the eyes of all 
Tliat there were gather’d, seem’d on him to fall i 
But his wore silent, his appear’d to stray 
In far forgetfulness away—away— 

Alas! that heediessness of all around 
Bespoke remembrance only too profound. 

XXIT. 

“ To-morrow!—-ay, to-morrow !* further word 
Than diose repeated none from Lara heard; 

Upon his brow no outward passion spoke; 

From his large eye no Hashing anger broke; 

Yet there was something fix’d in that low tcme, 

Which allow’d resolve, determined, though unknown, 
lie seized liis cloak—his head he slightly l>ow’d, 

And passing Ezzelin, he lefl the crowd; 

And, as he pass’d him, smiling mot Uie frown 
Willi which that chieflaiu’s brow would bear him dow] 
It was nor smile of mirth, nor struggling pride 
'Phat curbs to scorn the wrath it cannot liide; 

But that of one in his own heart secure 
Of all Uiat ho would do, or could endure. 

<vould tills mean peace 7 the calnmess of the good 7 
Or guilt grown old in desperate hardihood ? 

Alas! t<K> like in confidence are eacli, 
h'or man to trust to mortal look or speech; 

From deeds, and deeds done, may he discern 
Truths whi(^ it wrings the unpractised heart to learn. 

XXV. 

And Lara call’d liis page, and went his way— 

Well could that stripling word or sign obey: 

His only follower from those climes afar, 

Where the soul glows henealli a Irnghter star; 

For I.Eira left the sJiorc from whtmeo he sprung, 
in duty patient, and sedate tlioiigh young; 

Silent as him he served, his faith appears 
Above his station, and beyond his years. 

Though iK»t unknown the tongue of Lnra’s land, 

In such from him he rarely hoard eoniinarid; 

But fleet iiis step, and clear his tones wotild come, 
When Lara's lip brealheil fi»rth the wonls of home: 
'J’hosft accents as his iiaiive mountains dear, 

Awake tlw^ir absent echoos in his ear, 

Friends’, kindreds’, parents’, wont«id voice recall, 

Now lost, abjured, for one—bis friend, his all: 

F'or him earth now disclosed no other guide; 

What marvel then he rarely left liis side 7 

XXVI. 

Light was his form, and darkly delicate 
Tliat brow whereon his native sun had sate, 

But had not marr’d, though in liis beams he grow, 

The cheek where oft, the unbidden blush shone througli; 
Yet not such blush as mounts when health would show 
All tlie heart’s hue in tiiat delighted glow; 

Rut’t was a hi^ctic tint of secret care 
That for a burning moment fever’d there; 

And the wild sparkle of his eye seem’d caught 
Prom high, and lighten’d with electric thought, 

Though its black orb those long low lashes’ fringe 
Had tempt’d with a melancholy tinge; 

Yet less of sorrow than of pride was there, 

Or if’t were grief) a grief tliat none should sliare: 

And pleased not him the sports that please his age, 

The tricks of youth, the frolics of the page; 

For hours on Lara ho would Hx his glance, 

As all-forgotten in that watchful trance; 

And from his chief witlidrawn, he wander’d lone, 

^ief were his answers, and his questions none; 

His walk tlie wood, his sp<»t some foreign book; 

His resting-place ftie bank that curbs the brook: 

He seem’^ like him he served, to live apart 
Prom all that lures the eye, 611s the heart; 


las 

To know no brotherhood, and take frmn earth 
No gift beyond that bitter boon—our birih. 

XXVII. 

If aught he loved, ^t was Lara; but was shown 
His faith in reverence and in deeds alone; 

In mute attention; and his can^ which guo^’d 
Each wish, fulflll’d it ere the tongue express’d. 

Still there was haughtiness in all he di^ 

A spirit deep Uiat brocdi’d not to be cliid; 

His zeal, though more tlian that of servile hands. 

In act alono obeys, his air commands; 

As if’t was Lara’s less than hu desire 
That thus he served, but surely not for hire. 

Slight were tlie tasks enjoin’d him by his lord, 

To hold tho stirrup, or to bear the sword; 

To tunc his lute, or if he will’d it more, 

On tomes of other times and longues to pore; 

But ne'er to mingle with the menial train, 

To whom he show’d nor deference nor disdain, 

But that well-worn reserve wliich proved he knew 
No sympatliy witii tliat ftimiliar crew: 

His soul, whate’or his station or his stem, 

Gould bow to Lara, not descend to them. 

Of higher birth ho seem’d, and better days, 

Nor mark of vulgai* toil that hand betrays, 

So femininoly while it might bespeak 

Another .sex, when match’d with that smootii cheek, 

But for his garli, and something in his gaze, 

More wild and high than woman’s eye betrays; 

IA latent flcrccness that far more became 
'His fiery climate than his tender frame: 

True, ui liLs words it broke not from his breast, 

But from his asfiect might be more than guess’d 
Kalcd his naiiu*, though rumoiu' said be bore 
Another ere he left his moimtain-shore; 

or Hometimes ho would hear, however nigh, 

That name repeati?d loud witliout nqdy, 

As nnfUmiiiar, or, if roused again, 

^lart to the .sr>und, as but remember’d then; 

Unless ’tvvas Lara’s wonted voice that spake, 
tJien, ear, eyes, and heart would all awake, 
xxvrir. 

He had !<R»k’d down upon the festive halt, 

And mark'd that sudden strife so mark’d of all; 

I And wlieii tho crowd aroiuid and near him told 
^heir wonder at the calmness of tlie bold, 

’heir marvel how the hiifli-born Ijora bore 
ueh insult from a stranger, doubly sore, 

’he colour of young Kaled went and came, 

['lie lip of ashes, and the cheek of flame; 
nd o’er his brow tlie dainpeiiiiig heart-drojMi threw 
'ho sickening iciness of that cold dew, 

'hat rises as the ousy bosom sinks 
fVith heavy thoughts from wliich r<fflection shrinks, 
cs—^tliere be tilings whicli we must dream and dai 
\nd execute ere tliought he half aware: 

Vhate’er might Kalod’s be, it was enow 
'o seal his hp, but agonise his brow, 
e gazed on Ezzelin till I.ara c»!t 
'hat sidelong smile upon tlio knight he past; 

Vhen Kaled saw that smile his visage fell, 

.8 if from something roc>ogntsod right well; 
is ni<3inory read in such a meaning more 
'ban Lara’s aspect unto others wore: 

'orward he sprung—a moment, both were gone, 

.nd all williin that hall seem’d left altme; 

.ach liad so 6x’d his eye on Lara’s mien, 

.11 had so mix’d their feelings with that scene, 

'hat when his long dark shadow through the porch 
10 more relieves &e glare of yon high tordi, 
rach pulse beats quicker, and all bosoms seem 
'o bmmd as doubting from too black a dream, 

>uch as we know is false, yet dread in sooth, 
because the worst is ever nearest truth. 



IM 

And they are gone—but Exzelin is there} 

With thoughtful Tisage and imperious air; 

But long remain’d not; ere an hour expired 
He waved his hand to Otho} and retired. 

XXIZ. 

The crowd are gone, the revellers at rest; 

The courteous host, and ali-approving guest, 

Again to that accustom’d couch mutt creep 
Where joy subsides, and sorrow sighs to sleep, 

And man, o’orlabourid with his being’s strife, 
Shrinks to that sweet for^tfulness of life: 

There Uo love’s fcvwish hope, and cunning’s guile, 
Hate’s working brain, and lull’d ambition’s wile; 
O’er each vain eye oblivion’s pinions wave, 

And c|uench’d eristonce crouches in a grave. 

What bettor name may slumber’s bed become ? 
Night’s sepulchre, tlie universal home, 

Wliere weakness, strengUi, vice, virtue, sunk stipinc, 
Alike in naked helplessness recline; 

Glad fur awhile to heave unconscious breath, 

Yet wake to wrestle with tlie dread of death, 

And slum, though day but dawn on ills increast, 
That sleep, the loveliest, since it dreams the least. 


CANTO II. 


I. 

Ntonr wanes—the vapours round the mountains curFd 
Melt into morn, and liight awakes the world. 

Man has another day to swell tlie past, 

And lead him near to little, but his last; 

But mighty Nature bounds as from her birth, 

The sun is in tie' heavens, and life on earth; 

Fhwers in tho valley, splendour in the Ix^am, 

Health on the gale, and fresliness in the stream 
Immortal man I behold her glories shine, 

And cry, cxiiliiiig iiilv, * lljev are tliine!” 

Gaze on, wlnle yet tliy gladden’d eye may see; 

A morrow comes when they are not for thee; 

And grieve what may above thy senseless bier, 

Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear; 

Nor cloud shall gather more, nor leaf shall fall, 

Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for lliecj, for ail; 

But ci<‘eping tilings shall revel in their spoil, 

And fit thy clay to fcrtilir.c tho soil. 

IX. 

T is morn—*t is noon—assembled in the hall, 

Tho gather’d chieflains come to Otlio’s call, 

’Tis now tlie promised hour, that must proclaim 
Tho life or death of Lara’s future fame; 

When Fzzelin his chargti may here unfold, 

And whatsoe’er tho tale, it must be tedd. 

His faith w’as pledged, and Inara’s promise given, 

To meet it in the eye of man and heaven. 

Why comes ho not ? Such trutlis to be divulged, 
Me^inks the accuser’s rest is long indulged. 

III. 

The hour is past, and Lara too is there, 

Witli self'Confiding, coldly patient air; 

Why comes not KzzeUn ? The hour is post, 

And murmurs rise, and Orho’s brow o’ercast. 

** I know my rrioi>d! his faitli I cannot fear, 

If yet he be on earth, expet^t him hero; 

The roof that held liiin in tlie valley stands 
Between my own and noble Lara’s lands; 

My halU from such a guest Imd honour giun’d, 

Nor had Bir Ezzeliii hit host disdain’d, 

But that some previflii«t#M»of forbade his stay, 

Aad t«ged him to af i nst to-day ; 


LARA. Cakto n. 

The word X pledged for his I pledge again, 

Or will myself redeem his knighthood’s stain." 

He ceased—and I.ara answer’d “I am here 
To lend at thy d«naiid a listening ear 
To tales of evil from a stranger’s tongue, 

Whose words already might my heart have wning, 

But that 1 deem’d him scarcely less than mad. 

Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly bad. 

I know him not—but mo it seems he knew 
In lands where—but I must not trifle too: 

Produce' this babbler—or redeem the pledge; 

Here in thy hold, and with thy falcliion’s edge," 

Proud Otho on the instant, reddening, threw 
His glove on earth, and forth liis sabre flew 
The last alternative befits me best, 

And tlius X answer for mine absent guest." 

With clu'ck unchanging from its sallow gloom, 

However near his own or other’s tomb; 

With hand, whose almost careless coolness spoke 
Its gras[» well-uRod to deal tho sabre-stroke; 

Witlj ry<*, thougli f^ahn, detenninc'd not to spare, 

Did J.ara too his willing weapon bare. 

In vain Uio circling chieflains round diem closed, 

For Otho’s phrensy would not be opposed; 

And from his lip thor.e words of insult fell— 

His sword is gixjd who can maintain tlicra w'cll. 

1 IV. 

Short was tlie conflict; furious, blindly rash, 

Vain Otho gave his bosom to the gash: 

Ho bled, and foil; but not with deadly wound, 

'Stretch’d l)y a d<?xfrous sleight along the ground. 
■‘Demand thy life!” He answer’ll not; and then 
From that rod floor he ne’er had risen agtun. 

For Lara’s brow' upon the mutiicnt grew 
Almost to blackness in its demon hue; 

And fiercer shook his angry falcliion now 
Than when his foe’s was levell’d at his brow; 

'rhe.ii all was stem coUocteduess and art, 

Now rose tho unlcaven’d hatred of his heart; 

So little sparing to the foe ho fell’d, 

That when the approacimig crowd his arm wilhliohi 
H« almost tiu‘ri’<l the thirsty point on those, 

Who ihiiiS for mercy dared to inter|>ose ; 

But to a moment’s thought that purpose bent; 

Yet look'd he on him still with eye intent, 

As if he loathed tin* ineflectual strife 
That loft a foe, howe’er o’crllirown, with life; 

As if to search how far the w’ound he gave 
Had sent its victim onward to his grave. 

T. 

They raised (he bleeding Otho, and the Leech 
Forbade all present question, sign, and speech; 

The others met within a neighbouring hall, 

And he, incensed and heedless of them all, 

The cause and conqueror in this sudden fray, 

In haughty silence slowly strode away; 

He back’d his steetl, his homeward path he took, 

Nor cost on Olho’s towers a single look. 

VI. 

But where was he? that meteor of a night, 

Who menaced but to disappear with light ? 

Whore w’as this Ezzelin? who came and went 
To leave no other trace of his in1»-nt. 

He loft the dome of Otho long ere mom, 

In darkness, yet so well the jiath was worn 
He could not miss it: near his dwelling lay; 

But there he was not, and with coming day 
lame fast impiiry, which unfolded naught 
Except the absence of the chief it sought. 



Cawto If. 


UlRA. 


It? 


A chamber tenantlesS) a steed at rest, 

His host alarm’d, his inurmuriiig squires distrost: 
Their search extends along, around the path, 

In dread to meet the marks of prowlers’ wrath: 
But none are tliere, and not a brake Imth borne, 
Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mantle tom; 

Nor fall nor struggle hath defaced il^o grass, 
Which still retains a mark where murder w'as; 
Nor dabbling fingers leil to tell Uio tale, 

The bitter print of each convulsive nail, 

When agonised hands, tlial ceaso to guard, 
Wound in that pang the smootlincss of t)ie sward. 
Some such had been, if here a life was red, 

But these were not; and doubting hope is left; 
And strange suspicion, whispering Lara’s name, 
Now daily mutters o’er his hlarkcn’d faimi; 

Then sudden silent when his form appear’d, 
Awaits the absence of the thing it f(?ar’d 
Again its wonted wondering to renew, 

And dye conjecture witli a darker hue. 

Days roll along, and OthoV wounds arc heal’d, 
But not his pride; and hale no more conc(?al’d: 
He was a man of power, and Lara’s foe, 

The friend of all who s<»ught to work him wo, 
And from his country’s justice now ilomands 
Account of Ezz<‘lin at i.ara’s hands. 

Who else than Lara could have cause to fear 
His presenrie? who had made him disap])ear, 

If not the man on whom his iiicnacctd charge 
Had sale too deeply were he left at large? 

The general rumour ignorantly loud, 

The mystery dearest to the curious crowd; 

The seeiiiing fiicndlossness of him who strove 
To win no ctmfidence, and wake no love; 

The sweeping fierceness which his soul betray’d, 
The skill with which iio \vield<!d his keen blade; 
Where had his arm unwarlike caught Uiat art ? 
Where had that fierceness grown upon his heart ? 
For it W’as not the blind capricious rage 
A word can kindle and a wonl assuage; 

But th<* deep worlviiig of a soul unmix’d 
With aught of pity where its wratli Iiad fix’d; 

Such as long power and overgorged success 
Concentrates into all Unit’s merciless: 

These, link’d with tliat desire which ever sways 
Mankind, the ratliur to condemn than praise, 
’Gainst Lara gathering raised at length a storm, 
Such as himsi'-lf might fear, and foes would form. 
And he must answer for the absent head 
Of one (hat haunts him still, alive or dead. 

VIII. 

Witiiin that land w'as many a malcontent, 

Who cursed the tyranny to wliich he bent; 

That soil full many a wringing desjKit saw, 

Who work’d lus w'antoimess in i(>rm of law; 

Long war without and frequent broil witliin 
Had made a path for blood and giant sin, 

That waited but a signal to begin 
New havoclq such as civil discord blonds, 

Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or friends; 
Fix’d in his feudal fortress each was lord, 

In word and deed obey’d, in soul ahhorr’d. 

Thus Lara had inhonted his lands, 

And with them pining hearts and sluggish hands; 
But that long absence from liis native clime 
Iiad left him stainless of oppression’s crime. 

And now diverted by lus milder sway, 

All dread by alow degrees had worn away. 

The menials felt their usual awe alone, 

But more for him than them that fear was grown; 
They deem’d him now unhappy, though at fh'st 
Their evil judgment augur’d ^ the worst, 


And each long restless night, silent mood, 

Was traced to sickness, fed by fw>Utude: 

And though hb lonely habits llirew of late 
Gloom o’er his cham^r, cheerful was his gate; 

For thence tlie wretched ne’er unaoothed withdretv, 
For tlictn, at least, his scsii compassion knew. 

Cold to the great, contemptuous to tlie high, 

The humble peu^s’d not his unheeding eye; 

Much lie would speak not, but beneath his roof, 
They fijund asylum oft, and ne'er reproof. 

And they who watch’d ini^it muik that day by da) 
Some new retainers gutlier’d to his sway; 

But most of late, since Ezzelin was lost, 

He play’d Ihcj courteous lord and bounteous host: 
Perchance his strife with Otho matle him dread 
Some snare prepared for his obnoxious head; 
Wliate’er Ills view, his lavour more obtains 
With these, the people, than his fellow thanes. 

If this were policy, so far’t was sound, 

The million judged but of itim as tliey found; 

From him by sterner chiefs to exile tlriven 
Tliey hut required a shelter, and’t was given. 

By liim no fx^asant mourn’d his rifled cot, 

And scarce tlie Serf could murmur o’er his lot; 
With him okJ avarice fiumd its hoard secure, 

With him contempt forbt>re to mock tlie poor; 
Youth, preserif chi'er, and promised recompense 
Detain’d, till all t<^K) late to part fnun thence: 

To hale he ofler’d, witli the coming change, 

The deep reversion of diduy’d revenge; 

1 To love, Jong haftled by tlie unequal match, 

The well-won cliarms success was sure snatch. 
AH now was rqu*, he waits but to proclaim 
That slavery nothing whicli was still a name. 

'I'he moment came, the hour when Otho tliotight 
.Secure at last tin* vengeance wliieh le- sought* 

His summons found tiie destined criminal 
Begirt by thousands in his swarming liall, 

Fresh from their feudal fetters newly riven, 

Defying earth, and confident of heaven. 

That morning he bad freed tlio soil-bound slaves 
Wlio dig no land for tyrants but their graves! 

Such is their cry—some watchword fur Uio fight 
Must vindicate the wrong, and warp the right: 
lleligioii—freedom—vengeance—what you will, 

A word’s eiiougli to rube mankind to kdJ; 

Some factious phrase by cunning caiiglil and sproac 
That guilt may reign, and wolves and worms be fed 


Througliout tliat clime the feudal chiefs had gain’d 
Such sway, th»*ir infant monarch hardly reign'd ; 
Now was the hoar for faction’s rebel growth, 

The Serfs contemn’d the one, and haled both 
They waited but a leader, and they found 
One to their cause inseparably bound; 

By circumstance corapcll’d to plunge again, 

In scdf-defcncc, amidst the strife of m<m. 

Cut off by some mysterious fate fr<Hn those 
Whom birtli and nature meant not for his foes, 
Had Lara from that night, to him accurst, 
Prepared to meet, bttl not alone, the wimtsI : 

Some reason urged, wliate’er it was, to shun 
Inquiry into deeds at distance done; 

By mingling with hk own the cause of all, 

E’en if he fail'd, he still delay’d his fall. 

The suUen calm that long his bosom kept, 

The storm that once had spent itself and slept, 
Roused b)' events that seem'd foredoom’d to urge 
His gloomy fortunes to their utmost verge, 

Burst forth, and made him all he once had been, 
And is again; ho only changed the scone. 

Light care had he for lifo, ami less for fame, 

But not leas fitted for the desperate game; 



hAUA. 


Camto II. 


Be deeoiVi Imnielf nuufcM out fi>r othen’ hate, 

An] mock’d at nan eo they ihared hia fide. 

What cared he firr the freedom of the crowd? 

He raieed the huroUo but to bend the proud. 

He had hoped quiet in hit eullen bur, 

But man and destiny beset him there; 

Inured to hunters, he was found at bay; 

And they must ItiH, they carmot snare (he prey. 
Stem, muDnbitious, silent, he bad been 
Henceforth a calm spectatm- of life’s scene; 

But, dragg'd again upon the arena, stood 
A leader not imequal to the feud; 

In voice—mien—^gesture—savage nature spoke. 
And from bis eye tire gladiator tooke. 

X. 

Wliat boots the oft-repeated tale of strife. 

The feast of vultures, and the waste of lUe? 

The varying ftsdime of each separate field, 

The fierce that vanquish, and the faint that yield ? 
The smoking ruin, and the crumbled wall ? 

In this the struggle was the same with all; 

Save that distemper’d passions lent their force 
In bitterness tiiat banish’d all remorse. 

None sued, for Mercy knew her cry was vain, 

The captive died upon tlic battle-plain: 

In either cau.e3, one rage alone possest 
The empire of the alteniate victor’s breast; 

And they tfiat smnlo ftn- freedom or for sway, 
Deem’d few were slain, wliile more remain’d to slay. 
It was too late to check th<« wasting brand, 

And Desolation reap'd the famish'd land; 

The torch was lighted, ami tlie dame was spread, 
And Carnage smiled iqion her daily dead. 

Xt. 

Fresh with the nerve the new-born impulse strung. 
The first success to Inara’s numbers clung: 

But that vain victory hath ruin’d all, 

They fonn no longer to tlieir loader’s call; 
fn blind confusion on the ft>e they press, 

And tiiink to snatch is to secure success. 

The lust of booty, and the thirst of hate. 

Lure on the broken brigands to their fate; 

In vain he doth wbate’er a chief may do, 

To check the headlong fiiry of that crew; 

In vain their stubborn ardour he would tame, 

The hand that kindles cannot quench the flame 
The wary foe alone hath turn’d their mood, 

And shown their rashness to that erring brood: 

The feign’d retreat, the nightly ambuscade. 

The daily harass, and the fight delay’d. 

The long privation of tlio hoped supply. 

The tentless rest beneath the humid sky. 

The stubborn wall tliat mocks the leaguer’s art., 

And palls tlic patience of his baffled heart, 

Of those they had not deem’d: the battle-day 
They could encounter as a veteran may; 

But more proferr’d the fury of the strife. 

And present death, to hourly suffering Iffe: 

And famine wrings, and fever sweeps away 
His numbers melting fast from their array; 
Intemperate triumph fades to discontent, 

And Lara’s soul alone seems still unbent: 

But few remain to aid his voice and hand, 

And tliousands dwindled to a scanty band 
Desperate, though fi''"’, *hc last and best remain’d 
To mourn the ifiscipUne they late disdain’d. 

One hope survives, the frontier is not far, 

And thence they may escape fi-om native war; 

And bqpr within them to the neighbouring state 
AnrWMM sorrows, or an outlaw’s hate; 

HiiNi the teek their (ather'Uud to qiiA, 

Brit teder still to perish or submit. 


It is resolved—^ey march—consenting Ni^t 
Guides with her star their dim and torchless flighty 
Already they perceive its tranquil beam 
Sleep on the sur&ce of the barrier stream; 

Already they descry—la 3^00 tiie bonk ? 

Away! \ is lined with many a hostile rank. 

Return or fly!—^What glitters in the roar ? 

’Tis Otho*8 banner—the pursuer’s spear! 

Are tliose the shepherds’ fires upon the height? 

Alas! they blaze too widely for the flight: 

Cut off from hope, and compaes’d in the toil, 

Leas blood perchance hath bought a richer spml! 

XIII. 

A moment’s pause, ’tis but to breatlio their iMnd, 

Or shall they onwtud press, or here withstand ? 

It matters little—if they charge the foes 
Wlio by the border-stream thfjir march oppose, 

Some few, fierchance, may break and pass the line, 
However link’d to baffle such design. 

“The charge be ours! to wait for tlieir assault 
Were fate well worthy of a coward’s halt.” 

Fortli flies each sabre, rein’d Is every steed, 

And the next word shall scarce outstrip Uie deed: 

In the next tone of Lara’s gatliering breath 
How many sliall but hear the voice of death! 

XIV. 

llis blade is bared, in him there is an air 
As deep, but far too tranquil for despair; 

A something of indiffcronce more than then 
Becomes the bravest, if they feel for men— 

He turn’d his eye on Kaled, ever near, 

And still too faithful to betray one fear; 

Purcliancc’t was but tlic moon’s dim twilight threw* 
Along his aspect an unwonted hu<? 

1 Of mournful paleness, whose deep tint exprest 
The truth, and not llie terror of lus broasl. 

Tins Lara mark’d, and laid liis liand on his: 

It trembled not in such an hour as this; 

His lip was silent, scarcely beat his heart, 

His eye alone proolaiiu’d, “W© will not part! 

I Thy baud may fierisb, or thy friends may fico, 
Farewell to life, but not adieu to thee!” 

The woM hath pass’d his lijis, and onward driven, 
Pours the liifli’d band through ranks asunder riven; 
Well has each steed obey’d the armed heoi. 

And flash Uie sdtnitars, and rings Uie steel; 
(‘lutnumber’d not outbraved, they still oppose 
Despair to daring, and a front to fi>es; 

And blood is mingled with the dashing stream, 

Which runs all redly till tiie moming beam. 

XV, 

Commandiog, mdin^ animating all, 

Where foe appear’d to press, or friend to fall, 

Cheers Lara’s vmce, and waves or strikes his steel, 
Inspiring ho[>© himself had ceased to feel. 

None fled, for well they knew that flight were vain, 
But those that waver turn to snute again, 

While yet they find tiie firmest of the foe 
Recoil before tlieir leader’s look and blow: 

Now girt with numbers, now almost alone, 

He foils their ranks, or reunites his own; 

Himself he spared not—once they seem’d to fly— 
Now was the time, he waved his hand on high, 

And shook—^Why sudden droops that plum^ crest? 
The shaft is speit—the arrow’s in his ^east! 

That fatal gesture left the unguarded side, 

And Death hath siriken down yon arm of pride. 

The word of triumph fmnted his tongue; 

That hand, so raised, how droopingiy it hung! 

But yet the sword instinctively returns, 

Though from it« fellow rinink the fellkig ram 
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These Kaled matches: dizzy with the blow, 

And BcnselesB bending o’er his sadiUe-bow, 

Perceives not Lara that his anxious page 
Beguiles his charger from the combat’s rage: 
Meantime his ibllowen charge, and charge again; 
Too mix’d the slayers now to heed the sisun! 

XVI. 

Day glimmers oa the d 3 dng and the dead, 

The cloven cuirass, and the helmioss head; 

The war-horse maaterless is on the earth, 

And tliat last gasp hath burst his blcKKly girth; 

And near, yet quivering with what life remain’d, 

The heel that urged him and the hand that rein’d; 
^And some too near that roUing torrent lie, 

Whoso waters mock the lip of those that die; 

That panting tiurst which scorches in the breath 
Of those that die the soldier's tiery death, 

In vain impels the burning month to crave 
On(j droji—the last—to cool it for the grave; 

With feeble and convulsive effort swept, 

Th<ur limbs along the crimson’d turf have crept; 

The faint remains of life such struggles waste, 

But yet they reach the stream, and bend to taste: 
'I’liey fool its freshness, and almost partake— 

Why pause? No further thirst have they to slake— 
It is unqucnch’d, and yet they feel it not; 

It was an agony—but now forgot! 

XTII. 

Beneath a lime, remoter from the scone, 

Where but for him tliat strife had never been, 

A breathing but devoted warrior lay: 

was Lara bleeding fast from life away. 

"^lis follower once, and now his only guide, 

Kneels Kaled watchful o’er his welling side, 

And with his scarf would stanch the tides that rush, 
With each convulsion, in a blacker gush ; 

And tlien, os his faint breathing waxes low. 

In feebler, not less fatal tricklings fiow-: 

He scarce can speak, but motions him ’tis vain, 

And merely adiis another throb to pain. 

He clasps the hand tliat pang wliich would assuage, 
And sa<iiy smiles his thanks to that dark page, 

Who nothing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor sees, 
Wave that damp brow which rests upon his knees; 
Save that pale aspect, where Uie eye, though dim, 
Held all the light that shone on eartli for him. 

XVIII. 

The foe arrives, who long liad search’d the field, 
Their triumph nought till Lara too sliould yield; 
They would remove him, but they see H were vain, 
And he regards them with a calm disdiun, 

That rose to reconcile him with his fate. 

And that escape to death from living hate: 

And Otho comes, and leaping from his steed, 

Looks on tlie bleeding fi>e that made him bleed, 

And questions of his state; he answers not, 
iicarco glances on him as on one forgot, 

And turns to Kaled:—each remaining word, 

1’hey umierstood not, if distinctly heard ; 

His dying tones or© in that other tongue, 

To which some strange remembranco wildly clung. 
I’hey speak of other scenes, but what—is known 
To Kaled, whom their meaning reach’d alone; 

And he ropUed, though faintly, to their sound, 

While gazed the rest in dumb amazement round: 
They seem’d even then—that tw^—^unto the last 
To half forget the present in the past; 

^ share Iratween themselves some separate fid©, 
Whose darkness none beside should penetrate. 

XIX- 

^heir words though fiunt were many—from the tone 
Their import those who heard could judge idone; 

H 


LARA. 
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Prom this, you might have deem’d young Kalcd’s dea& 
More near than Lara’s by his voice and In'cath, 

So sad, so deep, and hesitating broke 

The accents his scarce-moving pale Ups spoke; 

But Inara’s voice, lliough low, at, first was clear 
And calm, till murmuring death gasp’d hoarsely nears 
But from his visage little could we guess, 

So unrepentant, dark, and passionless, 

I Save that wlien struggling nearer to his last, 

Upon that page his eye was kindly cast; 

And once as Kaied’s answering accents coast, 

Rose Lara’s hand, and pointed to the East: 

Where (ew then the breaking sun from higli 
Roll’d back the clouds) the morrow caught Ids eye, 

Or that ’twas chance, or 8<jmo remember’d scene, 

That raised his arm to point where such had boei^ 
Scarce Kaled seem’d to know, but turn’d away, 

I As if his lieart abhorr’d that coming day. 

And shrunk his glance before that m<irning liglit, 

To look on IjRra’s brow—where all grew nighL 
Y et sense seem’d left, though better were its loss 
'E’er when one near display’d llie absolving cross, 

Anil profier’d to his touch the holy bead, 

Of which his parting soul might own the need, 

He- look’d upon it with an eye profane, 

And smiled—Heaven pardon! if’t were with disdain; 
And Kaled, though be S)ioke not, nor withdrew 
From Lara’s face liis fix’d despairing view, 

With brow repulsive, and with gesture swift, 

E'liing back tlic hand whicii hold the sacred gifi, 

As if such but disturb'd the expiring man, 

Nor seem’d to know his life but tlirn began, 

Tliat life of Immortality, sei'iiro 

To none, save them whose faitli in Christ is sure. 


XX. 

But gasping heaved the breath that T.ara drew, 

And dull the film along his dim eye grew; 

His limbs stretch’d fluttering, and his head droop’d oer 
Tlie weal; yet still untiring knee that bore; 

He press’d the hand lie held upon liis heart— 

It beats no more, but Kaled will not pari 
With tho cold grasp, but feels, and feels in vain, 

E'or tliat fault throb which answers not again. 

It beats!”—away, thou dreamer! ho is gond¬ 
ii once was Lara which thou look’sl upon. 

XXI. 

He gazed, as if not yet had pass'd away 
The haughty spirit of that humble clay; 

And those arounil have roused liim from his trance, 

But cannot tear from thence his fixed gloiKie; 

And when in raising h*m from whore he bore 
Within his arms the form that felt no more, 

He saw the head his breast would still sustain, 

Roll down like earth to earth upon the plain; 

' He did not dash himself thereby, nor tear 
The glossy tendrils of liis raven hair, 

But strove to stand and gaze, but reel’d and feB, 

Scarce bniatliing more tlian that he loved so well. 

Than Uiat he loved! Oh! never yet beneath 
The breast of man such trusty love may breatlie! 

That liy'ing moment hath at once reveal’d 
The secret long and yet but half-conceal’d; 

In baring to revive that lifeless breast, 

Its grief seem’d ended, but tho sex confest; 

And life return’d, and Kided felt no shame— 

What now to her was Womanhood or Fame? 

xxn. 

And Lara sleeps not where his fathers sleep, 

But where ho died his grave was dug as deep; 

Nor is his mortal slumber less profound, 

Though priest nor bloes’d nor marWe deck’d the moimd 
And he was memm’d by one whose ^ner grief, 

Less loud, outlasts a people’s for their chi*^ 
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Tmo wu «!1 quettion agk’d her tf the past, 

And vun e’en menace—silent to the last; 

She told nor whence, nor why she left behind 
Her all for one who seem’d but little kind. 

Why did she love himf Curious fool!—be still— 
la human love the growth of human will ? 

To her he nught be gentleness; the stern 
Have deeper thoughts than your dull eyes discern, 
And when they love, your smilers guess not how 
Beats the strong heart, though l<»ss tlie U|>8 avow. 
They were not common links, that form’d tho chain 
That bound to Lara Kaled’s heart and brain, 

But that wild tale she brook’d not to unIbId, 

And seal’d is now each lip tliat could hare told. 

zxrii. 

They laid him in tho earth, and on his breast, 
Besides the wound that sent his soul to rest, 

They found the scatter’d dints of many a scar. 
Which wore not planted there in recent war; 
Where’er had pass’d his summer years of life. 

It seems they vanish’d in a land of strife; 

But all unknown his glory or his guilt. 

Those only told that somewhere blood was spilt. 
And Erzelin, who might have spoke the past. 
Return’d no more—tliat night appear’d his last. 


Upon that night (a peasant’s is the tale) 

A Serf that creas’d the intervening vale, 

When Cynthia’s light almost gave way to mom, 

And nearly veil’d in mist her wan'mg horn; 

A Serf tliat rose betimes to tliread tlic wood. 

And hew the bougli that bought his children’s food. 
Pass’d by the river that divides the plain 
Of Otlio’s lands and Lara’s broad domain: 

He heard a tramp—a horse and horseman broke 
From out the woixl—before him was a cloak 
Wrapt roimd some burden at his saddle-bow, 

Bent was his head, and hidden was his brow. 

Roused hy tlie sudden sight at such a time. 

And some foreboding Uiat it might be crime, 

Himself unheeded watcli’d the stranger’s course, 

Who reach’d tlie river, bounded from his horse, 

And lifting thence the burden which be bore, 

Heaved up the hank, and dash’d it from tlie shore, 
Then paused, and look’d, and turn’d, and seem’d to watch. 
And still another hurried gliuice would snatch, 

And follow witli his step Uie stream that flow’d. 

As if even yet too much its surface show’d: 

At once be started, stoop’d, around him strown 
The winter floods had scatter’d heaps of stone; 

Of these the heaviest thencs he gather’d there. 

And slung them with a more than common care. 


Meantime the Serf had crept to where unseen 
Himself might sa&ly mark what this might mean; 

He caught a glimpse, as of a floating breast. 

And something glitter’d atarlike mi the vest. 

But ere he well could mark the buoyant trunk, 

A massy fragment smote it, and it sunk: 

It rose agmn but indistinct to view, 

And left the Waters of a purple hue. 

Then deeply disappear’d: Ihe horseman gazed, 

Till ebb’d the latest eddy it had raised; 

Then turning, vaulted on his pawing steed, 

And instant spurr’d him into panting speed. 

His face was mask’d—the features of tho dead. 

If dead it were, escaped the observer’s dread; 

But if in sooth a star its bosom bore, 

Such is the badge that knighthood ever wore; 

And such "tis known Sir Ezzelin had worn 
17[ion the night that led to such a morn. 

If thus he perish’d, Heaven receive his soul! 

His undiscover’d limbs to ocean roll; 

And charity upon the hope would dwell 
It was not Lara’s hand hy which he fell. 

XXV. 

And Knled—Lara-—Ezzelin, ore gone, 

Alike without their monumental stone ! 

The first, all eflorts vainly strove to wean 

Prom lingering where her chieftain’s blood had been; 

Grief had so tamed a spirit once too proud, 

Her tears were few, her wailing never loud; 

But furious would you tear her from the spot 
Where yet she scarce believed that he was not, 

Her eye shot fiirlli with all tho living fire 
That haunts the tigress in lier whelpicss ire 
But left to waste her weary moments there. 

She talk'd all idly unto 8ha|>es of air. 

Such as the busy brain of Sorrow paints. 

And WOOS to listen to her fond complaints: 

And she would sit beneath the very tree 
Where lay his drooping head upon her knee; 

And in that posture whore she saw him fall, 

His words, his looks, his dying grasp recall; 

And she had shorn, but saved her raven hair, 

And ofl would snatch it from her bosom there, 

And fold, and press it gently to the groimd, 

As if she stanch’d anew some phantom’s wound. 
Herself would question, and for him reply; 

Then rising, start, and beckon him to fly 
From some imagined spectre in pursuit; 

Then seat her down upon some linden’s root. 

And hide her visage with her meagre hand. 

Or trar.c strange characters along the sand— 

This could not lost—she lies by him she loved; 

Her tale untold—her truth too dearly proved. 


NOTE TO LARA. 


The event in section 24, Canto 2d, was suggested by | 
the description of the death or rather burial of the Duke j 
of Qandia. 

The most interesting and particular accoimt of this 
mysterious event is given by Burchard, and is in sub¬ 
stance as follows: “On the eight dav of June, tlie car¬ 
dinal of Valenza, and the duke of Gandia, sons of the 
Popu, supped with their mother, Vanozza, near the 
church of S. Pietro ad vincula; several other persons 
being present at the entertainment. A late hour ap- 
prsachiiig, and the oimlinal having reminded his brother, 
BhU it was time to rdMrn to the apostolic palace, they 
mounted tlieir horses or mules, with only a few attend¬ 
ants, and proceeded togetlier as far as the palace of 
cardinal Ascanio Sforaa, when the duke inftirroed the 
cardinal, that before he returned home, be had to pay a 


visit of pleasure. Dismissing therefore all his atten 
ants, excepting his s/q/Hcro, or footman, and a person 
a mask, «mo had paid him a visit whilst at supper, a> 
who, during the space of a month or thereabout^ pr 
vious to this time, had called upon him almo^ daily, 
the a|iostoUc palace, be tocdi tius person behind him 
his mule, and proceeded to the street of the Jews, whe 
he quitted his servant, directing him to remain the 
until a certain hour; when, if he did not return, he mii 
repair to the palace. The duke then seated the perc 
in the mask behind him, and rode, I know not whith 
but in that night be was assassinated, and thrown i 
the river. The servant, after having been dismise 
was also assaulted and mortally wounded; and 
though he was attended with great care, yet such 
bis situation, that be could give no intelu^Ue acce 
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oT what had befanen bis master. In the momine, tlie 
duke not having returned to the palace, his semnts 
bepin to bo alarm^; and one of them informed the 
pontiff of the evening excursion of his sons, and thai 
the duke had not yet made his appearance. This ;;ave 
the pope no small anxiety, but he conjectured that the 
duke had been attracted by some courtesan to pass the 
night with her, and not choosing to quit the house in 
open day, had waited till the following evening to return 
home. When, however, the evening arrived, and he 
found himself disappointed in his expectations, he be¬ 
came deeply afflicted, and began to make inquiries from 
different persons, whom he ordered to attend him 
for that purpose. Among these was a man named 
Giorgio Schiavoni, who, having discharged some timber 
> from a bark in the river, had remained on board the 
vesSfel to watch it, and being interrogated whctlier ho 
had seen any ono thrown into the river on tlie night pre- 
ceding, he replied, that he saw two men on foot, who 
came down the street, and looked diligently about, to 
observe whether any person was passing. That see¬ 
ing no one, they returned, and a short time afterwards 
two others came, and looked around in the same man¬ 
ner as the former: no person still appearing, they gave 
a sign to their companions, when a man came, mounted 
on a white horse, having behind him a deail body, the 
head ami arms of which hung on one side, and the feet 
on the other side of the horse ; the two persons on foot 
supporting the body, to prevent its falling. They 
thus proceeded towards that part, where the filth of the 
city is usually discharged into the river, and turning 
the horse, with his tail towards the water, tlic two per¬ 
sons took the dead body by the arms and feel, and witfi 
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; all their strengtli flung it into the river. The person on 
. horseback then asked if they had thrown it in, to which 
they replied. Signor, «, (yes. Sir.) Ho then looked 
towards the river, and seeing a inaiillc floating on the 
slrciun, he inquired what it was that appeared black, to 
winch they answered, it was a mantle ; and one of them 
ihr«*w stones upon ity in cuusequcnce of wliich it sunk. 
The attendants of the pontiff than inquired from Gior* 
gio, why lie had not revealed this to the goverutir of Iho 
city; to which he replied, that he had seen in his time 
a hundred dead bodies thrown into the liver at the same 
place, without any inquiry being made respecting them, 
and that ho had not, therefore, considered it as a matter 
of any inqiortance* The fishermen and seamen wore 
then collected, and ordered to search tlie river, where, 
on the ffkllffwing evening, they found the boiiy of the 
duke, willi his habit entire, and thirty ducats in his purse. 
Ilo was pierced with nine wounds, one of which was in 
his throat, the others in his head, body, and limbs. No 
sooner was the pontiff informed of the death of his son, 
and that li<5 had been thrown, like filth, into the river, 
than, giving way to his grief; he shut himself up in a 
<’hamber, and wept bitterly. The canhnal of Segovia, 
and other attendants on the pope, went to the door, and 
aft*;r many hours spent in jiersuasions and exhortations, 
jirevaih^d upon him to udniit them. From the evening 
of Wediiestlay, till the following Stiturdav, the pop#5 took 
no food; nor did he sleep from Thursday morning till 
the same hour on the en.siiiiig day. At length, however, 
giving way to the entreaties of His altondantR. hob<‘gaii 
[ to restrain his sorrow, and to consider the injury which 
I his own health might sustain, by the further mdulgoiice 
j of his grief.”— HoscoeU Leo Teatfif vol. i. pago 265. 
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THIS FO£M 13 INSCRIBED BT HIS FRIBND* 


January 33, 1816. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

® The grand army of the Turks, (in 1715,) under th« 
Prime Vizier, to open to themselves a way into the heart 
of the Morca, and to form the siege of Napoli di Roma¬ 
nia, the most considerable place in all that country,* 
thought it best in tlie first place to attack Corinth, upon 
which they made several storms. The garrison being 
weakened, and the governor seeing it was impossible to 
hold out against, so mighty a force, thought it fit to heat 
a parley: hnt while they were treating about the articles, 
one of the magazines in the Turkish camp, wherein they 
had six hundred barrels of powder, blew up by accident, 
whereby six or seven hundred men were killed; which 
so enraged the infidels, tliat they would not grant any 
capitulation, but stormed the place with so much fury, 
Uiat they took it, and put most of the garrison, with 
Signior Minolti, the governor, to the sword. The rest, 
with Antonio Bembo, proveditor exti^rdinary, were made 
prisoners of war .”—History of the TVks, vol. iu. p. 161. 

* NspoH (K RooianiR U not now th« matt r.oivi^nible pines In thf 
Mnrea, but TripoUtsa, wber* the Paeha reticles, nod meinteiot hU 
guTemment. NapoU Ui neer Argot. IrUdted «U three In 1810-11; eud 
fti Ute coiirec of foumcriag throu^ the eouotrjr froto my first errival In 
18(^, I enwsed Um {etbrnus elghi times lo my way from Attica to tlie 
Morea, ever the mounulne, or kt tim other divMtlon, wheu psumins from 
the Gulf of Athene to that of Lepaoio. Both the routes are pietureeou* 
and baauUfni, tbouA very ih8i»rent: that by eea has more saaeoeia, but 
the ntyage beUa« alwa/e vithin aight of Isnd, and often very near it, 

^ preeentt many attmetfra vteve of Um lefauidi Salainis. i&liut, EVjru, gc. 
^ tlM Miat fK tbt fiomiiNul. 


Many a vanishM year and age, 

And teiiipesfs breatli, and battlers rage, 

Have swept o’er Corintii; yet she stands 
A fortress form’d to Freedom’s hands. 

The whirlwind’s wrath, the earthquake’s shock, 
Have left untouch'd her hoary rock, 

The keystone of a land, which still, 

Though fall’ll, looks proudly on that lull, 

The landmark to the double tide 
That purpling rolls on either side. 

As if their waters chafed to meet, 

Yet pause and crouch bcneaili her feet. 

But could the blood btiforc her shod 
Since first Timolcou’s bndher bled, 

Or bafiled Persia's despot fled, 

Arise from out the earth which drank 
Tlie stream of slaughter as it sank, 

That sanguine ocean would o’erfiow 
Her isthmus idly spread below: 

Or could the liones of all Uie slain, 

Wlio perish’d there, he piled again, 

That rival pyramid would rise 

More mountoin-Uke, through those clear skiei^ 

Than yon tower-capt Acropolis, 

Wbicli seems the very clouds to kiss. 

On dun Cithicron’s ridge appears 
The gleam of twice ten thoinand ipoara; 
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And dnwnward to the Isthmian plain, 
Prom shore to shore of either main, 

The tent is pitch’d, the crescent shines 
Along the Moslem’s leaguering lines; 
And the dusk Spahi’s bamis advance 
Beneath each bearded pacha’s glance; 
And far and vvido as eye can reach 
The twban’d cohorts tlirung the beach; 
And there the Arab’s camel kneels, 

Arid there his steed the Tartar wheels; 
The Turcoman hath loft his herd,’ 

The sabre round his loins to gird; 

And there the volleying thunders pour. 
Till waves grow smoother to the roar. 
The trench is dug, the cannon’s breath 
Wings iJie far hissing globe of death; 
Fast whirl the fragments from the wall, 
Which crumbles with the ponderous ball; 
And from tliat wall the foe replies. 

O’er dusty plain and smoky skies, 

With fires tliat answer fast and well 
The smnmons of the Infidel. 


But near and nearest to the wall 
Of those who wish and work its fall, 

With deejier skill in war’s black art 
Than Otlimon’s suns, and high of heart 
As any chief that ever stcsid 
Triiunphant in the fields of blood; 

From post to jM,st, and deed to deed, 

Fast spurring on his reeking steed. 
Where sallying ranks the trench assail. 
And medic the finremost Moslem quail; 

Or wliere the battery, guarded well, 
Remains os yet impregnable, 

Alighting cheerly to inspire 
The soldier slackening in his fire 
The first and freshest of the host 
Which Stamboul’s sultan liiere can boast, 
To guide the follower o’er tlio field, 

To point the tube, the lance to wield 
Or whirl around the bickering blade f— 
Was Alp, the Adrian renegade! 


Prom Venice—once a race of worth 
His gentle sires—he drew his birth; 

But late an ejcile from her shore, 

Against his countrymen be bore 
Tlie arms they taught to bear; and now 
The turban girt his shaven brow. 

Through many a cliaitge hod Corinth pass’d 
With Greece to V onice’ rule at last; 

And here, before her walls, with those 
To Greece and Venice equal foes, 

He stood a foe, with all the zeal 
Which young and fiery converts fbej 
Withm whose heated bosom throngs 
The memory of a thousand wrongs. 

To him had Venice ceasetl to be 
Her ancient civic boast—“the Free;* 

And in the palace (d* St. Marie 
Unnamed accusers in the dark 
Within the “Lion’s month” had placed 
A charge against him tinef&ced: 

He fled in time, and saved his life. 

To waste his future years in strife, 

That taught bis land how great her loss 
In him (Mho triumph’d o’er tiie Cross, 
Gainst which he rear’d the Crescent high, 
And baUMi to avenge or die. 


1 

Coumourgi ’—he whoso closing scene 
Adoni'd the triumph of Eugene, 

When on Carlowitz’ bloody pUun, 

The last and mightiest of the slain, 

He sank, regretting not to die, 

But curst the Christian’s victory— 
Coumourgi—can liis glory cease, 

That latest conqueror of Greect^ 

Till Christian hands to Greece restore 
The freedom Venice gave of yore ? 

A hundrcil years have roll’d away 
Since he refix’d the Moslem’s sway, 
And now lie led tlie Mussulman, 

And gave tlie guidance of tlie van 
To Alp, who well repaid the trust 
By cities levell’d with the dust; 

And proved, by many a deed of death. 
How firm his heart in novel faith. 


The walls grew weak; and fast and hot 
Against them pour’d the ceaseless shot. 
With unabating fury sent 
From battery to battlement; 

And thunder^like the pealing din 
Rose from each heated ciilverin; 

And hero and there some crackling dome 
Was fired before the exploding bomb: 
And as the fabric sank beneath 
The shattering shell’s volcanic breath, 

In red and wreathing columns flash’d 
The ffame,, as loud the ruin crash’d, 

Or into countless meteors driven, 

Its earth-stars melted into heaven; 
Whose clouds that day grow doubly dun, 
Imptirvious to the hidden sun, 

With volumed smoke that slowly grew 
To one wide sky of sul|>liuruiis hue. 


But not for vengeance, long delay’d, 
Alone, did Alp, the renegade, 

The Moslem warriors sternly teach 
His skill to pierce the iiromisod breach: 
Within these walls a maid was pent 
His hope would win without consent 
Of that inexorable sire. 

Whose heart refused him in its ire, 
When Alp, beneath his Christian name, 
Her virgin hand aspired to claim. 

In happier mood, and earlier time, 

While unimpeach’d for traitorous crime 
Gayest in gondola or ball, 

He glitter’d through the Carnival; 

And tuned the soflest serenade 
That e’er on Adria’s waters play’d 
At midnight to Itahan maid. 


And many deem’d her heart was won, 

For sought by numbers, given to none, 

Had young Francesca’s hand remain’d 
Still by the church’s bonds unchain’d: 

And when the Adriatic bora 
Lanciotto to the Paynim shore. 

Her wonted smiles were seen to fail. 

And pensive wax’d the maid and pale; 

More constant at confessional, 

More rare at masque and festival; 

Or seen at such, with downcast eyea^ 

Which conquer’d hearts they ceased to {nixe 
With listless look she seems to gaze 
With humbler care her finu anays; 
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Her voice less Ihroly in the sc»ig; 

Her Etej)^ though light, less fleet among 
The psire, on whom the Morning’s glimce 
Breaks, yet unsated with the dance. 


Sent by the state to guard the land, 

(Which wrested from the Moslem’s hand, 
While Sobieslu tamed his pride 
By Buda’s wall and OanuWs side. 

The chiefr of Venice wrung away 
From Patra to Euboea’s bay,) 

Minotti held in Corinth’s towers 
The Doge’s delegated powers^ 

^^liile yet the pitying eye of Peace 
Smiled o’er her long-forgotten Greece: 

And ere that frithless truce was broke 
Which freed her from the unchristian yokt^ 
With him his gentle daughter came 
Nor there, sinco Menelaus’ dame 
Forsook her lord and land, to prove 
What woes await on lawless love. 

Had fairer form adorn’d tlie shore 
Than she, the matchless stranger, bore. 


The wall is rent^ the ruins yawn; 

And, with to-morrow’s earliest dawn. 

O’er the disjointed mass shall vault 
The foremost of the fierce assault. 

The bands are rank’d; the chosen van 
Of Tartar and of Mussulman, 

The full of hope, misnamed “ forlorn,” 

Wlio hold the thought of death in scorn, 
And win their way with falchion’s force. 

Or pave the path virith many a corse. 

O’er which the following bravo may rise, 
Their stepping-stone—the last who dies! 

zr. 

’T is midnight: on the mountains brown 
The cold, round moon sliines deeply down; 
Blue roll the waters, blue the sky 
Spreads like an ocean hung on high, 
Bespangled with those isles of light, 

So wildly, spiritually bright; 

Who ever gazed u|>on them shining. 

And turn’d to earth without repining 
Nor wish’d for wings to flee away. 

And mix with their eternal ray ? 

The waves on either shore lay there 
Calm, clear, and azure as the air; 

And scarce their foam the [jebbles shook. 
But murmur’d meekly as the brook. 

The winds were pillow’d on the waves; 
The banners droop’d along their suves, 
And, ns they fell around them furling 
Above them shone the crescent curlmg; 
And that deep silence was unbroke. 

Save where the watch his signal spoke, 
Save where the steed neigh’d oil and shrill. 
And echo answer’d from the hill. 

And the wide hum of that wild host 
Rustled like leaves from coast to coast. 

As rose the Muezzin’s voice in air 
In midnight call to wonted prayer; 

It rose, that chanted mournful strain. 

Like some lone spirit’s o’er the plain l 
’T was musical, but sadly sweet. 

Such as when winds and harp-strings meet. 
And take a long unmeasured tone. 

To mortal minstrelsy unknown. 

It seem’d to those within the wall 
A ciy prophetic of their &U: 


It struck even the besieger’s ear 
With something ominous and drear. 

An undefined and sudden thrill. 

Which makes tlie heart a moment still. 
Then boat with quicker pulse, ashamed 
Of that strange sense its silence framed; 
Such as a sudden {>assing-bell 
Wakes, tliough but for a stranger’s knell. 


The tent of Alp was on the shore; 

The soimd was hush’d, the prayer was o’er; 
The watch was sot, the night-round made. 
Ail mandates issued and obey’d: 

’T is but another anxious night, 

His pains the morrow may requite 
With all revenge and love can pay. 

In guerdon for their long delay. 

Few hours remain, and he hath need 
Of rest, to nerve for many a deed 
Of slaughter; but within his soul 
The thoughts like troubled waters roll. 

He stood alone among the host; 

Not his the loud fanatic boast 
To plant the crescent o’er the cross. 

Or risk a life with little loss. 

Secure in paradi.so to be 
By Houris loved immortally: 

Nor his, what burning patriots feel. 

The stern exaltedness of zeal. 

Profuse of blood, imtired in toil. 

When battling on the |>arent soil. 

Ho sIixhI alone—a renegade 
Against the country he betray’d; 

He stood alone amidst his band. 

Without a tnuted heart or hand: 

They follow'd him, for he was brave, 

And great the spoil he got and gave; 

They crouch’d to him, for he had skill 
To warp and wield the vulgar will: 

But stilt his Christian origin 
With them was little loss than sin. 

They envied even the faithless fame 
Ho earn’d beneath a Moslem name; 

Since he, tlicir mightiest chic^ had been 
In youth a hitter Nazareno. 

They did not know how pride can stoop; 
When baffled feelings withering droop; 
They did not know how hate can bum 
In hearts once changed from soft to stem; 
Nor all tlie false and fatal zeal 
The convert of revenge can feel. 

He mlod tliem—man may rule the worst. 
By ever daring to be first : 

So lions o’er the jackal sway; 

The jackal fwints, he fells the prey. 

Then on the vulgar yelling press. 

To gorge the rehes of success. 


His head grows fever’d, and his pulse 
The quick successive throbs convulse; 

In vain from side to side he throws 
His form, in courtship of repose; 

Or if he dozed, a sound, a start 
Awoke him with a sunken heart. 

The turban on his hot brow press’d. 

The mail weigh'd lead-like on his breast; 
Though oil Biul long beneath its weight 
Upon his eyes had slumber sate. 

Without or couch or canopy. 

Except a rougher field and diy 
Than now mi^t yield a warriorb bed, 
Than now along the heaven was spresd; 
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He couU not reet, he could not stay 
Within his tent to wait for day, 

But walk’d him forth along the sand, 

Where tliousand sleepers strew’d the strand. 
What pillow’d them? and why should he 
More wakeful than the humblest be, 

Since more their peril, worse their toil ? 

And yet they fearless dream of spoil; 

While he alone, where thousands pass’d 
A night of sleep, perchance tlieir last, 

In sickly vigil wander’d on. 

And envied all ho gazed u|>on. 

XIV. 

He felt Ills soul become more light 
Bcneatli the freshness of tlie night. 

Cool was the silent sky, though calm. 

And battled his brow with airy balm: 

Behinil, the camp—before him lay. 

In many a winding creek and bay, 

Lepantu’s gulf; and, on the brow 
Of Delphi’s hill, unshaken snow. 

High and eternal, such as shone 
Through thousand summers brightly gone. 
Along the gul^ the mount, the dime; 

It will not melt, like man, to time: 

Tyrant and slave are swept away. 

Less form'd to wear before the ray; 

But that white veil, the lightest, frailest. 

Which on the mighty mount thou hailcst. 
While tower and tree are torn and rent, 
Shuies o’er its craggy battlement; 

In form a peak, in height a cloud. 

In tevliire like a hovering shroud. 

Thus high by parting Freedom spread. 

As from her fond abixie she fled, 

And linger’d on the spot, where long 
Her prophet spirit spake in song. 

Oh, still her step at moments falters 
O’er wither’d fields, and ruin’d altars, 

And fain would wake, in souls too broken. 

By pointing to each glorious token. 

But vain her voice, till better days 
Dawn in those yet remember’d rays 
Which shone upon the Persian flying, 

And saw the Spartan smile in dying. 

XV. 

Not mindless of these mighty times 
Was Alp, despite his flight and crimes; 

And through this night, as on he wander'd. 
And o’er the past and present ponder’d. 

And thought upon the glorious dead 
Who there in better cause had bled. 

He felt how faint and feebly dim 
The fame that could accrue to him. 

Who cheer’d the band, and waved the sword, 
A traitor in a turban’d horde; 

And led tliem to the lawless siege. 

Whose best success were sacrilege. 

Not so had those his fancy number’d. 

The chiefs whuse dust around hini slumber’d; 
Their phalanx marshall’d on the plain. 

Whose bulwarks were not then in vain. 

They fell devoted, but undying; 

The very gale their names seem'd sigliing; 
The waters murmur’d of their name; 

The woods were peopled with their fame; 
The silent |»Uar, lone and gray. 

Claim’d kindred with their sacred clay; 

Thnr spirits wrapt tlie dusky mountain. 

Their memory sparkled o’er the fountain; 
The meanest rill, the mightiest river 
Roll’d mingling with their fome for ever. 
Despite of every yoke she bears. 

That land is gfory’s still and thein! 


T is still a watchword to the earth: 

When man would do a deed of worth 
He points to Greece, and turns to tread, 

So sanction’d, on the tyrant’s head: 

He looks to her, and rushes on 
Where life is lost, or freedom won. 

xn. 

Still by the shore Alp mutely mused. 

And woo’d the freshness Ni^t diffused. 

There shrinks no ebb in tliat lideless sea,* 

Which changeless rolls eternally; 

So tliat wildest of waves, in their angriest mood, 
Scarce break on the bounds of the land for a rood 
And the [lowerloss moon beholds them flow. 
Heedless if she come or go: 

Calm or high, in main or bay. 

On their course she hath no sway. 

The rock unworn its base doth bare. 

And looks o’er tlie surf but it cornea not there; 
And the fringe of the foam may be seen below, 
On the line that it left long ages ago: 

A smooth short space of yellow sand 
Between it and the gnicner land. 

Ho wander’d on, along the beach, 

Till within the range of a carbine’s reach 
Of the Icagucr’d wall; hut tliey saw him not, 

Or how could he ’scape from the hostile shot ? 

Did traitors lurk iti the Christians’ hold ? 

Were tlieir hands grown stiff, or their hearts wax’i 
cold? 

I know not, in sooth; but from yonder wall 
There flash’d no fire, and tliere hiss’d no ball. 
Though he stood beneath the bastion’s frown. 
That flank’d the sea-ward gate of the town; 
Though he heanl Uie sound, and could almost tell 
The sullen words of the sentinel, 

As his measured step on tlie stone below 
Clank’d, as he paced it to and fro; 

And he saw the lean dogs beneath the wall 
Hold o’er the dead their carnival, 

Gorging and growling o’er carcass and limb; 

They were too busy to bark at him! 

From a Tartar’s skull they had stripp’d the flesh, 
As ye peel tlie flg when its fruit is fresh; 

And tlieir white tusks crunch’d o’er the whiter skull. 
As it slipp’d through their jaws, when their ed> 
grew dull. 

As they lazily mumbled the bones of the dead. 
When they scarce could rise from the spot whe 
they fed ; 

So well had they broken a lingering fast 
Witli those who had fallen for that night’s repast 
And Alp know, by the turbans that roll’d on f 
s.and. 

The foremost of these were the best of his band 
Crimson and green were the shawls of their wer 
And each scalp had a single long tuft of hair,* 

All the rest wa.s shaven and bare. 

The scalps were in the wild dog’s maw. 

The hair was tangled round his jaw. 

But close by the shore, on the edge of the gulf 
Thoro eat a vulture flapping a wolf. 

Who had stolen from the Mis, but kept away, 
Scared by the dogs, from the human prey; 

But he seized on his share of a steed fliat lay 
Pick’d by the birds, on the sands of the bay. 
xrn. 

Alp turn’d him from the sickening sight* 

Never had shaken his nerves in fight; 

But he better could brook to behold the dying; 
Deep in the tide of their warm blood lying; 
Scor’d with the death-thirst, and writhing in . 
Than the perishing dead who are past ail pain. 
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There k something of pride in the perilous hour, 
Wfaete’er he the shatte in which death may lower; 
For Fame is there to say who bleeds, 

And Honour’s eye on daring deeds! 

But when all is past, it is humbling to tread 
O’er the weltering field of tlio tomblesa dead. 

And see worms of the earth, and fowls of the air. 
Beasts of the forest, all gathering tliere; 

All regarding man os tlieir prey, 

All rejoicing in his decay. 

There is a temple in ruin stands. 

Fashion’d by long forgotten hands; 

Two or three columns, and many a stone, 
jMarble and granite, witli grass o’ergrown! 

Out upon Time! it will leave no more 
Of the things to come than the things before! 

Out upon Timo! who for ever will leave 
But enough of the past for the future to grieve 
O’er that which hatli been, and o’er that which must 
be; 

What we have seen, our sons shall see; 

Remnants of things tliat have pass’d away. 
Fragments of stone, rear’d by creatures clay 1 

zix. 

He sate him down at a pillar’s base, 

And pass’d his hand atliwart has face; 

Like one in dreary musing mood, 

Declining was his attitude; 

His head was drot^ing on his breast. 

Fever’d, throbbing, and oi)prcst; 

And o’er his brow, so downward bent. 

Oft his beating fingers wtmt, 

Hiuriedly, as you may see 
Your own run over tlie ivoiy key, 

Kre the measured tone is taken 
By the chords you would awaken. 

There he sate all heavily, 

As he heard the night-wuid sigh. 

Was it the wind, through some hollow stone," 

Bent that soft and tender moan ? 

He lifted his head, and he look'd on the sea. 

But it was imrippled as glass may be; 

He look’d on the long grass—it waved not a blade; 
How was that gentle sound convey’d ? 

He look’d to the banners—each flag lay still, 

So did the leaves on Citbaeron’s hill, 

And he felt not a breath come over his cheek; 
What did that sudden sound bespeak ? 

He turn’d to the left—is he sure of sight ? 

There sate a lady, youthful and bright! 

He started up with more of fear 
Than if an armed foe were near. 

“God of my fathers! what is here? 

Who art thou, and wherefore sent 
So near a hosUle armament?” 

His trembling hands refused to sign 
The cross he deem’d no more divine: 

He had resumed it in that hour. 

But conscience wrung away the power. 

He gazed, he saw: he knew the face 
Of beauty, and the form of grace; 

It was Francesca by his side, 

The maid who might have been his bride! 

The rose was yet upon her chock. 

But mellow’d with a tenderer streak: 

Where was the play of her soft lips fled ? 

Gone was the sinile that enbven’d thw red. 

The ocean's calm within their view, 

Beude her eye had less rf Hue: 


But like tliat cold wave it stood sflU, 

And its glance, thou^ dear, was chill: 

Around her form a thin robe twining, 

Nought conceal’d her bosom shining; 

Through tlie parting of her hair. 

Floating darkly downward there. 

Her rounded arm show’d white and bare: 

And ere yet she made reply. 

Once she raised her hand on high; 

It was so wan, and transparent of hue. 

You might have seen the moon shine through. 

“ I come from my rest to him I love best, 

That I may be happy, and he may be blest. 

1 have pass’d the guards, tlie gate, the wall 
Sought thee in safety through foes and all. 

”1' is said tlie bon will turn and flee 
From a maid in tlie pride of her purity; 

And the Power on high, tliat can shield the good 
Thus from tlie tyrant of the wood. 

Hath extended its mercy to guard me as well 
From the hands of the leaguering infidel. 

I come—and if I come in vain. 

Never, oh never, we meet again! 

Thou liast done a fearful deed 
In falling away from tliy father’s creed: 

But dash that turban to earth, and sign 
The sign of the cross, and for ever be mine 
Wring the black drop from thy heart, 

And to-morrow unites us no more to part.” 

“ And where should our bridal couch be spread ? 
In tlie midst of the dying and the dead ? 

For to-morrow we give to the slaughter and flame 
The sons and tlie shrines of the Christian name. 
None, save thou and thine, I ’vc sworn. 

Shall be loft upon the morn: 

But thee will 1 bear to a lovely spot. 

Where our hands shall be join’d, and our sorrow 
forgot. 

There thou yet shall be my bride, 

ViTicn once again 1 ’vc quell'd llic pride 
Of Venice ; and her hated race 
Have felt the arm tliey would debase. 

Scourge, with a whip of scorpions, those 
Whom vice and envy made my foes.” 

Upon his hand she laid her own— 

Bight was the touch, but it thrill’d to the bone, 

And shot a chillness to his heart. 

Which fix’d him beyond the power to start. 

Though slight was tliat grasp so mortal cold, 

He could not loose him from its hold; 

But never did clasp of one so dear 
Strike on the pulse with such feeling of tear. 

As those thin tmgers, long and wliite. 

Froze through his blood by their touch that night. 
The feverish glow of his brow was gone, 

And h'ls heart sank so still that it felt like stone. 

As ho look’d on the face, and beheld its hue 
So deeply changed from what he knew; 

Fair but faint—witliout the ray 
Of mind, tliat made each feature play 
Like sjiarkling waves on a sunny day; 

And her motionless lips lay still as deafli, 

And her words came fortli without her breath. 

And there rose not a heave o’er her bosom’s swell 
And there seem’d not a pulse in her veins to dwell. 
Though her eye shone out, yet the lids were fix’d. 
And the glance that it gave was wild and unmiz'd 
With aught of change, as the eyes may seem 
Of the restless who walk in a troubled dream; 
Like the figures on arras, that gloomily glare, 
Stirr’d by 5ie breath of ^e wintry air 
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So seen by the dying lamp’s fitful light, 

Lifeless, but life-ltke, and awful to sight; 

As they seem, through the dimness, about to come 
down 

From the shadowy wall where their images frown ; 
Fearfully flitting to and iro, 

As the gusts on the tapestry come and go. 

“ If not for love of me be given 

Thus much, then, for the love of heaven,— 

Again I say—^that turban tear 
From off thy faithless brow, and swear 
Thine injured country's sons to spare, 

Or thou art tost; and never shall see 
Not earth—that’s past—but heaven or mo. 

If this thou dost accord, albeit 
A heavy doom "tis thine to meet, 

That doom shall half alisolve thy sin, 

And mercy’s gate may receive tlieo whlun: 

But pause one moment more, and take 
The curse of Him thou didst forsake; 

And look once more to heaven, and see 
Its love for ever shut from thee. 

There is a light cloud by the moon—’ 

’T is passing, and will pass full soon— 

Ifi by tlie time its vapoury soil 
Hath ceased her shaded orb to veil, 

Thy heart within thee is not changed. 

Then God and man are both avenged; 

Dark will thy doom be, darker still 
Thine immortality of ill.” 

Alp look’d to heaven, and saw on high 
The sign she spake of in the sky; 

But his heart was swollen, and turn’d aside, 

By deep interminable pride. 

This first false passion of his breast 
Roll’d like a torrent o’er tlie rest. 

He sue for mercy! He dismay’d 
By wild words of a timid maid! 

He, wrong’d by Venice, vow to save 
Her sons, devoted to the grave! 

No—though that cloud were thunder’s worst, 

And charged to crush him—let it burst! 

He look’d upon it earnestly. 

Without an accent of reply; 

He watch’d it passing; it is flown: 

Full on bis eye the clear moon shone, 

And thus he spake—“ Wliate’er my fate, 

1 am no changeling—^"t is too late; 

The reed in storms may bow and quiver, 

Then rise again; the tree must shiver. 

What Venice made me, I must be, 

Her foe in all, save love to Uiee: 

But thou art safe: oh, fly with me!” 

He turn’d, but she is gone! 

Nothing is there but the column atone. 

Hath she sunk in the eartli, or melted in air? 

He saw not, he knew not; but nothing is there. 
XXII. 

The night is past, and shines the sun 
As if that mom were a jocund one. 

I.ightly and brif^tly breaks away 
The Marmng from her mantle gray. 

And the Noon will look on a sultry day. 

Hark to the trump, and the drum, 

And the mournful sound of the barbarous bom, 
And the fliqi of the banners that flit as they ’re borne, 
And the neigh of the steed, and the multimde’s hum. 
And the clash, and the about, “ they come, they come!” 
The horsetaUa * are pluck’d from the ground, and the 
•word 

From its sheath; and they farm, and but wait for the 
word. 


Tartar, and Spahi, and Turcomsn, 

Strike your tents, and throng to the van; 

Mount ye, spur ye, skirr tlie plain, 

That tho fugitive may flee in vain. 

When he breaks from tlie town; and none escape, 
Aged or young, in the Christian shajie; 

While your fellows on foot, in a fiery mass, 
Bloodstain tlie breach tlirough which tlioy pass. 
The steeds are all bridled, and snort to the rein; 
Curved is each neck, and flawing each mane; 
White is the foam of their champ on the bit: 

Tlie spears are uplifted; the matches are lit; 

The cannon are pointed, and ready to roar, 

And crush the wall they have crumbled before; 
Forms in his phalanx each laniear; 

Alp at tlieir head ; his right arm is bare, * ■. 
So is the blade of his scimitar; 

The khan and tbe pachas are all at their post; 

The vizier himself at the head of the host. . 
When the culvorin’s signal is fired, then on 
Leave not in Corinth a living one— 

A priest at her altars, a chief in her halis, 

A hearth in her mansions, a stone on her walls. 
God and the prophet—Alla Hu! 

Up to the skies with that wild halloo! 

“ There the breacli lies for passage tlie bidder to scale 
And your hands on your sabres, and how should yf 
fail? 

He who first downs with the red cross may crave 
His heart’s dearest wish; let him ask it, and have!' 
Thus utter’d Coiiniourgi, the dauntless vizier; 

The reply was the brandish of sabre and spear, 
And the shout of fierce tiiousonds in joyous ire :~ 
Silence—hark to the signal—fire! 

XXIII. 

As Iho wolves, timt headlong go 
On tho stately buflalo, 

Though with fiery eyes, and angry roar, 

And hoofs that stamp, and horns that gore, 

Ho tramples on the earth, or tosses on high 
The foremost, who rush on his strengtli but to die 
Thus against tiie wall they wont, 

Thus the first were backwark bent; 

Many a bosom, sheath’d in brass, 

Strew’d the earth like broken glass, 

Sliivor’d by tlie shot, that tore 

The ground whereon they moved no more: 

Even as they fell, in files tliey lay. 

Like the mower’s grass at the close of day, 

When his work is done on the Icvcll’d plain; 

Such was tlie fall of the foremost slain, 
xxiv. 

As tlie spring-tides, with heavy plash, 

Prom tlie cliffs invading dash 

Huge fragments, sapp'd by the ceaseless flow, 

Till white and thundering down they go, 

Like the avalanche's snow 
On tho Alpine vales below; 

Thus at length, outbreathed and worn, 

Corinth’s sons were downward borne 
By the long and oft renew’d 
Charge of the Moslem multitude. 

In firmness they stood, and in masses they fell, 
Heap’d, by the host of the infidel, 

Hand to hand, and fiiot to foot; 

Nothing there, save death, was mute; 

Stroke, and thrust, and flash, and cty 
For quarter, or for victory, 

Mingle there vritli tbe vedleying thunder, 

Which makes the distaiit cities wonder 
How the sounding battle goes, 

If with them, or fa' their foes; 

If they must mooin, or may tqaica 
In that annihilating voice, 
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Which }«erces tJie deep hills through and througli 
With an echo dread and new: 

You might have heard it, on Uiat day, 

O’er Salamis and Megara; 

(We have heard the hearers say,) 

Even unto Piraeus bay. 


From the point of encountering blades to the hilt, 
Sabres wjd swords witli bl(Mid were gilt; 

But the rampart is won, and tlic spoil begun, 

And all but the after carnage done. 

Shnller shrieks now mingling come 
From witliin the plunder’d dome: 

Hark to the haste of flying feet, 

'’That splash ui the blood of the slippery street; 
But hero and there, where Vantage ground 
Against the foe may still be foiim^ 

• Desperate groups, <»f twelve or ten, 

Mako a pause, and turn again— 

With banded Imcks against tho wall, 

Fiercely stand, or fighting fall. 

There stood an old man—his hairs were white, 
But his veteran arm was full of might: 

So gallantly bore he the brunt of the fray, 

The dead bef(»rc him, on that day, 

In a semicircle lay; 

Still he combated unwotmded, 

Though retreating, unsurroiinded. 

Many a sf;ar of f()rmer fight 
Lurk’d iHJncath his eorslel bright; 

But of every wound his body bore, 

Each and ail had been ta’en belbro: * 

Though aged, he was so iron of limb, 

* Few of our y»)Utli could cope witii him; 

And the iocs, whom he singly kept at bay, 
Outnumber’d his thin hairs of silver gray. 

From right to loft his sabre swept; 

Many an Othmaii mother wept 
Sons that were unborn, when dipp’d 
His weapon first in Moslem gore, 

Ere his years could count a score. 

Of all he might have been the sire 
Who fell that day beneath his ire: 

For, sonless left long years ago, 

His wrath made many a childless foe; 

And since the day, when in tlie strait* 

His only boy had met his fate, 

His {iKiront’s iron hand did doom 
More than a human hecatomb. 

If shades by carnage be appeased, 

Patroclus’ spirit less was pleased 
Than his, Minotti’s son, who died 
Where Asia’s bounds and ours divide. 

Biuiod he lay, where thousands befi>ro 
For thousands of years were inhumed on the shore; 
What of them is left, to tell 
Where they lie, and how they fell ? 

Not a stone on their tur^ nor a bone in their graves; 
But they live in the verse that immortally saves. 

Hark to the Allah shout! a band 

Of the Mussulman bravest and best is at hand: 

Their leader’s nervous arm is bare, 

Swifter to smite, and never to spare— 

Unclotlied to the shoulder it waves them on; 

Thiw in the fight is he over known: 

Others a gaudier garb may show, 

To tempt the spoil of the greedy foe; 

Many a hand’s on a richer hdt, 

But none <»i a steel more ruddily gilt; 

Many a loftier turban may wear,— 


lit 

Alp is but known by Iho while arm bare; 

Look through the ilhck of Uie fight, ’i.is there* 
There is not. a standard on that shore 
So well advanced Uic ranks beror<^; 

There is not a banner in Moslem war 
Will lure the Delliis half so far; 

It giancf^s like a falling star! 

Where’*!r that mighty arm is seen, 

The bravest be, or late have been; 

There the craven cries for <juarlcr 
Vainly to the vengt^ful Tartar; 

Or the hero, silent lying, 

Sc-orns to yeild a groan in dying; 

Mustering liis last feeble blow 
’(raiust li»e nearest levell’d f»c, 

I'lioogli fiiint heri(;ath lh<^ mutual womid, 

Grappluig on the gory ground. 

XXVII. 

Still the ohl man stood erect, 

And Alp’s career a moment check'tl. 

“Yield tliee, MmoUi; cjuarter lake, 

For lliine own, thy daughter.s sake.’’ 

“Never, renegade, never! 

Though tho life of lliy gift would last Ibr ever.” 

“Francesca!—Oh mv proniis<*d bride! 

Must she too peiisli i»y thv pride ?” 

“ She is sale.”—“ Wliere ? where ?”—“ In heaven ; 
From wheiK'c the traitor soul is driven— 

Fur fnmi the<*, and undefilc*!.” 

Grimly tlieu Minotli smileil, 

As he saw Alj> staggering bow 
Ih^fore lus words, as with a blow. 

“ Oh God ! when died sho V*—^ Yesternight— 

Nor wc<‘p I f«»r her spirit’s flight: 

None of my pure race shall bo 
Slaves to JVIa}n>mot and thee— 

Como on!”—I’hat challenge is in vain— 

Alp's already vrith the slain! 

While IVliuoiti’s words were wreaking 
More revenge in bitter s[>eaking 
Than his falchion’s point had f<>und, 

Had the time allow’d to wound, 

From wiiliin the neighliouring porch 
Of a long defended church, 

Where the last and dcsiKTalo few 
Would tho failing fight renew, 

The sharp shot dashed Alp to the ground ; 

Ere an eye could view the wound 

That crasli’d tJirough the brain of tlie infidel, 

Round he spun, and down he fell; 

A flash like fire witlihi his eyes 
Blazed, os he bent no more to rise, 

And then eternal darkness sunk 
Through all the palpitating trunk; 

Nought of life left, save a quivering 
Where his limbs were sliglitly shivering: 

They turn’d him on his back; his breast 
And brow were stain’d wifti gore and dust, 

And through his lips tlie life-blood oozed, 

Frotn its deiq) veins lately loosed; 

But in his pulse tliere was no throb^ 

Nor on his lips one dying sob; 

Sigh, nor word, nor struggling breath 
Heralded his way to death: 

Ere his very thought could pray, 

Unancl’d he pass’d away, 

Without a hope from mercy’s aidf— 

To tlie last a renegade. 

xxvni. 

Fearfully the yoU arose 
Of lus followers, and his flies; 

These in joy, in fury those: 
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Then again in conflict mixing 
Clashing swords, and spears transfixing 
Interchanged the blow and thrust, 

Hurling warriors in tlie dust. 

Street by street, and foot by fool, 

Still Minotti dares dispute 
The latest portion of the land 
Left beneath his high command; 

With him, aiding heart and hand. 

The remnant of Ins gallant band. 

Still tlie church is tenable. 

Whence issued late the fated ball 
Tliat half avenged the city’s fall. 

When Alp, her fierce assailant, fell: 

Thitlior bending sternly back. 

They leave befi)re a bloody track; 

And, with their faces to tlie foe. 

Dealing wountls with every blow. 

The chiefj and his retreating train, 

Join to those within the fane; 

There they yet may breath awhile, 

Shelter’d by the massy pile. 

XXIX. 

Brief breathing-time! tlie turban’d host, 

With adding ranks and raging boast, 

Press onwards with such strength and heat. 
Their numbers balk their own retreat; 

For narrow the way that led to tlie spot 
Where still the Christians yielded not; 

And the foremost, if fearful, may vainly try 
Through the massy column to turn and fly; 
They perforce must do or die. 

They die; but ere their eyes could close. 
Avengers o’er their bodies rose; 

Fresh and furious, fast they fill 
The ranks unthinn’d, though slaughter’d still; 
And faint the weary Christians wax 
Before the still renew’d attacks: 

And now the Othmans gain the gate; 

Still resists its iron weight. 

And stil4 all deadly aim’d and liot, 

From every crevice comes the shot; 

Prom every shatter’d window pour 
The volleys of the sulphurous shower: 

But the portal wavering grows and weak— 
The iron yields, the hinges creak— 

It bends—it falls—and all is o’er; 

Lost Corinth may resist no more 1 

XXX. 

Darkly, sternly, and all alone, 

Minotti stood o’er the altar stone: 

Madonna’s face upon him shone, 

Painted in heavenly hues above. 

With eyes of light and looks of love; 

And placed upon that holy shrine 
To fix our tlioughts on things divine, 

When pictured there, we kneeling see 
Her, and the boy-God on hor knee. 

Smiling sweetly on each prayer 
To heaven, as if to waft it tliero. 

Still she smiled; even now she smiles, 

Though slaughter streams along her aisles: 
Minotti lifted his aged eye, 

And made tlie sign of a cross with a sigh. 
Then seized a torch which blazed thereby; 
And still he stood, while, with steel and fltime, 
Inward and onward tlie Mussulman came. 

XXXI. 

The vaults beneath the mosaic stone 
Captain’d the dead of ages gone; 

SBhmit names were on the graven floor, 
iiwnow iUegMe with gore. 


The carved crests, and curious hues 
The varied marble’s veins diffuse, 

Wore smear’d, and slippery—stain’d, and strown 
With broken swords, and helms o’erthrowu; 
There were dead above, and tlie dead below 
Lay cold in many a coffin’d row; 

You might see them piled in sable state, 

By a pale light through a gloomy grate; 

But War h^ enter’d their dark caves. 

And stored along the vaulted graves 
Her sulphurous treasures, thickly spread 
In masses by the fleshless dead: 

Here, throughout tile siege, had been 
The Christians’ chiefest magazine; 

To lliesc a late form’d train now led, 

Minotti’s last and stem resource i 

Against (lie foe’s o'erwhelming ibree. 


The foe came on, and few remain 
To strive, and tlioso must strive in vain: 

For lack of further lives, to slake 
The tliirst of vengeance now awake. 

With barbarous blows they gash the dead. 

And lop the already lifeless head, 

And fell tlie statues from their niche, 

And s[)oil the shrines of offerings rich. 

And from each other’s rude hands wrest 
The silver vessels saints had bless’d. 

To the high altar on they go; 

Oh, but it made a glorious show! 

On its table still behold 
The cup of consecrated gold; 

Massy and deep, a glittering prize, 

Brightly it sparkles to plunderers’ eyes: 

That mom it held tlie holy wine, , 

Converted by Christ to his blood so divine, 
Which his worshipiiorB drank at the break of day 
To shrive their souls ore they join’d in the fray. 
Still a few drops within it lay; 

And round the sacred table glow 
Twelve lofty lamps, in splendid row. 

From the purest metal cast; 

A spoil—tlie richest, and the last. 


So near they came, the nearest stretch’d 
To grasp the spoil he almost reach’d, 

When old Minotti’s hand 
Touch’d with tho torch tho train— 

’T is fired! 

Spire, vaults, the shrine, tlie spoil, the slain, 
The turban’d victors, the Christian band, 

All that of living or dead remain, 

Hurl’d on high with the shiver’d fane, 

In one wild roar expired! 

The shatter’d town—the walls thrown down— 
The waves a moment backward bent— 

The hills that shake, altliough unrent, 

As if an earthquake pass’d— 

The thousand shapeless things all driven 
In cloud and flame atliwart the heaven, 

By that tremendous blast— 

Proclaim’d the desperate conflict o’er 
On that too long afflicted shore: 

Up to the sky like rackets go 
Alt that mingled there below: 

Many a tall and goodly man, 

Scorch’d and shrivell’d to a span, 

When he fell to oartli again 
Like a cinder strew’d the plain; 

Down the ashes shower like rain; 

Some fell in the gulf, whidi received the sprin 
With a thousand cirdiug wrinkles; 
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Borne fell on the shore, but, far away, 
Scatter’d o’er the isthmus lay; 
Christian or Moslem, which bo they 1 
Let their motliers see aod say! 

When in cradled rest they lay, 

And each nursing mother smiled 
On the sweet sleep of her child. 

Little deem’d she such a day 
Woidd rend those tender limbs away. 
Not the matrons that them boro 
Could discern their ollspring more; 
That one moment left no trace 
More of human form or face 
Save a scatter’d scalp or bone: 

And down came blazing raflcrs, strown 
■ ■■■'Around, and many a falling stone. 
Deeply dinted in the clay. 

All blacken’d there and reeking lay. 

All the living llungs tliat heard 
That deadly earlli-shock disappear’d: 
The wild birds flew; the wild dogs fled, 
And howling left the imburied dead; 


The camels from their keepers broke; 
The distant steer forsook the yoke— 
The nearer steed plunged o’er the pimn. 
And burst his girth, and tore Ids reui; 
The bull-frog’s note, from out the raarsli, 
Decpmouth'il arose, and doubly harsh 
The wolves yell’d on the cavum’d hill 
Where echo roll’d in tlmndcr still; 

The jackal’s troop, in gather’d cry,'” 
Bay’d from afar comjilaiiiinglv, 

Witli a rais’d and mournful sound, 

Like crying babe, and beaten hound: 
Witli sudden wing, and ruffled breast, 
The eagle left his rocky nest. 

And mounted nearer to the sun. 

The clouds bemtath liim seem’d so dun; 
Their smoke assail’d his startled beak. 
And made him higher soar and shriek— 
Thus was Corintli lost and won! 


NOTES TO THE SIEGE OF CORINTH. 


Note 1, page 132, line 11. 

The Turcoman hath left hk herd. 

The life of the Turcomans is wandering and patriar- J 
chal: they dwell in tents. ; 

Note 2, page 132, line 69. i 

Coummrgi—he whose cltmng scene, 

Ali Coumourgi, the favourite of three sultans, and 
Or.'uid Vizier to Achmet III. after recovering Pelopon¬ 
nesus from the Venetians in one campaign, was mor¬ 
tally wounded in the next, agtiinst the Germans, at the 
battle of Peterwaradin, (in Inc plain of Carlowilz,) in 
Hungary, endeavouring to rally his guards. lie du il 
of his wounds next day. His last order was the de¬ 
capitation of General Brenner, and some other Ger¬ 
man prisoners; and his last words, “Oh that 1 could 
thus serve all the Christian dogs!” a speech and act 
not unlike ono of Caligula. He was a young man of 
great ambition and unbounded presumption; on being 
told that Prince Eugene, then opposed to him, “was a 
great general,” he said, “ I shall become a greater, and 
at his expense.” 

Note 3, page 134, lino 81. 

There shrinks no ebb in that tidekss sea. 

The reader neod hardly be reminded that tliore are 
no perceptible tides in the Mediterranean. 

Note 4, page 134, line 115. I 

And thar white tusks cruneh'd o’er the whiter skull. 

This spectacle I have seen, such as described, beneath 
the wall of the Seraglio at Constantinople, in the little 
cavities worn by the Bosphorus in the rock, a narrow 
terrace of which projects between the wall and the 
water. I think the fact is also mentioned in Hobhouse’s 
Travels. "The bodies were probably those of some 
refractory Janizaries. 

Note 5, page 134, line 124. 

And each scalp had a single long tuft <jf hair. 

This tuft, or long lock, is left from a superatition that 
' Mahomet will draw them into Paradise by it. 


Note 6, page 135, line 37. 

I must here acknowledge a close, though unintantion. 
ol, resemblance in these twelve lines to a passage in an 
unpublished poem of Mr. Coleridge, called “ Chnstabcl.” 
It was not till after these lines were « ritien that I heard 
Uiat wild and singularly original and beautiful poem 
recited ; and the MS. of that production I never saw 
till very recently, by the kindness of Mr. Coleridge hini- 
ndlj who, I hope, is convinced that 1 have not liecn a 
wilful plagiarist. The original idea undoubtedly pen- 
tains to Mr. Coleridge, whose poem has been composed 
above f uirteeii years. Let me conclutlc by a hope that 
he will not longer delay the (luhlicalioii of a production, 
of which 1 c.an only add my mile of approbation to the 
applause of far more competent judges. 

Note 7, page 136, line 22. 

There is a light cloud bp the moon. 

I have boon told that the idea expressed from lines 
588 to 603 has been admired by those whose approlia- 
tion is valuable. I am glad of it: but it is not original 
—at least not mine ; it may be found much better ex¬ 
pressed in pages 18’2-3-4 of the English version of 
“ Vathek,” (I forgot the precise page of the French,) a 
work to which 1 have before referred, and never recur 
to, or read, without a renewal of gratification. 

Nolo 8, page 136, line 67. 

The horsetails are pluck’d from the ground, and the sword. 

The horsetail, fixed u|)on a lance, a Pasha’s standard. 

Note 9, page 137, line 45. 

And since the dap, when in the strait. 

In the naval battle, at the mouth of the Dardanelles 
between the Venetians and the Turks. 

Note 10, page 139, line 31. 

Thejaekafs troop, in gather’d cry. 

I believe I have taken a poetical license to transplant 
the jackal from Asia. In Greece I never saw nor heard 
these animals; but among the ruins of Ephesus I have 
heard them by hundreds. They haunt nuns, and follow 
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TO SCROPE BERDMORE DAVIES, Esq. 

THE FOLLOWINO FOEU IS INSCRIBED 

BT ONE WHO HAS LONG ADMIRED HIS TALENTS AND VALUED BIS FRIENDSHIP. 


Jornttary 22, 1816. 

The followmg poem is grounded on a circumstance 
mentioned in Gibbon’s “Antiquities of the House of 
Brunswick.”—I am aware, that in modern times the deli¬ 
cacy or fastidiousness of the reader may deem such siil>- 
jects unfit for the purposes of poetry. The Greek drama¬ 
tists, and some of the best of our old English writers, were 
of a different opinion; as Alfiuri and Schiller have .-dso 
been, more recently, upon the continent. The following 
extract will explain the facts on which the story is fonnded. 
The name of Azo is substituted for Nicholas, as mure 
metrical. 

“ Under tho reign of Nicholas III. Ferrara was pol¬ 
luted with a domestic tragedy. By the testimony of an 
attendant, and his own observation, the Marquis of Este 
discovered the incestuous loves of his wife Pari-sina, and 
Hugo Ins bastard son, a beautiful and valiant youth. They 
were beheaded in the castle by tlie sentence of a father 
and husband, who published his shame, and survived their 
execution. He was unfortunate, if they wore guilty; if 
they were innocent, ho was still more unfortunate; nor 
b there any possible situation in which I can sincerely 
approve the last act of justice of a parent .*—Gibborit 
lifwAlaneaiu Wbrh^ voi. iii. p. 470, new edition. 


I. 

It b the hour when from the boughs 
The nightingale’s high note b heard; 

It b the hour when lovers’vows 

Seem sweet in every whbper’d word; 
And gentle winds, and waters near, 

Make music to the lonely ear. 

Each ftower the dews have lightly wet. 

And in the sky die stars are met, 

And on the wave b deeper blue. 

And on the leaf a browner hue. 

And in the heaven that clear obscure, 

So softly dark, and darkly pure, 

Which follows the decline of day. 

As twilight molts beneath the moon away.' 


A moment more—and they shall meet— 
’T is past—her lover’s at her feet. 


And what wto them is the world beside, 
With alt ils change of time and tide? 

Its living things—ils earth and sky— 

Arc nothing to their mind and eye. 

And heedless as the dead arc they 
Of aught around, alwve, beneath; 

As if all else had pass’d away, 

They only for each other breathe; 
Their very sighs arc full of joy 
So deep, that did it not decay. 

That happy madness would destroy 
Tho hearts which feel ils fiery sway: 
Of guilt, of peril, do they deem 
In that tumultuous tender dream? 

Who that have felt that passion’s power, 
Or paused or fear’d in sucli an hoiir? 

Or tliought how brief such moments last ? 
But yet—they are already past! 

Alas! wo must awake before 
We know such vbion comes no more. 


With many a lingering look they leave 
The spot of guUty gladness past; 

And thougli they hope, and vow, they grievo 
As if ttet parting were the last. 

The frequent sigh—the long embrace— 

The lip that diere would cling for ever, 
While gleams on Parisina’s face 

Tho Heaven she fears will not forgive her, 
As if each calmly conscious star 
Beheld her frailty from afar— 

The frequent sigh, the long embrace. 

Yet binds them to their trysting-place. 

But it must come, and they must part 
In fearful heaviness of heart. 

With all tlie deep and shuddering chill 
Which follows fast tho deeds of iU. 


But it b not to Ust to frie waterfall 
That Parisina leaves her hall. 

And it b not to gaze on the heavenly light 
That the lady walks in the tdiadow of night; 

And if she sits in Este's bower, 

’T b not for the sake of its full-blown flower— 

She listens—but not for the lughtingale— 

Though her ear expects as soft a tale. 

There glides a step through the foliage tluck, 

And her cbedi grows pale—and her heart beats 
quick. 

There whbpen* voice through the rustling leaves, 
And her blush returns, and her bosom heaves: 


And Hugo b gone to hb lonely bed, 

To covet there another’s bride; 

But she must lay her conscious head 
A husband’s trusting heart beside. 

But fever’d in her sleep she seems, 

And red her cheek with troubled dreams, 
And mutters she in her unrest 
A name she dare not breathe by day. 
And clasps her lord unto the breast 
Which pants for one away: 

And he to that embrace awakes^ 

And, hajiqiy in the thought, mist alii w 
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That dreaming aigh, and warm caress, 

For such as he was wont to bless; 

And could in very fondness weep 
O’er her who loves him even in sleep. 

VI. 

He dasp’d her sleeping to his heart, 

And listen’d to each broken word ; 

He hears—Why doth Prince Azo start, 

As if the Archangel’s voice he heard? 
And well he may—deeper doom 
Could scarcely thunder o’er his tomb. 

When he shall wake to sleep no more. 

And stand the eternal throne before. 

And well he may—his earthly jieace 
^Upon that sound is doom’d to cease. 

That sleeping whisper of a name 
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo’s shame. 

And whose that name ? that o’er his pillow 
Sounds feeuful as the breaking billow. 

Which rolls the plank upon the shore. 

And dashes on the pointed rock 
The wretch who sinks to rise no more,— 

So came upon his soul the .shock. 

And whose that name? ’tis Hugo’s,—^his— 

In sooth he had not deem’d of this!— 

’T is Hugo’s,—he, the child of one 
Ho loved—his own all-evil son— 

The offspring of liis wayward youth. 

When ho betrayed Bianca’s truth. 

The maid whose folly could confide 
In him who made her not his bride. 

vii. 

Ho pluck’d his poniard in its sheath, 

But sheath’d it ere the point was bare— 
Howe’er unworthy now to hroathe. 

He could not slay a thing so fair— 

At least, not smiling—sleeping—there— 
Nay more:^—he did not wake her then, 

But gazed upon her with a glance 
Which, had she roused her from her trance. 
Had frozen her sense to sleep again— 

And o’er his brow the burning lamp 
Gleam’d on the dew-drops big and damp. 

She spake no more—but still slie slumber’d— 
While, in his thought, her days are number’d. 

VIII. 

And with the mom ho sought, and found. 

In many a tale from those around. 

The proof of all he fear’d to know. 

Their present guilt, his future wo; 

The long-conniving damsels seek 
To save themselves, and would transfer 
The guilt—^the sliame—the doom—to her: 
Concealment is no more—they speak 
All circumstance which may compel 
Full credence to the tale they tell: 

And Azo’s tortured heart and ear 
Have nothing more to feel or hear. 

IS. 

He was not one who brook'd delay: 

Within the chamber of his state. 

The chief of Este’s ancient sway 
Upon his throne of judgment sate; 

His nobles and his guards are there,— 

Before him is the sinful pair; 

Both young—and me bow passing fair! 

With swordless belt, and fetter’d hand, 

Oh, Christ! that such a son should stand 
Before a father’s face! 

Yet thus must Hugo meet his sire, 

And hear the sentence of his ire, 

The tale of his disgrace! 


And yet he seems not overcome, 

Altliough, as yet, his voice be dumb. 

X. 

And still, and pale, and silently 
Did Parisina wait her doom; 

How changed since lost her speaking eye 
Glanced gladness round the glittering room 
Where bigh-bom men were proud to wait— 
Where Beauty watch’d to imitate 
Her gentle voice—her lovely mien— 

And gather from her air and gait 
The graces of its queen: 

Then,—hod her eye in sorrow wept, 

A thousand warriors forth had loa|>t, 

A thousand swords had sheathless shone. 
And made her quarrel all their own. 

Now,—what is she ? and what arc tliey ? 
Can she command, or tliese obey ? 

All silent and unheeding now. 

With downcast eyes and knitting brow. 

And fldded arms, and focezing air, 

And Ups that scarce their scorn forbear, 

Her knights, and dames, her court—is there: 
And he, the chosen one, whose lance 
Had yet been couch’d before her glance. 

Who—where his arm a moment free—• 

Had died or gain’d her liberty ; 

The minion of his father’s bride,— 

He, too, is fetter’d by her side; 

Nor secs her swoln and full eye swim 
Loss for her own despair than him: 

Those lids—o’er which tlie voilet vein 
Wandering, leaves a tender stain. 

Shining through the smoothest white 
That e’er did softest lass invite— 

Now seem’d with hot and livid glow 
To press, not shade, the orbs below; 

Which glance so heavily and fill. 

As tear on tear grows gallieruig still. 

xi. 

And he for her had also wept, 

But for tlie eyes that on him gazed: 

His sorrow, if ho felt it, slept; 

Stern and erect his brow was raised. 
Whate’er the grief his soul avow’d, 

Ho would not shrink before the crowd; 

But yet he dared not look on her: 
Remembrance of the hours tliat were— 

His guilt—liis love—Ids present state— 

His iatlier's wratli—all gissl men’s hate— 

His earthly, his eternal fate— 

And hor’s,—oh, tier’s!—he dared not throw 
One look upon that deathlike brow! 

Else had his rising hoart betray’d 
Remorse for all the wreck it made. 


And Azo spake:—“But yesterday 
I gloried in a wife and son; 

That dream this morning pass’d away; 

Ere day declines, I sltall have none. 

My life must Unger on alone; 

Well,—^let that pass,—there breathes not one 
Who would not do as 1 have done: 

Those ties are broken—not by me; 

Lot that too pass;—The doom’s prepared! 
Hugo, the priest awaits on thee. 

And then—thy crime’s reward! 

Away! address thy prayers to Heaven, 

Before its evening stars are met— 

Learn if thou there const bo forgiven; 

Its mercy may absolve thee you 
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But hero, upon the earth beneath, 

There is no spot where thou and I 
Together, for an hour, could breathe: 

Farewell! I will not see thee die— 

But thou, frail thing! shall view his head— 
Away! I cannot speak the rest: 

Go! woman of the wanton breast 
Not 1, but thou his blood dost shed: 

Go! if that sight thou canst outlive, 

And joy thee in the life I give.” 


And hero stern A*o hid liis face— 

For on his brow the swelling vein 
Throbb’d as if back u[>on tiis brain 
The hot blood ebb’d and flow’d again; 

And therefore bow’d ho for a space. 

And pass’d his shaking hand along 
His eye, to veil it from the tlirong; 

While Hugo raised his chained hands. 

And for a brief delay demands 
His father’s ear: the silent sire 
Forbids not what his words require. 

“ It is not that I dread tlie death— 

For thou hast seen me by thy sido 
All redly through the battle ride, 

And that not once a useless brand 
Thy slaves have wrested from my hand, 

Hath shed more blood in cause of thine, 

Than e’er can stain the axe of mine: 

Thou guv’s!, and may’s! resume my breath, 

A gift for wliich I thank thee not; 

Nor arc my mother’s wrongs forgot, 

Her slighted love and ruin’d name. 

Her offspring’s heritage of shame; 

But she is in the grave, whore he. 

Her son, thy rival, soon shall be. 

Her broken heart—my sever’d head— 

Shall witness for thee from tlie dead 
How trusty and how tender were 
Thy youthful love—^jiaternal care. 

’T is true, that I have done thee wrong— 

But wrong for wrong:—this, deem’d thy bride, 
The other victim of thy pride. 

Thou Imow’st for me was destined long. 

Thou saw’st, and coveted’st her charms— 

And with thy very crime—niy birth. 

Thou taimtod'st me—^as little worth; 

A match ignoble for her arms, 

Because, forsooth, I could not claim 
Tho lawful heirship of thy name. 

Nor sit on E.ste’s lineal ^one; 

Yet, were a few short summers mine. 

My name should more than Este’s shine 
With honours all my own. 

I had a sword—and have a breast 
That should have won as haught ^ a crest 
As ever waved along the line 
Of all these sovereign sires of thine. 

Not always knightly spurs are worn 
The brightest by the better bom; 

And mine have lanced my courser’s flank 
Before proud chiefo of princely rank. 

When charging to the cheering cry 
Of ‘Este and of Victory!’ 

I will not plead the cause of crime. 

Not sue thee to redeem from time 
A few brief hours or days that must 
At length roll o’er my reckless dust;— 

Such maddeiung moments as my past, 

They could not and they did not, last— 

Albeit my birth and name be base^ 

And thy nobility of race 


Disdain’d to deck a thing like 
Yet in my lineaments they trace 
Some features of ray father’s face. 

And in rny spirit—all of thee. 

Prom thoo—tliis tamelessness of hoart- 
From thee—nay, wherefore dost thou start?— 
Prom thee in all their vigour came 
My arm of strength, my soul of flame- 
Thou didst not give me life alone. 

But all tliat made me more thine own. 

See what thy guilty love hath done! 

Repaid thee with too like a son! 

I am no bastard in my soul. 

For that, like tliine, abhorr’d control: 

And for my breath, that hasty boon 
Thou gav’st and wilt resume so soon, 

I valued it no more than thou. 

When rose thy casque above thy brow, 

And we, all sido by side, have striven. 

And o’er the dead our coursers driven : 

The past is nolliing—and at last 
The future can but bo tho past; 

Yet would I that I then had died: 

For though tliou work’dst my mother’s ill, 
And made thy own my destined bride, 

1 feel thou art my fatlier still; 

And, harsh as sounds tliy hard decree, 

’T is not unjust, although from thee. 

Begot in sin, to die in shame. 

My life begun and ends the same: 

As err’d the sire, so err'd the son. 

And thou must punish both in one. 

My crime seems worst to human view. 

But God must judge between us too!” 

He censed—and stood with folded arms. 

On which the circling fetters sounded; 

And not an ear but felt as wounded, 

Of all the chiefs that there were rank’d. 
When those dull chains in meeting clank’d: 
Till Parisina’s fatal charms 
Again attracted every eye— 

Would .she thus hear him doom’d to die! 

She slood, I s<aid, all pale and still, 

Tho living cause of Hugo’s ill: 

Her eyes unmoved, but full and wide. 

Not once had turn’d to either side— 

Nor once did those sweet eyelids close. 

Or shade the glance o’er which they rose. 

But round their orbs of deepest blue 
Tho circling white dilated grew— 

And there with glassy gaze she stood 
As ice were in her curdled blood ; 

But every now and then a tear 
So large and slowly gather’d slid 
From the long dark feiuge of that fair lid. 

It was a thing to sec, not hear! 

And those who saw, it did surprise. 

Such drops could fall from human eyes. 

To speak she tliought—the imperfect note 
Was choked witliin her swelling throat, 

Yet seem’d in that low hollow groan 
Her whole heart gushing in the tone. 

It ceased—again she thought to speak, 

Then burst her voice in one long sluiek. 

And to the earth she fell like stone 
Or statue from its base o’ertlu-own. 

More like a tiling that ne’er had life— 

A monument of Azo’s wife,— 

Than her, that living guilty thing. 

Whoso every passion was a sUng, 

Which urged to guilt, but could not bear 
That guilt's detection and despair. 
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But yet lived—and all too soon 

Recover’d from that deaih*like swoon— 

But scarce to reason—every sense 
Had been overstrung by pangs intense; 

And each frail fibre of her brain 
(As bowstrings, when relax’d by rain, 

The erring arrow lanch aside) 

Sent forth her tliouglits all wild and wide— 

The past a blank, the future black, 

With glimpses of a dreary track, 

Like lightning on the desert path, 

When midnight storms arc mustering wrath. 

She fear’d—she felt that sometlung ill 
I«ay on her soul, so deep and dull— 

That there was sin and shame she knew; 
irTliat some one was to die—but who? 

She had forgotten:—did she breathe ? 

Could this still the earth beneath, 

The sky above, and men around; 

Or were they fiends who now so frown’d 
On one, before whose eyes each eye 
Till tlicn had smiled in sympathy ? 

All W'as confused and undefined 
To her alUjarr’d and wandering mind; 

A chaos of wild hopes and fears: 

And now in laughter, now in tears, 

But madly still in each extreme, 

She strove with tliat convulsive dream; 

For so it seem’d on her to break: 

Oh! vainly must she strive to wako! 

XV. 

The Convent bells are ringing, 

But mournfully and slow; 

In the gray square turret swinging, 

With a deep sound, to and fro. 

Heavily to the heart they go! 

Hark! the hymn is singing— 

The song for tiie dead below, 

Or the living who shortly shall bo so! 

For a departing being’s soul 

The deatJi-hymn peals and the hoUow belb knoll: 

He is near his mortal goal; 

Kneeling at tlie Friar’s knee; 

Sad to hear—and piteous to see— 

Kneelmg on tlie bare cold ground, 

With tlie block before and the guards around— 
And the headman witJi hLs bare arm ready, 

That the blow may be both swifi and steady, 
Feels if the axe be sharp and true— 

Since he set its edge anew: 

While the crowd in a speechless circle gather 
To see the Son fall by the doom of the Father! 

XVI. 

It is a lovely hour as yet 
Before the summer sun shall set, 

Which rose upon that heavy day, 

And mock’d it with his steadiest ray; 

And lus evening beams aro shed 
Full on Hiigo^s fated head, 

As bis last confossion pouring 
To the monk, his doom deploring 
In penitential holiness, 

He bends to hear his accents bless 
With absolution such as may 
Wipe our mortal stains away. 

That high sun on his head did glisten 
As he there did bow and listen— 

And the rings of chestnut hair 
Curl’d half down his neck so bare; 

But brighter still the beam was thrown 
Upon tlie ax© which near him shone 
With a clear and ghastly glitter— 

Oh! that parting hour was bitter! 


Even the stem stood chill’d with awe: 

Dark the crime, and just the law— 

Yet they shudder’d as Uioy saw. 

XVII. 

The parting prayers are said and over 
Of that false son— and daring lover! 

His beads and sins are all recounted, 

His hours to their last minute mounted— 

His mantling cloak before was 8tripp’<^ 

His bright bro^vn locks must now he clipp’d; 

’T is done—all closely are they shorn— 

The vest whix-.h till tliis moment worn— 

The scarf which Parisina gav' 

Must not adorn him to the grave. 

Even that must now be thrown aside, 

And o’er his eyes the kercliief tied; 

But no—that last indignity 

Shall ne’er approach his haughty eye. 

All feelings seemingly subdued. 

In deep disdain were half renew’d, 

When headman’s hands prepared to bind 
Those eyes whicli would not brook such blind: 
As if they dared not look on death. 

“ No—^yours my forfeit blood and breath— 
These hands aro chain’d—but let roe die 
At least with an unshackled eye— 

Strikeand as the word he said, 

Upon the block he bow’d his head; 

These the last accents Hugo spoke 
“Strike”—and flasliing fell the stroke— 

Roll’d the head—and, gusliing, sunk 
Buck the stain’d and heaving trunk 
In the dust, which each deep vein 
Slaked with its ensanguined rain; 

His oyi's and lips a moment quiver, 

Convulsed and quick—tlien fix for ever. 

He died as erring man should die, 

Without display, without parade; 

Meekly had he bow’d and pray’d, 

As not disdaining priestly aid, 

Nor ilcsperate of ail hope on high. 

Ami wliile before the Prior kneeling, 

His heart was wean’d from earthly feeling; 

Ilis wralliful sire—his paramour— 

What were they in such an hour? 

No more reproach—no more despair; 

No thought but heaven—no word but prayer— 
Save tlic few which from him broke. 

When, bared to meet the headman’s stroke, 

He claim’d to die with eyes unbound, 

His solo adieu to those around. 

XVIII. 

Still as the lips that closed in death. 

Each gazer’s bosom held his breath 
But yet, afar, from man to man, 

A cold electric shiver ran, 

As down the deadly blow descended 
On him whose life and love tlius ended; 

And with a hushing sound comprest, 

A sigh shrunk back on every breast; 

But no more tiirilling noise rose there, 

Beyond the blow tlial to the block 
Pierced through with forced and sullen sboc^ 
Save one:—what cleaves the silent air 
So madly shrii4 so passing wild ? 

That, as a mother’s o’er her child, 

Done to death by sudden blow, 

To the sky those accents go, 

Like a soul’s in endless wo. 

Through Azo’s palace-lattice driven, 

That horrid voice ascends to heaven, 

And every eye is turn’d thereon; 

But sound and sight alike are gone \ 
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It was a woman’s shriek—and ne’er 
In madUeracoents rose despair; 

And those who heard it, as it past, 

In mercy wish’d it wore the last. 

XIX. 

Hugo is Men; and, from that hour, 

No more in palace, hall, or bower, 

Was Parisina heard or seen: 

Her name—as if she ne’er had been— 

Was banish’d from each lip and oar. 

Like words of wantonness or fear; 

And from Prince Azo’s voice, by none 
Was mention heard of wile or son; 

No tomb—no memory had they; 

Theirs was unconsocrated clay; 

At least tlie knight’s who died that day, 

But Parisina’s fate lies hid 
Like dust boneatli tlie cofiin lid: 

Whetlier in convent she abode, 

And won to heaven her dreary road, 

By blighted and remorseful years 
Of scourge, and fast, and sleepless tears; 

Or if she fell by bowl or steel. 

Fur tIuU dark love she dared to feel; 

Or i^ upon the moment smote, 

She died by tortures less remote; 

Like him she saw upon the block, 

With heart tliat shared the headman’s shock, 
In quicken’d brokenness that came, 

In pity, o’er her shatter’d frame, 

None know—and none can ever know: 

But whatsoe’er its end below. 

Her life began and closed in wo! ’ 

XX. 

And Azo found another bride, 

And goodly sons grew by his side; 

But none so lovely and so brave 
As him who wither’d in the grave; 

Or if they wore—on his cold eye 
Their growth but glanced unheeded by. 

Or noticed with a smodier’d sigh. 

But never tear bis clieek descended. 

And never smile his brow unbended 
And o’er tliat fair broad brow were wrought 
The intersected linos of tliought; 


Those furrows which the burning share 
Of Sorrow plouglis untHnely there; 

Scars of the lacerating mind 

Which the Soul’s war doth leave behind. 

He was past ail mirth or wo: 

Nothing more remain’d below 
But sleepless nights and heavy days, 

A mind all dead to scorn or praise, 

A heart which shunn’d itself—and yet 
That would not yield—^nor could forget, 
Which when it least appear’d to melt, 
Intensely thought—^intensely felt: 

The deepest ice which over froze 
Con only o’or the surface close— 

The living sU-eam lies quick below. 

And flows—and cannot cease to flow. 

Still was his seal’d-up bosom haunted 
By thoughts which Nature liath implanted; 
Too deeply rooted thence to vanish, 
Howe’er our stilled tears wo banish; 

When, struggling as they rise to start, 

Wc check those waters of the heart. 

They are not dried—those tears unshod 
But flow back to the foimtain head. 

And resting in their spring more pure, 

For ever in its depth endure. 

Unseen, unwept, but unoongcal’d. 

And cherish’d most where least reveal’d. 
With inward starts of feeling left, 

To throb o’er those of life bereft; 

Without the power to fill again 
The desert gap which made his pain; 
Without the hope to meet them whera 
United souls shall gladness share, 

With all the consciousness that he 
Had only pass’d a just decree; 

That tlioy had wrought their doom of ill, 
Yet Azo’s ago was wretched 8till.| 

The tainted brandies of the tree. 

If lopp’d with care a strength may give, 
By which the rest shall bloom and live 
All greenly fresh and wildly free : 

But if the lightning, in its wrath, 

The waving boughs with fury scathe^ 

The massy trunk the ruin feels, 

And never more a leaf reveals. 


NOTES TO 

Note 1, page 140, line 14. 

As iwiUght melts beneath the mom mtiay. 

The lines contained in Section I. were printed as set 
to music some time since; but belonged to the poem 
where they now appear, the greater part of which was 
composed prior to “ Lara,” and other compositions since 
pubhshed. 

Note 2, page 142, lino S5. 

That should have won as haagH a crest. 

Haught—haughty—^“Away, haught man, thou art 
insulting me.” Shedespeare, Richard IL 

Note 3, page 144, Une 32. 

Her life began and dosed in wo. 

“ This turned out a calamitous year for the people of 
Ferrara, for there occurred a very tramcal event in the 
court of their sovereign. Our annals, noth printed and 
in manuscript, with the exception of the unpolished and 
negligent work of Sardi, and one other, have given the 
following relation of it,from which, however, are rejected 
many details, and especially the narrative of Bandelli, 
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who wrote a century afterwards, and who does not ac 
cord with the contemporary historians. 

“ By the above-mentioned Stella dell’ Assassino, thi 
Marquis, m the year 1405, had a son called Ugo, a beau 
tiful and ingenious youth. Parisina Malatesta, seconi 
wife of Niccolo, like the generality of step-mothers 
treated him with little kindness, to the infinite regret o 
the Marquis, who regarded him with fond partiality 
One day she asked leave of her husband to undertake > 
certain journey, to which he consented, but upon cond: 
tion that Ugo should bear her company ; for he hopei 
by these means to indace her, in the end, to lay asid.- 
the obstinate aversion which she had conceived agains 
him. And indeed his intent was accomplished but to. 
well, since, during the foumey, she not only divested her 
self of all her hatted, but fell mto the opposite extreme 
After their return, the Marquis had no longer any occa 
sion to renew his former reproofit. It happened one da 
that a servant of the Marquis, named Zoeae, or, a 
some call him, Giorgio,-passing before the apartment 
of Parisina, saw going out from them one of her chamber 
maids, all terrified and in tears. Asking the reason 
she told him that her mistress, for some slight offence 
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if.d been beating her; and, giving vent to her rage, she 
Ldded, that she could easily be revenged, if she chose to 
nake known the criminal familiarity which subsisted 
between Parisina and her Btep*son. The servant took 
lote of the words, and related them to his master. He 
vas astounded thereat, but scarcely believing his ears, 
le assured himself of the fact, alas! too clearly, on the 
I8th of May, by looking through a hole made in the 
veiling of his wife’s chamber. Instantly ho broke into 
L furious rage, and arrested both of them, together with 
ildobrandiuo Rangoni, of Modena, her geiitleman, and 
ilso, as some say, two of the women of her chamber, 
is abettors of this sinful act. He ordered them to be 
irought to a hasty trial, desiring the judges to pronounce 
lenience, in the accustomed forms, upon the culprits. 
This sentence was death. Some there were that be- 
itirred themselves in favour of the delinquents, ami, 
imDftg others, Ugoccion Contrario, who was all-power- 
ul with Niccolo, and also his aged and much deserving 
ninister Alberto dal Sale. Both of tliose, their tears 
flowing down their cheeks, and upon their knees, im¬ 
plored him for mercy : adducing whatever reasons tliey 
could suggest for sparing the otfomlers, besides those mo¬ 
tives of honour and decency which might persuade him 
to conceal from the public so scandalous a deed. But his 
rage made him inllexibio, and, on the instant, he com¬ 
manded that the sentence should be put in exocution. 

“It was, then, in the prisons of the castle, and exactly 
in those frightful dungeons which are seen at this day 
beneath the chamber called the Aurora, at the foot of 
the Lion’s tower, at the top of the street Giovecca, that 
on the night of the twenty-first of May were beheaded, 
first, Ugo, and afterwards Parisina. Zoese, he tliat 
accused her, conducted the latter under his arm to llie 
place of punishment. She, all along, fancied that she 
was to be thrown into a pit, and asked at (*vcry step, 
whether she was yet come to the spot ? She was told 
that her punishment was the axe. She intpured whai 
was become of Ugo, and received for answer, that lie 
was already dead \ at the which, sighing grievously, she. 
exclaimed, ‘Now, then, I wish not myself to liveand, 
being come to the block, she stripped herself with her 
own nands of all her ornaments, and wrapping a cloth 
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around her head, submitted to the fatal stroke, which 
terminated the cruel scene. The same was done with 
Rangoni, who, together with the others, according to 
two calendars in tiie library of St. Francesco, was 
buried in the cemetery of that convent. Nothing else 
is known respecting the women. 

“ The Marquis kept watch the whole of tiiat dread¬ 
ful night, and, as he was walking backwards and for¬ 
wards, inquired of the captain of the castle if Ugo was 
dead yet / who answered him, Yes. He then gave him¬ 
self up lo the most desperate laiuentutions, exclaiming, 
" Oh ! that 1 too were dead, since 1 have been hurried 
m to resolve thus against my own Ugo!’ And then, 
nawiiig with his teeth a cane which heliad in his liaiid, 
e passed the rest of the night in sighs and in tears, call¬ 
ing fre<|uent ly upon his own dear Ugo. On the follow¬ 
ing day, culling to mind that it would be necessary to 
make public his justifieution, seeing that the transaction 
could not be kept sccn?t, lie ordered the narrative to be 
drawn out upon paper, and sent it to all the courts of 
Italy. 

“ On receiving this advices, the Doge of Venice, Fran¬ 
cesco Foscan, gave orders, but without publishing his 
reasons, lliat stop should be [»ut to the preparations for 
a tournament, which, under the auspices of the Mar¬ 
quis, and at the expense of the city of Padua, was about 
to take place, in the square of St, Mark, in order to 
celebrate his advancement to the ducal chair. 

“'Die Marquis, in addition to what he had already 
done, from some unaccountabU* burst of vi'iigeance, com¬ 
manded tliat as many of the married women as wero 
well known to him to he faithless, like his Parisina, 
should, like her, be beheaded. Amongst, others, Har- 
beriua, or, as some call her, Laodamia Roinei, wife of 
llie court judgiq underwent this sentence, at the usual 
place of execution, that is lo say, in the quarter of Su 
Giacomo,opposite Uie present fortress, beyond St. Paul’s. 
It cannot be told how strange appeared this proi^eeding 
in a prince, wlio, considering his own disposition, should, 
as it seemed, have been in such cases must indulgent. 
Some, however, there were, who did not fail to com¬ 
mend him,”* 

* B'rizzl—History of B’errara. 
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sonnet on CHILLON. 

Etgrital spirit of tlie chainloss mind! 

Brightest in dungeons, Liberty! thou art, 

For there thy habitation is Uio heart— 

The heart which love of thee alone can bind; 
And when thy sous to fetters are consign’d-— 

To fetters, and the damp vault’s dayless gloom, 
Their country conquers with their martyrdom, 
And Freedom’s fame finds wings on every wind. 
Chillon! thy prison is a holy place, 

And thy sad floor an altar—for’t was trod, 

Until his very stejis have left a trace 
Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a sod, 

By Bonxiivard !*—May none those marks efface! 
For they appeal from tyranny to God. 


iMv hair is gray, but not with years, 

Nm* grew it white 
In a single night,* 

As men’s have grown from audden fears: 

T 


My limbs are bow’d, though not with toil, 
But rusted with a vile repose, 

For they have been a dungeon’s spoil, 
And mine has been the fate of those 
To whom Uic goodly earth and air 
Are bann’d, and barr’d—forbidden fare; 
But this was for my father’s faith 
I suffePd chauis and courted death; 

That father perish’d at the stake 
For tenets he would not foreake ; 

And for the same his lineal race 
In darkness found a dwelling-place; 

We were seven—who now are one, 

Six in youth and one in age, 

Finish’d as they had begun, 

Proud of Persecution’s rage; 

One in fire, and two in field, 

Their belief with blood have seal’d; 
Dying as their father died, 

For ^e God their files denied; 

Three were in a dungeon cast, 

Of whom ibis wreck is left tiie last. 
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a. 

There are seven pillars of gothic mold, 

In Chilton’s dungeons deep and old, 

There are seven colunms, massy and gray. 
Dim with a dull imprison’d ray, 

A sunbeam which hath lost its way. 

And through the crevice and the cleft 
Of the thidc wall is Gillen and left j 
Creejung o’er the floor so damp. 

Like a marsh’s meteor lamp: 

And in each pillar there is a ring. 

And in each ring tliere is a chain; 

That iron is a cankering thing. 

For in these limbs its teeth remain. 
With marks that will not wear away. 

Till I have done with this new day, 

Which now is painful to those eyes. 

Which have not seen the sun so rise 
For years—I cannot count tliem o’er, 

I lust their long and heavy score 
When my last brother droop’d and died. 
And 1 lay living by his side. 

III. 

They chtun’d us each to a column stone. 
And wo were three—yet, each alone: 

We could not move a single pace, 

We could not sec each other’s face, 

Dut with tliat pale and livid light 
That made us strangers in our sight 
And thus together —yot apart. 

Fetter’d in hand, but pined in heart; 

’T was still some solace, in the dearth 
Of the pure elements of earth. 

To hearken to each other’s speech. 

And each turn comforter to each 
With some new hope, or legend old. 

Or song heroically bold; 

But even tliese at length grew cold. 

Our voices took a dreary tone, 

An echo of the dungeon-stone, 

A grating sound—not full and free 
As they of yore were wont to be ; 

It might be fancy—but to me 
They never sounded like our own. 

IV. 

1 was the eldest of the three. 

And to uphold and cheer the rest 
I ought to do—and did my best— 

And each did well in his degree. 

The youngest, whom my father loved. 
Because our mother’s brow was given 
To him—with eyes as blue as heaven, 

For him my soul.was sorely moved; 
And truly might it bo distrest 
To see such bird in such a nest; 

For he was beautiful as day— 

(When day was beautiful to me 
As to young eagles, being free)— 

A polar day, which will not see 
A sunset till its summer’s gone. 

Its sleepless summer of long light, 

The snow-clad oSspring of the sun: 

And thus he was as pure and bright. 
And in his natural spirit gay, 

With tears for nought but others’ ills. 

And then they flow’d like mountain rills, 
Unless he could assuage the wo 
Which ho abhorr’d to view below. 

The ntfcsf wm as pure of mind, 

But SamM to combat with his kind ; 
Stroaf lltMl frame, and of a mood 
Whioh^nit the world in war had stood, 


And perish’d in the foremost rank 

With joy:—but not in chains to pina: 
His spirit wither’d with their clank, 

I saw it silently decline— 

And so perchance in sooth did mine; 
But yet 1 forced it on to cheer 
Those relics of a hrane so dear. 

He was a hnnter of the hills. 

Had follow’d there the deor and wolf; 
To him this dungeon was a guifj 
I And fbttor’d feet the worst of ills. 

Lake Leman lies by Chillon’s walls: 

A thousand feet in depth below 
Its massy waters meet and flow; 

Thus much the falhum-Uno was sent 
From Cliillon’s snow-white battlement,’ 
Wliich romid about Uie wave enthrals: 
A double dungeon wall and wave 
Have made—and like a living grave. 
Below the surface of the lake 
The dark vault lies wherein we lay. 

We heard it ripple night and day; 

Sounding o’er our beads it knock’d; 
And I have felt the wbiter’s spray 
Wasli through Uie bars when winds were 
And wanton in the happy sky; 

And then the very rock hath rock’d. 
And I have felt it shake, imshock’d, 
Bficause I could have smiled to see 
The death that would have sot me free. 

I said my nearer brother pined, 

I said his mighty heart declined, 

He loathed and put away his food; 

It was not that’t was coarse and rude, 
For we wore used to hunter’s fare. 

And for the like had little care: 

The milk drawn from the mountain goat, 
Was changed for water from the moat, 
Our broad was such as captive’s tears 
Have moisten’d many a thousand years. 
Since man first pent his follow men 
Like brutes within an iron den: 

Blit what were tliese to us or him 7 
Those wasted not his heart or bmb. 

My brother’s soul was of tliat mold 
Which in a palace had grown cold. 

Had his free breathing been denied 
The range of the steep mountain’s side; 
But why delay the truth 7—he died. 

I saw, and could not hold his head, 

Nor reach bis dying hand—nor dead, 
Though hard I strove, but strove in vain, 
To rend and gnash my bonds in twiun. 
He died—and tliey unlock’d his chain, 
And scoop’d for him a shallow grave 
Even from the cold earth of our cave. 

I begg’d them, as a boon, to lay 
His corse in dust whereon tho day 
Might shine—it was a foolish thought, 
But then within my brain it wrought, 
That even in death his freeborn breast 
In such a dungeon could not rest. 

I might have spared my idle prayer— 
They coldly laugh’d—and laid him there: 
The flat and turfless earth above 
The being wc so much did love; 

His empty chain above it leant, 

1 Such murder’s fitting monument! 

But he, the Givourite and the flower. 
Most (Perish’d since his natal hour, 
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Hii motlier’s image in fair face) 

The infant love of all his race. 

His marlyrM father’s dearest thought, 

My latest care, for whom I sought 
To hoard my life, tliut his miglit bo 
Less wretched now, and one day free \ 

He, loo, who yet had held untired 
A spirit natural or inspired— 

He, too, was struck, and day by day 
Was wither’d on the stalk away. 

Oh God! it b a fearful thing 
To see the human soul take wing 
In any shape, in any mood:— 

1 Ve seen it rushing fortli in blood, 

I’ve seen it on the breaking ocoan 
Shrive witli a swoln convulsive motion, 

I’ve seen the sick and ghastly bed 
Of Sin delirious with its dread: 

But these were horrors—this was wo 
Unmix’d with such—but sure and slow: 
He faded, and so calm and meek, 

So softly worn, so sweetly weak, 

So tearless, yet so tender—kind, 

And grieved for those he left behind; 

With all tlie while a check whose bloom 
Was as a mockery of the tomb. 

Whose tints as gently sunk away 
As a departing rainbow’s ray-— 

An eye of most transparent light, 

That almost made the dungeon bright, 

And not a word of murmur—^not 
A groan o’er his untimely lot,— 

A little talk of better days, 

A little hope my own to raise, 

For I was sunk in silence—lost 
In tills last lo.ss, of all the most; 

And tlicii tlie sighs he would suppress 
Of tainting nature’s feebleness, 

More slowly drawn, grew less and less: 

I listen’d, but I could not liear— 

I call’d, for 1 wsus wild witli fear; 

1 knew’t was hopeless, but my dread 
Would not be thus admonished; 

I call’d, and tiiought I heard a sound— 

I burst my chain with one strong bound, 
And rush’d to him:—I found iiim not, 

/ only stirr’d in tins black spot, 

J only lived—/ only drew 

The accursed breath of dungeon-dew; 

The last—the sole—Uie dearest link 
Between me and the eternal brink, 

Which bound me to my failing race, 

Was broken in this fatal place. 

One on the earth, and one beneath— 

My brothers—both had e-eased to breathe: 
I took that hand which lay so still, 

Alas! my own was full as chill; 

I had not strength to stir, or strive, 

But felt that I was still alive— 

A frantic feeling, wlien we know 
That what wo love shall ne’er be so. 

I know not why 
I could not die, 

I had no earthly hope—but faith, 

And that forbade a selfish death. 

tx. 

What next befell me then and there 
I know not well—I never knew— 

First came the loss of light, and air, 

And then of darkness too: 

I had no thou^t, no feeling—none— 
Among the stones I stood a stone, 

And was, scarce conscious what I wist, 
As shrubless crags within the mist; 

For all was blank, and bleak, and gray, 

It was not ni^t—^it was not day« 


It was not even the dungeon-light, 

So hateful to my heavy sight, 

But vacancy absorbing space, 

And fixedness—without a place; 

There were no stars—no earth—no time— 
No check—no change—no good—no crime— 
But silence, and a slirless breath 
Which neither was of fife nor death; 

A sea of stagnant idleness, 

BUnd, boundless, mute, and mcAionlcss! 

X. 

A light broke in upon my brain,— 

It was the carol of a bird; 

It ceased, and tiien it came again, 

The sweotest song ear ever heard, 

And mine was thankful till iny oyes 
Ran over with the glad surprise, 

And they that moment could not see 
I was the mate of misery; 

But then by dull degrees came back 
My sens<!s to tlmir wonted track, 

1 saw the dungeon walls and floor 
Close slowly round mo as before, 

1 saw the glimmer of the sun 
Creeping as it before hat! dune, 

But through tlie cr<*viro where it name 
That bird was perch’il, as fjnd and tamn, 

And tamer than upon the tree; 

A lovely bird, with a/.ure wings, 

And song that said a thousand things^ 

And scorn’d to say them ail for me! 

I never saw its like bef<)ro, 

I ne’er shall sec its likeness more r 
It seem’d like me to want a mate, 

1 But was not half so desolate, 

Afid it was come to love me when 
None lived to h»ve me so again, 

I And clieexing from my dungeon’s brink, 

Had brought me bock to feel and tliiiik. 

I know not if it late were free, 

Or broke its cage to p<'rch on mine, 

But knoiving well captivity, 

Sweet bird! 1 could not wish fur tiiino 
I Or if it were, in winged guise, 

A visitant from Paradise ; 

For—Heaven forgive that thought! tlie while 
Which made mo both to weep and smile; 

1 sometimes deem’d that it might bo 
My brotiier’s soul come d<»wn to me; 

But then at last away it flew, 

And then *t was mortal—well 1 know, 

For ho would never thus have flowm, 

And left mt; twice so doubly lone,— 

Lone*—^as the corse witiiuj its shroud, 

Lone—as a solitary cloud, 

A single cloud on a sunny day, 

While all the rest of heaven is clear, 

A frown upon the atmosphere, 

That hatli no busmess to appear 

When skies are blue, and earth is gay 

xz. 

A kind of change came in my fate, 

My keepers grew compassionate, 

I know not what had made them so, 

They were inured to sights of wo, 

But so it was.—my broken chain 
With links unfasten’d did remain, 

And it was liberty to stride 
Along my cell from side to side, 

And up and down, and tlien atiiwart; 

And tread it over every part; 

And round the pillars one by one, 

Returning where niy walk begun, 

Aveading only, as 1 trod, 

My brothers* graves witiiout a sod; 



For if I thoofiht with heedless tread 
My step profaned their lowly bed, 

My breath eame gaspingly and thick, 

And my crush’d heart fell blind and sick. 

ZII. 

1 made a footing in the waU, 

It was not therefrom to escape, 

For I had buried one and all. 

Who loved me in a human shape; 

And tho whole eartli would hencefonh be 
A wider prison unto me: 

No child—no sire—no kin had I, 

No partner in my misery; 

I thought td" this, and I was glad, 

For thought of them had made me mad; 
But I was curious to ascend 
To my barr’d windows, and to bend 
Once more, upon the mountains high, 

The quiet of a loving eye. 

XIII. 

I saw them—and tlicy were the same. 

They were not changed like mo in frame; 

1 saw their tlioiisand years of snow 
On high—their wide long lake below, 

And the blue Rhone in fullest flow; 

1 heard tlie torrents leap and gush 
O’er chamiell’d rock and broken bush j 
1 saw the wliite-wall’d distant town, 

And whiter sails go skimming down; 

And then there was a httie isle,' 

Which in ray very face did smile, 

The only one in view; 

A small green isle, it seem’d no more, 
Scarce broader titan my dungeon Uoor, 

But ill it there were tliree tali trees, 

And o’er it blew the mountain breeze. 

And by it there were waters flowing, 

And on it there wore young flowers growing 
Of gentle breath and hue. 

The liah swam by tho castle wall, 

And they seem'd joyous each and all; 


The eagle rode the rising blast, 
Methought be never flew so fast 
As then to me he seem'd to fly. 

And then new tears came in my eye, 
And I felt troubled—and would &in 
I had not left my recent chain; 

And when 1 did descend again. 

The darkness of my dim abode 
Fell on me as a heavy load; 

It was as is a new-dug grave, 

Closing o’er one we sought to save. 
And yet my glance, too much opprest, 
Had almost need of such a rest. 


It might be months, or years, or days, 

I kept no count—I took no note, 

I had no ho|)e my eyes to raise, 

I And clear them of their dreary mote; 
At last men came to set me free, 

I ask’d not why, and reck’d not where. 
It was at length the same to me. 

Fetter’d or fetterless to be, 

I learn’d to love despair. 

And thus when they appear’d at last, 
And all my bonds aside were cast, 
These heavy walls to me had grown 
A hermitage—and all my own! 

And half 1 felt as they were come 
To tear me from a second home: 

Willi spiders I had friendship made, 

And watch’d them in their sullen trade, 
Had seen the mice by moonlight play, 
And why should I feel less than they ? 
We were all inmates of one plai'c, 

And I, tho monarch of each race, 

Had power to kill—^yot, strange to tell! 
In quiet we had leam’d to dwell— 

My very chains and 1 grew friends, 

So much a long communion tends 
To make us what we are:—even I 
Regain’d my freedom with a sigli. 


NOTES TO THE PRISONER OF CHILLON. 


Note 1, page 145, line 13. 

Ry Bonmoard 1—may none thorn maria efface! 

Franfois de Bonnivard, fils de Louis de Bonnivard, 
originaire de Sfwssel ut Seigneur de Lunes, na^uit en 
1496; il fit ses etudes k Turin; en 1610 Jean Aime de 
Bonnivard, son oncle, lui rksigna le Prieure de St. Vic¬ 
tor, qui aboutissoit aux murs de Genkve, et qui formoit 
un henilice considerable. 

Ce grand homine (Bonnivard merito ce litre par la 
force de son Sme, la droiture de son coeur, la noblesse 
de ses intentions, la sagesse de ses ronseils, le courage 
de see itemarches, I'etenduo de ses conuaissanccs et la 
vivueite de son esprit,) ce grand hurame, qui excitera 
radiniration de tous coux qu’une vortu hdrqique peut 
encore emoiivoir, inspirora encore la plus vive recon¬ 
naissance dans les conirs Ues Genevois qui aiment Ge- 
nkve. Bonnivard en fut toitjours un des plus fermes 
appuis: pour assurer la libertfi de iiotre Rfipubliqiie, il 
ne craigait pas de perdre souveiit la sieniie; il oublla 
son repos; it meprisa ses richesses; il nc ne;^igea rion 
pour art'ermir le bonhciir d’lme |>a.lrie qu’il honora de son 
choix: dks ce moment il la cherit comme le plus ziilc 
do ses citoyons; il la servit avecl’intrcpidite d’un heros, 
et il dcrivit son Histoire aveo la iialvoto d’un philosuphe 
et la chaleiir d’un patriote. 

11 dit dans le eoraineaeement de son histoire de Ge- 
nkve quo, dtt yn’il cut commence de lire Vhiatoire dee na¬ 


tions, il te sentit entraini par eon godt pour lee lUpuh- 
Uquee, dont il ipouea toujoure lee iruMte; (fest ce goOit 
pour la Ubertd que lui fit sans doute adopter Genkve pour 
sa patrie. 

Bonnivard, encore jeune, s’annon^a hautoment comme 
le ddfenseur de Genbve contre le Due de Savoye et 
I’Evfique. 

En 1519, Bonnivard devient le martyr de sa patrie: 
Le Due de Savoye ^tant entre dans Genkve avec einq 
cent homraes, Bonnivard craim le ressentiment du Due; 
il voulut sc retircr it Fribourg potir en eviter les suites; 
mais il fut trahi par deux homraes qui I’aecompagnoicnt, 
et conduit par ordre du Prince a Grolee oCt il resta 
prisomiier pendant deux ans. Bonnivard fitoit malheu- 
reux dans ses voyages: comme ses malheurs n’avoient 
point raleiiti son zkle pour Genfve, il dioit toujours un 
eiinemi redoutable pour coux qui la menafoient, et par 
consequent il devoit dtre expose it leurs coups. II fut 
rencontre en 1530 sur le Jura par des voleura, qui le 
dkpouilli’rent, et qui le mirent encore entre les mains 
du Due de Savoye: ce Prince le fit enfermer dans le 
Chdteau de Chilton, oh il resta sans 6tre interrog^ jus- 
qiies en 1536; il fut alors delivrd par les Bornois, qui 
s’emparkrent du Pays de Vaud. 

Bonnivard, en sortant de sa captivity, eut le plaisir de 
trouver Gen^ve fibre et reform^e ; la Riipublique s’em- , 
pressa du lui l^moigncr sa reconnaissance et de le d^- 
dommager des maux qu’il avoit soufierts; elle le recut 



Bourgeoii de la vQle an moil da Juin 1536; elle lui donna 
la mauon habitee autrefoii par le Vicaire-Qendral, «t 
elle lui assigna une pension de 200 dcus d’or taut qii’il 
sdjourneruit k Oenkve. II fut admis dans le Conseil 
de Deux-Cent en 1537. 

Bonnivard n’a pas fini d’etre utile: appres avoir tra- 
vaille k rendre Gtenkve libre, il rdussit a la rcndre to- 
lerante. Bonnivard engagea le Conseil k accorder aux 
Eceldsiastiques et aux paysans un terns sutSsant pour 
examiner les propositions qu’on leur faisoit; il reussit 
par sa douceur; on prkche toujours le Christianismu 
avec succks quand on le pr5che avec chahtd. 

Bonnivard tut savant; ses manuscrits, qui sont dans 
la Bibliothdque publique, prouvent qu’il avoit bien lu les 
auteurs classiques latins, et qu’il avoit approfondi la 
thdologie et I’histoire. Ce grand homme aimoit les 
« acienpes, et il croyoit qu’elles pouvoient faire la gloire 
de (}enkve; aussi il ne ndgUgea ricn pour les fixer 
dans cette ville naissante; en 1551 il donna sa biblio- 
thdque au public; elle fut le commencement de notro 
bihliotheque publi(|ue; et ces livres sont en partie les 
rares et belles dditions du quinzidme sidcle qu’on voit 
dans notrc collection. Ennn, pendant la mdme annde, 
ce bon patriote institua la Kdpublique son heritidre, k 
condition qu’elle employeroit ses biens k entretenir le 
college dont on projettoit la fondation. 

11 paroit que Bonnivard mourut en 1570; mais on 
ne peut I’assuror, parce qu’il y a une lacune dans le Nc- 
crologe depuis le mois de Juillet 1570 jusques on 1571. 

Note 2, page 145, lino 17. 

In a tingle night. 

Ludovico Sforza, and others.—The same is assorted 
of Mane Antoinette’s, the wife of Louis XVI. though 
not in quite so short a period. Grief is said to have the 
same oifect: to such, and not to fear, this change in hcra 
was to be attributed. 

Note 3, page 146, line 85. 

From Chilton's snow-white battlement. 

The Chateau de Chillon is situated between Clarens 


and Villenenve, which last is at one extremity of the 
Lake of Geneva. On its left are the entrances of the 
Khoiio, and opposite arc the heights of Meillerie and 
the range of Alps above Boveret and Bt. Gingo. 

Near it, un a hill behind, is a torrent; below it, wash- 
ii^ its walls, the lake has been fathomed to the depth 
of 800 fee^ (French measure;) within it are a range of 
dungeons, in which the early reformers, and subsequent¬ 
ly prisoners of state, were confined. Across one of the 
vaults is a beam black with age, on which we were in¬ 
formed that the condemned were formerly executed. 
In the culls are seven pillars, or, rather, eight, one being 
half merged in the wall; in some of these are rings for 
the fetters and the fettered; in the pavement the steps 
of Bonnivard have left their traces—he was confined 
here several years. 

It is by tliis castle that Rousseau has fixed the catas¬ 
trophe of his Heloise, in the rescue of one of her chil¬ 
dren by Julie from the water; the shock of which, and 
the illness produced by the immersion, is the cause of 
her death. 

The chateau is large, and seen along the lake for a 
great distance. The walls are white. 

Note 4, page 148, line 28. 

And then there was a little isle 

Between the entrances of the Rhone and Villenouve, 
not far from Chilloii, is a very small island ; the only 
one I could perceive, in my voyage round and over the 
lake, within its circumference. It contains a few trees, 
I think nut above three,) and from its singleness and 
iminutivc size has a peculiar efiect upon the view. 

When the foregoing poem was composed I was not 
sufficiently aware of the history of Bonnivard, or I should 
have endeavoured to dignify the subject by un attempt 
to celebrate his courage and his virtues. Some aextount 
of his life will be found in a note appended to the “ Son¬ 
net on Chillon,” with which I have been furnished by 
the kindness of a citizen of tliat Republic, which is still 
proud of the memory of a man wortliy of the best ago 
of ancient freedom. 


BEPPO, 

A VENETIAN STORY. 


Raitilind. Farexrtn, Monni^iir Travellur: Look, 70U lisp, rikI wear strange auiti: diaable all the benrIlU of jroar own 
cotintr; ; ba out of love with your Nativity, nmlaliauBt chUle Uudfor making you that coiinieuanca you ar« or J will 
acarca think that you hava awam in a Gondola. 

AtYouIAkeIi,AcilV.ac.l. 


Amotation of th$ Commenfatort, 

That la, boon at Vmice, which waa much vialtcd V>y the young Kngluh geatleraeQ of those limes, and was theii what 
Parit il now—4be seat of all distuhileneM.—S. A. 


I. 

’T 18 known, at least it should be, that throughout 
All countries of tlie Carbolic persuasion, 

Some weeks before Shrove Tuesday comes about, 
The people take tlicir fill of recreation, 

And buy repentance, ere they grow devout, 
However high their rank, or low their station. 
With hddiing, ft^sdng, dancing, drinking, ma.squing, 
And otlier tilings which may be had for asking. 

II. 

The moment night with dusky mantle covers 
The skies, (and the more duskily the better,) 

The time less liked by husbands than by lovers 
Begins, and prudery flings aside her fetter; 

And gayety on restless tiptoe hovers, 

Giggling with all tlie gallants who beset her; 

And there are songs and quavers, roaring, humming, 
Guitars, and every otfier sort of strumming. 


ni. 

And there are dresses splendid, but fantastical, 
Masks of all times and nations, Turks and Jews, 
And harlequins and clowns, wit h feats gymriastical, 
Greeks, Romans, Yankee-doodlcs, and Hindoos ; 
AU kinds of dress, except the ecclesiastical, 

All peo]>lc, as their fancies hit, may choose, 

But no one in Uieso parts may qui^ the clergy, 
Therefore udie heed, ye Froethinkers! I charge ye, 
ir. 

You’d better walk about begirt with briers, 

In.stead of coat and small-clothes, than put on 
A single stitch reflei'.ting upon friars, 

Alilioiigh you swore it only was in fim; 

They’d haul you o’er the coals, ami stir tlie fires 
Of Phlcgetiion with every mother’s son, 

Nor say one mass to cool the caldron’s bubble 
That boil’d your bones, unless you paid tliem double. 



r. 

>ut mving thii, yoa may put on n^ate’er 
You lUte by way of doublet, cape, or cloak, 
such as in Moninouth-street, or in Rag Pair, 

Would rig you out in seriousness or joke; 

^nd even in Italy such places ore. 

With pretder name in softer accents spdte, 

Por, bating Corent Garden, 1 can hit on 
No place that ’a call’d “ Piazza” in Great Britain. 
n. 

This feast is named the Carnival, which being 
Interpreted, implies “ farewell to flesh f 
So call’d, because the name and thing agreeing, 
Through Lent they live on fish bodi salt and fresh. 
But tidiy they usher Lent witli so much glee in, 

Js more than I can tell, although I guess 
T is as we take a glass witii friends at parting, 

In the stagecoach or packet just at starting. 

VII. 

And thus they bid farewell to carnal dishes, 

And solid meats, and highly spiced ragouts. 

To live for forty days on ill-dress’d fishes, 

Because they have no sausos to their stews, 

A thing which causes many “ poobs” and “ pislies,” 
And several oaths (which would not suit Uie Muse) 
Frran travellers accustom’d fi-om a boy 
To eat their salmon, at the least, with soy; 

nit. 

And fliertflore humbly I would recommend 
“ The curious iu fish-sauce,” before tliey cross 
The SOB, to bid thoir cook, or wife, or friend, 

Walk or ride to the Strand, and buy in gross; 

(Or if set out beforehand, these may send 
By any means least liable to loss,) 

Ketchup, Soy, Chili-vinegar, and Harvey, 

O, by the Lord! a Lent ivill well nigh starve ye j 

IX. 

That is to say, if your religion’s Roman, 

And you at Rome would do as Romans do; 
According to the proverb,—although no man. 

If foreign, is obliged to fast; and you. 

If protestant, or sickly, or a woman, 

Would rather dine in sin on a ragout— 

XKne and be d—d! I do n’t mean to be coarse, 

But that’s the penalty, to say no worse. 

r. 

Of all the places where the Carnival 
Was most facetious in the days of yore. 

For dance, and song, and serenes, and bal4 
And masque, and mime, and mystery, and more 
Than I have Ume to tell now, or at all, 

Venice the bell from every city bore. 

And at the moment when I fix my story 
That seaboru city was in all her glory. 

XI. 

They ’re pretty fiicos yet, those same Venetians, 

Black eyes; arch’d brows, and sweet expressions still; 
Such as of old were copied from the Grecians, 

In ancient arts by modems mimick’d ill; 

And like so many Venusos of Titian’s, 

(The best’s at Florence—see it, if ye will,) 

They look when leaning over tlie balcony, 

Or st^’d from out a picture by Giorgione, 
xn. 

Whose tints are truth and beauty at thoir best; 

And when you to Manfrini’s palace go, 

That picture (liowsoevor fine the rest) 

Is loveliest to my mind of all the show; 

It may perhaps be also to your zest, 

And that’s the cause I rhyme upon it so; 

T is but the portrait of liia son, and wife, 

And self; but mch a wcmiaa! love in life. 


mi. 

Lore in full life and length, not love idea^ 

No, nor ideal beauty, tliat fine name, 

But SMnetliing better still, so very real. 

That Uie sweet model must have been the same; 
A thing that you would purchase, beg, or steal, 
Wer’t not impossible, besides a shame: 

The face recalls some face, as’t were with ptun, 

You once have seen but ne’er will see again; 

IIV. 

One of those forms which flit by us, when we 
Are young, and fix our eyes on every face 
And, Oh! the loveliness at times we see 
In momentary gliding, the sofl grace. 

The youth, the bloom, the beauty which agree. 

In many a nameless being we retrace, t 

Whose course and home we knew not, nor shall know 
Like the lust Pleiad' seen no more below. 

XV. 

I said that like a picture by Giorgione 
Venetian women were, ami so they are. 

Particularly seen from a balcony, 

(For buatily’s sometimes best set off afar,) 

And there, just like a herouie of Goldoni, 

They peep from out the bliinl, or o’er the bar; 

And truth to say, they ’re mostly very pretty, 

And rather like to sliow it, more’s the pity! 

XVI. 

For glances beget ogles, ogles siglis, 

Sighs wishes, wishes words, and words a letter, 
Wliich flies on wings of light-heel’d Mercuries, 

Who do such things because tiiey know no better; 
And then, God knows, what miscliief may arise, 
When love links two young people in one fetter, 
Vile assignations, and adulterous beds. 

Elopements, broken vows, and hearts, and heads. 

XVII. 

Shakspeare described the sex in Desdemom 
As very fair, but yet suspect in fame. 

And to this day from Venice to Verona 
Such matters may be probably the same, 

Ixcept that since those times was never known a 
Husband whom mere suspicion could inflame 
To suffocate a wife no more than twenty, 

Because she had a “ cavalier servente.” 

XTIII. 

Their jealousy (if they are ever jealous) 

Is of a fair complexion altogether, 

Not like lliat sooty devil of Othello’s 
Which smothers women in a bed of feather. 

But wortliior of these much more jolly fellows, 

When weary of the matrimonial tether 
His head for such a wifi: no mortal botliers, 

But takes at once another, or anotlicr’a. 

XIX. 

Jidst ever see a gondola ? For fear 
You should not, I ’ll describe it yon exactly: 

T is a long cover’d boat that’s common here, 

Carved at the prow, built lightly, but compactly, 
Bow’d by two rowers, each call'd “ Gondolier,” 

It glides along the water looking blackly, 
ust like a coffin clapt in a canoe, 

AThcre none can make out what you say or do. 

XX. 

nd up and down the long canals they go, 

And under the Rialto shoot along, 

, By night and day, all paces, swift or slow, 

I And round the theatres, a sable throng, 

; 'hey wmt in their dusk livery of wo, 
i But not to tliero do woful things bdong, 

: for sometimes they contain a deal of fun, 

I .ike mouming coaches when the funeral ’s done. 



XZI. 

But to my story.—T was some years ago, 

It may be thirty, forty, more or less, 

The camiral was at its height, and so 
Were all kinds of buffooneiy and dress; 

A certidn lady went to see the show. 

Her real name I know not, nor can guess. 

And so we ’ll call her Laura, if you please. 
Because it slips into my verse urth ease. 

XXII. 

She was not old, nor young, nor at the years 
Which certain people call a '‘certain age," 
Which yet the most uncertain age apfiears. 
Because I never heard, nor could engage 
, A person yet by prayers, or bribes, ot tears. 

To name, define by speech, or write on page. 
The period meant precisely by that word,— 
Which surely is exceedingly absurd. 

XXIII. 

Laura was blooming still, had made the best 
Of time, and time return’d the compliment. 

And treated her genteelly, so that, drest. 

She look’d extremely well where’er she went: 

A pretty woman is a welcome guest. 

And Laura’s bre-v a fi-own had rarely bent. 
Indeed she shone all smiles, and seem’d to flatter 
Mankind with her black eyes for looking at her. 

XXIV. 

She was a married woman;’t is convenient. 
Because in Cfaristain countries ’tis a rule 
To view tlieir little slips with eyes more lement; 

Wherea-s, if single ladies play the fool, 

(Unless within the period inlervonient 
A well-timed wedding makes the scandal cool) 

I do n’t know how they ever can got over it^ 
Except tltey manage never to discover it. 

XXV. 

Her husband sail’d upon the Adriatic, 

And made some voyages, too, in other seas. 

And when he lay in quarantine for pratique, 

(A forty days’ precaution ’gainst disease,) 

His wife would mount, at times, her highest attic. 
For thence she could discern the ship with ease: 
He was a merchant trading to Aleppo, 

His name Giuseppe, call’d more briefly, Beppo.* 

XXVI. 

He was a man as dusky as a Spaniard, 

Sunburnt with travel, yet a portly figure; 

Though colour’d, as it were, within a tanyard, 

He was a person both of sense and vigour- 
A better seaman never yet did man yard: 

And she, although her manners show’d no rigour. 
Was deem’d a woman of the strictest principle, 

So much as to be tliought almost invincible. 

xxvn. 

But several yearn elapsed since they had mot; 

Some people thought the ship was lost, and some 
That he had somehow blunder’d into debt. 

And did not like the thought of steering homo; 
And there were several offer’d any bet. 

Or that he would, or that he would not come. 

For most men (till by losing render’d soger 
Will back their own opinions with a wagor. 

xxvni. 

’T is said that their last parting was pathetic. 

As partings often are, or ought to be, 

And their presentiment was quite prophetic 
That they should never more each otlier see, 

(A sort of morbid feeling, half poetic. 

Which I have known occur in two or three) 
When kneeling on the shore upon her sad knee, 

• He loft this Adriatic Ariadne. 


XXIX. 

And Laura waited tong, and wept a little. 

And thought of wearing weeds, as well she might; 
She almost lost all appetite for victual. 

And could not sleep with ease alone at nig^t; 

She deem’d the window-frames and shutters brittle 
Against a daring housebreaker or sprite. 

And so she thought it prudent to connect her 
With a vice-husband, duefy to protect her, 

XXX. 

She chose, (and what is there they will not chooee, 

If only you will but oppose their choice?) 

Till Beppo should return from his long cruise^ 

And bid once more her faithful heart rejoice, 

A man some women like, and yet abuse— 

A coxcomb was he by the public voice; 

A count of wealth, they said, as well as quality, 

And in his pleasures of great liberality, 

XXXI. 

And then he was a count, and then he knew 
Music, and dancing, fiddling, F’ronch and Tuscan; 
The last not easy, be it known to you, 

For few Italians speak the right Etruscan. 

He was a critic upon opora-s, too, 

And knew all niceties of tlie sock and buskin; 

And no Venetian audience could endure a 
Song, scene, or air, when he cried “seccatura.” 

XXXII. 

His “ bravo’’ was decisive, for that sound 
Hush’d “academic” sigh’d in silent awe; 

The fiddlers trembled as he look’d around. 

For fear of some false note’s detected flaw. 

The “prima donna’s” tuneful heart would bound. 
Dreading the deep damnation of his “bah!” 
Soprano, basso, even the contra-alto. 

Wish’d him five fathom under the Rialto. 

XXXIII. 

Ho patronized the Improvisatori, 

Nay, could himself extemporize some stanzas, 

Wrote rhymes, sang songs, could also tell a story. 

Sold pictures, and was skilful in the dance as 
talians can be, though in this their glory 
Must surely yield the palm to that which France has 
n short, he was a perfect cavalicro, 

And to Ids very valet seem’d a hero. 

XXXIV. 

Then he was faithful, too, as well as amorous; 

So that no sort of female could complain, 

Although they’re now and then a little clamorous, 

Ho never put the pretty souls in pain; 

His heart was one of those which most enamour 
Wax to receive, and marble to retain. 

He was a lover of the good old school. 

Who still become more constant as they cool. 

XXXV. 

!Jo wonder such accomplishmenis should turn 
A female head, however sage and steady— 
iVilh scarce a hope that Beppo coidd return, 

In law he was almost as good as dead, bo 
Nor sent, nor wrote, nor show’d the least concern, 

And she had waited several years already; 

And really if a man won’t let us know 
That he’s alive, he’s dead, or should be so. 

XXXVI. 

Besides, within the A!]is, to every woman, 

(Although, God knows, it is a grievous sin,) 

’T is, I may say, permitted to have taw men; 

I enn’t tell who first brought tlie custom in. 

But “ Cavalier Serventes" are quite common. 

And no one notices, nor cares a pin; 

And we may call tliis (not to say the worst) 

A second marriage which corrui>ts tlie.^. 



a«2 


The word was fijrmerly a “Cidabeo,* 

But that is now grown vulgar and indecent; 

The Spamanlf) call the person a * 

Kor the eemo mode subsists in Spain, though racent ; 
In short it reach^ from the Po to Tei<^ 

And may perhaps at last be o’er the sea sent. 

But Heaven preserve Old England from six^ courses! 
Or what becomes of damage and divorces ? 


XLV. 

I like the women too, (forgivo my foUy,) 

From the rich poaeanO'cheek of ruddy bronzy 
And large black eyes that flash on you a voUey 
Of rays tliat say a thousand thin^ at once, 
To the high damn’s brow, more melancholy, 

But clear, and with a wild and liquid glance. 
Heart on her bps, and soul within her eyes, 

Soft as her dime, and sumiy as her skies. 


XXXVIII. 

However, I sdll flunk, with all due deference 
To the fair tingk part of the Creation, 

That married ladies should preserve the preference 
In tite-k-tile or general conversation— 

And this 1 say without peculiar reference 
To England, Prance, or any other nation— 
Because they know tlie world, and are at ease, 

And being natural, naturally please. 

XXXIX. 

’T is true, your budding Miss is very charming. 

But shy and awkward at first coming out. 

So much alarm’d, that she is quite alanning. 

All Giggle, Blush; half Pertness, and half Pout; 
And glancing at Mamma, for fear there’s harm in 
what you, she, it, or they, may be about, 

The Nursery still lisps out in all they utter— 
Besides, they always smell of bread and batter. 

XL. 

But “ Cavalier Servente” is the phrase 
Used in politest circles to express 
This supernumerary slave, who stays 
Close to the lady as a part of dress. 

Her word tlie only hiw which he obeys. 

His is no nnecure, as you may guess; 

Coach, servants, gondola, he goes to call, 

And carries fan and tippet, gloves and shawl. 

ZLI. 

With all its sinful doings, I most say, 

That Italy’s a pleasant place to me, 

Who love to see the Sun shine every day, 

And vines (not nail’d to walls) from tree to tree 
Festoon’d, mucli Uke the back scene of a play. 

Or melodrame, which people flock to see, 

When the first act is ended by a dance 
In vineyards copied fiora the soutli of France. 

XLII. 

I like on Autumn evenings to ride ont, 

Without being forced to bid my groom be sure 
My cloak is round his middle strapp’d about. 
Because the skies are not the most secure; 

I know too that, if stopp’d upon ray route, 

Whore the green alloys windingly allure, 

Reeling with grapes red waggon-s choke the way,— 
In England’t would be dung, dust, or a dray. 

XLUI. 

1 also Uke to dine on becoficas, 

To see the Sun set, sure he ’ll rise to-morrow, 
Not through a misty morning twinkUng weak as 
A drunken man’s dead eye in maudlin sorrow. 

But with all Heaven f liimself; that day will break 
Beauteous as cloudless, nor be forced to borrow 
That sort of fartliing candlelight which glimmers 
Where roekmg London’s smoky caldron summers. 


XLVI. 

Eve of the land sriiich still is Paradise! 

Italian beauty 1 didst thou not inspire 
Raphael,^ who died ui thy embrace, and vies 
With all we know of Heaven, or can dcsirej 
In what he hath bo(|Ueatli’d us?—in what guise, 
Though flashing from the fervour of the lyre, ' 
Would words describe thy past and present glow, 
While yet Canova can create below 1* 

XLVII. 

“England! with all thy faults I love tliee sflU," 

1 said at Calais, and have not forgot it; 

1 like to speak and lucubrate my fill; 

1 like tlie government, (but that is not it;) 

I like tlie freedom of the press and quill; 

I like the Habeas Corpus, (when wo’ve got it;) 
I Uke a parliamentary debate, 

Particularly when’t is not too late; 

XLVIII. 

I Uke the taxes, when tliey ’re not too many; 

I Uke a seacoal fire, when not too dear; 

I like a beefsteak, too, as well as any; 

Have no objection to a pot of beer; 

I like the weather, when it is not rainy, 

That is, I Uke two months of every year. 

And 80 God save the Regent, Church, and King! 
Which means that I like aU and every thing. 

XLIX. 

Our standing army, end disbanded seamen, 

Poor’s rate, Rofiirm, my own, the nation’s debt, 
Our Uttlo riots just to show we are free men, 

Our trifling bankruptcies in the Gazette, 

Our cloudy climate, and our chilly women, 

AU these 1 con forgive, and those forget. 

And greatly venerate our recent glories, 

And wish they were not owing to the Tories. 

L. 

But to my talc of Laura,—for I find 
Digression is a sin, that by degrees 
Becomes exceeding tedious to my mind. 

And, therefore, may the reader too displease— 
The gentle reader, who may wax unkind, 

And caring little for the author’s ease, 

Insist on knowing what he means, a hard 
And hapless situation fur a bard. 

LI. 

Oh that I had the art of easy writing 
What should bo easy reading! could I scale 
Parnassus, where the Muses sit inditing 
Those pretty [Kioms never known to faU, 
as How quickly would 1 print (tho world deUghflng) 
A Grecian, Syrian, nr Assyrian tale; 

And seU you, mix’d with western sentimentalism, 
Some samples of the finest Orientalism. 


ILIV. 

I love the language, that soft bastard Latin, 

Which molts Uke kisses from a female mouth. 

And sounds as if it should be writ on satin, 

With syllables which breathe of the sweet Booth, 
And gentle liquids gliding aU so pat in, 

TImt not a single accent seems uncouth, 

Lib* «flr hgiah northern whistUng, grunting guttural, 
WUlb-mfre obliged to hiss, and spit, and sputter all. 


• Note. 

(In talkiiiK thus, Uie writer, more espeoUily 
Of womea, would be undomtood to mj, 

He Bpeaks a* a epectalor, uot offieially, 

And aiwaje, reader, in a roodeil way; 

Ferhape, too, In no verjrjp^eat degree riiaU be 
Appear to Imre offended In ihia lay, 

a« ell know, without the eex, our ■ouneU 
Would Mem uafloUb’d like their luttrimm'd bonnets. 

(ffifoed) Prii%l0r*$ DiPi‘ 



tn. 

But I urn hut a nameless sort of person, 

(A broken Dandy Uttely on my travels) 

And take for rhyme, to hook my rambling verse on, 
The 5rst that Walker’s Iiexicon unravels. 

And when I can’t find that, 1 put a worse on. 

Not caring as I ou^t for critics’ cavils; 

I’ve half a mind to tumble down to prose. 

But verse is more in fashioa—so here goes. 


LX. 

This is the case in England; at least was 
During the dynasty Dandies, now 
Perchance succeeded by some other class 
Or imitated imitators:—how 
Irreparably soon decline, alas! 

The demagogues of fashkm; all below 
Is fi-aii; how easily the world is lost 
By love, or war, and now and then by frost! 


LIll. 

The Count and Laura made their new arrangement. 
Which lasted, as arrangements someUines do. 

For half a dozen years without estrangement; 

They had their little differences, too; 

, Those jealous whiffs, which never any change meant: 
In such affairs there probably are few 
Who have not bad this pouting sort of squabble, 

From sinners of high station to the rabble. 


LZI. 

Crush’d was Napoleon by the nortliem Thor, 

Who knock'd his army down with icy hammer. 
Stopp’d by the ekments, like a whaler, or 
A blundering novice in his new French grammar; 
Good cause had he to doubt the chance of war. 

And as for Fortune—but I dare not d—n her, 
Because, were I to ponder to infinity. 

The more I should believe in her divinity. 


LIV. 

But <m the whole, they were a happy pair. 

As happy as unlawful love oould make them; 

The gentleman was fond, the lady fair, [them: 

Their chains so slight, *1 was not worth while to break 
The world beheld them witli indulgent air; 

The pious only wish’d ‘the devil take them!” 

He took them not; he very ofien waits. 

And leaves old sinners to be young ones' baits. 

LV. 

But they were young: Oh! what without our youth 
Would love be! What would youth be without love! 
Youth lends it joy, and sweetness, vigour, truth. 

Heart, soul, and all that seems as from above; 

But, languishing with years, it grows uncouth— 

One of few things experience do n’t improve, 
lyjiich is, perhaps, the reason why old fellows 
Are always so preposterously jealous. 

LTI. 

It was the Carnival, as I have said 
Some six and thirty stanzas back, and so 
Laura the usual preparations made. 

Which you do when your mind’s made up to go 
To-night to Mrs. Boehm’s masquerade. 

Spectator, or partaker in the show; 

The only difference known between the cases 
Is— here, wo have six weeks of “ varnish’d faces.* 

Lni. 

Laura, when drest, was (as I sang before) 

A pretty woman as was ever seen. 

Fresh as the Angel o’er a new inn door, 

Or firontispieoe of a new Magazine, 

With all the fashioiu which the last month wore. 
Colour’d, and silver paper leaved between 
That and the title-page, for fear the press 
Should soil with parts of speech the parts of dress. 


LXII. 

She rules the present, past, and all to bo yet. 

She gives us luck in lotteries, love, and marriage; 

I cannot say that she’s done much for mo yet; 

Not that I moan her bounties to disparage. 

We’ve not yet closed accounts, and we shall see yet 
How much she ’ll make amends for past miscarriage 
Meantime the goddess I ’ll no more importune. 

Unless to thank her when she’s made my fortune. 
LXIII. 

To turn,—and to return;—the devil take it! 

This story slips for ever throu^ my fingers. 
Because, just as the stanza likes to make it, 

It needs must be—and so it rather lingers; 

This form of verse began, I can’t well break it, 

But must keep time and tune like public singers; 
But if 1 once get through my present measure, 

I ’ll take another when I'm next at leisure. 

LXtV. 

They went to the Ridotto, (’t is a place 
To which I mean to go myself to-morrow, 

Just to divert my thoughts a little S|>aco, 

Because 1 ’m rather hippisli, and may borrow 
Some spirits, guessing at what kind of face 
May lurk beneath each mask, and as my sorrow 
Slackens its pace sometimes, 111 make, or find, 
Something shall leave it half an hour behind.) 

LXV. 

Now Laura moves along the joyous crowd. 

Smiles in her eyes, and simpers on her lips; 

To some she whispers, others speaks aloud; 

To some she curtsies, and to some she dips, 
lomplains of warmth, and this complaint avow’d. 

Her lover brings the lemonade, she sips; 

She then surveys, condemns, but pities still 
Her dearest friends for being drest so ill. 


Lvnr. 

They went to the Ridotto;—’t is a hall 
Where people dance, and sup, and dance again; 
Its proper name, perhaps, were a masqued ball. 
But that’s of no importance to my strain; 

T is (on a smaller scale) like our Vauxhall, 
Excepting that it can’t be spoilt by rain: 

The company is ‘mix’d,’’ (the phrase I quote is 
As much as saving, they ’re below your notice;) 

LIX. 

For a ‘ mix’d oompany" implies that, save 
Yourself and friends, and half a hundred more. 
Whom you may bow to without locking grave, 

The rest are but a vulgar set, the bore 
Of public places, where they basely bravo 
The fashionable stare of twenty score 
Of well-bred persons; call’d “the WorldC but I, 

• Although 1 know tbeim, really don’t know wliy. 


LXVt. 

One has false curls, another too much paint, 

A third—where did she buy that frightiul tnrbanf 
A fourth’s so pale she fears she’s going to faint, 

A fifth’s look’s vulgar, dowdyish, and suburban, 

A sixtli’s white silk has got a yellow taint, 

A seventh’s thin muslin smely will be her bane. 
And lo! an eighth appears,—“1 ’ll see no more !* 
For fear, like Banquo’s kings, they reach a score. 
LZVII. 

Meantime, while she was thus at others gazing. 
Others were levelling their looks at her; 

She heard the men’s half-whisper’d mode of praisang; 

And, till’t was done, determined not to stir; 

The women only thought it quite amazing 
That at her time of life so many wore 
Admirers still,—^but men are so debaseA 
Those brazen creatures always suit their taste. 



1M 


LXTIII. 

For my p»rt, now, I ne’er could understand 
Why naughty women—dnit I won’t discuuM 
A thing which ia a ecandal to the land, 

I only do n’t see why it should be thus; 

And if 1 were but in a gown and bond. 

Just to entitle me to make a fuss, 

I’d preach on this till Wilberfbrce and Romilly 
Should quote in their next speeches from my homily. 

LXIZ. 

While Laura thus was seen and seeing, smiling. 
Talking, she knew not why and cared not what. 

So that her female friond.s, with onvy broiling. 

Beheld her airs and triumph, and all that; 

And well drest males still kept before her fiUng, 

And passing bow’d and mingled with her chat; 

More than the rest one person seem’d to stare 
With pertinacity tliat’s rather rare. 

LXX. 

He was a Turk, the colour of mahogany; 

And Laura saw him, and at first was glad. 

Because the Turks so much admire philogyny. 
Although their usage of their wives is sad; 

T is said tliey use no better than a dog any 
Poor woman, whom tlioy purchase like a pad: 

They have a number, though they ne’or exhibit ’em. 
Four wives by law, and concubines “ ad libitum.” 

nxxi. 

They lock them up, and veil, and guard them daily. 
They scarcely can behold their male relations. 

So that their moments do not pass so gaily 
As is supposed the case with northern nations; 
Confinement, too, must make them look quite palely: 

And as the Turks abhor long conversations. 

Their days ore either past in doing nothing, 

Or batlung, nursing, m^ing love and clothing. 

1 .x xii. 

They cannot read, and so do n’t lisp in criticism; 

Nor write, and so they do n’t affect the muse; 

Were never caught in epigram or witticism, 

Have no romances, sermons, plays, reviews,— 

In baranis earning soon would make a pretty schism! 

But luckily those beauties are no “ blues,” 

No bustling Botherbys have they to show ’em 
* That charming jiassage in tlie last new poem.” 

LXXIII. 

No solemn, antique gentleman of rhyme 
AVho having angled all his life for fame, 

And getting but a nibble at a time, 

Still fussily keeps fishing on, the some 
Small “ Triton of the minnows,” the sublime 
Of mediocrity, the furious tame, 

The echo’s echo, usher of the school 
Of female wits, bey bards—^in short, a fool! 

X.XX1V, 

A stalking oracle of awful phrase. 

The approving * Oood (by no means good in law) 
Humming like fries around the newest blaze. 

The bluest of bluebottles you e’er saw. 

Teasing with blame, excruciating with praise, 

Oorging the little fiime he gets all raw, 

Tranriating tongues he knows not even by letter. 

And sweating plays so middling, bad were better. 

Lxxr. 

One hates an author that’s all author, fellows 
In foolscap uniforms turn’d up with ink. 

So very anxious, clever, fine, and jealous. 

One don’t know what to say to them, or think. 

Unless to pufi[ them with a pair of bellows; 

Of coxcoralai$% worst coxcombs e’en the pink 
Am preferable to these ^reds of paper, 
flMoe unquenchM snuffinpi of the midnight taper. 


LXXVI. 

of these same we see several, and ofrier% 

Men of the world, who know the world like men, 
Scott, Rogers, Moore, and all the better brothms. 
Who Uiink of something else besides the pen; 

But for the children of the “ mighty mother’s,” 

The would-be wits and can’l-be gentlemen, 

I leave them to thoir daily “ tea is ready,” 

Smug coterie, and literary lady. 

LXXVII. 

The poor dear Mnssnlwomen whom I mention 
Have none of these instructive pleasant treople, 
And one would seem to them a new invention. 
Unknown as bells within a Turkish steeple; 

I tliink’t would almost be worth while to penskxi ^ 
(Though best-sown projects very often reap iU) 

A missionary author, just to preach 
Our Christian usage of the parts of speech. 

I.XXT1II. 

No chemistry for them unfolds her gasses, 

No metaphysics are lot loose in lectures; 

No drculating library amasses 
Religions novels, moral talcs, and strictures 
UfKin tlie living manners, as they pass us; 

No exhibition glares with annual pictures; 

They stare not on the stars from out their attics. 

Nor deal (thank God for that!) in mathematics. 

LXXIX. 

Why I thank God for that is no great matter, 

I have my reasons, you no doubt suppose. 

And as, perhaps, they would not highly flatter, 

I ’ll keep them for my life (to come) in prose; 

I fear 1 have a little turn for satire, 

And yet methinks fite older that one grows 
Inclines us more to laugh than scold, thou^ laughter 
Leaves us so doubly serious shortly after. 

nxxx. 

Oh, Mirth and Innocence! Oh, Milk and Water! 

Ye happy mixtures of more happy days! 

In these sad centuries of sin and slaughter. 
Abominable Man no more allays 
His thirst with such pure beverage. No matter, 

I love you both, and both shall have my praise: 

Oh, for old Saturn’s reign of sugar-candy!— 
Meantime I drink to your return in brandy. 

LXXXI. 

Our Laura’s Turk still kept his eyes upon her. 

Less in the roussulman than Christian way. 

Which seems to say, “Madam, I do you honour. 

And while I please to stare, you ’ll please to stayi” 
lould staring win a woman, this had won her, 

But Laura could not thus be led astray; 

She had stood fire too long and well, to toggle 
Even at this stranger’s most outlandish ogle. 

LXXXII. 

The morning now was on the point of breaking, 

A turn of time at which I would advise 
Ladies who have been dancing, or partaking 
In any other kind of exercise, 

To make their preparations for forsaking 
The ball-room ere the sun begins to rise, 

Becatise when once the lamps and candles faU, 

His blushes make them lodt a little pale, 

LXXXIII. 

I’ve seen some bolls and revels in my time. 

And stayed them over fitr some silly reason, 

And then I look’d, (I hope it was no crime,) 

To see what lady best stood out the season; 

And though I Ve seen some thousands in their prime, 
Lovely and pleasing, and who still may please on, 

I never saw but one, (the stars withdrawn,) 

Whose bloom could sfter dancing dare the dawn. 



LXXZIT. 

The name of this Aurora 111 not mention, 

Although I might, for she was naught to me 
More than that patent work of God’s invention, 

A cliarming woman, whom wo like to see; 

But writing names would merit reprehension, 

Yet if you like to find out this fair she, 

A-t the next London or Parisian ball 
You still may mark her cheek, out-blooming all. 
nxxxr. 

Laura, who knew it would not do at all 
To meet the daylight after seven hours’ sitting 
Among three thousand people at a hall, 

To make her curtsey thought it right and fitting; 

I The $ount was at her elbow with her shawl, 

And they the room were on the point of quittting. 
When lo! those cursed gondoliers had got 
'Just in the very place where they should not. 

IXXXVI. 

In this they ’re like our coachmen, and tlie cause 
Is much the same—the crowd, and pulling, hauling, 
Witli blasphemies enough to break their jaws. 

They make a never intermitting bawling. 

At home, our Bow-street genimeu keep the laws. 

And here a sentry stands within your calling; 

But fur ail that, tiiere is a deal of swearing, 

And nauseous words past mentioning or bearing. 

LXXXVII. 

The Count and Laura found their boat at last, 

And homeward floated o’er tlie silent tide. 
Discussing all the dances gone and past; 

The dancers and their dresses, too, beside; 

Some little scandals eke; but all aghast 
(As to theit palace stairs the rowers glide) 

Sate Laura by the side of her Adorer, 

When lo! the Mussulman was tliere beftire her. 

hxxxvni. 

“ Sir,” said the Count, with brow exceeding grave, 
“Your unexpected presence here will make 
It necessary for myself to crave 
Its import? But perhaps ’tis a mistake; 

I hope it is so; and at once to wave 
All compliment, I hope so lor your sake; 

You understand my meaning, or you shall.” 

“Sir,” (quoth the ’Turk,) “’t is no mistake at all. 
LXXXIX. 

“ That lady is my tvife !” Much wonder paints 
The lady’s changing cheek, as well it might; 

But where an Englishwoman sometimes faints, 

Italian females do ii’t do so outright; 

They only call a little on tiieir saints. 

And then come to themselves, almost or quite; 
Which saves much hartshorn, salts, and sprinkling &ces. 
And cutting stays, as usual in such cases. 

xc. 

She said,—what could she say? Why not a word: 

But the Count courteously invited in 
The stranger, much appeased by what ho heard: 

* Such things, perhaps, we’d best discuss witiun,” 
Said he; “don’t let us make ourselves absurd 
In public, by a scene, nor raise a din. 

For then the chief and only satisfaction 
Will be much quizzing on the whole transaction.” 
xci. 

They enter’d, and for coffee call’d—it came, 

A beverage fix Turks and Christians both. 

Although the way they make it’s not the same. 

Now Laura, much recover’d, or less loth 
To speak, cries “Beppo! what It your pagan name? 

Bless me! your beard is of amazing growth! 

And how came you to keep away so long? 

Are you not sensible’t was very wrong? 


XCII. 

“ And are you reolfy, trufy, now a Turk ? 

With any other women did you wive? 

Is’t true they use tlioir fingers for a fork? 

Well, that’s the prettiest shawl—as I’m alive'. 
You ’ll give it me? They say you eat no pork. 

And how so many years did you contrive 
To—Bless me! did I ever? No, I never 
Saw a man grown so yellow! How’s your liver? 
xciii. 

“BepfKi! that beard of your’s becomes you not; 

It shall be shaved lieibre you’re a day older: 

Why do you wear it ? Oh! 1 hail fiirgot— 

Pray do n’t you think the weather here is colder ? 
How do I look ? You sha’n’t stir from this spot 
In that queer dress, fur fear tliat some beholder 
Should lind you out, and make the story known. 
How short your hair is! Lord! how gray it’s growi 
xciv. 

What answer Beppo made to these demands 
Is more than I know. He was cast away 
About where Troy stood once, and nothing stands; 

Became a slave of course, and for his pay 
Had bread and bastuiadoes, till some bands 
Of pirates landing in a neighbouring bay. 

He join’d the rogues and proajier’d, and becama 
A renegado of indiflerent fame. 

xcv. 

But he grew rich, and with his riches grew so 
Keen the desire to see his home again, 

Ho thought himself in duty bound to do so. 

And not be always thieving on the main; 

.onely he felt, at times, as Robin Crusoe, 

And so he hired a vessel come from Spain, 

Bound for Corfu: she was a fine |)olacca. 

Maim’d with twelve hands, and laden with tobacco, 
xcvi. 

linisclfj and much (heaven knows how gotten) cash. 
He then embark’d witli risk of life and Umb, 
iiid got clear ol^ altliough the attempt was rash; 

He said tliat J^ovidence protected him— 
i'or my part, I say notliing, lest we clash 
In our opinions:—well, the ship was trim, 
ot sail, and kept her reckoning fairly on, 

Ixcept tliroe days of calm when off Cape Bonn. 

XCVII. 

'hey reach’d the island, he transferr’d his lading, 

Aisl self and live-stock, to another bottom, 
nd pass’d for a true Turkey merchant, trading 
Witli goods of various names, but I’ve forgot ’em. 
owever, he got off by this evading, 

Or else the people would perhaps have sliot him; 
nd tlius at Venice landed to reclaim 
lis wife, religion, house, and Christian name. 

xcviii. 

!is wife received, the patriarch rebaptized him, 

(He made the church a present by the way;) 

•lo then threw off the garments which disguised bin 
And borrow’d the Count’s small-clothes for a day 
lis friends the more for his long absence prized hin 
Finding he’d wherewithal to make them gay, 

Vith dinners, where he oft became the laugh of the 
'or stories—but / don’t believe the half of them. 

XCIX. 

iVhate’er his youth had suffer’d, his old ago 
With wealth and talking made him some amend 
'hough Laura sometimes put him m a rage, 

I’ve heard the Count and he were always friend 
My pen is at the bottom of a page, 

Which being finish’d, here the story ends; 

'T is to be wish’d it had been sooner done, 

But stories somehow lengthen when begun. 



NOTES TO BEPPO. 


Note l|P^e ISO,line SO. 

Uhe iSe ^o^^ Fiaaii wen no more Mow. 

“ Qub »q>tem dici wz tamen esse solent.” Otid. 
Note 2, page 151, line 40. 

Nil name Gritueppe, caiJed more brii^, Seppa. 
Beppo is the Joe « the Italian Joteph. 

Note 3, page 15t, line 3. 

The Sjramarde oaU the pereon a “ Coriiyo.” 

• Cortejo” it pronoonced “ CorteAo,” with an aspi¬ 


rate, according to the Arabesque gutturd. It meant 
what there is as yet no precise name for in England, 
though the practice is as common as in any tramontane 
country whatever. 

Note 4, page 152, line 76. 

Jtaphael, who died in thy embraee. 

For the received accounts of the cause of BaphaelVi 
death, see hit Lives. 


M A Z E P P A. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

"CcLOl qni remplissait alors cette place dtait un geO' 
tilhonune Polonais, nommd Mazeppa, dans le palatinat 
de Padotie; il avail dte dleve page de Jean Casimir, ei 
avail pris h sa cotv quelque teinture deg belles-lettres. 
Vne intrigue qu’il eut dans sa jeunesse avec la femme 
d’un genlilhommc Polonais, ayant etd ddcoiiverte, le 
mari le fit lier tout nu sur un clieval farouche, et le 
laissa alter en cet 5lat. Le cheval, qui dtait du jiays de 
lUkraine, y retourno, et y porta Mazeppa, denii-mort de 
fatigue et de faim. Q.nel({ue8 paysans le secoururent: 
il resta longteras parrai eux, et se signala dans plusieuts 
courses centre les Tartares. La superiorite de ses lu- 
miOres lui donna uno grande consideration parmi les 
Cosaques: sa reputation s’augmentant de jour en jour, 
obliges le Czar h le foire Prince de I’Ukrame.”— Vote- 
TAIBE, ffiel. de Charlee XU. p. 196. 

“Le roi fiiyant et poursuivi eut son cheval tud sous 
lui; le Cidonel Gieta, bless5, et perdant tout son sang, 
lui donna le sien. Ainsi on remit deiuc fob h cheval, 
dans la fuite,ce conqudrant qui n’avait pu y monter pen¬ 
dant la bataUle.”— Voltaiee, jHist. de Charlee XU. 
p. 216. 

“Le rm alia par un autre diemin avec quelques ca¬ 
valiers. Le carrosse, oh U dtait, rompit dans la marche; 
on le remit h cheval. Pour comble de disgrace, il s’5- 
gara pendant la nuit dans un bob; Ih, son courage ne | 
pouvant ptut supplder h ses forces epuisees, les douleura 
de sa bletsore devenues pint insupportables par la fa¬ 
tigue, ton cheval btant torab6 de la^tude, il le eoucha 
quelques heuret an pied d’un arbre, en danger d’etre 
turprb h tout moment par les vainqueurs qui le cher- 
diuntt de toot chtea."— Voi,TAtns,Uutoire de Charlee 
JC//.P.218. 


*T WAS after dread PidtowaV day, 
When fortune left the royal Sv^c^ 
Around a slaughter’d army lay. 

No more to combat and to bleeA 
The power and glory of the war, 
Faithleae as tlmir vain votaries, men, 
Had pass’d to the triumphant Czar, 

And Maacow’s walls were safe agaiib 
Until a day more dark and drear, 

And a more memorable year. 

Should give to slaughter and to shame 
A mightier boat aad haughtier name; 


A greater wreck, a deeper fall, 

A shock to one—a thunderbolt to all. 


Such was the hazard of the die; 

The wounded Charles was taught to fly 
By day and night through field and flo^ 
Stain’d with hb own and subjects’ blood; 

For thousands fell that flight to aid: 

And not a voice was beard t’ upbraid 
Ambition in hb bumbled hour, 

When truth had naught to dread from power. 
Hb horse was slain, and Gieta gave 
Hb own—and died the Russians’ slave. 

Thb too sinks after many a league 
Of well sustained, but vain fatigue; 

And in the depth of forests, darkling 
The watch-fires in the dbtance sparkling— 
The beacons of surrounding foes— 

A king must lay hb limbs at length. 

Are these the latuels and repose 
For which the nafions strain their strength 7 
They laid him by a savage tree, 

In outworn nature’s agony; 

His wounds were stiff—hb limbs were stark— 
The heavy hour was chill and dark; 

The fever in hb blood forbade 
A transient slumber’s fitful aid, 

And thus it was; but yet through all, 

Kinglike the monarch bore hb fidl, 

And made, in thb extreme of ill, 

Hb pangs the vassab of hb wftl; 

All silent and subdued were they, 

As once the nations round him by. 

ni. 

A band of dtiefs!—alas! how few, 

Sinee but the fleeting of a day 
Had thina’d it; but this wreck was true 
And chivalrous: upon flw clay 
Eacb sate him down, all sad and mute, 

Beside hb monarch and hb steed, 

For danger leveb man and brute, 

And all are fellows in their neecL 
Amoi^ the rest, Mazeppa made 
Hb pillow in an <dd oak’s shade— 

Himwlf as rou^, and scarce tern old, 

The Ukraine’s hetman, calm and bold; 

But first, outspent with thb long course, 

The Cossack {nince ruhb’d down fab hona, 



And made for him a leafy bed, 

And imooth’d hU fetlocks a^ Ids mane, 
And slack’d his girth, and stripp’d his rein, 
And joy’d to see how well he fed; 

For until now be had the dread 
His wearied courser might refose 
To browse beneath the midnight dews: 

But he was hardy as his lord. 

And little cared ^ bed and board ; 

But spirited and docile too; 

Whate’er was to be done, would do. 

Shaggy and swift, and strong of limb, 

AU Tartar-like he carried turn; 

Obey’d his voice, and came to call, 

And knew him in the midst of all: 

I'hough thousands were around,—and Night, 
Without a star, pursued her flight,— 

That steed from sunset until dawn 
His chief would follow like a fawn. 

rv. 

Tlus done, Mazeppa spread his cloak. 

And laid his lance beneatli his oak. 

Felt if his arms in order good 

The long day’s march had well withstood— 

If still the powder till’d the pan. 

And Hints unloosen’d kept their lock— 

His sabre’s hilt and scabbard felt. 

And whether tliey had chafed his bell— 

And next tlie venerable man. 

From out his havresack and con. 

Prepared and spread his slender stock; 

And to tlie monarch and his men 
The whole or (lortion offer’d then 
With far less of inquietude 
Than courtiers at a banquet would. 

And Charles of this his slender share 
With smiles partook a moment there, 

To force of dieer a greater show. 

And seem above botli wounds and wo;— 
And then ho said—“Of all our band. 

Though firm of heart and strong of hand, 

In skirmish, march, or fis'agc, none 
Can leas have said or more have done 
Than thee, Mazeppa! On the earth 
So fit a pair had never birth. 

Since Alexander’s days till now. 

As thy Bucephalus and thou: 

Alt Scythia’s fame to thine should yield 
For pricking on o’er flood and field.” 

Mazeppa answer’d—“Ill betide 
The school wherein I leam’d to ride!” 

Q.uoth Charles—“ Old Hetman, wherefore so. 
Since thou hast leam’d the art so well?” 
Mazeppa said—“ ’T were long to tell; 

And we have many a league to go, 

With every now and then a blow. 

And ten to one at least the foe, 

Before our steeds may graze at ease 
Beyond the swift Borysthenes; 

And, sire, your limbs have need <d' rest, 

And I will bo the sentinel 

Of this your troop.”—But I request,” 

Said Sweden’s monarch, “ thou v^t tell 
This tale of thine, and I may reap. 
Perchance, from this the boon of sleep. 

For at this moment from my eyes 
The hope of present slumber flies.” 

“Well, nre, vdth such a hope. I’ll track 
My seventy years of memory back: 

I think’t was in my twentieth spring,— 

Ay, ’t was,—when Casimir was king— 

J(fon Casimir,—I was his page 
Six summers, in my earlier age; 


A learned monarch, futh! was he, 

And most unlike your majesty; 

He made no wars, and did not gain 
New realms to lose them back again; 

And (save debates in Warsaw’s diet) 

He reigned in most unseemly quiet; 

Not that, he had no cares to vex. 

He loved the muses and the sex; 

And sometimes these so froward are, 

They made him wish himself at war; 

But soon his wrath being o’er, he took 
Another mistress, or new book: 

And tlien he gave prodigious fetes— 

AU Warsaw gather’d round his gates 
To gaze upon his splendid court. 

And dames, and chiefs, of princely port: 

He was the Polish Solomon, 

So sung his poets, all but one. 

Who, being unpensioned, made a satire. 

And boasted that he could not flatter. 

It was a court of jousts and mimes, 

Where every courtier tried at rhymes; 

Even I for once produced some verses. 

And sign’d my odes Despairing Thirsis. 
There was a certain Palatine, 

A count of far and high descent, 

Rich as a salt or silver mine;* 

And he was proud ye may divine. 

As if from heaven he had been sent, 

He had such wealtli in blood and ore 
As few could match beneath the throne. 
And he would gaze upon his store. 

And o’er his pedigree would pore, 

Until by some confusion led, 

Which almost look’d Uke want of head. 

He thought their merits were his own. 

His wifo was not of his opinion— 

His junior sive by thirty years— 

Grew daily tired of his dominion; 

And, after wishes, hopes, and fears. 

To virtue a few farewell tears, 

A restless dream or two, some glances 
At Warsaw’s youth, some songs, and dances. 
Awaited but the usual chances, 

Those happy accidents which render 
The coldest dames so very tender, 

To deck her Count with titles given, 

’T is said, as passitorts into heaven; 

But, strange to say, they rarely boast 
Of these who have deserved them most. 


' I was a goodly stripling then; 

At seventy years I so may say, 

That there were few, or boys or men, 

Who, in my dawning time of day. 

Of vassal or of knight’s degree, 

Could vie in vanities with me; 

For I had strength, youth, gayety, 

A port, not like to this ye see. 

But smooth, as all is rugged now; 

Fur time, and care, and war, have plough’d 
My very soul from out my brow; 

And thus 1 should be disavow’d 
By all my kind and kin, could they 
Compare my day and yesterday; 

This change was wrought, too, long ore age 
Had ta’en my features for his page: 

With years ye know, have not declined 
My strength, my courage, or my mind, 


*Thta comparison of * ** »nU mine” mny pcrhnjw be pormlU. 
Pole, ae the wealth of tba country eouyete greatly In the celt min 



Or at this hour I ^ouSd not be 
Telling old tales beneath a tree^ 

With starless skies my canopy* 

But. let me on: Tlieresa’s form-— 

Methinks it glides before me now, 

Between me and yon chestnut’s l^ugh, 

The memory b so quick and warm; 

And yet I find no words to tell 
The shape of her I loved so well 
She had the Asiatic eye, 

Such as our Turkish neighboiirho<xl 
Hath mingled with our foolish blood, 

Dark as above us is the sky; 

But through it stole a tender light, 

Like die hrst moonrise of midnight; 

Large, dark, and swimming in tlie stream, 
Which seem’d to melt to its own beam; 

All love, half languor, ami half hre, 

Like saints that at tho stake expire, 

And lift their raptured looks on high, 

As though it were a joy to die. 

A brow like a midsummer lake, 

Transparent with tho sun tlierein, 

When waves no munnur dare to make, 

And lieaven beholds her face within. 

A check, and lip—but why proceed ? 

I loved her then—I love her still 
And such as 1 am, love indeed 

In tierce extremes—in good and ill. 

But still we love oven in our rage, 

And haunted to our very age 
With the vain shadow of the past, 

As is Mazeppa to the last. 

VI. 

•We met—we gazed—I saw, and sigh’d, 

She did not speak, and yet replied; 

There are ten Uiousand tones and signs 
We hear and see, but none defines— 
Involuntary sparks of tliought, 

Which strike from out the heart o’erwrought, 
And form a strange intelligence, 

Alike mysterious and intense, 

Which link the burning chain that binds, 
Witliout their will, young hearts and minds; 
Conveying, as the eUsctric wire, 

We know not how, the absorbing fise.— 

I saw, and sigh’d—in silence wept, 

And stilt reluctant distance kept, 

Until 1 was made known to her, 

And we might then and there confer 
Without suspicion—then, even then, 

I long’d, and was resolved to speak; 

But on my lips they died again, 

The accents tremulous and weak, 

Until one hour.—There is a game, 

A frivolous and foolish play, 

Wherewith we while away the day; 

It is—I iiavc forgot the name— 

And we to tliis, it seems, were set, 

By some strange cliance, which 1 forget; 

I redi’d not if 1 won or lost, 

It was enough Cor me to lx> 

So near to hear, and ohi to see 
The being whom 1 loved the most.— 

I watch’d her as a sentinel, 

(May ours this dark night watch as well!) 
Until I saw, and thus it was, 

That she was pensive, nor perceived 
Her occupation, nor was grieved 
Nor glad to lose or gain; but still 
Play’d on for hours, as if her will 
Yet bound her -to the place, though not 
That liers might be tho winning lot. 

Then Uirough Ifty brain Uie thought did pass 


Kven as a flash of lighting there, 

Tliai there was something in her air 
Which would not doom me to despair; 

And on the tliought niy words breie fort}^ 
AH incoherent os they were— 

Their ehxjuonce was little worth, 

But yet she listened—t is enough— 

Who listens once uiU listen twice 
Her heart, be sure, is not of ice, 

And one refusal no rebuff. 

TII. 

“ I loved, and was beloved again— 

They tt?Il me, Sire, you never knew 
Those g<*nlle frailties; if ’tis true, 

I shorten all my joy or pmn; 

To you’t would seem absurd as vain; 

But all men are not bom to reign, 

Or o’er their passions, or as you 
Tluis o’er themselves and nations too. 

T am—or rath<*r a prince, 

A chief of thousands, and could lead 
Them on where each would foremost bleed 
But could not o’er myself evince 
like control—But to resume: 

I loved, and was beloved again; 

In Hootli, it is a happy doom, 

But y<*.t where happiest ends in pain.— 

We met in secret, and the hour 
Which led me to that lady’s bower 
Was fiery Expectation’s dower. 

My days and nights were nolliing—all 
Except that hour, which doth rcc^ 

In the long lapse from youth to age 
No other like itself—I’d give 
The Ukraine back again to live 
It o’er once more—and be a page, 

Tlie happy page, who was the lord 
Of one soil heart, and his own sword, 

And had no other gem nor wealth 
Save nature’s gift of youth and health.— 

We met in secret—<loubly sweet, 

Some say, they find it so to meet; 

I know not that—I would have given 
My life but to liave call’d her mine 
In Uie full view of eartli and heaven; 

For I did oft and long repine 
That we could only meet by stealtli. 

Till. 

“ For lovers there are many eyes, 

And such there wore on usthe devd 
On such occasions should be civil— 

Tho devil!—I’m loath to do him wrong, 

It might be some untoward saint, 

Who would not be at rest too loi^ 

But to his pious bile gave venl>— 

But one fair night, some lurking spies 
Suqirised and seized us botli. 

7'he Count was something more than wroth— 
1 was unarm’d; but if in steel, 

All caf»-'a*pie from head to heel, 

What ’gainst their numbers could 1 do?— 

’T was near his castle, far away 
From city or from succour near, 

And almost on the break of day; 

I did not think to see another, 

My moments seem’d reduced to few; 

And witli one prayer to Mary Mother, 

‘And, it may be, a saint or two, 

As 1 resign’d me to my fate, 

They led me to the castle gate: 

Theresa’s doom I never knew, 

Our lot was heocofordi separate.— 

An angry man, ye may c^ine, 

Was ho, the proud Count Palatine; 



And he bad reason good to be, 

But he was most enraged lest such 
An accident should chance to touch 
Upon his future pedigree; 

Nor less amazed, that such a blot 
His noble ’scutcheon should have got, 

While he was liighest of his hno; 

Because unto himself he seem’d 
Thu first of men, nor less he deem’d 
In others’ eyes, and most in mine. 

’S death! with a page —[lerchanco a king 
Had reconciled him to the thing; 

But with a stripling of a page— 

X felt—^but cannot paint his rage. 

, IX. 

" ‘ Bring forth the horse!’—the horse was brought; 
Xu truth, he was a noble steed, 

A Tartar of tlie Ukraine breed, 

Who look’d as though the speed of thought 
Were in Ids limbs; but ho was wild. 

Wild as the wild deer, and untaught. 

With spur and bridle undofJed— 

’T was but a day he had Ix-en caught; 

And snorting, with erected mono. 

And struggling fiercely, but in vain. 

In the full foam of wrath and dread 
To mo tlie desert-horn was ted: 

They bound me on, that menial throng, 

Upon Ids back with many a thong; 

Then loosed Idm with a sudden lash— 

Away !—away!—and on we dash !— 

Torrents less rapid and less rash. 

• Away!—away!—My breath was gone— 

I saw not whore ho hurried on: 

’T was scarcely yet the break of day. 

And on he foam’d—away!—away!— 

The last of human sounds which rose, 

As I was darted from my foes. 

Was the wild shout of savage laughter. 

Which on the wind came roaring after 
A moment from that rabble rout: 

With sudden wrath I wrench’d my head. 

And snapp’d the cord, which to the mane 
Had bound my neck in lieti of rein, 

And, writliing half my form about, 

Howl’d back my cur.se ; but ’midst tlie tread, 

The thunder of my courser’s speed, 

Perchance they did not hear nor heed; 

It vexes me—for I would fain 
Have paid tlieir insult back again. 

I paid it well in after days: 

There is not of that casUo gate. 

Its drawbridge and portculW weight, 

Slone, bar, moat, bridge, or barrier left; 

Nor of its fields a blade of grass. 

Save what grows on a ridge of wall, 

Where stood the hearth-stone of the hall; 

And many a time ye there might pass, 

Nor dream that e’er that fortress was: 

I saw its turrets in a blaze, 

Their crackling battlements all cleft. 

And tlie hot lead pour down like rain 
From off the scorch’d and blackening roofj 
Whoso thickness was not vengeance-proof. 

They little thought that day (ff pain, 

When launch’d, as on the lightnings flash. 

They bade me to destruction dash, 

That one day I should come again, 

With twice five thousand horse, to thank 
The Count for Ids iincourteous ride. 

They play’d me then a bitter prank. 

When, with- the wild horss for my guide, 


They bound me to his foaming flank: 
At length X play’d them one as ftank— 
For time at last sets all things even— 
And if we do but watch the hour, 
There never yet was human power 
Which could evade, if unforgiven. 

The patient search and vigil long 
Of him who treasures up a wrong. 


“Away, away, my steed and I, 

Upon the pinions of tlie wind, 

All human dwellings left beliind; 

We sped like meteors tlirough the dty. 
When with its crackling sound the night 
Is chequer’d with tlie northern light: 
Town—village—none wore on our track. 
But a wild plain of far extent. 

And bounded by a forest black; 

And, save the scarce seen battlement 
On dLstanr heights of some strong hold, 
Against tlie Tartars built of old, 

No trace of man. The year before 
A Turkish army had march’d o’er; 

And where the Spaiji’s hoof hath trod, 
The verdure flies the bloody sod:— 

The sky was dull, and dim, and gray, 
And a low breeze crept moaning by— 

I could have answer’d with a sigh-— 
But fast we fled, away, away— 

And 1 could neither sigh nor pray; 

And my cold sweat-drops fell like rain 
U|x)n the courser’s bristling mane; 

But, snorting still with rage and fear. 

He flew upon his far career: 

At times I ahuust thought, indeed, 

He must have slacken’d in his speed; 

But no—my bound and slender frame 
Was notliing to his angry might. 

And merely like a spur became: 

Each motion which I made to free 
My swohi limbs from their agony 
Increased his fury and affright: 

I tried my voice,—’t was faint and low, 
But yet he swerved as from a blow; 

And, starting to each accent, sprang 
As from a sudden trumpet’s clang: 
Meantime my cords were wet with gore. 
Which, oozing through my limbs, ran o’er 
And in my tongue the tliirst became 
A something fierier far than flame. 


“ Wc near’d the wild wood—’t was so wide, 

I saw no bounds on either side; 

’T was studded with old sturdy trees, 

That bent not to the roughest breeze 
Wliich howls down from Siberia’s waste. 
And strips the forest in its haste,— 

But these were few, and far between. 

Set thick with shrubs more young and greets 
Luxuriant with their annual leaves, 

Ere Btrown by those autumnal eves 
That nip the forest’s foliage dead. 

Discolour’d witli a lifeless rod. 

Which stands thereon like stiffen’d gore 
Upon the slain when battle’s o’er, 

And some long winter’s night hath shed 
Its frost o’er every tombless head, 

So cold ami stark the raven’s beak 
May jicck unpierced each frozen cheek: 

’T was a wild waste of underwood, 

And here and there a chestnut stood, 



Th« strong onk, and the hard; pine; 

But iiur and well it were, 

Or else a Aflerent lot were mine— 

The boughs gase way, and (Ud not tear 
My limbs; and I finmd strength to bear 
My wounds, already seanr’d with cold— 

My bonds forbade to looae my bold. 

We rustled through the leaves like wind, 
Left shrubs, and trees, and wolves behind; 
By night I heard them on the track. 

Their troop came bard upon our back. 

With their long gallop, which can tire 
The hounds deep hate, and hunter’s lire: 
Where’er we flew they follow’d on. 

Nor left us with the morning sun; 

Behind I saw them, scarce a rood, 

At day-break winding through the wood. 
And through the night had heard their feet 
Their stealing, rustling step repeat. 

Oh! how I wish’d for spear or sword. 

At least to die amidst the horde. 

And perish—if it must be so— 

At bay, destroying .many a foe. 

When first my courser’s race begun, 

I wish’d the goal already won; 

But now I doubted strength and speed. 

Vain dcmbt! his swift and savage breed 
Had nerved him like the mountain-roe; 

Nor faster falls the blinding snow 
Which whelms the peasant near the door 
Whose threshold he shall cross no more, 
Bewilder’d with the dazzling blast, 

Than through the forest-paths he past— 
TJntired, untamed, and worse than wild; 

All furious as a ihvour’d child 
Balk’d of its wish; or fiercer still— 

A woman piqued—who has her will. 

mi. 

“The wood was past; ’twas more than noon, 
But chill the air, although in June; 

Or it might be my veins ran cold— • 
Prolong’d endurance tames tlie bold; 

And I was then not what I seem, 

But headlong as a wintry stream, 

And wore my foel'mgs out before 
1 well could count their causes o’er; 

And what with fiiry, fear, and wrath, 

The tortures which beset my path. 

Cold, hunger, sorrow, shame, distress, 

Thus bound in nature’s nakedness; 

Sprung from a race whose rising blood 
When stirr’d beyond its calmer mood. 

And trodden bard upon, is like 
The rattlesnake’s, in act to strike, 

What marvel if this worn-out trunk 
Beneath its woes a moment sunk 1 
The earth gave way, the skies rtdl’d round, 

1 seem’d to sink upon the ground; 

But err'd, for I was fastly bound. 

My heart turn’d sick, my brain grew sore. 
And throbb'd awhUe, titen beat no more: 
The skies spun tike a mighty wheel; 

I saw the trees like drunkards reel. 

And a slight flash sprang o’er my eyes. 
Which saw no farther; he who dies 
Can die no more than then I died. 
O’ertortured by that ghastly ride, 

I felt the bls^cdcness come and go, 

And strove to wake; but c(^d not moke 
My senses dimb up from below: 

1 felt as on a (flank at sea. 

When all the waves that dash o’er thee, 

At the same time upheave and whelm, 

And burl thee towards a desert realm. 


My undulating lifo was as 
The fancied lights that flitting pass 
Our shut eyea in deep midnight, when 
Fever begins upon the brain; 

But soon it pass’d, with little pain, 

But a cmifusimi worse Uian such: 

I own that I should deem it much, 
Dying, to feel the same again; 

And yet 1 do suppose we must 
Feel far more ere we turn to dost: 

No matter; I have bared my brow 
Pull in death’s face—before—and now. 

XIV. 

“ My thoughts camo back; where was I ? 
And numb, and giddy; pulse by (mlse 
Life reassumed its lingering hold, 

And throb by tlirob: till grown a pang 
I Which for a moment would convulse. 

My blood reflow’d, though thick and chill 
My ear with uncouth noises rang. 

My heart began once more to thriU; 

My sight return’d, though dim; alas! 

And thicken’d, as it were, with glass. 
Methought the dash of waves was nigh; 
There was a gleam too of the sky. 

Studded with stars;—it is no dream; 

I The wild horse swims the wilder stream! 
The bright broad river’s gushing tide 
Sweeps, winding onward, far and wide, 
And we are ha^way, struggling o’er 
To yon unknown and silent shore. 

The waters broke my hollow trance, 

And vrith a tem(>orary strength 

My stiflen’d limbs were rebaptized. 

My courser’s broad breast (iroudly braves, 
And dashes off the ascending waves, 

And onward we advance! 

We reach the slippery shore at length, 

A haven 1 but little prized, 

For all behind was dark and drear. 

And all befiH'e was night and fear. 

How many hours of night or day 
In those suspended pangs I lay, 

I could not tell; I scarcely knew 
If this were human breath I drew. 

I XV. 

" With glossy slun, and dripping mane. 

And reeling Umbs, and reeking flank. 
The wild stem’s sinewy nerves still strain 
Up the repelling bank. 

We gain the top: a boundless plain 
Spreads through the shadow of the night, 
And onward, onward, onward, seems. 
Like precipices in our dreams, 

To stretch beyond the sight; 

And here and there a speck of white, 

Or scatter’d spot, of dusky green. 

In masses broke into the light. 

As rose the moon upon my right. 

But naught distinctly seen 
In the dim waste would indicate 
The omen of a cottage gate; 

No twinkling taper ftom afar 
Stood like a hospitable star; 

Not even an igni»-fatuua rose 
To make him merry vrith my woes: 

That very cheat had cheerid me then! 
Although detected, welcome still. 

Reminding me, through every ill, 

Of the abodes of men. 

XTI. 

‘ Onward we went—but slack and slow; 
His savage force at length o’erspent. 



The drooping courser, faint and low, 

All feebly foaming went. 

A sickly kdant had bad power 
¥0 guide him forward in that hour; 

But useless all to me. 

His new-born tameness naught avail’d, 

My limbs were bound; my f(«ce had fail’d, 
Perchance, hod they been free. 

With )^eble effort still I tried 
To rend tlie bonds so starkly tied— 

But still it was in vain; 

My limbs were only wrung the more, 

And soon the idle strife gave o’er. 

Which but prolong’d their |>ain: 

The dizzy race seem’d almost done, 
Although no goal was nearly won: 

Some streaks announced llic coming sun— 
How slow, alas! be came! 

Methought that mist of dawning gray 
Would never dapple into day; 

How heavily it roll’d away 
Before the eastern flame 
Rose crimson, and dei>osed tlie stars, 

And call’d the radiance from tlieir cars. 
And till’d die earth, from his deep tlirone, 
With lonely lustre, ail his own. 


“ Up rose the sun; tlie mists were curl’d 
Back from the soUtary world 
Wliich lay around—bntiind—before; 
What booted it to traverse o’er 
Plain, forest, river ? Man nor brute, 

Nor dint of hoof nor print of foot, 

Lay in tlie wild luxuriant soil; 

No sign of travel—nonts of toil; 

The very air was mute; 

And not an insect’s shrill small horn. 

Nor matin bird’s new voice was borne 
From herb nor lliicket. Many a worst, 
Panting as if his lieart would burst, 

The weary brute still stagger’d 011 ; 

And still we were—or seem’d—alone: 

At length, while reeling on our way, 
Methouglit I heard a courser neigh, 
Prom out yon toft of blackening lirs. 

Is it the wind those branches stirs ? 

No, no! from out the forest prance 
A trampling troop; 1 see them come ! 
In one vast squadron they advance I 
1 strove to cry—my lips were dumb. 
The steeds rush on in plunging pride; 
But where are tliey the reins to guide ? 

A thousand horse—and none to ride! 
With flowing tail, and flying mane, 

Wide nostrils—never stretch’d by pain, 
Mouths bloodless to the bit or rein, 

And feet that iron never shod. 

And flanks unscarr’d by spur or rod, 

A thousand horse, the wild, tlie free, 
Like waves that follow o’er the sea. 
Came thickly thundering on, 

As if our foHit approach to meet; 

The sight re-nerved my courser’s feet, 

A moment staggering, foeidy fleet, 

A moment, with a faint low neigh. 

He answer’d, and tlicn fell; 

With gasps and glazing eyes ho lay. 

And reeking limbs immoveable, 

His first and last career is done! 

On came the troop—tliey saw him stoof^ 
They saw me strangely bound along 
His back with many a bloody thong 
a V 


They slop—they start—tliey snuS' the air, 
Oallop a uunneat here and ttiere, 

Approach, retire, wheel round and round. 
Then plun|^ Indr witli sudden bound, 
Headed 1^ one Mack mighty steed, 

W'ho seem’d the patriarch dT liis breed 
Without a single speck or hair 
Of white upon tus shaggy hide; 

They snort—^tliey foam—^neigh—swerve aside. 
And backward to the forest fly. 

By instinct, from a human eye.— 

They left mo there, to my despair. 

Link’d to the dead and stiffening wretcli, 
Whose lifeless limbs beneatli me stretch, 
Relieved from that unwmited weight. 

From whence I could not extricate 
Nor him nor me—and there we lay 
The dying on tlie dead' 

1 little deem’d another day 
Would see my houseless, helpless head 

“ And there from morn till twilight bound, 

I felt Uie heavy hours toil round, 

With just enough of life to see 
My last of suns go down on me, 

In hopeless certainty of mind, 

That makes us feel at length resign’d 
To that wliich our IbrebtHling years 
Presents the worst and last of fears 
Inevitable—even a boon, 

Nor more unkind for coming soon; 

Yet shunn’d and dreaded with sudi care, 

1 As if it only were a snare 

That prudence might escape: 

At tiroes both wish’d for and implored, 

At times sought with solitpoinlod sword. 

Yet still a dark and hideous close 
To oven iiiUiIerablo woe's. 

And welcome in no shape. 

1 And, strange to say, the sons of pleasure, 
'I’hcy who have revell’d beyond measure 
In beauty, wassail, wine, and treasure, 

Uie calm, or calmer, oft tlian ho 
I Whose heritage was misery: 

For he who hatli in turn run through 
All that was beautiful and new, 

Hath naught to hope, and naught to leave; 

I And, save the future, (which is view’d 
Not quite as men are base or good, 

But as their nerves may bo endued,) 

With naught perhaps to grieve;— 

The wretch still hopes his woes must end, 

And Ueatli, whom he should deetm his friend, 
Appears, to liis distemper’d eyes. 

Arrived to rob him of his jirizc. 

The tree of liis new Paradise. 

To-morrow would have given him all. 

Repaid his pangs, repair’d his fall; 

To-morrow would have been the first 
Of days no more deplored or curst. 

But bright, and long, and beckoning years, 
Seen dazzling through the mist of tears. 
Guerdon of many a painful hour ; 

To-morrow would have given him power 
To rule, to shine, to smite, to save— 

And must it dawn upon his grave ? 

xviir. ^ 

“The sun was sinking—still I lay 

Cliain’d to the cliill and stiffening steed, 

1 thought to mingle there our clay; 

And my dim eyes of death had need, 

No hopo arose of being freed : 



1 e«t my last looks np die sky, 

And there betureen me and ibe tun 
I saw the expecting raven fly, 

Who scarce wwfld wait till both should ihe, 
Ere Ins repast begun; 

He flew, and perdi’d, then flew imce more, 
And each time nearer than before; 

I saw his wing tiirough twilight flit. 

And once so near me he alit 
I could have smote, but lack’d the strength; 
But the slight motion of my hand, 

And feeble scratching of the sand, 

The exerted throat’s faint struggling noise, 
Which scarcely could be called a voice, 
Together scared him off at length.— 

I know no more—my latest dream 
Is something of a lovely star 
Which fix’d my dull eyes from afar, 

And went and came vidth wandering beam, 
And of the cold, dull, swimming, dense 
Sensation of recurring sense. 

And tlien subsiding back to death. 

And then again a iittie breatii, 

A little thrill, a short suspense, 

An icy sickness curdling o'er 
My heart, and sparks tliat cross’d my brain— 
A gasp, a throb, a start of pain, 

A sigh, and nothing more. 

XIX. 

“ I woke—Whore was 1 ?—Do I see 
A human face look down on mo ? 

And doth a roof above mo dose 7 
Do these limbs on a coucli repose 7 
Is this a chamber where I lie 7 
And is it mortal yon bright eye, 

That watches me with gentle glance ? 

I closed my own again once more, 

As doubtful that the former trance 
Could not as yet be o’er. 

A slender girl, long-hmr’d, and tall, 

Sate watching by tlie cottage wall; 

The sparkle of her eye I caught, 

Even with my first return of tliought 
For ever and anon she threw 
A prying, pitying glance on me 
With her black eyes so wild and firec: 

I gazed, and gazed, until I knew 
No vision it could be,— 

But that I lived, and was released 
From adding to Uic vulture's feast: 

And when the Cossack maid beheld 
My heavy eyes at length unseal’d. 


She smiled—and I essay’d to speak; 

But fail’dr— and she approach’d, mada 
With lip and finger signs that saic^ 

I must not strive as yet to break 
The silence, till my strengtli should be 
Enough to leave roy accents free; 

And then her band on mine she laid, 

And smooth’d the pillow for my head, 

And stole along on tiptoe tread, 

And gently oped the door, and spake 
In whispers—ne’er was voice so sweet! 

Even music follow’d her light feet 
But those she call’d were not awake. 

And she went forth; hut, ere she pass’d. 
Another look on me she cast, ^ 

Another sign she made, to say, 

That I had naught to fear, that all 
Wore near, at my command or call. 

And she would not delay 
Her due return:—while she was gone, 
Methought 1 felt too much alone. 

XX. 

“ She came with mother and with she— 

What need of more 7 —1 will not tiro 
With long recital of the rest, 

Since 1 bi'cariie the Cossack’s guest: 

They foimd mo senseless on the plain— 
Tliey bore me to the nearest hut— 

They brought me into life again— 

Me—one day o’er tlieir realm to reign! 

Thus the vain fool who strove to glut 
His rage, refining on my pain. 

Sent me forth to the wilderness, 

Bound, naked, bleeding, and alone, 

To pass the desert to a throne,— 

What mortal iiis own doom may guess ?— 
Let none despond, let none despair! 
To-morrow the Borysthenes 
May see our coursers graze at ease 
Upon Ills Turkwh bank,—and never 
Had I such welcome for a river 
As 1 shall yield when safely there. 
Comrades, good night!”—The Hetman threw 
His lengUi beneath the oak-tree shade, 
With leafy couch already made, 

A bed nor comfortless nor now 
To him, who took his rest whene’er 
The hour arrived, no matter where: 

His eyes the hastening slumbers steep. 

And if ye marvel Charles forgot 
To tha^ his tale, he wondered not,— 

The king had been an hour asleep. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I.— Manfred alone — Srane, a Gothic Gallery— 
Time, Midnight. 

Man. The lamp must be replenish’d, but even then 
It will not burn so long as I must watch: 

My slumbers—if I slumber—are not sleep, 

But a continuance of enduring thought, 

Which tlicn I can resist not: in niy heart 
There is a vigil, and these eyes but close 
To look withui; and yet t live, and bear 
The aspect and the form of breathing men. 

But grief should be the instructer of the wise; 

Sorrow is knowledge: they who know the most, 

Must mourn the deepest o’er tlie fatal truth. 

The Tree of Knowledge is not that of life. 

Philosophy and science, and tlic springs 
Of wonder, and tlie wisdom of the world, 

1 have essay’d, and in my mind tlicre is 
A power to make these subject to itself— 

But they avail not: I have done men good. 

And 1 have met with good even among men— 

But Uiis avail’d not: I have had my fiws, 

And none have bathed, many fallen before me— 

But tliis avail’d not:—Good, or evil, life, 

Powers, passions, ail 1 see in otJicr beings, 

Have been to me as rain unto the sands 
Since that all-nameless hour. 1 have no dread, 

And feel the curse to have no natural fear, 

Nor fluttering tlirob, that beats with hopes or wishes. 
Or lurking love of sometliing on the earth.— 

Now to my task.— 

Mysterious Agency! 

Ye spirits of the unbounded Universe! 

Whom I have sought in darkness and in light— 

Ye, who do compass eartlt about, and dwell 
In subtler essence—ye, to whom tlie tops 
Of mountains inaccessible are haunts, 

And earth’s and ocean’s caves familiar things— 

I call upon ye by the written charm t 

Which gives mo power upon you-Rise! appear! 

[A pause. 

They come not yet.—^Now by the voice of hun 
Who is the first among you—^by this sign, 

Which makes you tremble—by the claims of him 
Who is undying,—Rise! appear!—Appear ‘ 

[A pause. 


If it be so.—Spirits of earth and ur, 

Ye shall not thus elude me; by a power, 

Deeper than all yet urged, a tyrant-spell, 

Which had its birthplace in a star condemn’d, 

The burning wreck of a demolish’d world, 

A wandering hell in the eternal space; 

By the strong curse which is upon my soul, 

The thought wliich is within me and around me, 

1 do compel yo to my will.—^Appear! 

[A star is seen at the darker end of the gallery; 
stationary; and a voice is heard singing. 

First Spirit. 

Mortal! to tliy bidding bow’d, 

From my mansion in tlie cloud, 

Which the breath of twilight builds, 

And the summer’s sunset gilds 
With the azure and vermUion, 

Which is mix’d for my pavilion; 

Though thy quest may be forbidden. 

On a star-beam I have ridden; 

To tliine adjuration bow’d, 

Mortal—^be thy wish avow’d. 

Voice of the Second Spirit. 

Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains; 

They crown’d him long ago 
On a tlirone of rocks, in a robe of clouds, 
With a diadem of snow. 

Around iiis waist ore forests braced, 

The Avalanche in his hand ; 

But ere it tail, that thundering ball 
Must pause for my command. 

The Glacier’s cold and restless mass 
Moves onward day by day; 

But I am he who bids it pass, 

Or with its ice delay. 

I ara tlie spirit of the place. 

Could make the mountain bow 
And quiver to his cavern’d base— 

And what with mo wouldst Thau f 

Voice of the Third Spirit. 

In tlie blue deptli of the waters, 

Where the wave hath no strife, 

Where the wind is a stranger, 

And the sea-snake hath life, 

Where the mermaid is decking 
Her green hair with shell*; 

Like the storm on the sur&co 
Came the sound of thy spells; 

O’er my calm Hall of Coral 
The deep echo roll’d— 

To the Spirit of Ocean 
Thy wishes unfold! 

Fourth Spirit. 

Where the slumbering earthquake 
Lies pillow’d on fire, 

And the lakes of bitumen 
Rise boilingly higher; 
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Where the root* of the Andes 
Strike deep in the earth, 

As dieir summits to heaven 
Shoot soaringly forth; 

I have quitted my birth{dace, 

Thy bidding to bide— 

Thy spell bath subdued me, 

Thy will be my guide! 

Fifth Spirit. 

I am the Rider of the wind, 

The Stirrer of the storm; 

The hurricane I left behind 
Is yet witli lightning warm; 

To speed to thee, oW shore and sea 
1 swept upon the blast: 

The ftoct I met sail’d well, and yet 
’T will suilc ere night be past. 

Sixth Spirit. 

My dwelling Ls the shadow of the night, 

Why doth thy magic torture me with light ? 

Bevknth Spirit. 

The star which rules thy destiny 
Was ruled, ero earth began, by mo; 

It was a world as fresh and fiiir 
As e’er revolved round sun in air, 

Its course was free and regular, 

Space bosom’d not a lovelier star. 

The hour arrived—and it became 
A wandering mass of shapeless flame, 

A pathless comet, and a curse, 

The menace of the universe; 

Still rolling on with innate force, 

Without a sphere, without a course! 

A bright deformity on high, 

The monster cf the upper sky! 

And tiiou! beneath its influence bom— 

Thou worm! whom I obey and scorn— 

Forced by a power, (which is not thine 
And lent thee but to make thee mine,) 

For this brief moment to descend. 

Where these weak spirits round tlioe bend 
And parley with a thing like tliee— 

What wouldst thou, CbUd of Clay! with mo ? 

The Seveh Spirits, 

Jarth, ocean, air, night, mountains, winds, thy star. 

Arc at thy beck and bidding, Child of Clay! 
tefore thee at thy quest their spirits are— 

What wouldst thou with us, son of mortals—say 1 

Mtn. Forgetfulness- 

First Spirit. OC what—of whom—and why ? 

Afon. Of that which is within me; read it there— 

'e know it, and I cannot utter it. 

Spirit. We can but give thee that which we possess: 
Isk of us sulyocts, sovereignty, the power 
fer earth, the whole, or portion, or a sign 
Vhich shall contrid the elements, whereof 
Ve are the dominators, each and all, 

:'bese shall be thine. 

Man. Oblivion, self-oblivion— 

'an ye not wring from out the hidden realms 
'e t^er so profusely what I ask ? 

Spirit. It is not in our essence, in our ^11; 
tut—thou mayst die. 

Mm. W'Ul death bestow it on me ? 

Spirit. We are immortal, and do not forgot; 

Ve are eternal; and to us the past 

I, *s the future, present. Ait kkeu answer'd ? 

Mm. Ye mock me—but 'wt power which brought 
ye hero 

[adi made you mine. Slaves, scoff not at my will! 


The mind, the Spirit, the Promethean spark. 

The lightning of my being, is as bright. 

Pervading, and far-darting as your own. 

And shall not yield to youre, thou^ coop’d in day! 
Answer, or I will teach ye what I am. 

Spirit. We answer as we answer’d; our reply 
Is even in thine own words. 

Mm. Why say ye so ? 

Sjiirit. If, as thou say’st, thine essence be as ours, 
We have replied in telling thee, tlic thh^ 

Mortals call death hath naught to do widi us. 

Man. 1 then have call’d yc from your realms in vain 
Ye cannot, or ye will not, aid me. 

Spirit. Say; 

What we possess we offer; it is thine: 

Bi-think ere thou dismiss us, ask again— ' 

hiingdom, and sway, and strength, and length of dayi 
Man . Accursed! what have 1 to do with days? 
They are too long already.—^Honc^—begone! 

Spirit. Yet pause: being here, our will would do then 
service; 

Bethink thee, is there then no other gift 
Whicli wc can make not worthless in thine eyes ? 

Mm . No,none; yet stay—one moment,ero wo part— 
1 would behold yo face to face. I hear 
Your voices, sweet and melancholy sounds, 

As music on tlie n-aters; and I see 
The steady aspect of a clear large star; 

But nothing more. Approach me as ye are, 

Or one, or all, in your accustom’d forms. 

Spirit. Wc have no forms beyond the elements 
Of which wc are the mind and principle: 

But choose a form—in that wt! will appear. 

Man. 1 have no choice; there is no form on earth 
Hideous or beautiful to me. J.,et liim. 

Who is most powerful of ye, lake .such aspect 
As unto him may seem most fitting—Come! 

Seventh Spirit. (Appearing in the aht^, of a hearitifui 
fimalefigure.) Behold! 

Man. Oh God! if it be thus, and thou 
Art not a madness and a mockery, 

■ yet might be most happy. 1 will clasp tlioc, 

And wo again will he-.- [Tlwfigure vanuhee 

My heart is crush’d! 

[Manfred falle senteleae 

(A voiee is heard in the Imantaliun uMchfoltouie.) 
When the moon is on the wave, 

And the glow-worm in llie grass, 

And the meteor on the grave, 

And the wisp on the morass; 

When the falling stars arc shooting. 

And tlio onswerid owls are hooting, 

And the silent leaves are still 
In the shadow of the hill, 

Shall my soul be upon thine. 

With a power and witli a sign. 

Thou^ thy slumber may be deep. 

Yet thy spirit shall not sleep; 

There are shades which will not vanisli, 

There are thoughts thou const not banish; 

By a power to thee unknown. 

Thou canst never be alone; 

Thou art wrapt as with a shroud, 

Thou art gather’d in a cloud; 

And fiyr over shall thou dwofl 
In the spirit of this spell. 

Though thou secst me not pass by. 

Thou shall feel me with dune eye 
As a thing that, though unseen. 

Must be near toee, and hath been; 

And when in that secret dread 
Thou hast turn’d around thy head, 



Thou shiril marvel I am not 
Ab thy shadow on the spot, 

Aim! the power which thou dost feel 
Shall be what thon must conceal. 

And a magic voice and verso 
Hath baptized tliee with a curse 
And a spirit of the air 
Hath begirt thee with a snare; 

In the wind there is a voice 
Shall forbid tliee to rejoice; 

And to thee shall Night deny 
All tlie quiet of her sky; 

And the day shall have a sun, 

Which shall make tliee wish it done. 

From thy false tears I did distil 
An essence which hath strength to kill ; 

From thy own heart 1 then did wring 
The black blood in its blackest spring; 

From thy own smile I snatch’d the snake, 

For there it coil’il as in a brake; 

Prom thy own Up T drew the charm 
Which gave all those tlicir chiefest harm ; 

In proving every poison known, 

I found the strongest was thine own. 

By thy cold breast and serpent smile, 

By thy unfathom'd gulfs of gttile, 

By that most seeming virtuous eye, 

By thy shut soul’s hvfHierisy; 

By the perfcclion of thine art 

Which pa.ss’d for human thine own heart ; 

By thy delight in other's pain, 

And by thy hrotherhoisl of Cain, 

1 call upon thee! and compel 
Thyself to bn thy proper Hell! 

And on thy head I pour the via) 

Which doth devote thee to this trial; 

Nor to slumber, nor to die, 

Shall be in thy desUny ; 

Though thy death shall still seem near 
To thy wish, hot as a fear ; 

Lo! the spell now works around thee. 

And the clankle.ss chain hath hound thee; 

O'er thy heart and brain together 
Hath the word been pas-s’d—now wither! 

Scene H.—The Mannlain of the Jungfrau. — Time, 
Morning .—MANrHEIi alone ujemthe Cliffs. 

Man. The spirits I have raised abandon me— 

.,The spoils which 1 have studied baffle me— 

The remedy I reck’d of torturixl me; 

I lean no more on super-human aid, 

It hath no power upon the past, and for 
The future, till the past be gulfd in darkness, 

It is not of my search.—My roollier Earth I 

And thou fresh breaking Day, and you, ye Mountains, 

Why are ye beautiful ? I cannot love ye. 

And thou, the bright eye of tlie universe, 

That openest over alt, and unto all 

Art a delight—thou shin’st not on my heart. 

And you, ye crags, upon whose extreme edge 
I stand, and on ffle torrent’s brink beneath 
Behold the tall pines dwindled as to shrubs 
In dizziness of distance ; when a leap, 

A stir, a motion, even a breath, would bring 
My breast upon its rocky bosom’s bed 
To rest for ever—^wherefore do I pause ? 

I feel the impulse—yet I do not plunge; 

I see the peril—yet do not recede ; 

And my brain reels—and yet my foot is firm: 

There is a power upon me which withholds, 

And makes it my fatality to live; 

If it be life to wear witlan myself 


This barrenness of spirit, and to be 
My own soul’s sepulchre, for I have ceased 
To justify my de^s unto myself— 

The last infirroity of evil. Ay, 

Thou winged and clouctcleaving minister, 

[An eaglepe 

Whose happy flight is highest into heaven, 

Well may’st thou swoop so near me—I should be 
Thy prey, and gorge thine eaglets; thou art gone 
Where the eye cannot follow tliee; but thine 
Vet pierces downward, onward, or idiove, 

With a pervading vision.—Beautiful! 

How beautiful is all this visible world! 

How glorious in its action and itself! 

I But we, who name ourselves its sovereigns, we, 
Half dust, half deity, alike unfit 
To sink or soar, with our mix’d essence make 
A rxinflict of its elements, and breathe 
The breath of degradation and of pride, 

Contending with low wants and lofty will, 

Till our mortality predominates, 

And men are—what they name not to themselves, 
And trust not lo each other. Hark! the note, 

[TVic ShephenHspipc in the distance is . 

I The natural music of Uio mountain reed— 

For here the patriarchal days are not 
A pastoral fable—pipes in the liberal air, 

Mix’d with Ihe sweet hells of the sauntering herd 
My soul would driiik those echoes.—Oli, that I w; 
Tlie vicw!cs.s spirit of a lovely sound, 

A living voice, a brcatliing harmony, 

A bodiless enjoyment—bom and dying 
With the blest lone which made me! 

Jlnlcrfrom below a ChjlKojs Hwntek. 
Chamois Hunter. Even so 

This way the chamois leapt: her nimble feet 
Have haliled mo; my gains to-day will scarce 
Hciiay my breakneck travail.—What is here ? 

Who seems nol of ray trade, and yet hath rcach’i 
A height which none even of oiir mountaineers, 
Save our best hunters, may attain: his garb 
Joislly, his mien manly, and his air 
Proud as a freeborn peasant’s, at tliis distance— 

I will a|iproaeli him nearer. 

Man. [notperceiving theothcr.) To he thus— 
3ray-hair'd with anguish, tike these blasted pinei; 
iVreeks of a single w'inter, karkless, branchless, 

A blighted trunk upon a cursed root, 

Wliieh but supplies a feeling to decay— 

And to bo thus, eternally hut tlius, 

Having been otherwise! Now furrow’d o’er 
With wrinkles, plough’d by momenl.s, not by yea 
And hours—c 11 tortured into ages—^lioiirs 
Which I outlive!—yc toppling crags of ice! 

Vc avalanches, whom a breath draws down 

II mouiilainoiis o’erwhelming, come and crush r 
hear ye momently above, beneath, 

3ra.sh with a frequent conflict; but ye pass, 
id only fall on things that still would live; 
hi the young flourishing forest, or the hut 
And hamlet of the harmless villager. 

C. Hun. The mists begin to rise from up th 
’ll warn him to descend, or he may chance 
'o lose at once his way and life together. 

Man. The mists boil up around the glaciers 
lise curling fast beneath me, white and sulphu 
like foam from the roused ocean of deep Hell, 
iVlioso every wave breaks on a living shore. 

Heap’d witlt the damn'd like pebbles.—I am gk 
C. Hun. I must approach him cautiously; it 
sudden step will startle him, and he 
Seems tottering already. 

Man. Mountains have fallei 

.eaving a gap in the clouds, and with the shoe 
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Rocking their Alpine brethren; filling up 
The ripe green valleys with destruction’s splinters; 
Damming the rivers with a sudden dash, 

Which crush’d the waters into mist, and made 
Their fountains find another channel—thus, 

Thus, in its old age, did Mount Rosenberg— 

Why stood I not beneath it? 

C. Sun. Friend! have a care, 

Your next stop may be fatal!—for the love 
Of Him who made you, stand not on that brink! 

Man. {not htaring him.) Such would have been for 
me a fitting tomb; 

My bones had then been quiet in their depth; 

They had not then been strewn upon the rocks 
Pot the wind’s pastime.—as thus-^us they shall be— 
In this one plunge.—Farewell, ye opening heavens! 
Look not upon me thus reproacltfully— 

■Ye were not meant for me—Earth! take these atoms! 
[As M ANvaED i» in act to apringfram the 
the Chamois Hunter seires and reiaine 
him with a aiuhlen grasp. 

C . Hun. Hold, madman!—though aweary of thy life, 
Stain not our pure vales with thy guilty blood— 

Away with me-1 will not quit my hold. 

Man. I am most sick at heart—nay, grasp mo nol>— 
I am all feebleness—the mountains whirl 

Spinning around me-grow blind-What art 

thou? 

C. Hun. I’ll answerthatancsi.—Away with me- 

The clouds grow Uiicker-there—now lean on me— 

Place your fimt here—hero, take this staff, and cling 
A moment to that shrub—now give mo your hand. 

And hold fast by my girdle—softly—well— 

The Chalet will be gained witliin an hour— 

Como on, we ’ll quickly find a surer footing, 

And somotliing like a pathway, which the torrent 
Hath wash’d since winter.—Como, ’tis bravely done— 
You should have been a hunter.—Follow me. 

[As they descend the rocks with difficulty, die scene closes. 

ACT II. 

Scene X.—A Cottage among the Bernese Alps. 

Manfred and the Chamois Hunter. 

C. Him. No, no—^yot pause—thou must not yet go 
forth: 

Thy mind and body are alike unfit 

To trust each other, for some hours, at least; 

When thou art bettor, I will be thy guide— 

But whither? 

Man. Tt imports not: I do know 

My route full well, and need no further guidance. 

C. Hun. Thy garb and gait bosiieak thee of liigh 
lineage— 

One of the many chiefs, whose castled crags 
Look o’er tlie lower valleys—^which of these 
; May call thee lord ? I only know their portals; 

My way of life leads me but rarely down 
To bask by the huge hearths of those old halls. 
Carousing with the vassals; but the paths, 

Which stop from out our mountains to their doors, 

1 know from childhood—which of those is tliino ? 

Man. No matter. 

C. Hun. Well, sir, pardon mo the quosfion. 

And be of Itetter cheer. Come, taste ray wine; 

’T is of an ancient vintage; many a day 
’T has tlmwed my veins among our glaiuors, now 
Let it do thus for thine—Come, pledge me fairly. 

Man. Away, away 1 there’s blood upon the 1mm! 
Will it tlmn never—never sink in the earth? 

C. Hun. What dost tlioii mean ? thy senses wander 
from tlien. 

Man. 1 say ’l is blood—<ny blood! the pure warm 
stream 


Whidi ran in tlic veins of my fathers, and ki ours 
When we were in our youtib and had one heart, 

And loved each otlier os we should not love, 

And this was shed; but still it rises up, 

Colouring tliu clouds, tliat shut me out fixim heaven, 
Whore thou art not—and I shall never be. 

C. Hun. Man of strange words, and some halFmad- 
dening sin, 

Which maltcs thee people vacancy, whate’er 
Thy dread and sufferance be, there’s comfort yet— 

The aid of holy men, and heavenly patienc e ' .— 

Man. Patience and patience! Hence—^that word 
was made 

For brutes of burden, not for birds of prey; 

Preach it to mortals of a dust like thine,— 

I am not of tliino order. 

C. Hun. Thanks to heaven! 

1 would not bo of ih'me fur llie free fame 
Of William Tell; but whatsoe’er thine ill, 

It must be borne, and tliese wild starts are useless. 
Man. Du I not bear it ?—^Look on mo—I live. 

C. Hun. 'I'liis is convulsion, and no heallhfiil life. 
Man. I tell Ihee, man! I have lived many years, 
Many long years, but they are nothing now 
To tho,sn which I must number; ages—ages— 

Space and eternity—and consciousnoss, 

With the fione thicst of death—luid still unslaked! 

C. Hun. Why, on thv brow tlie seal of middle age 
Hath scarce been set; I am thine elder far. 

Man, Thinli’st ihoii t^xistence dotli depend on time? 
Tt doth; but actions are our epochs: mine 
Have made my days and niglns impcrisliable, 

Endless, and all alike, a.s sands on Uie shore. 
Innumerable atoms; and one desert, 

Barren and cold, on which the wild waves break. 

But iiollilng re.st.s, save carcasses and wrecks. 

Rocks, ami the nail-surf weeds of bitlcmoss. 

C. Hun. Ala.s! he’s mad—but yet 1 must not leave 
him. 

Mm. I xvould I were—for then the things I see 
Would be but a distemper’d dream. 

C. Hun. What is it 

Thni tliou dost see, or think thou look’s! upon ? 

Man. MysclIJ and thet—a peasant of the Alps— 
Thy humble virtues, hospitable home. 

And spirit pationl, pious, proud and free; 

Thy self-respect, grafted on innocent thoughts ; 

Thy days of health, and nights of sleep; thy toils, 

By danger dignified, yet gmliless; hopes 
Of cheerful old age ami a quiet grave, 

WItli cross and garland over its green turlj 
And thy grandchildren’s love for epitaph; 

This do I see—:md then I look within— 

It matters not—my soul was scorch’d already! 

C. Hun. And would’st thon then cxdiange thy lot 
for mine ? 

Man. No, friend! I would not wrong thee not 
e.xchange 

My lot with living being: I can boar— 

However wretchedly, ’tis still to boar— 

In life what others eould not brook to dream. 

But perish in their slumber. 

C. Hun. And with this— 

This cautious feeling for another’s [lain. 

Const thou he black with evil?—say not so. 

Can one of gmtlo thoughts have wreak’d revenge 
Upon liis enemies ? 

Man. Oh! no, no, no! 

My injiu-ics came down on those who loved mo— 

On those whom I beat loved: T never quell’d 
An enemy, save in my just defence— 

But my embrace was fatal. 

C. Hun. Heaven give that rest 

And penitence restore ihoe to thyself; 

My prayers shall be for thee. 
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Man. 1 need them not, 

But can endure thy pity. I depart— 

*T is time>~>fareweU!—^Here’s gold and thanks for Uiee— 
No words—it is diy due.—Follow me not— 

1 know my path—the mountain periPs past: 

And once again, 1 cliargo dice, follow not! 

MANrKED. 

ScusTE n .—laaier VaUey in the Alps. A Cataract. 
Snter Manfred. 

It is not noon—the sunbow’s rays^ still arch 
The torrent with the many hues of heaven, 

And roll the sheeted silver’s waving column 
OVr the crag’s headlong perpendicular, 

And fling its lines of foaming light along, 

And to and fro, like the pale courser’s tail, 

The Gieuit steed, to lie bestrode by Death, 

As told in the Apocalypse. No eyes 
But mine now drink this sight of loveliness; 

1 should 1 ms sole in tliis sweet solitude, 

And with the Spirit of the place divide 
The homage of these waters.—I will call her. 

[Manfred takes some of (he imter wto the palm 
offds kand^ antiflint^s it in the air, mutterin'' 
the adjuration. AJlerapmtse,the'WjTcn or 
THE Alps rises beneath die arch of the surdjeam 
of the torrent. 

Beautiful Spirit! with thy hair of light, 

And dazzbng eyes of glory, in whose form 
The charms of cartli’s Icast-mortol daughters grow 
To an unearthly stature, in an essence 
Of purer elements; while the hues of youth,— 
CarnatioiiM like a sleeping infant’s cheek, 

Rock’d hy the boating of her mother’s heart, 

Or the rose tints, which summer’s twilight l<5avus 
Ujwn the lofty glazier’s virgin snow, 

The blush of earth embracing wit h her heaven,— 

^ingc tliy celestial aspect, and make tame 
The beauties of the sunbow which bends o’er thee. 
Beautiful Spirit! in tliy calm clear brow, 

Wherein is glass’d serenity of soul, 

Which of itself shows immortality, 

1 rctvd that thou wilt {Kinlon to a Son 
Of Earth, whom the abstmscr powers permit 
At times to conununc with them—if that lie 
Avail him of his 6])clls—to call thee thus, 

And gaze on thee a moment. 

Witch. SonofEartli! 

I know thee, and tlie powers which give Uice power; 

1 know thee for a man of many thoughts, 

And deeds of good and ill, extreme in boUi, 

Fatal and fated in thy sufferings. 

A have expected this—what would’st thou witli me ? 

Man. To look upon Ihy beauty—nothing further. 
The face of the earth haUi madden’d me, and 1 
Take refuge in her mysteries, and pierce 
To the abodes of th<^e who govern her— 

But they nothing aid me. I hare sou^t 

From them what they could not bestow, and now 
I search no further. 

Witch. What could be the quest 
Which is not in the power of &e most powerful, 

The rulers of the invisible? 

Man. A boon; 

But why should I repeat it? Hwerc in vain. 

WUeA. I know not that; let thy lips utter it. 

Man, Well, though it torture me, ’tie but the same; 
My pa^ shah find a vmco. From my youth upwards 
My spirit walk’d not with the souls of men, 

Nor look’d upon the earth with human eyes; 

The thirst of tlieir ambition was not mine, 

The aim of their existence was not mine; 

joys* **'y gocf% >»y passions, and my powers, 

Made mo a stranger; though I wore the form. 

I had DO sympathy with breathing flesh, 

Nor midst the creatures of clay that ^rded me 


Was there but one who -— -but of her anon. 

T Hai<l with men, and witli the thoughts of men, 

I held but slight communion; but in.stend, 

My joy was in tlie Wilderness, to breathe 
The (iiflicuU air of (ho iced mountain’s top, 

Where the birds dare not build, nor insect’s wing 
Flit o’er the herbless granite; or to plunge 
Into tlio torrent, and to roll along 
On the swift whirl of tlie new breaking wave 
Of river-stream, or ocean, in their flow. 

In lhes(' my early strentrth exulted; or 
To follow flirough the night tlie moving moon. 

The stars and their development; or catch 
The dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew dim; 

Or to look, list'ning, on tlie scatter’d leaves, 

Wliile Autumn winds were at, their evening song. 
These were my pastimes, and to bo alone; 

For if (he beings, of whom I was one,— 

Hating to bo so,—cross’d me in my path. 

1 felt myself degraded back to tliem, 

And was all clay again. And llien I dived, 

111 my lone wanderings, to the caves of deatli, 
Searching its cause in its effect; and drew 
From with<‘r’d boiu^s, and skidls, and heap’d up du; 
Conclusions most ftirbiddoij. Then I pass’d 
Tlie iiiglitN of years in sciences untaught, 

8av(? in the old time; and with time and toil, 

And terrible ordeal, and such penance 
As in itself hath power upon the uir, 

And spirits that do ctunpass air and earth. 

Space, lint! the people intinile, i made 
Mine eves familiar with Eternity, 

Such as, before me, did (he Magi, and 

H(^ who from out their fountain dwellings raised 

Eros and Antcros,® at Oadara, 

A.s 1 do lliee;—aihl with my knowledge grew 
The thirst of knowledge, and the power and joy 
Of this most bright intelligence, until— 

Witch. Proceed. 

Man. Oh! I but thus prolong’d iny \ 

Boasting tliese idle attributes, because 
As I approach the core of my heart’s grief— 

But to my task. I Ir.ive not named to (heo 
Father or mother, mistress, friend, or being, 

With whom 1 wore tlic eliatn of human ties; 

If I had such, they seem’d not such to me— 

Yet there was one— 

Witch. Spare not thyself—prw 

Man. She was like me in lineaments—her eye 
Her hair, her features, all, to the very tone 
Even -.'f her voice, they said were like to mine; 
But soften’d all, and tcmptjr’d into beauty; 

She had the same lone thoughts and wandering, 
Tlie cpiest of hidden knowledge, and a mind 
To comprehend the universe: nor tliese 
Alone, but with lliem gentler powers than mine, 
Pity, and smiles, and tears—whicli 1 had not; 

And tenderness—but that 1 had for her; 
Humility—and that I never hod. 

Her faults were mine—dier virtues were her own 
I loved her, and destroy’d her I 

Witch. With thy hand ? 

Man. Not with my hand, but heart—which br< 
heart— 

It gazed on mine, and wither’d. I have shed 
Blood, but not hers—and yet her blood was shei 
I saw—and could not stanch it. 

Witch. And for this 

A licing of the race thou dost despise, 

The order which thine own would rise above, 
Mingling with us and ours, thou dost forc^ 

The pfts of our great knowledge, and shrink’st l 
To recreant mortality——Away! 

Man. Daughter of Air 1 1 tell thoe, .since that 
But wortls are breath—look m mo in my sleep 
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Or watch my watchings—Come and sit by me! 

My solitude is solitude no more, 

But fwopled with the Furios;—have gnash’d 
My teeth in darkness till returning mom, 

Then cursed myself till sunsetI have pray’d 
For madness as a blessing—’tis denied me. 

I have affronted death—but in the war 
Of elements tire, waters sbruidt from me, 

And fatal things pass’d harmless—tlie cold hand 
Of an all-pitiless demon held mo back. 

Back by a single hair, which would not break. 

In phantasy, imagination, all 

The affluence of my soul—which one day was 

A Croesus in creation—1 plunged deep. 

But, like an ebbing wave, it dash’d me hack 
Into the gulf of my tmfathom’d tliought. 

I plunged amidst mankind—^Forgetfulness 
I sought in all, save whore’t is to be (bund, 

And that I have to learn—ray sciences, 

My long pursued and super-human art. 

Is mortal hero—I dwell in my despair— 

And live—and live for ever. 

JVitdi. It may be 

That I can aid thee. 

Man. To do this thy power 

Must wake the dead, or lay me low with them. 

Do BO—in any shape—in any liour— 

With any torture—so it be the last. 

WMi. That is not in ray province; but if thou 
Wilt swear obedience to my will, and do 
My bidding, it may help theo to thy wishes. 

Man. 1 will not swear—Obey! and whom? the spirits 
Whose presence I command, and be the slave 
Of those who served me—Never! 

Witch . Is this all? 

Hast thou no gentler aaswisT '!—^Yet bethink thee. 

And pause ere tliou rejectest. 

Man. I have said it. 

Witdh . Enough!—may retire tlien—say! 

Man. Retire! 

[The Witch dicappeaca . 

Man. (alone.) We are the fools ol' time and terror; 

Days 

Steal ou us and steal from us; yet we live, 

Loalliing our life, and dreading still to die. 

Iti all the days of this detested yoke— 

This vital weight upon the struggling heart, 

Which sinks with sorrow, or beats quick tvith pain, 

Or joy that ends in agony or faintness— 

In all the days of past and future, for 
In life there is no present, wo can number 
How few-how less than few—^wherein tlic soul 
Forbears to pant for death, and yet, draws back 
As from a stream in winter, tliough the chill 
Be but a moment’s. I have one resource 
Still in my science—I can call the dead, 

And ask them what it is we dread to be ; 

The sternest answer can but be the Grave, 

And that is notliing—^if tliey answer not— 

The buned Prophet answer'd to the Hag 
Of Endor; and the Spartan Monarch drew 
From the Byzantine maid’s unsleeping spirit 
An answer and his destiny—he slew 
That which he loved, unknowing what he slew, 

And died unpardon’d—^though he call’d in aid 
The Phyxian Jove, and in Phigalia roused 
The Arcadian Evocators to compel 
The indignant shadow to depose her wrath, 

Or fix her term of vengeance—she replied 
In words of dubious import, but fulfilled.* 

If I had never hve^ tiM which I love 
Had still been IMdiflMlI never loved, 

That which I Itqn amid sUll be beautiful— 

Happy and (MilFlil^piness. What is she? 

What is sliJlmWO' u sufferer for my sins— 


A thing I dare not think upon—or nothing. 

Within few hours I shall not call in vain— 

Yet in this hour 1 dread the thing I dare; 

Until tliis hour I never shrunk to gaze 
On spirit, good or evil—^now I tremble, 

And feet a strange cold thaw upon my heart, 

But I can act even what I most abhor, 

And champion human fears.—The night approaches. 

[Exit. 

ScEKE III.—The Summii of the Jungfrau MamUarn. 
Enter Fihst Destiny. 

The moon is rising broad, and round, and bright ; 

And here on snows, where never human foot 
Of common mortal trod, we nightly tread, 

And leave no traces; o’er the savage sea, 

The glassy ocean of tlie mountain ice. 

We skim its rugged breakers, which put on 
The as(>ect of a tumbling tempest’s foam. 

Frozen in a moment—a dead whirlpool’s image j 
And this most steep fantastic pinnade. 

The fretwork of some earthquake—where the clouds 
Pause to repose themselves in passing by— 

Is sacred to our revels, or our vigils; 

Hero do I wait my sisters, on our way 

To the HaD of Arimanos, for to-night 

Is our great festival—’tis strange Uiey come not. 

A Voice without, einging. 

The Captive Usurprsr, 

Hurl’d down from the thnme, 

Lay buried hi torpor, tst 

Forgotten and lone; 

I broke through his slumbers, 

I shiver’d his chain, 

I leagued him with numbers— 

He’s Tyrant again! 

With the blood of a million he '11 answer my enre. 

With a nation’s destruction—^his fliglit and despair. 

Second Voice, witIunU. 

The ship sail’d on, tlie ship sail’d fast. 

But I left not a sail, and 1 left not a mast; 

There is not a plank of the hull or the deck. 

And there is not a wretch to lament o’er his wreck; 
Save one, whom I held, as he swam, by the hair, 

And he was a subject well worthy my care; 

A traitor on land, and a pirate at sea— 

But I saved him to wreak further havoc fur me! 

First Destiny, itnewering. 

The city lies sleeping; 

The mum, to deplore if. 

May dawn on it weeping; 

Sullenly, slowly. 

The black plague flew o’er it— 

Thousands lie lowly; 

Tens of tliousands shall perish— 

The living shall fly from 
The sick tliey should cherish ; 

But nodiing can vanquish 
The touch tliat they die from. 

Sorrow and anguish, 

And evil and dread, 

Envelope a nation— 

The blest are the dead, 

Who see not the sight 
Of their own desolation— 

This work of a night— 

This wreck of a realm—this deed of my doing— 

For ages I’ve done, and shall still be renewing! 

Enter the Second and Third Destiniei. 

The Three . 

Our bands contain the hearts of men, 

Our footsteps are their graves; 

We only give to take again 
The spirits of our slaves! 
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£^r»t Des. Welcome!—^Where’s Nemesis? 

Second Iks. At some great work; 

But what 1 know not^ for my hands were full. 

Tinrd Des. Behold she comelb. 

^Tt/er Nemesis. 

jF\m Vet. Say, where hast thou been 

My sisteis and thyself are slow to>night. 

Nem. I was detain’d repairing shatter’d thr^uies, 
Marrying fools, restoring dynasties, 

Avenging men upem their enemies, 

And makmg them repent tfieir own revenge; 

Goading the wise to madness; from the dull 
SSliaping out orgies to rule the world 
Afresh, for they were waxing out of date, 

And mortals dared to ponder for themselves, 

7'o weigh kings in the balance, and to spe-ak 
Of freedom, the forbidden frmt.—Away! 

We have outstayed tiie hour>->inounl we our clouds ! 

[ISafeuni 

Scene IV.—TVee UaU of Arimanet—Arimanca on Jm 
Throne^ a Globe of Pire^ surronTided % fJie Spirits. 
Hymn of the SriKiTS. 

Hail to our Master!—Prince of Eartlj and Air ! 

Who walks the clouds and waters—in his hand 
The setiptre of Uic clemonls, which tear 
Tliemselves to chaos at his high command ! 

He brcathclh—and a tcmiwst shakes tlie sea; 

He speakefh—and the clouds reply in tlmiuler; 

He gazeth—^froni his glance the sunbeams flee; 

He nioveth—earthfjuakes rend tlic world asunder. 
Boiieatli his footsteps the volcanos rise; 

His shadow is the Pestilence; his path 
'riio cornels herald tiirough tlje crackling skies; 

And planets turn to aslies at his wratli. 

To him War oflbrsdaily sacrifice; 

To him Death pays his tribute; Life is his, 

With all its infinite of agonies— 

And his tlie spirit of whatever is! 

Enter the Destinies and Nemesis. 

PirA Iks. Glory to Arimanes! on the ear* h 
His power incrcaseth—both my sisters did 
His bidding, nor did I neglect my duty! 

Second JDes. Glory to Arimanes! we who bow 
The nocks of men, bow down befiire his throne! 

TJiird Ves. Glory to Arimanes! we await 
His nod! 

Hem. Sovereign of Sovereigns! wo are thine, 

And all that bvolh, more or less, is ours, 

And most things wliolly so; still to increase 
()ur power, increasing tluiie, demands our care. 

And we are vigilant—Thy late commands 
Have been fulfill’d to the utmost. 

Enter Mavthkx>» 

A Spirit. What is here ? 

A mortal!—Thou most rash and fatal wretch, 

Bow down and worship t 
Second Spirit. I do know the man— 

A Ma^an of groat power and fearful skill! 

Third Sprit. Bow down and worsliip, slave !— 
What, know’st them not 

Thine and our Sovereign ?—Tremble, and obey! 

AU the Spirkt. Prostrate thyself] and thy con- 
donmed clay, 

Child of til© Earth! or dread the worst. 

Man. I loiow it; 

And yet ye see 1 kneel not. 

Fowih Spirit. ’T will be taught thee. 

Man. ’Tis taught alreadymany a ni^t on the 
earth. 

On the bare ground, have I bow’d down my face. 

And strew’d my head with ashes; 1 have known 


The fulness of hunuliation, for 
I sunk before my vain despair and knelt 
To my own desolation. 

Spirit. Dost Uiou dare 

Refuse to Arimanes on hb throne 
What tlie whole earth accoids, beholding nut 
The terror of his Glory—Croudi! 1 say. 

Man. Bid him bow down to that which is above lii 
The overruling Infinite—the Maker 
Who made him not hr worship—lot him kneel, 

And we will kneel together. 

7*he Spirits. Crush the worm 

Tear him in pieces !— 

First Iks, Hence! Avaunt!—he’s m»s 

Prince of tlie Powers invisihle! This man 
Is of no common order, as lus port 
And presence here denote; his suflerings 
Have been of an immortal nature, like 
Our own; liis kiiowle<lge and his powers and will, 

As far as is compatible with clay, 

Which clogs liie ethereal essence, have been such 
As clay hatii seldom borne; his aspirations 
I Have been beyond die dwellers ofth© eartli, 

I And tliey have only taught him what we kiiow- 
That knowledge is not happiness, and science 
But an exchange of ignorance for that 
Wliich is another kind of ignorance. 

This is not all—tlic passions, attributes 

(If earth smd lieavcn, friim whioh no power, nor bein 

Nor breath from the worm upwarik is exempt, 

Have piercul his heart; and in Uieir consequence 
Made him a thing, wliich I, who pity not, 

Yet j)ar<lon those who pity. He is mine, 

And tliinc, it may be—be it so, or not, 

No otlwr Spirit in this region hath 
A s<it»l like, his—or pow<;r u|>oh his soul. 

Ncm. What doth ho here then? 

First Iks. Let Iiim answer ■ 

Mart. Vo know what I have kiiowm; and wit 
power 

I« could not be among ye: but there are 
•Powers deeper still beyond—I come in quest 
If .such, to answer unto what I seek. 

Ncm. Wliat w'ouldkt tliou ? 

Man. Thou caast not reply to 

>all up the dead—my question is for them. 

Nem. Great Arimanes, doth thy will avoucli 
The wishes of tins mortal ? 

An. Tea. 

Netn. Whom would’st 

Jnchamel ? 

Man. One without a tomb—cal) up 
Astorle. 

Nemesis. 

Shadow! or Spirit! 

Whatever thou art, 

Which still dotli inherit 
The whole c>r a part 
Of the form of thy birth. 

Of Uie mould of thy clay, 

Which return’d to the earA, 

Reappear to the day! 

Bear what thou borest, 

The heart and the form, 

And tlie aspect Uiou worest 
Redeem from the worm. 

Appear!—Appear!—Appear i 

Who sent the© there requires thee here! 

[7Vie Phantom of Astarte rites and 
in the midst. 

Man. Can this be death 7 there’s bloom upt 
cheek; 

But now I see it is no living hue, 

But a strange hectic—like the unnatural red 
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'Wliich Autumn plants upon Uie perish’d leaf. 

It is the same! Oh, God! that I should dread 
To look upon the same—Astarte!—No, 

I cannot speak to her—but bid her speak— 

Forgive me or condemn me. 

Nemesis. 

By the power which hath bn^en 
The grave which entlirall’d thee, 

Speak to him who hath s[>oken. 

Or those who have call’d thee! 

Mom, She is silent. 

And in that silence I am more than amswer’d. 

iVetn. My power extends no further. Prince of air! 
It rests with thee alone—command her voice. 

Ari. Spirit—obey this sceptre! 

Nem. Silent still! 

She is not of our order, but belongs 

To the other powers. Mortal! thy quest is vain 

And we are bafllud also. 

Man. Hear mo, hear me— 

Astarte! my beloved! speak to me; 

I have so much endured—so much endure— 

Look on me! the grave hath not changed thee more 
Than I am changed for thee. Thou lovedst me 
Too much, as I loved tliec: we were not made 
To torture thus each otlicr, though it were 
The deadliest sin to love as we have loved. 

Say that thou loatli’st me not—that I do bear 
This ptmishment fi>r both—that thou wilt be 
One of tlie blessed—and that I shall die; 

For hitlierlo all hateful tilings conspire 
To bind me ill existence—m a life 
Wliich makes me shrink from immortality— 

A future like the past. I cannot rest. 

1 know not what I a.sk, nor what I seek: 

1 feel but what tliou art—and what 1 am ; 

And I would hear yet once before 1 perish 
The voice which was my music—Speak to me! 

For I have call’d on thee in the still night, 

Startled the slumbering birds from the hush’d boughs. 
And woke tlio mountain wolves, and made the caves 
Acquainted witli tliy vainly echoed name, 

Wliich answer’d me—many thmgs answer’d me— 
Spirits and men—but thou wort silent all. 

Yet s|)eak to me! I have outwatch’d tlie stars. 

And gazed o’er heaven in vain in search of thee. 

Speak to me! I have wander’d o’er the earth, 

And never found thy likeness—Speak to me! 

Look on the fiends around—they feel for me : 

I fear them not, and feel for thee alone— 

Speak to me! though it be in wratii;—but say— 

I reck not what—but let me hear thee once- 
This once—once more! 

Phantom of Aatarte. Manfred! 

Mon. Say on, say on— 

1 live but in the sound—it is thy voice! 

Phan. Manfred! To-morrow ends thine cartlily ills. 
Farewell! 

Man. Yet one word more—am I forgiven? 
Phan. Farewell! 

Man. Say, shall wo meet again ? 

Phan. Farewell! 

Man. One word for mercy! Say, thou lovest me. 
Phan. Manfred! 

[TSs Spirit of Abtabte <U»appear>. 
iVem. She’s gone, and will not be reel’d; 

Her words will be fulfill’d. Return to the earth. 

A Spirit. He is convulsed—This is to be a mortal. 
And seek the things beyond mortality. 

Another Spirit, Yet, see, he mastereth himself; and 
makes 

His torture tributary to his will. 


Had he been one of us, he would have made 
An awful spirit. 

Nan. Hast thou furtlicr question 

Of our great sovereign, or his worshippers t 
Man. None. 

Nem. Then for a time farewell. 

Man. We meet then! Where? On the earth?— 
Even as tliou wilt: and for tlie grace accorded 
I now depart a debtor. Fare ye well! 

[Exit MABEKEn. 

(Scene closee.) 

1 ACT III. 

ScEWE I.—A Hail in the Caetk of Manfred. 
Makered and Herman. 

Man. What is the hour? 

Her. It wants but one till sunset. 

And promises a lovely twilight. 

Man. Say, 

Arc all things so disposed of in the tower 
As I directed? 

Her. All, my lord, arc ready; 

Here is the key and casket. 

Man. It is well: 

Thou niay’st retire. [Exit Herman. 

Man. (alone.) There is a calm upon me— 
Inexplicable stillness! which till now 
Did not belong lo what I knew of life. 

If that I did not know philosojihy 
To be of all our vanities the mothest. 

The merest word that ever fool’d the ear 
From out the schoolman’s jargon, I should deem 
The golden secret, tlie sought “ Kalon” found, 

And seated in my soul. It will not last, 

But it is well to have known it, though hut once; 

It hath enlarged my thoughts witli a new sense. 

And I within my tablets would note down 
That there is such a feeling. Who is there ? 

Re-enter Herman. 

Her. My lord, the abbot of St. Maurice craves 
To greet your presence. 

Enter the Abbot of Sr. Maurice. 

Ahhot. Peace be with Count Manfred 

Man. Thanks, holy father! welcome to these walls 
Thy presence honours them, and blessctli tlioso 
Who dwell witliin them. 

Alihnt. Would it wore so. Count !- 

But I would fain confer with thee alone. 

Man. Herman, retire. What would my rcvcrei 
guest? 

Ahhot. Thus, without prelude:—Age and zeal, ii 
ofliee. 

Anil good intent, must plead my privilege; 

Our near, though not acquainted neighbourhood. 

May also be my herald. Rumours strange. 

And of unholy nature, are abroad, 

And busy with thy name; a noble name 
For centuries; may he who bears it now 
Transmit it unimpair’d! 

Man. Proceed,—! listen. 

Abbot. T is said thou boldest converse with the tliir 
Which are forbidden to the search of man; 

That with the dwellers of the dark abodes, 

The many evil and unheavenly spirits 
Which walk the valley of the sh^e of death. 

Thou communest. I know that with mankind, 

Thy fellows in creation, thou dost rarely 
Exchange thy thoughts, and that thy solitude 
Is as an anchorite’s, were it but holy. 

Man. And what are they who do avouch these thin; 
Abbot. My pious brethren—the scared peasantry 
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Even thy own vassals—who do look on thee 
With most unquiet eyes. Thy life’s in peril. 

Man. Take it. 

Abbot. I come to save, and not destroy— 

I would not pry into thy secret soul; 

But if these things be sooth, there still is time 

For penitence and pity: reconcile thco 

With the true church, and tlirough the church to heaven. 

Man. 1 hear tliec. This is my reply; whate’er 
I may have been, or am, doth rest between 
Heaven and myself.—shall not choose a mortal 
To be niy mediator. Have I sinn’d 
Against your ordinances ? prove and punish! 

A66of. My s<m! I did not speak of punishment, 

But penitence and pardonwith tliysclf 
ThA choice of such remains—and for Uic last, 

Our institutions and our strong belief 
Have given me power to smooth the path from sin 
To higher hope and better thoughts; the first 
T leave to heaven—“Vengeance is mine alone” 

So saith the Lord, ami with all humbUmess 
His servant cclioe.s back the awfiil word. 

Man. Old man! there is no [jower in holy men. 

Nor cliarm in prayer—nor purifying form 
f)f penitence—nor outward look—nor fast— 

Nor agony—nor, greater Uiau all Iheso, 

The innate tortures of that deep despair, 

Which is remorse without tlie fear of hell, 

But all in all sullicient to itself 
Would niak(‘ a lie!) of heaven—can exorcise 
From out tlie unbounded spirit, the quick sense 
Of its own sins, wrongs, sufR.Tancc, and reveng© 

Upon ihsclf; tliero is no future pang 
Can deal that justice on tlic scll-coiidcirin’d 
He deals on his own soul. 

AWw/. All this is well; 

For this will pass away, and be sucficedeJ 
By an auspicious hope, which shall look up 
With calm assuranci* to that blessed place 
Wliinh all who s«ok may win, wlialevcr bo 
Their earthly crr<»rs, so they lie atoned: 

And the comriMiiccrnent of atonement is 
The sense of its necessity.—Say on— 

And all our church can teach thee shall he taught; 
And all we can absolve thee shall be pardon’d. 

Man. When Homo’s sixth emperor was near lus last, 
The victim of a se]f*inf]jciod wound, 

To sliun the torments of a public death 
From senates once his slaves, a certain soldier, 

Willi show of loyal jiity, wovikl have stanch’d 
The gushing tliroat with his officious robe; 

'I’he dying Roman Uirust him back and said— 

Some empire still in his exjaring glance, 

“ It is t^ late—is this fidelity ?” 

Ahiiot. And what of tills ? 

Man. I answer with tlio Roman— 

“ It is too late!” 

Alibot. It never can be so, 

To recondle thyself with thy own soul, 

And thy own soul with heaven. Hast thou no ho(»e ? 
*T is strange—even those who do despair above, 

Yet Bha|)e thcmHelves some phantasy on eartli, 

To which frail twig they cling like drowning men. 

Man. Ay—^father! I have had tlioso earthly visions 
And noble asjiirations in my youth, 

To make my own the mind of other men. 

The enlightener of nations; and to rise 
I know not whither—it might ho to fall; 

But fall, oven as the moiuitain-cataract, 

Which having leapt from its more dazzling height, 

Even in the ibaming strength of its abyss, 

(Which casts up misty columns that become 
Clouds raining from the re-ascended skies,) 

Lies low but mi^ty still. But this is past, 

My thoughts mistook themselves. 


Abbot. And wherefore m 

Man. I could not tame my nature dow-n; for he 
Must serve who fain would sway—and soolli— 
sue— 

And waicli all time—and pry into all place— 

And be a living lie—who would become 
A mighty thing among tlic mean, and such 
The niasM arc; I disdain’d to mingle with 
A herd, llionglj to lie leader—and of wolves. 

The lion is alone, and so am T. 

Ahb(4. And why not live and act with oilier men? 

Man. Hccniise my nature was averse from life; 
And yet not rniel; for I would not make, 
i^nt find a «h*^ol;ifionlike the wind, 

The red-hot brcatli of iIjc most lone Simoom, 

Which dwells but. in the di'scrt, and sw'eepa o’er 
Tho barren sands which bear no shniba to blast, 

And revels o’er their wild and arid waves, 

And scckelh not, so that it is not sought. 

But being met is deadly ; such hath been 
The course of my oxistcnc<*; but there came 
Things in rny j>ath which arc no more, 

Ablmt. Alas! 

I 'gin to fe.ir that thou art past all aid 
From me and from iny calling; yet so young, 

I still would— 

Man. liOnU on me! there i.s an order 

Of mortals on the earth, wlu» do become 
Old in their youth, and dii; ere middle ago, 

Without the vir»h*iico of warlike death; 

Some perishing of pleasure—some of study— 

Some Worn with toil—s<»mc of mere weariness— 
Sonu^ (»f flisoaso—and some insanity— 

And soiTH^ of wither’d, <ir of broken hearts; 

P’or this last is a malady wliich slays 
More than are numherM in the lists of Fate, 

Taking all sli.qK'p, and hearing many names. 

I..ook upon me 1 lor cv<‘n of ail tlicse things 
Have 1 partaken; and of all these things, 

One w'lTt* enough; ilien wonder not that 1 
Am what I am, but that I ev< r was, 

Or having been, that 1 am still on earth. 

Abbot. YV'f, hear me still— 

Man. Old man! I do res 

Thine order, and revere thy years; I deem 
Thy purpose, pious, hut it is in vain: 

Think me not churhsli; 1 would spare thyself, 

Far mure than me, in shurining at tliis time 
All further colloquy—and .so—farewe 

[Eicit Mapt: 

Abltot. This should have been a noble creature 
Hath all the energy whicli would have made 
A goodly frame of* gK»rious elements, 

Had tliey been wisely mingled; as it is, 

It is an aw’ful cliaos—liglif and darkness— 

And mind and dust—and passions and pure thou 
Mix’d, and contending without end or order, 

All donnanl or destructive: he will pcrisl}, 

Ami yet he must not; 1 will try once mure, 

For such are worth redemption; and my duty 
Is (o dare all Uungs for a righteous end. 

I ’ll follow liiin—^but cautiously, though surely 

/ 

ScEfTE Another Chamber. 

M.\nfuei> and Herman. 

Her. My lord, you bade me wail on yon at st 
He sinks behind tlic mountain. 

Man. Dotli be so? 

T will look on him. 

[Manfred a^hanrai to Ote Window of ih 
Glorious Orb! the idol 
Of early nature, and the vigorotis race 
Of undiseased mankind, the giant sons ^ 

Of the embrace of angels, with a sox 



More beautiful than they, which did draw down 
The ening epirita who can ne’er return.— 

Most glorious orb! that wert a worship, ere 
The mystery of thy making was reveal’d! 

Thou earliest minister of the Almighty, 

Which gladden’d, on their mountain tops, the hearts 
Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pourid 
Themselves in orisons! Thou material God! 

And representative rf the Unknown— 

Who chose thee for his shadow! Thou chief star! 
Centre of many stars! which mak’st our earth 
Endurable, and temperest. the hues 
And hearts of all who wallc within thy rays! 

Sire of the seasons! Monarch of the climes, 

And those who dwelt in them! fur near or far, 

Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee. 

Even as our outward aspects;—thou dost rise, 

And shine, and set in glory. Faro thee well! 

I ne’er shall see thee more. As my first glance 
Of love and wonder was for thee, then take 
My latest look: thou wilt not beam on one 
To whom the gifts of life and warmth have been 
Of a more fal^ nature. Ho is gone: 

I follow. [Ain't ManmES. 

ScEKE III.— The Mmniaing — T/te Caetk of Manfred 
at tome dittance—A Terrace before a Tower.-^Time, 
TheUight. 

Hekman, Mahuei., and other DependanUofMi.vrKzn. 

Her. ’Tis strange enough; night after night, for years. 
He hath pursued long vi^ in this tower, 

Without a witness. 1 have been within it,— 

So have we all been ofWmea; but from it, 

Or its contents, it were impossible 
To draw conclusions absolute, of aught 
His studies tend to. To be sure, tliere is 
One chamber where none enter; I would give 
The foe of what I have to como these three years. 

To pore upon its mysteries. 

Manuel. ’T wore dangerous; 

Content thyself witli what tliou know’st already. 

Her. Ah! Manuel! thou art clderiy and wise. 

And eouldst say much; thou hast dwelt within the 
castle— 

How many years is’t ? 

Marmd. Ere Count Manfred’s birth, 

I served his father, whom he naught resembles. 

Her. There be more sons in like predicament. 

But ndierein do they dilTer 1 
Manuel. I s)>eak not 

Of features or of form, but mind and habits: 

Count Sigmund was proud,—^but gay and free,— 

A warrior and a reveller; he dwelt not 
With books and solitude, nor made the night 
A gloomy vigil, but a festal time, 

Merrier than day; he did not walk the rodcs 
And forests like a woK| nor turn aside 
From men and their delights. 

Her. Boshrew the hour, 

But those were jocund times! I would that such 
Would visit the old walls again; they lode 
As if they had forgotten them. 

Mtmud. These walls 

Must change their chieftain first. Oh! I have seen 
Some strange things in them, Herman. 

Her. Come, be firiendly; 

Relate me some to while away our watch; 

I’ve heard thee darkly speak of an event 
'Which happen’d hereabouts, by this same tower. 

Manuel. That was a night indeed! I do remember 
T was twili^t, as it may be now, and such 
Another evening;—yon red cloud, which rests 
On Eigher’s pinnacle, so rested then,— 


So like that it might be the same; the wind 
Was faint and gusty, and the mountain snows 
Began to glitter wiUi the climbing moon; 

Count Manfred was, as now, within his tower,— 

How orxsupicd, we knew not, but with him 
The sole companion of his wanderings 
And watchings—her, whom of ail earthly things 
That lived, tlie only thing he seem’d to love,— 

As he, indeed, by blood was bound to do. 

The lady Astarte, his- 

Hush ! who comes here 
Anter the Abbot. 

Abbot. Where is your master ? 

Her, Vender in the towe 

Abbot. I must speak witli him. 

Manuel. ’T is impossible { 

He is most private, and must not he thus 
Intruded on. 

Abbot. Upon myself I take 
The forfeit of my fault, if fault there be— 

But 1 must see him. 

Her. Thou hast seen him once 

This eve already. 

Abbot. Herman ! I command thee, 

Knock, and afiprize the Count of my approach. 

I Her. We dare not. 

Abbot. Then it seems I must he here 

' Of my own puriiose. 

Manuel. Reverend father, stop— 

I pray you pause. 

Aljbot. Why so ? 

Manuel. But step this way. 

And I will tell you further. [Kxem 

Scene IV. — Interior of the Tower. 
Manfred alone, 

Man. The stars are forth, the moon above the top 
Of the .snow-shining mountains.—Beautiful! 

I linger yet witli Nature, for the night 
Hatii been to me a more familiar fitce 
Than that of man ; and in he.r starry shade 
Of dim and solitary loveliness, 

1 Icarn’d the language of another world. 

I do remember mo, that in my youth, 

Whi'n 1 was wandering,—upon such a night 
I stood witliin the tHoliseuni’s wall, 

Midst the chief relics of almighty Rome ; 

The trees which grew along the broken arches 
Waved dark in the blue rnidiiighl, and the star 
Shone through the rents of ruin; from afar 
The watch-dog bay’d beyond the Tiber; and 
More near from out the Ciesars’ palace came 
The owl’s long cry, and, interruptedly, 

distant sentinels tlio fitful song 
Begun and died upon the gentle wind. 

Some cypresses beyond the time-wom breach 
Appear’d to skirt the horizon, yet tliey stood 
Within a bowshot—Where the Cawars dwelt. 

And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst 
A grove which springs through Icvell’d battlements, 
And twines its roots witli the imperial hearths, 
vy usurps the laurel’s place of growth;— 

But the gladiators’ bloody Circus stands, 

A noble wreck in ruinous perfection! 

Wliile Ciesars’ cliambers and the Augustan halts, 
Grovel on earth in indistinct decay.— 

And thou didst shine, tliou rolling moon, upon 
All this, and cast a wide and tender iight^ 

Wliich soften’d down the hoar austerity 
Of rugged desolation, and fill’d uft 
As’t were anew, the gaps of centuries, 

'"leaving that beautiful which still was so, 

And miikiag that which was not, till the place 
Became religion, and the heart ran o’er 
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With silent worabip of the great of old!— 

The dead, but sceptred sovereigns, who still rule 
Our spirits from tlieir ums.— 

T was such a night! 
’T is strange that I recall it at this time ; 

But I have found our thoughts take wildest flight 
Even at the moment when they should array 
Themselves in pensive order. 


Abbot. Avaunt! yo evil ones!—Avaunt! I say, 
Ye have no power where piety hath power, 

And I do charge ye in the name- 

Spirit. Old man! 

We know ourselves, our mission, and thine order; 
Waste not thy holy words on idle uses, 

It were in vain; this man is forfeited. 

Once more I summon him—^Away! away! 

Man. I do defy ye,—though I feel my soul 
Is ebbing from me, yet I do defy ye; 

Nor will I hence, while I have earthly breath 
To breathe my scorn u[>on yo—earthly strength 
To wre.stlo, though with spirits; what ye take 
Shall be la’en limb by limb. 

Sjiirit. Reluctant mortal! 

Is this the Magian who would so pervade 
The world invisible, and make liimsolf 
Almost our equal?—Can it be tliat thou 
Art thus in love with life ? the very life 
Which made thee wretched! 

Man. Thou false fiend, thou 

My life is in its last hour,— that I know. 

Nor would redeem a moment of that hour; 

I do not combat against death, but thee 
And thy surrounding angels; my past power 
Was purchased by no compact with thy crew, 

But by superior science—penance—daring— 

And length of watcliing—strength of mind—and 
'n knowledge of our fathers—when tlic earth 
5aw men and spirits walking side by side. 

And gave ye no supremacy: I stand 
Upon my slrength—I do defy—deny— 

Spurn back, and scum ye!— 

Spirit. But thy many crin 

Have made tlico- 

Man. What are tliey to such os : 

Must crimes be punish’d but by other crimes, 

And greater criminals ?—Back to tliy hell! 

Thou hast no power u|>on me, that 1 feel; 

Thou never shall possess me, that I know: 

What T have done is done; 1 bear within 
A torture which could nothing gain from thine: 
The mind which i.s immortal makes itself 
:ie<|uiial for its good or evil thoughts— 

's its own origin of ill and end— 

And its own place and time—its innate sense. 
When slri]ip’tl of this morlalily, derives 
No colour from the fleeiiiig things without; 

lilt is absorb’il in sulli-rance or in joy, 

Born from the knowledge of its own desert. 

7Vk>u didst not tempt me, and thou couldst not 
mo; 

have not been thy dupe, nor am thy prey— 

But was my own destroyer, and will be 
My own lioreafler.—Back, yo baffled fiends! 

The hand of death is on me—but not yours! 

\2'he Demom dU 

Abbot. Alas! how pale thou art—thy Ups are 
And thy broast heaves—and in thy gasping thri 
The accents rattle—fjive thy prayers to heaven 
Pray—albeit but in thought,—but die not thus. 

Man. ’T is over—my dull eyes can fix thee i 
But all things swim around me, and tlie earth 
Heaves as it were beneath me. Fare thee wel 
live me thy hand. 

Abfna. Cold—cold—even to the he 

But yet one prayer—alas! how faros it with th< 
Man. Old man! *tis not so difficult to die. 

[MAirrBED 

Abbot. He’s gone—his soul hath ta’en its e 
flight— 

Whither? I dread to think—but ho is gone. 


Enter the Abbot. 

Abbot. My good lord! 

I crave a second grace for this approach; 

But yet let not my humble zeal offend 
By its abruptness—all it hatli of ill 
Recoils on me; its good in the effect 
Ma^ light upon your head—could I say heart — 

Could 1 touch that, with words or prayers, I should 
Recall a noble spirit which hath wander’d; 

But is not yet all lost. 

Man. Thou Unow’st mo not; 

My days arc number’d, and my Heeds recorded: 

Retire, or ’twill be dangerous—Away! 

Abbot. Thou dost not mean to menace me 7 
Man. Not 1; 

1 simply tell thee iicril is at hand. 

And would preserve thee. 

Alibal,~ What dost thou mean? 

Man. Look tlicre! 

What dost lliou see ? 

Abbot. Nothing. 

Man. Look there, I say. 

And steadfastly;—now tell me what thou seest? 

Abbot. That which shoukl shake me,—but 1 fear it 
not— 

I sec! a dusk and awful figure rise 
Like an infernal gist from out the earth; 

His face wr.apt in a manlk', and his form 
Robed as wiili angry clouds; ho stands between 
Thyself and me—hut 1 do fear him not. 

Man. Thou hast no cause—he shall not harm thee— 
but 

His sight may .shock Ibinn old Unib.s into jaalsy. 

I say to thee—Retire! 

Abbot. And T reply— 

Never—till I have battled with tliis fiend— 

What doth be here ? 

Man. 'Why—ay—what doth he here ?— 

I did not send for him,—he is unbidden. 

Abbot. Alas! lost murtal! what with guests like tliese 
Hast thou to do ? I tremble for thy sake ; 

Why doth ho gaze on thee, and tliou on him ? 

Ah ! he unveils his aspect; on his brow 
The thunder-scars are graven; from his eye 
Glares fortli the immortality of hell— 

Avaunt!- 

Man. Pronounce—what is thy mission ? 

Spirit.. Come! 

Abbot. What art thou, unknown being ? answer!— 
speak! 

Spirit. The genius of this mortal.—Come! ’tis lime. 
Man. I am prepared for all things, but deny 
The power which summons me. Who sent thee here? 
Spirit. Thou ’It know anon—Come! come! 

Man. 1 have commanded 

Things of an essence greater far than thine. 

And striven with thy masters. Got thee hence 1 
Spirit. Mortal! thine hour is como—^Away! I say. 
Man. I knew, and know my hour is come, but not 
To render up my soul to such as thoe: 

Away 1 I ’ll die as 1 have lived—alone. 

Sjarit. Then I must summon up my brethren.—^Rise! 

[Otiier epirite rite up. 



NOTES TO MANFRED. 


Note I, page 167, linee 7 and 8. 

" th» naibaw’i rayt still arch 

Th* torrmt with the many hues of heaven. 

Thi* irie is formed by the rays of the sun over the 
lower part of the Alpine torrents: it is exactly like a 
rainbow, come down to pay a visit, and so close that 
you may walk into it:—^this effect lasts till noon. 

Note 2, page 167, lines 103 and ld4. 

He who from otU their fountain dwellings raised 
JSros and Antovs, at Gadara. 

The philosopher lamblicus. The story of the raising 
of Eros and Anteros maybe found in his life by Euna- 
pius. It is well told. 

Note 3, page 168, lines 67 and 68. 

-sAe replied 

In wards of dubious import, but fufftlld. 

The story of Pausanias, king of Sparta, (who com¬ 


manded the Greeks at the battle of Plates, and afte 
words perished for an attempt to betray the Laced^ 
monians,) and Clconice, is told in Plutarch’s life 
Cimon; and in the Laconics of Pausanias the Si 
phist, in his description of Greece. 

Note 4, page 171, lines 142 and 143. 

- the giant sons 
Of the embrace of angels. 

“ That the Sons of God saw the daughters of me 
that they were fair,” &c. 

“ There were giants in the earth in those days; ar 
also after tliat, when the Sons of God came in unto tl 
daughters of men, and they bare cliildren to them, ti 
same became mighty men which were of old, men 
renown.” Genesis, ch. vi. verses 2 and i 


HEBREW MELODIES. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Ths subsequent poems were written at tlie request of 
my friend, the Hon. D. Kinnaird, for a selection of 
Hebrew Melodies, and have been published, with the 
music, arranged, by Mr. Bsaiiam and Mr. N.vtiian. 

SHE WALK.S IN BEAUTV. 

1 . 

She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 

And all that’s be.st of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes: 

Thus mellow’d to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

2 . 

One shade the more, one ray the less. 

Had half inipsir’d the nameless grace 

Which waves in every raven tress. 

Or softly lightens o’er her face; 

Whore thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place. 

3. 

And on that cheek, and o’er that brow. 

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 

The smiles that win, die tints that glow. 

But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below, 

A heart whose love is innocent! 


THE HARP THE MONARCH MINSTREL 
SWEPT. 

1 . 

The harp the monarch minstrel swept. 

The King of men, the loved of Heaven, 

WMeh music hallow’d while she wept 
tfsit Mm her heart of hearts had given, 
HedMiUldI be her tears, its chords are riven! 


It soften’d men of iron mould. 

It gave, them virtues not their own; 

No ear so dull, no soul so fsold. 

That felt not, fired not to the tone. 

Till David’s lyre grew mightier than his throne! 

2 . 

It told .the triumphs of our King, 

It wafted glory to our God; 

It made our gladden'd valleys ring. 

The cedars bow, the montains nod; 

Its sound aspired to Heaven and diere abode! 

Since then, tliough heard on earth no more. 
Devotion and her daughter Love 

Still bid tlie bursting spirit soar 
To sounds that seem as from above. 

In dreams that day’s broad Ught can not remove. 


IP THAT HIGH WORLD. 

1 . 

If that high world, which lies beyond 
Our own, surviving Love endears; 

If there the cherish’d heart be fond. 

The eye the same, except in tears— 

How welcome those untrodden spheres! 
How sweet this very hour to die! 

To soar from earth and find alt fears 
Lost in thy light—Eternity! 

2 

It must be so: *1 is not for self 
That we so tremble on the brink; 

And striving to o’crlcap the gulf, 

Yet cling to Being’s severing link. 

Oh! in that future let us think 
To hold each heart the heart that shares, 

With them the immortal waters drink. 

And soul in soul grow deathless theirs! 



HEBREW MELODIES. 


THE WILD GAZELLE. 

1 . 

The wild gazelle on ludah’a lulle 
Exulting yet may bound, 

And drink from ail the living rilU 
That gush on holy ground; 

Its airy step and glorious eye 
May glance in tameless transport by:— 

2 . 

A step as fleet, an eye more bright. 

Hath Judah witness’d there ; 

And o’er her scenes of lost delight 
Inhabitants moro fair. 

The cedars wave on Lebanon, 

But Judah’s statelier mauls are gone 

3. 

More blest each palm that shades tliose plains 
Than Israel’s scatter’d race; 

For, taking root, it there remains 
In solitary grace: 

It cannot quit its place of birth, 

It will not live in otlicr cartli. 

4. 

But we must wander witheringly. 

In other lands to die; 

And where our fathers’ ashes be, 

Our own may never lie: 

Our temple lath not loft a stone, 

And Mockety sits on Salem’s throne. 


OH! WEEP FOR THOSE. 

1 . 

Oh! weep for those that wept by Babel’s stream, 
Whose shrines are desolate, whose land a dream; 
Weep for the harp of Judah’s broken shell; 

Mourn—where their God hath dwelt die Godless dwell 

2 . 

And where shall Israel lave her bleeding feet ? 

And when shall Zion’s songs again seem sweet ? 

And Judah’s melody once more rejoice 

The liearts that leap’d before its heavenly voice ? 

S. 

Tribes of the wandering foot and weary breast, 

How shall ye floe away and be at rest! 

The wild-dove hath her nest, the fox his cave. 
Mankind their country—Israel but the grave! 

ON JORDAN’S BANKS. 

1 . 

On Jordan s banks the Arabs’ camels stray. 

On Sion’s hill the False One’s votaries pray. 

The Baal-adoror bows on Sinai’s steep— 

Yet there—even there—Oh God! thy thunders sleep : 

2 . 

There—where thy finger scorched the tablet stone! 
There—where thy sh^ow to thy people shone! 

Thy glory shrouded in its garb of fire: 

Thyself-^one living see and not expire 1 
3. 

Oh ! in the lightning let thy glance appear! 

Sweep from his shiver’d hand the oppressor’s spear: 
How long by tyrants shall thy land be trod 1 
How long thy temple wtHsfaipIess, Oh God! 

JEPHTHA’S DAUGHTER. 

1 . 

Since our Country, our God—Ob, my Sire! 

Demand that thy Daughter expire; 


Since thy triumph was boU|dit by thy vow— 
Strike tlie bosom that’s bar^ for thee now! 

2 . 

And die voice of my mourning id o’er. 

And the mountains behold me no more: 

If the hand that 1 love lay me low, 

There cannot be pain in the blow! 

8 . 

And of this, oh, my Father! be sure— 

That the blood of diy child is as pure 
As the blessing I beg ere it flow, 

And the last tliought that soothes me below. 

4. 

Though die virgins of Salem lament, 

Be the Judge and the hero uiilient! 

I have won the great battle for thee. 

And my Father and Country are free! 

6 . 

When this blood of thy giving hath gush’d. 
When the voice that thou lovest is hush’d, 
Let my memory still bo thy pride. 

And forget not I smiled as I died! 


OH! SNATCH’D AWAY IN BEAUTY 
I BLOOM. 

1. 

Oh ! snatch’d away in beauty’s bloom. 

On thee shall press no ponderous tomb; 

But on thy lin-f shall roses rear 
Their leaves, the earliest of die year; 

And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom: 

2 . 

And oft by yon blue gushing stream 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head. 

And feed deep thought with many a dream, 

And lingering pause and lighdy tread ; 

Fond wretch! as if her step disturb’d the dead 
3. 

Away! wo know that tears arc vain, 

That death nor heeds nor hears distress : 

Will this unteach us to complain ? 

Or make one mourner weep the loss 7 
And thou—who tell’st mo to forget. 

Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet. 

MY SOUL IS DARK. 

1 . 

My soul is dark—Oh! quickly string 
The harj) I yet can brook to hear; 

And let thy gentle fingers fling 
Its melting murmurs o’er mine ear. 

If in this heart a hope be dear. 

That sound shall charm it forth again 
If in these eyes there lurk a tear, 

’T will flow, and cease to bum my brain. 

2 . 

But bid the strain be mid and deep, 

Nor let thy notes of joy be first: 

I tell thee, minstrel, I must weep, 

Or else this heavy heart will biirat; 

For it hath been by sorrow nurst. 

And ached in sleepless silence long; 

And now *1 is doom'd to know the worst, 

And break at once—or yield to song. 

I SAW THEE WEEP. 

1 . 

I saw thee weep—the lag bri^t tear 
Came o’er that eye of Mae; 



And then metbought it did appear 
A violet dropping dew: 

I saw thee smile—the sapphire’s blaze 
Besido thee ceased to shine; 

It could not match the living rays 
That fill'd that glance of thine. 

2 . 

As clouds from yonder sun receive 
A deep and mellow die, 

Which scarce the shade of coming eve 
Can banish from the sky, 

Those smiles unto the moodiest mind 
Their own pure joy impart; 

Their sunshine leaves a glow behind 
That lightens o’er the heart. 

THY DAYS ARE DONE. 

1 . 

Thy days are done, thy fame begun; 

Thy country’s strains record 

The triumphs of her chosen Son, 

The slaughters of his sword! 

The deeds he did, the fields he won, 

The freedom he restored ! 

2 . 

Though thou art fall’n, while we are free 
Thou shalt not taste of death'. 

The generous blood that flow’d from thee 
Disdain’d to sink beneath: 

Within our veins its currents be. 

Thy spirit on our breath ’. 

3. 

Thy name, our charging hosts along. 

Shall be the battle-word! 

Thy fall, the theme of choral sung 
Prom virgin voices pour’d! 

To weep would do thy glory wrong! 

Thou shalt not be deplored. 

SONG OP SAUL BEFORE HIS LAST 
BATTLE. , 

1 . 

Warriors and Chiefs! should the shaft or the sword 
Pierce me in leading the host of the Lord, 

Heed not the corse, though a king’s, in your path; 
Bury your steel in the braoma of Oath! 

2 . 

Thou who art bearing my buckler and bow. 

Should the soldiers of Saul look away from the foo. 
Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feet! 

Mine be the doom which they dared not to meet. 

3. 

Farewell to others, but never we part, 

Heir to my royalty, son of my heart! 

Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway. 

Or kingly the death, which awaits us to^ay! 

SAUL. 

1 . 

Thou whose spell can raise the dead. 

Bid the prophet’s form appear. 

* Samuel, raise thy buried bead! 

King, behold the phantom seer!” 

Earth }rawn’d; he stood the centre of a cloud: 
Idght changed its hue, retiring fi'om bis shroud. 
Death stood all glassy in his fized eye; 

His hand was witlier’d, and his veins were dry; 

His foot, in bony whiteness, glitter’d there. 

Shrunken and sinewless, and ghastly bare; 

Prom Ups that moved not and unbreathing frame. 
Like eavem’d winds, the hollow accents came. 


Saul saw, and fell to earth, as falls the oak, 

At once, and blasted by the thunder-stroke. 

2 . 

• Why b my sleep disquieted ? 

Who is he that calls the dead ? 

Is it thou, O king? Behold, 

Bloodless are these limbs, and cold; 

Such are mine; and such shall be 
Thine to-morrow, when with me: 

Ere the coming day is done. 

Such shalt thou be, such thy son. 

Fare diee well, but fer a day; 

Then we mix our mouldering clay. 

Thou, thy race, lie pale and low, 

Pierced % shafts of many a bow; 

And tile falchion by thy side 
To thy heart thy hand shall guide: 

Crownless, breathless, headless fall, 

Son and sire, the house of Saul!” 

'ALL IS VANITY, SAITH THE PREACHE 

1 . 

Fame, wisdom, love, and power were mine. 
And health and youth possess’d me; 

My goblets blush’d from every vino, 

And lovely forms caress’d me; 

I sunn’d my heart in beauty’s eyes, 

And felt my soul grow tender; 

All earth can give, or mortal prize. 

Was mine of rogal splendour. 

2 . 

I strive to number o’er what days 
Remembrance can discover, » 

Which all that life or eartli displays 
Would lure me to live over. 

There rose no day, there roll’d no hour 
I Of pleasure unimbitter’d; 

And not a trapping deck’d my power 
That gall’d not wliile it glitter’d. 

I 3. 

The serpent of the field, by art 
I And spells, is won from harming; 

But that wliich coils around the heart. 

Oh! who hath power of charming ? 

I It will not list to wisdom's lore, 

Nor music’s voice can lure it; 

But there it stings for evermore 
The soul tliat must endure it. 

I WHEN COLDNESS WRAPS THIS SDFF 
1 ING CLAY. 

1 . 

When coldness wraps this suffering clay. 

Ah, whither strays the immortal mind ? 

It cannot die, it cannot stay, 

But leaves its darken’d dust behind. 

Then, unembodied, doth it trace 
By steps each planet’s heavenly way? 

Or ffll at once the realms of space, 

A thing of eyes, that all survey? 

2 . 

Eternal, boundless, undecay’d, 

A thought unseen, hut seeing all, 

Adi, all in earth, or skies display’d. 

Shall it survey, shall it recall: 

Each feinter trace that memory holds 
So darkly of departed years, 

In one bro^ glance the soul beholds, 

And all, ffiat was, at once appears. 



HBaaSW MELOOIKS. 


8 . 

Before Creation (leoplod earth, 

Its eye sliall ridl through cliaos back 

And witere the furthest heaven , had birth, 
The spirit trace its rising track. 

And where the future mars or makc.s, 

Its glance dilate o’er all to be. 

While sun is quencii’d or system breaks, 
Fix'd in its own eternity. 

4 . 

Above or Love, Hope, Hate, or Fear, 

It lives ail passionless and pure; 

An age siiall fleet like eartiily year; 

Its years as moments shall endure. 

Away, away, without a wing. 

O’er all, trough all, its thought shall fly; 

A nameless and eternal tiling, 

Forgetting what it was to die. 


VISION OF BELSHAZZAR. 


1. 

The King was on liis throne, 
The Satraps throng’d the hall; 
A tiiousancl bright lunijis shone 
O’er that high festival. 

A tliousand cups of gold, 

In Judah deem’d divine— 
Jehovali’s vessels hold 

The godless Heathen’s wine! 

2. 

In that same hour and hall, 

The fingers of a hand 
Game fosth against the wall. 

And wrote as if on sand: 

The fingers of a man;— 

A solitary hand 
Along the letters ran, 

And traced them liho a wand. 

3. 

The monarch saw, and shook, 
And bade no more rejoice; 

All bloodless wa.x’d liis look, 

And tremulous his voice. 

“ Let the men of lore appoar, 
The wisest of tlio earth. 

And expound the words of fear. 
Which mar our royal mirtli.” 

4 . 

Chaldea’s seers arc good. 

But here tlicy have no skill; 
And tlie miknown letters stood 
Untold and awiiil still. 

And Babel’s men of age 
Are wise and deep in lore 
But now they were not sage. 
They saw—but knew no more. 

5 . 

A captive in the land, 

A stranger and a youth, 

He heard tlie king’s command, 
Ho saw that writing’s truth. 
The lamps around were bright. 
The prophecy in view; 

He read it on that night,— 

The morrow proved it true. 

6. 

“Belshazzar’s grave is made. 

His kingdom pass’d away. 

He, in the balance weigh’d. 

Is light and wortliless clay. 

X 


The shroud, his robe of state, 
His canopy the stone ; 
The Mode is at bis gate! 
The Persian on his tlirone. 


SUN OF THE SLEEPLESS! 

Sun of the sleepless! melancholy star! 

Whose tearful beam glows tremulously far. 

That show’st the darkness thou caiist imt dispel. 
How like art thou to joy remember’d well! 

So gleams tlie past, Uio light of other days, 

Wliicli sliines, but warms not wifli its powerless re 
A night-beam Sorrow watchoth to liehold. 
Distinct, but distant—clear—but, oh how cold! 

WERE MY BOSOM AS FALSE AS TI 
DEEM’ST IT TO BE. 

I. 

Were my Imsom as false as thou deem’st it to be, 
I need not have wander’d from far Cralilee ; 

It was but abjuruig my creed to efface 
I The curse which, thou say’st, is the crime of my 

If the bad never tnumph, tlicn Cfod is with thee 
If the slave only sin, Uiou art s|K)(leBs and free! 

If the Exile on earth is an Outcast on high, 

Live on in tfiy failli, bul in mine I will die. 

3. 

I have lost for that faith more than thou const Ik 
A s the G<Mf who permits thee to prosjicr doth ki¬ 
ln his hand is my liearl and my hope—anil in tl 
The land and Uic life which for him 1 resign. 


I HERODB LAMENT FOR MARIAMI 
1 . 

Oh, Mariaiime! now for thee 

The heart for which thou hicd’st is bleeding 
Revenge is lo.st in agony. 

And wild remorse to rage succeeding. 

Oh, Mariarune ! where art Uioii ? 

I'lioii const not hear my hitler pleading : 
AbjCouldst thou—thou wouldst pardon now, 

I Though Heaven were to my prayer unlieed 


I 


And is she dead ?—and did lliey dare 
Obey my phren.sy’.s jealous raving? 

My wratli but doom’d my own despair: 

Tlie sword that smote her’s o’er me waviilf 
But tliou art cold, my murder’d love! 

And this dark heart is vainly craving 
For her who soars alone above. 

And leaves my soul unworthy saving. 

3 . 

She’s gone, who shared my diadem; 

She sunk, with her my joys entombing ; 

I swept that flower from Judah’s stem 

Whose leaves for mo alone were blooming 
And mine’s the guilt and mine tlie hell, 

This bosom’s desolatiixi dooming; 

And I have earn’d tliose tortures well. 

Which unconsumed ore stiU consuming! 


ON THE DAY OP THE DESTRUOTI 
JERUSALEM BY TITUS. 

1 . 

From the last hill that looks on thy once holy d 
1 beheld thee. Oh Sion! when render’d to Ron 
’T was the last sun wont down, ami the flames o 
Flash’d back on tlie last glance 1 gave to thy v 



[ look’d for thy temple, I lodi’d for my home, 

And for|[Ot for a moment my bondage to come; 

I beheld but the death-fire that fed on thy fane, 

And the iait-&tter'd hands that made vengeance in rain. 

On many an ere, the high spot whence I gazed 
Eiad reflected the last beam of day as it blazed; 

While I stood on the height, and beheld the decline 
Of the rays from ' mountain that shone on thy shrine. 

And now on tliat mountam I stood on that day, 

But I mark’d not the twilight beam molting away; 

Oh! would that the lightmng had glared in its stead, 
And the tliunderbolt burst on die conqueror’s head! 

6 . 

But the Gods of the Pagan shall never profane 
rbe shrine where Jehovah disdain’d not to reign; 

And scatter’d and scorn’d as thy people may be, 

Our worship, oh Father! is only ibr thee. 

BY THE RIVERS OP BABYLON WE SAT 
DOWN AND WEPl’. 

I. 

We sat down and wept by the waters 
Of Babel, and thought of the day 
When our foe, in die hue of his slaughters, 

Made Salem’s high places his prey; 

And ye, oh her desolate daughters! 

^ Were scatter’d all weeping away. 

While sadly we gazed on the river 
Which roll’d aa in freedom below, 

They demanded the song; but, oh never 
That triumph the stranger shall know! 

May this right hand be wither’d for over, 

Ere it string our high harp for die foe ! 

3. 

On the willow that harp is suspended, 

Oh Salem! its sound should be free; 

And the hour when thy glories wore ended 
But iefi me that token of thee ; 

And ne’er shall its soft tones be blended 
With the voice of Iho spoiler by me! 


THE DESTRUCTION OF BENNACHERIi 

1 . 

The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold, 
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold; 
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the s 
jWhon the blue wave rolls nighdy on deep Galilee. 

'Like die leaves of the forest when Summer is green, 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen : 
Like the leaves of die fiirost when Autumn hath blov 
That host on the morrow lay wither’d and strown. 

3. 

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blsv 
And breathed in the face of the foe as he pass’d; 
And the eyes of die sleepers wax’d deadly and chill. 
And their hearts but once heaved, and lor ever grew sf 

4. 

And there lay die steed with his nostril all wide, 

But through it there roll’d not the breath of his pride 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turi; 
And cold as the spray of die rock-beating surf. 

5. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 

I With the dew on his brow, and die rust on his mail 
I And die tents were all silent, the banners alone. 

The lances unlified, the trumpet unblown. 

6 . 

And tho widows of Ashur are loud in their wail, 

And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal; 

And the might of the Gentile, unsniote by the sword 
Hadi melted like snow in die glance of tho Lord! 


PROM JOB. 

I 1. 

A spirit pass’d before me: I behold 
The face of Immortality unveil’d— 

Deep sleep came down on every eye save minO' 
And there it stood,—all formless—but divine: 

I Along my bones die creeping flesh did quake; 

I And as my damp hair sti^en’d, thus it spake : 

2 . 

" Is man more just than God ? Is man more pure 
Than he who deems even Seraphs insecure? 
Creatures of clay—vain dwellers in die dust ! 
The moth survives you, and" arc ye more just? 
Things of a day! you wither ore the night, 
Heedless and blind to Wisdom’s wasted light I* 


ODE TO NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE. 


' Ezpeodo Analbdlem :*-qaot libras In duce tummo- 
Inreniei ’ 

Juvtnal, Sat. X. 


* The Emperor Nepos was acknowledged by the Se- 
by .die ItaUam, tmd by the Provincials of Oaul; 
a moral virtues, and rmlitaiy talents, were loudly cele- 
•ated; and those who derived any private beoeM from 
s government announced in prophedc strains the re¬ 
oration of public felicity. 

y this shameful abdicatiim he protracted his life a few 
iars, in a very ambiguous (HHa, between an Emperor 
id an exile, tiU 

OMm'$ Dteline and PnU, vol. vi. p. 220. 


*• ,.'V 

’Tis done—but yesterday a Kingt 
And arm’d with Kings to strive— 

And now thou art a nameless thing: 

So abject—^yet alive! 

Is this the man of thousand thrones, 

Who Btrew’d our earth with hostile bones. 
And can he thus survive ? 

Since he, miscall’d the Morning Star, 

Nor man nor fiend bath fallen so far. 

2 . 

in-minded man! why scourge thy kind 
Who bow’d so low the knee ? 
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ODE TO NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE. 


By gazing on thyself grown blind, 

Thou taughl’st the rest to see. 

With mif^t unquestion’d,—^power to save 
Thine only gift bath been the grave 
To tlioso tliat worshipp’d thee; 

Nor till thy full could mortals guess 
Ambition’s less than littleness! 

3. 

Thanks for that lesson—it will tench 
To after-warriors more 
Than liigh Philosophy can preach, 

And vainly preach’d before. 

That spell upon the minds of men 
Breaks never to unite again. 

That led them to adore 
Those Paged things cf sabre-sway, 

Witli fronts of brass, and feet of clay. 

4 . 

The triumph, and the vanity, 

The rapture of the 'Strife— * 

The earthquake voice of Victory, 

To tliee tlie breath of life; 

The sword, the sceptre, and tliat sway 
Which man seem’d made but to obey, 

„ Wherewith renown was rife— 

All quell’d!—^Dark Spirit! what must lie 
The madness of thy memory I 

fi. 

The Desolator desolate! 

The Victor overthrown! 

The Arbiter of otliers’ fate 
A Slipphant for liis own! 

Is it some yet imperial hope 

That with such change can calmly cope ? 

Or dread of death alone ? 

To die a prince—or live a slave— 

Thy choice is most ignobly brave! 

6 . 

Ho® who of old would rend tho oak, 
Droam’d not of the rebound; 

Chain'd by the trunk he vainly broke— 
Alone—how look’d he round 1 
Thou in tho stenmess of Uty strength 
An equal deed has done at length. 

And darker fate has found; 

He fell, tlie forest-prowlers’ prey; 

But thou must eat thy heart away! 

7. 

The Roman,* when his burning heart 
Was slaked with blood of Rome, 
Threw down the dagger—dared depart, 

In savage grandeur, homo.— 

He dared depart in utter scorn 
Of men that such a yoke had homo. 

Yet left liiin such a doom! 

His only glory was that hour 
Of self-upheld abandon’d newer. 

8 . 

The Spaniard, * when the lust of sway 
Had lost its quickening spell, 

Cast crowns fur rosaries away, 

An empire for a coll; 

A strict accountant of his beads, 

A subtle disputant on creeds, 

His dotage trifled well: 

Yet better had he neillier known 
A bigot’s shrine, nor despot’s throne. 

9. 

But thou—from thy reluctant hand 
The thunderbolt is wrung— 

Too late thou leav’st the high command 
To which thy weakness clung; 


All Evil Spirit as thou arl, 

It is onou^ to grieve tho heart, 

To see thine own unstrung; 

To think that God’s fair world hath be 
The fliotstooi of a tiling so mean; 

10 . 

And Earth hath spilt her blood for hib 
Who tlms can hoard his own! 

And Mouarchs bow’d the trembling Ur 
And tliank’d iiiiii fur a throne! 

Fair Freedom! we may bold thee des 
When tlius tliy mightiest foes their fes 
111 humblest guise have shown. 

Oh! ne’er may tyrant leave behind 
A brighter name to lure mankind! 

11 . 

Thine evil deeds are writ in gore, 

Nor written thus in vain— 

Thy triumphs tell of fame no more, 

Or deepen every stain— 

If tliou hadst died as honour dmi. 

Some now Napoleon might arise. 

To shame tho world again— 

But wlio would soar the solar height, 

To set in such a starless night ? 

12 . 

Weigh’d in the balance, hero dust 
Iff vile os vulgar clay; 

Thy scales, Mortality! are just 
To all that pass away; 

But yet melliought the living groat 
Some lugher s[>arks should animate. 

To dazzle and diamay; 

Nor deem’d Contempt could thus make 
Of tliese, the Conquerors of the earth. 
13. 

And she, proud Anetria’s mournful flowc 
Thy stiU imperial bride; 

How bears her breast the torturing hour 
Still chugs she to thy side 1 
Must she too bend, most she too share 
Thy late repentance, long despair, 

Thou thronoless Homicide ? 

If still she loves thee, hoard that gem, 

•T is worth thy vanish’d diadem! 

< 14. 

Then liaste.lhee to thy sullen Isle, 

And gaze upon the sea; 

That element may meet thy smile. 

It ne’er was ruled by tliee! 

Or trace witli thine all idle hand 
In loitering mood upon the sand 
That earth is now as free! 

That Corintii’s iiedagoguo hath now 
Transferr’d his by-word to thy brow. 

15. 

Thou Timoiir! in his captive’s cage • 
What thouglits will fliere be thine. 
While brooding in thy prison’d rage? 

But one—“ The world loos m'me!” 
Unless, like he of Babylon, 

All sense is with thy sesiptro gone, 

Life will not long confine 
That spirit pour’d so widely forth— 

So long obey’d—so little worth! 

16 . , 

Or like tlie fliief of fire from heaven,* 
Wilt thou withstand the shock ? 

And share with liim, the unfmgivon. 

His vulture and his rock! 

Foredoom’d by God—by man accurst. 
And that last act, though not thy worst, 
The veiy Fiend’s aroh mock; ’ 

He in his fall preserved his pride. 

And, if a mortal, had as proudly died! 



NOTES TO THE ODE. 


Soto 1, page 179, line 18. 

The rapture of the strife. 

\ Certaminiii gaudia, the expression of Altila in his 
Arangiie to his army, previous to the battle of Cha- 
^ven in Cassiodorus. 

Note 2, page 179, line 35. 

He who of old utotdd rend the oak. 

Milo. 

Note S, page 179, line 44. 

The Roman, whm Us burning heart. 

Sylla. 

Note 4, page 179, line 63. 

The Sjmniaril, whm the lust of susiy. 

Charles V. 


Note S, page 179, line 116. 

Thou Timour! in his captivds cage. 

The cage of Bajazet, by order of Tamerlane. 
Note 6, page 179, lino 125. 

Or like the thief of fire from heaven. 
Prometheus. 

Note 7, page 179, line 131. 

The very fiends arch mock. 

“ The fiend’s arch mock— 
To lip a wanton, and suppose her chaste."— 

Shakspeare. 


MONODY 

<ys TttTt 

DEATH OF THE UiailT HON. E. B. SHERIDAN. 

SFOKEH AT DnURV-tAin: TISEATKK. 


’hen the last sunsliine of e.vpiring day 
summer’s twilight weeps itself away, 

Tio hath not felt the softness of the Itour 
nk on the heart, as dew along the flower ? 

'ith a pure feeling which absorbs and awes 
'hile Nature makes tliat melancholy pause. 

Dr breathing moment on the bridge where Time 
‘ light and darkness forms an arch sublime, 

Ito hatli not shared that calm so still aial deep, 

he voiceless thought which would not speak but weep, 

holy concord—and a bright regret, 

glorious sympathy witli suns that set 1 

is not harsh sorrow—but a tenderer wo, 

amelesa, but dear to gentle hearts below, 

jIt without bitterness—^but full and clear, 

sweet dcjecUon—a transparent tear, 

iimix’d witli worldly grief or selfish stain, 

led without shame—and secret without pain. 

ven as the tenderness that hour instils 
Tien Summer’s day declines along the hills, 

1 feels the fulness of our heart and eyes 
’hen all of Genius which can perish dies, 
mighty Spirit is eclips’d—a Power 
ath pass'd from day to darkness—to whose hour 
' light no likeness is bequeath’d—^no name, 
iicus at once of all tlic rays of Fame! 
be flash of Wit—the bright Intelligence, 
he beam of Song—the blaze of Eloquence, 

!t with their Sun—but still have loft behind 
he enduring produce of immortal Mind; 
ruits of a genial mom, and glorious noon, 
deathless part of him who died too soon, 
ut small that portion of the wondrous whole, 
hese sparkling segments of that circlmg soul, 

Tiich alt embraced—and lighten’d over all, 
o cheer—to pierce—to please—or to appal, 
rom the cham’d counoil to the festive board, 
r human feelings unbounded lord; 

I whose acclaim tfw loftiest voices vied, (pride, 
he praised—the jteead—who made Ids praise their 


When the loud cry of trampled Hindostan’* 

Arose to heaven in her appeal from man. 

His was the thunder—his the avenging ro<l, 

, The wrath—the ilelegated voice of God! 

I Which shis>k the nations through his lips—and blaze 
jTill vanquish’d senates trembled as tliny praised. 

And here, oh! here, where yet all yoimg and warm 
The gay creations of his spirit charm. 

The matchless dialogue—the deathless wit. 

Which knew not what it was to intermit; 

The glowing |)ortraits, fresh from life, that bring 
Home to our hearts the tnitli from which they sprin; 
These wondrous beings of his Fancy, wrought 
To fulness by tlie fiat of his thought. 

Here in tlieir first abode you still may meet, 

Bright with the hues of his Promethean heat; 

A halo of the light of other days, 

[which still the splendour of its orb betrays. 

But should there ho to whom the fatal blight 
Of failing Wisdom yields a base delight. 

Men who exult when minds of heavenly tone 
Jar in the music which was bom their own. 

Still let them pause—Ah! little do they know 
That what to them seem’d Vice might be but Wo. 
Hard is his fate on whom die public gaze 
Is fix’d for ever to detract or praise; 

Repose denies her requiem to his name. 

And Folly loves the martyrdom of Fame. 

The secret enemy whose sleepless eye 
Stands sentinel—accuser—judge—and spy. 

The foe—the fool—^tho jealous—and the vain. 

The envious who but breathe in others’ pain, 

Beliold the host! delighting to deprave. 

Who track the stops of Glory to the grave, 

• See Tax, BuriiB, and Btt’a eulnxy on Mr. Sherldaii’i apeecb ■ 
exhibited Ainiaet Mr. Haetinp in the Houte of Commoni 
Piu entreated ijM Home to adjourn, to gin liree for a cajmer c* 
ration of the queition than could then occur after the latoiedU* 



LAMENT OP TASSO. 


Watch every fault that daring Genius owes 
Half to Uie anlour whitdi its birUi bestows, 

Distort the truth, accumulate the lie, 

And pile tl»o Pyramid of Calumny! 

These are his portion—but if jouiM to these 
Gaunt Poverty sliould league with deep Disease, 

If the high Spirit must forget to soar, 

And stoop to strive with Misery at the door, 

To sooth Indignity—and face to face 

Meet sordid Rage—and wrestle with Disgrace, 

To find in Hope but the renew’d caress, 

The serpent-fold of further Paithlossness,—- 
If such may l>o tlio Ills which men assail, 

Wliat marvel if at last the mightiest, fail ? 

I^rcasts to whom all (lie strength of feeling given 
^ar hearts electric—charged witli lire from Heaven, 
Black with the rude collision, inly torn, 

By clouds surrounded, and on whirlwimls borne, 

Driven o’er the lowering atmosjiherc that nurst [hurst. 
Thoughts which have Inrn'd to tluuider—scorch—and 
But far from us and from our mimic .scene 
Such tilings should be—if such have ever been; 

Ours be tlie gentler wish, the kinder task. 

To give the tribute Glory need not ask, 


I’o mourn tlio vanish’d beam—and add our • 
Of praise in payment of a long delight. 

Ye Orators! whom yet our councils yield, 
Mourn for tJio veteran Hero of your field! 
The worthy rival of the wondrous Titne 
Whose words were sparics of Immortality! 
Ye Bards! to whom the Drama’s Muse is d 
He was your Master—emulate him kere / 

Ye men of wit and social eloquence! 

He was your brotlicr—bear his ashes hence! 
Wliile Powers of mind, almost of boundless 
Complete in kind—as various in their change 
While Eloquence—Wit—Poosy—and Mirth 
That humble Harmonist of care on Eartli, 
Survive within our souls—while lives oiu* sei' 
Of pride in Merit’s proud pre-eminence, 

Long shall wo seek his likeness—^long in van 
And turn to all of him which may remain, 
Sighing that Nature form’d but one such 
And broke the die—in moulding Sheridan! 


• Fos—Piu—Burke. 


THE LAMENT OE TASSO. 


At Ferrara (in the library) are preserved the orig'mi 
MSS.of Tasso’s Gir.rusalcnime and ofGuariiii's Pasioj 
I Fido, wiili loUers of Tasso, one from Titian to Ariost<> 
anti the iuksland and chair, the loiiih and tlu5 lunisc of tin 
latter. Hut as misfortiin*' has a greater interest for pos 
terity, and little or for iJic t;oiiteniporary, the cel 

where Tasso was rxuiliiied in the hospital of St. Anna at¬ 
tracts a more fixed udeiitioti than the resith’nee or tlu 
nionumenl of Ariosto—at least it had this effect on nie 
There arc two inscriptions, one on the outer gate, the 
second over the cell ilstdfj inviting, unnecessarily', the 
wonder and the indignjitioii oftho spectator. Ferrara i^ 
much decayed, and depopulatetl; the castle still exists en¬ 
tire ; and I saw the court where I*arisina and Hugo were 
beheaded, according to the annul of Gibbon. 


Long years!—It tries the thrilling frame to bear 
And eagle-spirit of a Child of Song— • 

Long years of outrage, calumny, and wrong; 
Imputed inailness, prison’tl solitude, 

And the mind’s canker in its savage mex^ 

When llie impatient thirst of light and air 
Parches the heart; and the abhoired grate, 
Marring the sunlicams with its hideon.s siiadc, 
Works through the tlirobhing cyeliall to the brain 
Widi a hot sense of heaviness wid pain; 

And hare, at onco, Captivity display’d 
Stands scoffing through the novor-opon’d gate, 
Whicli nothing through its bars admits, save day 
And tasteless food, which I have cat alone 
Till its unsocial bitterness is gone ; 

And 1 can banquet like a beast of [ircy, 

Sullen and lonely, couching in the cave 
Wliich is my lau*, and—it may be—^my grave. 

All tliis hath somewhat worn me, and may wear, 
Rut must be borne. 1 stoop not to despair; 

For I have battled with mine a^^y, 

And made me wings wherewilJi to overfly 
The narrow circus of my dungeon wall, 

And freed the Holy Sepulchre from thrall; 


And revfdl’d among men and things divine, 
And pour’d my sjiirit over Palestine, 

111 lionour of iho sacred war for liitn, 

'rhc. (hxl who WJ 1 .S on earllt and is in heaven 
For he liafh strcrigihcnM me in heiul and lin 
That Uirongh tins sutTeraTic.o I might lie forgi 
I have employed rny p«*nancc to record 
How Salem’s shrine was won, and how adwe« 

II. 

Hul this is o’er—my pleasant task is d<«ie:— 
My long-suslaining friend of many years! 
if I do blot thy final pagi^ witJi tears, 

Know, that my sorrows liave wrung from mo 
Hut thou, my young creation! my soul’s child 
Which ever playing round me ramc anil smil 
And woo'd me from niysclf with thy sweef sii^ 
Thou too art gone—and so is my delight: 

And therefore do T wee]» and inly bleed 
With lliis last bnii«' upon a broken reed. 
Thou loo art ended—what is left m« now? 
For I liave anguisli yet to bear—and how? 

I know not. that—but in the innate force 
Of iny own sjiiril shall be found resource. 

I have not sunk, f'r I had no remorse, 

Nor cause for such: they call’d me m«l—am 
Oh liconora! wilt not tJum reply? 

I was indeed delirious in my heart 
To lift, my love so lofty as thou art; 

Hut still iny phronay was not of the mind; 

I knew my fault, and feel my punishment 
Not less because I suffer it unbent. 

That thou wert beautiful, and I not blind, 
latli been the sin which shuts me from manki 
But let them go, or torture as dioy will, 

My heart can multiply thine image still; 
Successful love may sate itself away. 

The wretched are the faithful; *1 is tlieir fete 
To have all fooling save the one decay 
And every passion into one dilate, 

As rapid rivers into ocean |)Our; 

But ours is fathomless, and hatJi no shore. 
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LAB4ENT OP TASSO. 


Above me, hark ! the long and mamac cry 
Of minds and bodies in captivity. 

^Aod hark! the lash and the increasing howl, 

And the half-inarticulate blasphemy! 

There be some here with worse than phrensy f>u), 4 

iBome who do stiil goad on the o’er>labour*d mind, 

And dim the tittle tight that’s loll beliind 
-^ith needless torture, as thoir tyrants will 
wound up to the lust of doing ill: 
yVidi these and with their victims am I class’d, 

:^id sounds and sights like these long years have pass’d 
!Mid sights and sounds tike those my life may close: 
let it be—for then I shall repose. 

•‘1 have been patient, let me be so yet; 
t'l had forgotten Jjalf I would forget, 

; But it revives—! would it were my lot 
■ To be forgetful as I am forgot !— 
i Feel I not wroth witJi thoHC who bade me dwell 
' In this vast lazar-hoitee of many woes ? 

Where laughter is not mirth, nor thouglit tlie mind, 

: Nor wwds a language, nor ev’n men mankind; 

! Wlierc cries reply to curses, shrieks to blows, 
f And each is tortured in his se parate hell— 

For wo arc cr(*wdcd in our solitudes— 

Many, but each divided by (Ik? waJ!, 

Which echoes Madness in her babbling moods;— 

“ While all can hear, none heed his iioigh|Mnir’« call— 

. None! save that One, the verit-sl wreieh ol'aH, 

1 ? Who was not made loUi ll»c mate of ilicsc, 

' Nor bound between Diatraclioii and 'Di‘-easc. 

^ Feel I m)t wroth wuh Umso \\ho traced toe here ? 

Who havo debased tue in the tuiiKis of men, 

“i Debarring mo the tisage of my own, 

* Blighting my life in best of its career, 

4 Branding my thoughts as things to shun and fear ? 

3 Would I not pay them back tliose pjmgs aj^nin, 

Ajid teachUiem inward sorrow’s stifb-d groan? 

The struggle to be calm, and cold ilisiress, 

Which undermines our Stoical suc<-ess? 

; No!—still too proud m be vindictive—I 
' Have pardon’d (>rinc(»s* insn'ts, aiifl would die. 

' Yes, Sister of roy Stwcicign! l«>r ihy sake 
I wood all bitternoBs from out my breast, 

< It hath no business where (/lou art a guest 
f Thy brother hates—hut I can not detest; 

Thou piticst not—but I can not f>rsakc. 

4’ V. 

^ Look on n love which knows not to despair, 

*' But all tinqucnch’d is .still niy better f>art, 

Dwelling deep in my slmi and .silent heart 
, As dwells the gather’d liglitning in its cloud, 
Encompass'd witli its dark and rolling shroud, 

Till struck,—forth lUea tJic all-rlhoreal tUirt! 

• And thus at the collision of thy name 
■ The vivid thought still Hashes through my frame, 

‘ And fiw a moment all things as th«*y w’ere 
j Flit by me they are gone—I am tlio same. 

And yet my love without ambition grew; 

I knew thy state, my station, and 1 knew 
A priiices.s was no love-mule for a bard; 

I told it not, T breathed it not, it was 
?tnflident. to itself, it.s own reward; 

And if my eyes reveal’d it, tlicy, alas! 

Wefte punish'd by the silontness of thine, 

And yet X did not venture to repine. 

Thou wert to me a crystal-girded shrine, 

Worshipp’d at holy distance, and armmd 
Hallow’d ami meekly kiss’d the saintly ground; 

Not for thou wert. a princess, but that I«ove 
Had robed thoe with a glory, and array’d 
Thy lineaments in beauty Aat dismay’d— 

OK! not dismay’d—but awed, Bnt One above; 


And in that sweet severity there was 
A fiometlung which all soXlness did surpus— 

1 know not how—thy geniua master’d rain©— 

My star stood still before thee i—if it were 
Presiiraptuous thus to love without design, 

That sad fatality bath cost me dear; 

But thou art dearest still, and 1 shotUd be 
Fit for this cell, which wrongs rae, but for thee. 
The very love which lock’d me to ray chain 
Hath lighten’d half its weight; and for the rest, 
Though heavy, lent me vigour to sustain, 

And look to thee with undivided breast 
And foil the ingenuity of Pain. 

VI. 

It is no marvel—^from my very Wrth 

My soul was drunk with love, which did pervade 

And mingle witii whateVr I saw on earth; 

Of objects all iiianimafii X made 
Idols, aiKl out of wiki and lonely flowers, 

And rocks, whereby they grew, a paradise, 

Where I did lay me down within tlie shade 
Of waving trees, and drearn’d uncoumed hours, 
Th(iiii>h 1 was chid for wandering ; and the wise 
Sh<><»k ihc'ir while a:»ed In-ads o’er me, and said 
f^r sucii mat«'rials wrcichetl men were made, 

And such a truant hoy wonifl end in wo, 

And that tlu: only Ics-hui was a blow; 

Aral then tiu.-y smote me, and I did nut we»-p, 

Hut cursed in my heart, and to my haunt 
Itrlorn'd and wrpt alono, .'jnd drearnVI again 
The. visioiLs whicli arist) v, ithout a slet-p. 

And with my years my sr*u! b(!gan to pant 
With focluiii'* of siraniic tumult and &ofl })ain; 
And the whole heart exhaled into One Want, 

Hut umlefincd and w'aii(k;ring, till the day 
I fvund die thing I sought, atnl that was thee; 
And then I lost my being all to be 
Absorli’d in thine—the world wa.s past aw'ay— 
Thou didst annihilate the earth to me! 

• VII. 

1 loved all solitude—but little tliought 
To spend I know not what (»f life, remotft 
T'h-om all communion with existence, save 
The mauiai'. and his tyi joit; had I been 
Their fellow, many years ere this had seen 
My niiinl like ilieirs corrupted to its grave, 

But who hatii seen me writhe, or heard mo rave? 
}‘crchanr<5 in such a ccU wc sufTer more 
Than the wreck'd sailor im his desert shore; 

Tlic \vori<l is all heforo him —mine is hercy 
Scarce, twice I lie s;>aco they must accord my bier. 
What though he perish, ho may lift liis eye 
And witii a <lying glancf- upbraid the sky— 

1 will not laisc my (#wn in such reproof, 

Although ’i is clouded by my dungeon roof, 

VIII. 

Yet do I feel at times my mind decline, 

But with a sense of its decay:—t see 
Unwonted lights along my prison sliina, 

And a strangti demon, who is vexing me 
With pilforing pranks and petty pains, below 
The feeling of the healthful and the free; 

But much to One, who long hath siifler’d so^ 
Sickness of heart, and narrowness of place, 

And all that may bo homo, or can debase. 

I thought mine enemies had been but man, 

But spirits may be leagued whh tJiem—all Earth 
Abandons—Heaven forgets me;—^in the dearth 
Of such defence the Powers of Evil can, 

It may be, tempi me further, and prevail 
Against the outworn creature they assail. 

Why in this furnace is my spirit proved 
Like steel in tempering lire? because I loved? 



POEMS. 


Became I loved what not to love, and see, 

Was mwe or less than mortal, and than me. 

IX. 

1 once was quick in feeling—that is o’er;— 

My scars are callous, or I should have dash’d 
My brain against these bars as the sun Hash’d 
In mockery through them;—if I bear and bore 
The much I have recounted, and the more 
Wliich hath no words, ’t is lliat I would not die 
And sanction with seiftslaugliter the dull lie 
Which snared me here, and with the brand of shame 
Stamp madness deep into my memory. 

And woo compassion to a blighted name. 

Sealing tire sentence which my foes proclaim. 

No^it slrall be immortal 1—and I make 
A future temple of my present cell. 

Which nations yet shall visit for my sake. 

While tliou, Ferrara! when no longer dwell 
The ducal chiefs within thee, shall fall down, 

Aud cnmibling piecemeal view thy heartless halls, 

A [loet’s wreath shall be thine only crown. 


A poet’s dungeon Ay mc»t lar renown, 

While strangers wonder o’er Ay unpeopled waP 
And Aou, Leonora! thou—who wert ashamed 
That such as 1 could love—who blush’d to hear 
To less than monarchs that thou couldsl be de> 
Go! tell Ay broAer that my heart, untamed 
By gric^ years, weariness—and it may he 
A taint of that he would impute to me— 

Prom long infection of a den like this, 

Where Ae mind rots congenial with Ae abyss, 
Adores thee still;—and add—that when the to.. 
And battlements which guard his joyous hours 
Of banquet, dance, and revel, arc forgot. 

Or left untended in a dull rejwse. 

This—this shall be a consecrated spot! 
j But Thou—when all Aat Birth and Beauty Ihi 
Of magic round thee is extinct—shall have 
One half the laurel which o’ershadcs my grave. 
No (lower in death can tear our names apart, 
As none in life could rend Aee from my heart. 
Yes, Leonora! it siiall be our fate 
To be entwined for ever—but too late! 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 

I. 

As o’er the cold sepulchral stone 
Some name arrests the (lasscr-by ; 

Thus, when thou view’s! diis page alone. 

May mine attract thy jicnsive eye ! 

And when by thee Uiat name is read, 

Perchance in some succeeding year, 

Reflect on mo as on Uie dead, 

And Aink my heart is buried here. 

September I4ih, 1809. 


TO 

Oh Lady! when I left the shore. 

The distant shore, which gave me birtli,'’ 

I hardly Aought to grieve once more. 

To qmt anoAer spot on earth : 

Yet here, amidst Ais barren isle. 

Where panting Nature droops Ae head. 
Where only thou art seen to smile, 

I view my parAig hour with dread. 

Though far from Albin’s craggy shore. 

Divided by Ae dark-blue main; 

A few, brief, roDing seasons o’er. 

Perchance I view her clitis again: 

But wheresoe’er I now may roam. 

Through scorching clime, and varied sea, 
Though Time restore me to my. hmne, 

I ne’er shall bend mine eyes en Aee: 

On thee, in whom at once nonspire 

AU charms which heedless hmrU can move. 
Whom but to see is to admire. 

And, oh! forgive Ae word—to love. 

Forgive Ae word, m one who ne’er 
* WiA Bucli a word can more offend; 

' And since Ay heart I cannot share. 

Believe me, what I am, Ay friend. 

And who so cold as look on thee. 

Thou lovely wand’rer, and be less I 


Nor be, what man should ever be. 

The friend of Beauty in distress 7 

Ah! who would think Aat form had past 
Through Danger’s most destructive paA, 

Hath hraved the Dealli-wing’d temfiest’s Wa 
And ’scaped a tyrant's fiercer wraA? 

Lady! when I shall view ihe walls 
Where free Bysanliuin onco arose; 

I And Slanilioul’s Oriental halls 

The Turkisli tyrants now enclose; 

Thou mightiest in the lists of fame. 

That glorious city still shall be ; 

On me't will hold a dearer claim. 

As spot of thy nativity; 

And though I bid tlicc now farewell. 

When I behold that wond’rous scene. 

Since where Aon art I may not dwell, 

’T will sooA to be, where thou hast been. 

Septerriber 

I STANZAS 

WRITTEN IN PASSING THE AMBR 
GULP. 

irOVEMBEH 14, 1809. 

1 . 

Throu^ cloudless skies, m silvery sheen. 
Full beams the moon on Actium’s coast: 

And on these waves, for Egypt’s queen. 
The ancient world was woo mid lost. 

And now upon the scene I look. 

The azure grave of many a Roman; 

Where stem Ambition onco forsook 
His wavering crown to follow woman. 

S. 

Florence! whom I will love as well 
As ever yet was sakl or sung, 

(Since Orpheus sang his spouse from hell) 
Whilst Aou art fair and I am young; 
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4. 

Sweet Florence! Uiose were pleasant times, 
When worlds were staked for ladies’ eyes: 
Had bards as many realms as liiymes, 

Thy charms mi^t raise new Andionies. 

5. 

Though Fate forbids such things to be, 

Yet, by thine eyes and ringlets curl’d! 

I cannot lose a world for thee. 

But would nut lose tiiee for a world. 


STANZAS 

jOMPosaD ooTosan Urn, 1809, noaiNO thr nioht, in I 
A THUNDBa-KTOIlM. WUBN TRB OOIDBS HAU LOST TH 
BOAU TO 7.ITZA, NEAB TBE RANOB OP MOUNTAINS FOR- 
HKllLY OALLBD PINUVS, IN ACSANIA. 

1 

Chill anil mirk Is the nightly blast, 

Where Pindus’ mountauis rise, 

And angry clouds are fioiiring fast 
The vengeance of the skies. 

Our guides ore gone, our hope is lost, 

And lightnings, as they play. 

But show where rocks our jiaUi have crost. 

Or gild die torrent’s spray. 

3. 

Is yon a cot I saw, Uinugh low ? 

When lightuuig broke die gloom— 

How welcome were its siiodc!—ah, no! 

’Tis but a Turkish tomb. 

4. 

Through sounds of foaming waterfalls, 

I hear a voice exclaim— 

My way-worn countryman, who calls 
On distant England’s name. 

A shot is fired—^Ity foe or friend? 

Anodier—’t is to tell 

The mouiitaui-|>casant8 to descend, 

And lead us where diey dwell. 

6 . 

Oh! who in such a night will dare 
To tempt the wilderness ? 

And who ’mid diuiider peals can hear 
Our signal of distress? 

7. 

And who diat heard our shouts would rise 
To try the dubious road ? 

Nor rather deem from nightly cnes 
That outlaws were abroad. 

8 . 

Clouds burst, skies flasli, efo, dreadful hour! 

More fiercely (wurs the storm! 

Yet here one thought has still the power 
To keep my bosmn vrarm. 

9. 

While wand’ring through eacit broken path, 

O’er brake and craggy brow; 

While elements exhaust their wrath, 

Sweet Florence, where art thou ? 

10 . 

Not on the sea, not on the sea, 

Thy baric liatb long been gone: 
may AlMMiM tliatjiouni on me, 

‘ Bow downmy iwad alone! 


11. 

Full swiftly blew tlie swift Siroc, 

When last I press’d tliy lip ; 

And long ere now, witli foamiag shock, 
Imfiell’d tliy gallant sliip. 

12 . 

Now Uiou art safe ; nay, long ere now 
Hast trod the shore of Spain; 

T were hard if aught so fair as thou 
Should luiger on tlie main. 

13. 

And since I now remember thee 
In darkness and in dread, 

As in those hours of revelry . 

Whicli mirth and music sped; 

14. 

Do thou amidsl tlie fair white walls, 

If Cadiz yet be free, 

At limes from out her latticed halls 
Look o’er the dark-blue sea; 

15 . 

Then think upon Calypso’s isles, 

Endear’d by days gone by; 

To otliers give a diousaiid smilee^ 

To mo a suigie sigh. 

16. 

And when Uic ailmirmg circle mark 
The paleness of thy face, 

A lialf-form'd tear, a transient spark 
Of melancholy grace, 

17 

A^n tliou ’ll smile, and blushing shun 
Some coxcomb’s raillery ; 

Nor own for once tlioii Uiought’sl of one, 

Who over thinks on thee. 

18. 

Though smile and sigh alike are vain. 

When sever’d hearts repine, 

My spirit flics o’er mount and main. 

And inounis in search of tliine. 

4 

WRITTEN AT ATHE 
JANDAKY 16, 1810. ^ 

The spell is broke, the charm is flown! 

Thus is it with life’s fitful fever: 

We madly smile when we should groan ; 

Delirium is our best deceiver. 

Each lucid interval of thought 
Recalls the woes of Nature’s charter, 

And he tliat acts a.s wise men ought, 

But lives, as saints have died, a martyr. 

WRITTEN AFTER SWIMMING FROi 
SESTOS TO ABYDOS,' 

MAY 9, 1810. 

1 . 

m the month of dark December, 

Leander, who was nightly wont 
(What maid will not the tale remember ?) 

To cross thy stream, broad Hellespont! 

2 . 

when the wintry tempest roar’d, 

He sped to Hero, nothing loOi, 

And thus of dd thy current pour’d, 

Fair Venus! how I pi^ botli! 
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3. 

For me, degenerate modern wretch, 

Tliough in the genial month of May, 

My dripping limbs I faintly stretch, 

And think 1 ’ve done a feat to-day. 

4. 

But since he cross’d the rapid tidc^ 

According to the doubtful story, 

To woo,—and—^Lord knows what beside, ^ 

And swam for Love, as I for Glory j 

5. 

’T were hard to say who fared tlie best; 

Sad mortals! tlius tiie Gods still plague you! 

He lost his labour, I my jest: 

• For he was drown’d, and 1 ’ve tlie ague. 

SOKG^ 

ftovj <rd^ dyairQ.'^ 

ATHRNS, 1810. 

1 . 

Maid of Atlieiis, oro we part, 

Give, oh, give mo ]>ack rny heart! 

Or, since tliaf has left my breast, 

Keep it now, and take the rest! 

Hear niy vow bi-forc 1 go, 

Zvr] fiuVj edi ayaTTft}. 

2 . 

By those tresses nn<;oi»fiiK*d, 

W4H)’d by each j^gean wind; 

Tly those Ii<ls whose jetty fringe 
Khss thy soft ciiecks’ blooming tinge; 

By tiiose wild f‘y(;s like the roo, 

Zi^tj ftuVf ods dyairSf* 

3. 

By that lip 1 long to taste; 

By that zone-encirchMl waist; 

By all the token-tlo\v< r.s ilial toll 
What words <*an never speak so well 
By I.ovc’s allrrnafe joy and wo, 

Zdftj fioZy ffds dyanii^ 

4. 

Maid of Athens! I am gone: 

Think of mo, sw eet I when alone. 

Though 1 fly to Istambol,'’ 

Atlicns holds ray heart and soul: 

Can I cease to love Iheo ? No! 

Zutj novf ffds dyartv. 

TRANSLATION OF THE FAMOUS GREEK) 
WAR SONG,# 

A£^r« riov 

WBITTBN BY RIGA, WHO PERISIIRD IN THB ATTKMPT TO 
REVOLTTTIONIZB ORBKCB. THB FOLLOWING TRANSLATION 
IS AH LITERAL AS TUP. AUTHOR COULD MAKK IT IN VERSE: 
IT IS OF TUB SAME M2£AHUUR AS THAT OF TUB ORIGINAL. 

BBS FAGB 52. 

1 . 

Sons of the Greeks, arise t 
The glorious hour’s gone fortli, 

And, worthy of such ties. 

Display who gave us birtlu 
CHOBUS. 

Sons of Greeks! lot us go 
In arms against the foe, 

Till tlieir hated blood shall flow 
In a river past our feet. 

/ 2- 
^ Tlien manfully despising 

The Tiiriosh tyranfs yoke, 

Let your country see you rising, 

And all her chains are broke, 

Y 


Brave shades of chiefs and sages, 

Behold thu coming sirilb! 

Hellenes of past agt's, 

Oh start again to lifo! 

At the sound of my trumpet, breaking 
Your sleep, oil, join with me! 

And the seven-hill’d ^ city seeking, 

Fight, conquer, till we *re free. 

Sons of Greeks 
3. 

Sjiarta, Sparta, why in slumbers 
Lctliargi*’ dost tliou lie? 

Awake, aisi join thy numbers 
Will) Alluns, old ally! 

LeonidH.s recalling, 

That chief of ancient song, 

Who saved ye once from falling, 

'riie terrible ! the strong! 

Who made tlmt bold diversion 
In old Thermopyla;, 

And warring with the Persian 
To keep Ids country free; 

With his three hundred waging 
The batth', lung he stood, 

And like a lion ragin 
Kx[»ired in seas of blood. 

Sons of Greeki^ 

TRANSLATION OF THE ROMAIC S 

“Mffcvw pc? Vfr’ Tr/jU/litXi 
’ilpatdrarv 

TUB KONO PROM WHICH 1*1IIS IS TAKEN IS A OR!- 
VOURITB WITH THii YOUNG GIRLH OF ATHENS, 
CLANSKS. TIIEIU MANNER OK SINGING IT IS BY 
IN IIOTATJON, TUK WilOLK NUMBER PRB.SRNTJOI 
THE CilUltUS. 1 HAVE HHAUD IT KRBMUBNTLY 
“ IN the winter of 181041. THB AIR H 

TIVB AND PRETTY. 

L 

I enter thy garden of roses, 

Beloved and fair Haidce, 

Kach morning where Flora rcpoBcs, 

For surely I see her in theo. 

Oh, T.ovuly! tlms low I implore thco, 

Receive this find triiUi fr<»m my tongue, 
Winch utters its song to adore thee, 

Yet trembles for what it has sung; 

As the branch, at the bidding of Nature, 

Adds fragrawHi and fruH to the tree, 
Through her eyes, through her every feature, 
Shines tlio soul of the young Haideo. 

2 . 

But the lovidicst garden grows hateful 
When Love has abandon’d the bowers; 
Bring me hemlock—since mine is ungrateful. 

Tliat herb Is more fragrant llian flowers. 
The poison, when pour’d from the chalice, 

Will deeply imbitter the bowl; 

But when drunk to escape from Uiy malice, 
I'he draught shall be sweet to my soul. 

Too cruel! in vain I implore tlieo 
My heart from tlioso liorrors to save: 

Will naught to iny boRoin restore tliee ? 

Then open the gates of the grave. 

3. 

As the chief who to combat advances 
Secure of his conquest before, 

Thus thou, with those eyes for ihy lances, 

Hast pierced tlu*ough my heart to its core. 
Ah, tell me, my soul! must 1 perish 
By pangs which a smile would dispel ? 
Would the hope, which (liou once badHit me i 
For torture re{>ay me too woU 9 
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ISd 

Now sad >8 die garden of roses, 

Beloved but false Haidde! 

There Flora all wither’d rcijoses, 

And mourns o’er thine absence with me. 


WRITTEN BENEATH A PICTURE. 

1 . 

Dear object of defeated care! 

Though not of Love and thee bereft, 

To reconalo me witli despair 
Thine image and my tears are left. 

2 . 

T is said with Sorrow Time can cope; 

But this I feel can ne’er be true: 

For by the deatli-blow of my Hope 
My Memory immortal grew. 

ON PARTING. 

1 . 

The kiss, dear maid! thy lip has left, 

Shall never part from mine, 

Till happier hours roslore the gift 
Untainted back to Uiine. 

2 . 

Thy parting glance, which fondly beams, 

An equal love may see: 

The tear that from thine eyelid streams 
Can weep no change in me. 

3. 

1 ask no pledge to make me blest 
In gazing when alone; 

Nor one meinorial for a breast, 

Wliose theughts are all lliiiie own. 

4. 

Nor need I write—to toll the tale 
My |>on were doubly weak: 

Oh 1 what con idle words avail, 

Unless the heart could speak? 

5. 

By day or night, in weal or wo, 

That heart, no longer free, 

Must bear the love it cannot show 
And silent ache for thee. 


TO THYRZA. 

Witliout a stone to mark the spot, 

And say, what trutli might well have said. 
By all, save one, fierchance forgot, 

Ah, wherefore art thou lowly laid ? 

By many a shore and many a sea 
Divided, yet beloved in vain ; 

The past, the future fled to tliee 
To bid us meet—^no—ne’er again! 

Could this have been—a word, a look 
That softly said, “Wo part in iwace,” 
Had taught my Iswom how to brook, 

With fainter aighs, thy soul’s release. 

And didst Uiou not, since Death for thoe 
Preimrod a light and paugless dart, 

Once long fer him thou ne’er shalt see. 

Who held, and holds thee in bis heart? 
Oh! who like him had watch’d tliee here ? 

Or sadly mark’d tliy glazing eye. 

In that dread hour ere death appear, 

V^n silent sorrow fears to sigh, 

Tift ^ was past? But when no more 
T was tliino to rock of human wo, 


Affection’s heart-drops, gushing o’er, 

Had flow’d as fast—as now they flow. 
Shall they not flow, when many a day 
In these, to me, deserted towers, 

Ere call’d but fi)r a time away. 

Affection’s mingling tears were ours? 
Ours too the glance none saw beside ; 

The smile none else might understand; 
The whisper’d thouglit of hearts allied. 

The pressure of the thrilling hand; 

The kiss, so guiltless and refimsl 

That Love each warmer wish forbore; 
Those eyes proclaim’d so pure a mind, 
Even passion blush’d to plead for more. 
I'll') lone, tliat taught mo to rejoice, 

■Wiicii prone, unlike thee to repine; 

The song, cela|U from thy voice. 

But sweet Wme from none but tliinc; 
The pledge we wore—I wear it still. 

But wlmre is thine ?—ah, where art tliou 
Oft have. I liorne the weight of ill, 

But never hcnl beneath till now ! 

Well hast thou left in life’s best bloom 
The cop of wo for me to drain, 

If re.si alone he in the tomb, 

I would not wisli thee here again; 

But if ill worlds more blest than this 
Tliy virtues seek a filler sphere, 

Impart some portion of thy blis.s, 

'i'o ween me from mine anguish here. 
Teach me—loo early taught by thoe! 

To liear, forgiving and forgiven 
I On eartli tliy love was sueh to me; 

It fain would firm my hope in heaven! 


STANZAS. 

' 1 . 

Away, away, ye notes of wo. 

Be silent, thou once sootliing strain, 

Or I must flee from hence, for, oh 1 
I dare not trust those sounds again. 

To me. they sjioak of brighter days— 

Blit lull the ciionls, lor now, alas! 

I must not think, I may not gaze 
On what 1 am—on what 1 was. 

2 . 

The voice tliat made those sounds more swe. 
Is hush’ll, and all their charms are fled ; 

And now their softest notes repeat 
A dirge, a^anlliein o’er the dead! 

Yes, Thyrza^es, tJiey breathe of tliee, 
Beloved dust! since dust thou art: 

And all that once was harmony 
Is worse than discord to my heart! 

3. 

’T is silent all 1—^but on my car 
The well-romember’d ediocs thrill; 

I I hear a voice I would not hear, 

A voice that now might well be still: 

Yet oft my doubting soul ’twill shake ; 

Even slumber owns its gentle tone. 

Til! consciousness will vainly wake 
To listen, though tbo dream be flown. 

4. 

Sweet Thyrza! waking as in sleep, 

Thou art but now a lovely dream; 

A star that trembled o’er the deep, 

Then turn’d from eartli its tender beam. 

But he, who through life’s dreary way 
Must pass, when heaven is veil’d in wrati 

Will long lament the vanish’d ray 
That scattered gladness o’er his path. 
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TO THYRZA. 

1 . 

Ono struggle more, and 1 am free 
From paegs that rond my heart in twain; 
One laat long E?igh to love and thee 
Then bank to busy life again. 

U suits me well to nmigh^ now 
With tilings that never pleased before: 
Though every joy is fled below, 

What future grief can touch m© more ? 

2 . 

Then bring mo \me, the banrpiet brii 
Man was not form’d to live alone: 

1 'll be that light unmeaning thing 
Tliat smiles with all, and weeps with none. 
Jt was not thus in days more dear, 

It nev4'r would have thou 

(last fled, aud lofl me lonely lierc; 

ThouVt nothing, all are notiiing now. 

3. 

In vain iny lyre would lightly breatljo! 

7’ho smile that sorrotv fain would wear 
Bui mocks iIh^ wo that lurks bcn»’<itl), 

Like roses o’er a sepulchn*. 

Though gay c^mipanioiis o’er the bowl 
f.hspel awliile the sense of ill; 

Thoiigh pleasure fires the niadtlenhig soul, 
The heart—^Ute heart is loneiv still! 

4. 

On many a lone and lovely night 
It sooth’ll to gaze upon the sky; 

For then 1 deem’d iJie heavenly light 
Shone sw’cctly on thy pensive eye: 

And oft 1 lliought at Cynthia’s noon, 

When sailing o’er the A'^gean wave, 

“ Now Thyrza gazes on that moon—’ 

Ales, it gleatiul upon her grave! 

5. 

Whi-n stretch d oil fever’s sleepless bed. 

Aivl si<*kn<‘ss shrunk tny tlirohhiiig veins, 

“ is eomfert still,” I faintly said, 

“ Thai ’riivrza cannot know niv pains 
Like fi'i^edofn to the time-worn slavi*, 

A ho«ni M is idle tln*n to give, 

Ridenting Nature vainly gave, 

My life, when Thyrza ceased to live! 

6 . 

My Thyrza’s pledgi* in heller days, 

When love and life alike were new! 

How different now iJiou meci's^iny gaze! 

How tinged by time wiili sorrow’s hiu*! 
The heart that gave itself with the;© 

Is silent—ah, were mine as still! 

Though cold as e’en tlie dead con be, 

It feels, it sickens witli the chill. 

7. 

Thou hitler pledge I thou mournful token! 

Though painful, Wellcome to my breast! 
Still, still, preserve timt Jove unbroken, 

O break Uie lieart to wliicli thou ’rt presi! 
Time tempers love, but not removes, 

More hallow’d when its ho{)e is lied: 

Oh! what arc thousand living loves 
To that wliich cannot ijuit the <lead ? 

EUTHANASIA. 

1 . 

When Time, or soon or late, shall bring 
The dreamless sloop tlmt Udls the dead. 


Oblivion ! may thy languid wing 
Wave gently oVr my dying bed! 

2 . 

No band of friends or heirs be there, 

I'o weep, or wish, tlic coming blow: 

No maiden, with dishevcli’d hair, 

To feel, or feign, decorous wo. 

3. 

But silent lot mo sink to F.arth, 

. With no officious mourners near: 

' I would not mar one liour of mirth, 

Nor startle friendship with a fear. 

i 4. 

Yet Love, if T.ove in such an hour 
t h>uld nobly ehi’ck its useless sighs, 
Might then exert, ils lulest (>ower 
ill her who lives and him who dies, 

5. 

’T were, sweet, my Psycho! to the last 
Thy features still serene to see: 
Forgetful of its .struggles past, 

E’en Thiin itself should smile on (hoc. 

6 . 

But vain the wish—for Beniify still 
Will shrink, as shrinks tlic ebbing bread 
An<l woman’s tears, j»roduce<l at will, 
i Vecivo in lifi*, unman in doatli. 

■ 7. 

Then lonely he my latest hour, 

Wiihoul regret, without a groan! 

For thousands Death hath ceased to lowt 
And pain been transient or unknown. 

8 . 

“Ay, but to die, and go,” alas! 

Where all have gone, and all must go! 
To be the nothing that 1 was 
Ere born to life and living wo! 

a. 

Count o’er the joys thine liours have seei 
Count o’er thy days from anguish free, 
And know, wliatcver thou hast lieen 
’T is sometlimg better not to be. 

1 STANZAS. 

= HRU aUANTO MINUS RST CUM RBUftUIS VBRS 
TUI MBMINISSE."’ 

1 . 

And thou art. dead, as young and fair 
As aught of mortal birth; 

And form so soft, and charms so rare, 
Too soon relum’d to Earth! 

Though Eartli received them in her be< 
And <i’or the sjiol the crowd may tread 
In rarolcsPiiesB or mirtli, 

There is an eye which could not brook 
A moment on tliat grave to look. 

2 . 

I I will not ask where thou liest low 
Nor gaze upon the spot; 

There flowers or weeds at will may gr* 
So I behold them not: 

It is enough for me to jH’Ove 
That what I loved and long must love 
Like common earili r.aii rot; 

To me there needs no stone to tell, 

’T is Nfrthing tlmt T loved so well. 
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i8 


3. 

Yet did I love thco to the last 
As forvently as thou, 

Who didst not change through all the past, 
And canst not alter now. 

The love whore Peath has set his seal, 
Nor ago can chill, nor rival steal, 

Nor falsehood disavow: 

And, what wore worse, thou canst not see. 
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me. 

4. 

The better days of life were ours ; 

The worst can lie but mine: 

The sun that cheers, the storm that lowers, 
Shall never more bo thine. 

The silence of that dreamless sleep 
I envy now too much to weep. 

Nor need I to repine 
That all those charms have pass’d away; 

I might have watch’d through long decay. 

6 . 

The flower in ripen’d bloom immatch’d 
Must iall the earliest prey; 

Though by no hand uutimuly snatch’d. 

The loaves rmist drop away: 

And yet it were a greater grief 
To watch it withering, leaf by leaf. 

Than see it pluck’il to-day; 

^ince eartlily eye but ill can bear 
To traoo the change to foul from fair. 

6 . 

I know not if I could have borne 
To see thy beauties fade; 

The night that follow’d such a mom 
Had worn a deeper shade: 

Thy day without a cloud hath past. 

And thou wort lovely to tlic lust; 

Exlingiiitih’d, not decay’d; 

As stars that slioot along the sky 
Shine brightest as they fall from high. 

7. 

As once I wept, if I cmdd weep. 

My tears might woU be shed. 

To think 1 was not near to keep 
One vigil o’er Uiy bod; 

To gose, how fondly! on thy face. 

To fold tlioo in a faint embrace, 

Uphold thy drooping head; 

And show that love, however vain. 

Nor thou nor I can feel again. 

8 . 

Yet how much less it wore to gain. 

Though thou hast left me free. 

The loveliest dungs that still remain, 

Than thus remember thee! 

The all of diiae that cannot die 
Through dark and dread Eternity, 

Returns again to me. 

And more thy buried love endears 
Than aught, except its living years. 


STANZAS. 

1 . 

If sometimes in die haunts of men 
Thine image from my breast may fads, 
The lonely hour presents again 

The semblance of diy gentle shade: 
And now that sad and sUent hour 
Thus thee can still restore, 

And soretMlIl^rved may pour 
The dare not speak before. 


Oh, pardon that in crowds awhile, 

I waste one thought I owe to thee. 

And, sclfrcondemn’d, appear to srailei 
Unfaithful to thy Memory! 

Nor deem th.at memory less dear. 

That then I seem not to repine; 

I would not CkiIs should overhear 
One sigh that should be wlioUy thine. 

3. 

If not the goblet pass unqualTd, 

I 11 is not drain’d to banish care; 

The cup must holit a deaillier draught. 

That brings a T.olho for despair. 

And could Clbhvion set iny soul 
I From all her troubled visions free, 

I 1 ’d dash to cartliA^’ sweetest bowl 

That drown’d ^Sngle thought of thee. 

4. 

For wert thou vanish’d from my mind, 

Where eouhl my vacant liosom turn ? 

Anil w1h> would then remain behind, 

'I’ll honour thine abandon’d Urn ? 

No, no— it is my sorrow’s pride 
That last dear duty to fulfil ; 

Tliough all tho world forgot beside, 

"1' is meet that 1 remember still. 

6 . 

For well I know, that such had been 
Thy gentle earo for him, who now 

Urimoitm’d shall (|uit this mortal scene, 

Wlierc none regarded him, but thou ; 

And, Oh! 1 fed in that was given 
A blessing never meant for me; 

Thou wert too like a dream of Heaven, 

For earthly love to merit thee. 

March Mth, 181* 

DN A CORNELIAN HEART WIUCH W 
HllOKEN. 

1 . 

Ill-fated Heart: and can it be 

That thou shouldst thus be rent in twain ? 

Have years of care for thine and tlieo 
Alike been all employ’d in vain? 

2 . 

Yet precious seems each shatter’d part. 

And every fragment dearer grown. 

Since he who wears thee, feels thou art, 

A fitter emblem of tm man. 


TO A YOUTHFUL FRIEND. 

1 . 

Few years have pass’d .since thou and I 
Were firmest friends, at least in name. 

And childhood's gay sincerity 

Preserved our feelings long the same. 

2 . 

But now, like me, too well thou know’st 
What trifles oft the heart recall; 

And those who once have lov’d the most, 
Too soon forget they loved at all. 

3. 

And such tho change the heart displays, 
So frtul is early friendship’s reign, 

A month’s brief lapse, perhaps a day’s, 
WiU view thy mind estranged again. 

4. 

If so, it never shall bo mine 
To mourn the loss of such a heart; 

The fault was Nature’s fault, not thine, 
Wliich made thee fickle as thou art. 



POEMS. 


5. 

As rolls the ocean’s changin;; tide, 

So Iniman feelings ebb and flow; 

And who would in a breast confide 
Where stormy passions ever glow ? 

6 . 

It boots not, that togetlier bred, 

Our childish days were days of joy: 

My spring of life has quickly fled ; 

Thou, loo, hast ceased to be a boy. 

7. 

And when we bid adieu to youth, 

Slaves to tho specious world’s control. 

We sigh a lung farewell to trutli; 

’ That world corrupts the noblest soul. 

8. 

Ah, joyous season! when tMb mind 
Dares all things boldly but to lie; 

Wlieii thought cro spoke is tiiiconfined. 

And sparkles in the placid eye. 

9 . 

Not so in Man s maturcr years, 

When man liiinself is but a tool; 

When interest sways our hopes and fears. 
And all must love and hate by ride. 

10 . 

With fools in kindred vice the some. 

We loam at length our littilts to blend; 

And those, iuiil Iho.se alone, may claim 
The pru.stitiited tiainc of friend. 

11. 

Such is the common lot of man; 

Can we then ’scape from folly free? 

I'.aii we reverse the general plan. 

Nor he v\hal all in turn inu,st be? 

13. 

No, fitr myself] so dark my fate 

Through every turn of life, hath been ; 

Man and the world I so much b.ate, 

1 care not wlaoi f quit the .scene. 

13. 

Hilt tltoii, willi spirit frail and light, 

Wilt shine awhile ami pass away; 

As glow-worms sparkle through the night. 
But dare not stand the test of day. 

14. 

Alas! whenever folly calls 

Where parasites and princes meef, 

(For cherish’d firsi in royal halls, 

Tlio welcome vices kindly greet,) 

1.5. 

Ev’n now thou ’rt nightly seen to add 
One insect to tlie fluttering crowd ; 

And still thy trifling heart is glad 

To join tlte vain, and court the proud. 

16. 

There dost thou glide from fair to fair. 

Still simpering on witli eager haste, 

As flies along the gay parterre. 

That taint the flowers they scarcely taste. 

17. 

But say, what nymph will prize the flame 
Wliich seem.s, as marshy vappurs move, 

To flit along from dame to dame. 

An ignis-fiituus gleam of lore ? 

18. 

What friend for thee, howe’er inclined, 

Will deign to own a kindred care ? 

Who will debase his manly mind. 

For friendship every fool may share ? 


19. 

In time forbear; amidst the throng, 

No more .so base a thing be seen; 

No more so idly pass along: 

Be something, any thing, but—mean. 

1 TO 

1 . 

Well! thou art happy, and I fee! 

That 1 should thus bo happy too; 

For still my heart regards thy weal 
Warmly, as it was wont to do. 

2 . 

Thy hushatid’s blest—and ’twill impart 
Some pangs to view his liappicr lot: 

But 1(4 them pass—Oh! how my heart 
Would hate him, if ho kwed tlieo not! 
3. 

Wlicn lale I saw thy favourite child, 

thought my joalotis heart would break 

I But when th’ tinconscioas infant smiled, 

1 kiss’d it for its motlier’s .sake, 

4. 

I kiss’d il, and rnpross'd my sighs. 

Its father in its face to seo; 

But I lien it had its mother’s eyes, 

I And they were all to love and me. 

5. 

Mary, adieu! I must away: 

Wliile thou an lilnst 1 ’ll not repine. 
But near thee I can never stay ; 

My heart would soon again be thine. 

6 . 

I deem’d that lime, T deem’d that pride 
Had quciieh'd at length my boyish flam^ 
Nor knew, till sealed liv thy side, 

My heart in all, save hope, tlie same. 

7. 

Yet was I calm: 1 knew the time 

Aly breast would thrill betbre thy look, 
j But now to tremble tvere a crime— 

I We iiiel, and not a nerve was shook. 

8 . 

I saw liiee gaze upon my face, 
r Yet meet wilh no eonfii.sion there 

i One only feeling conld'sl thou trace ; 
j Tho sullen calmness of despair 

Away ! aw.ay! my early dream, 
Kemcnibrancc never must awake: 

Oh! whore, is I.ethe’s fahled stream? 

My foolish heart ho still, or break. 


FROM THE PORTUGUESE. 

In moments to delight devoted, 

“ My life !” witli tend’rost tone, you cry; 
Dear words! on which ray heart had doter 
If youth could neither fade nor die. 

To death even hours like these must roll. 
Ah! then repeal those accents never; 
Or change “ niy life!” into “ my sou!!” 
Wltioh, like mv love, exists for over. 

IMPROMPTU, IN REPLY TO A FRI 

When from the heart where Sorrow sits, 
Her dusky shadow mounts too high, 

And o’er tlie chniging aspect flits, 

And clonds the brow or fills the eys. 
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He«d not that ^oom, which soon shall suik: 

My thoughts their dungeon know too well; 
Back to my breast the wanderers shrinb, 
And droop witlim their silent cell. 


ADDRESS, 

•POKSN A.T THS OPBNINO OF DRUnY-LANB THEATRE, 
SATURDAY, OCTOBER 10, 1812. 

.n one dread night our city saw, and sigh’d, 

3ow’d to die dust, the Drama’s towi^r of pride; 
n one short hour beheld the blazing fane, 

IpoUo sink, and Shaksjmare cease to reign. 

Ye who beheld, (oh ! sight admired and mourn’d 
iVhose radiance mock’d the ruin it adorn’d!) 
rhrf*ugh clouds of fire the mas.sy fragments riven, 
iike Israel’s pillar, chase the night from heaven ; 

Jaw tlie long column of revtdviiig flames 
5hake its red shadow o’er the startled Tliaineg, 

Vhilo thousands, throng’d artmnd tlie burning dome, 
Ihrank hack appall’d, and trembled for tln.ir home, 
ts glared Uie volamed blazii, and ghastly shone 
"'he skies, witi) lightnings awful as th('ir own, 

’ill hiackeiiing ashes and the lonely wall 
Jsurp’d the Muse’s maim, and mark'd her fall; 
lay—shall this now, nor less aspiring pile, 
f-ear’d where once rose the mightiest in <»ur isle, 

Cnow the same favour which tin* f<>nner knew, 

V. shrine for Shakspeare—wortliy him and ? 

Yes—shall be—the magic of that name 
defies Uie scytlie of time, ttie torch of flunw*; 

^ the same sjMtt still consoeratos the seene, 

\nd bids the Drama he where .she haih been. 
rhi.H fabric’s birth attests tlie potent sjMll — 
indulge our honest pnde, and say, How 

As soare this fane to emulate the last, 

"Ih! might we draw our oiiiens from t)ie past, 

■(omo hour propitious to our prayers may boast 
Barnes such as hallow still l)io dome we Ir>st. 

)n Drury first your Sidilons’ thrilling art 
Verwhelin’d the gentlest, storm’d the sternest heart. 

)n Drury, Garrick’s latest laurels grew; 
lore your last tears retiring Rosidus drew 
Sigh’d liis last thanks, and wept his last adieu: 

^ut still for living wi! the wreath.s may bloom 
I’hat only waste tJieir odours oor Iho l,oml>. 

^ucli Drury claim'd and claims—nor yon refuse 
1nc tribute to revive his slumbering inuso ; 
kVifh garlands deck your own Menander's head! 

"^or Ixtard your honours idly for the dead! 

Dear arc the days which made our annals bright, 

Sre Garrick fled, or Brinsley ceased to write, 
rlcim to their labours, like aU high-born heirs, 

V^ain of our ancestry, as lliey of ihrirs; 

While thus Remembrance borrows Banquo’s glass 
To claim tlio sceptred shadows as they )»ass, 

A.nd we the mirror hokl, where imaged shine 
Immortal names, emblazon'd on our line, 

Pause—ere their feebler offspring yon condemn, 

Elc.ffect how hard tlie task to rival them! 

Friends of the stage! to whom bothPlayeir and Plays 
Must sue alike for pardon, or for praise, 

Whose judging voice and eye alotie direct 
The boundless power to cherish or reject; 

If e’er frivolity lias led to ferae, 

And ma<te us blueh tliat you forbore to blame; 

If e’er the sinking stage could condescend 
To sooth the sickly ta«(le it dare not mend, 


All jiast. reproach may present scenes refUle, 

And censure, wisely loud, be justly mute t 
Oh I since your fiat stamps tlie Drama’s law^ 
l^^orbear to mock us with misplaced applause; 

pride sliall doubly nciTC tfio actor’s powers 
Ami reason’s voice be echo’d back by ours! 

This greeting o’er, the ancient rule obey’d, 

The Drama’s homage by her herald paid, 
Kfccive tmr welcome loo, whose every tone 
S{>riiigs from our hearts, ami fain would win your 
The curtain rises—may our stage unfold 
Scenes not unworthy l>urv’s d.iys of old! 

Britons our judges, Nalitrc. for our guide, 

'till may ive please—long, long may ym preside! 

Tp TIME. 

Time! on whoso arbitrary wing 
'riie varying hours must flag or fly, 

Whose tardy winter, fleeting spring, 

)hit drag or drive us on to die— 

Hail thou ! who on mv mirth bestow’d 
'I'hosc boons to all that know thee known; 
Y<?t botler 1 sustain lliy load, 

For now I bear the weight alone. 

I would not one f'-.nd heart should sharo 
The bitter mom'-nti? thoti liast given; 

And pnrtloi) thee, since thou could'st spare 
All that T loved, 1<» peace or lieavon. 

To them he joy or rest, on mo 

Thy fiituri' ills shall jiress in vain ; 

1 notliing owe hut years to then, 

A. debt already paid in paiu. 

Yet i‘ven that jmin was some relief; 

It felt, hut still forgo! thy power: 

The. ju ti\c U'foriy of grief 

Jictards, hut nev<‘r counts the hour. 

Ill joy iVe sigh'd to think thy flight 

Would soon subside from swift to slow; 
Thy cloud could overcast the light, 
iJut could not ad<i a iiighi to wo 
For then, however drear and dark, 

A3y soul was suited to tliy sky; 

On(! star alone shot forth a spark 
To prove thoc—not Eternity. 

That beam hath sunk, and now thou art 
A hliiiik; a thing to count and curse 
Through each dull tedious trilling part, 
Which all n'grei, yof, ail reliearso. 

One scene even tliou canst not deform; 

The limit of thy sloth or speeil 
When future wamlercrs bear tlie stonn 
Which we sliall slccji too sountl to lined: 
And I can smile to tliirik how weak 
Thine etTorts shortly shall bo shown, 
When all the vengeance thou canst wreak 
Must full upon—a namolass stone. 


TRANSLATION OF A ROMAIC I.OVE S- 

1 . 

Ah! Love was never yet. without 
The piuig, llic agony, the <louhf, 

Which rends my heart with eeaseless sigh, 
While day and night roll darkling by. 

2 . 

WiUiout one friend to hi'ar my wo, 

1 faint, 1 die bencalli the blow. 

That Love had arrows, well I knew; 

Alas! 1 tiDd them poison’d too. 

3. 

Birds, yet in freedom, shun the net, 

Which Ifovo around your haunts hath set; 



POEMS. 


Or circled by his fata! fire, 

Your hearts shall burn, your hopes expire. 

4. 

A bird of free end careless wing 
Was I, through many a smiling spring; 

But caught within the suhtlu snare, 

1 bum, and feebly flutter tlierc. 

6 . 

Who ne’er have loved, and loved in vain, 

Can neither feel nor pity pain, 

The cold repulse, the look askance, 

The lightning of Love’s angry glance. 

6 . 

In flattering dreams I deem’d thee mine; 
Now hope, and he who hoped, decline; 

Like melting wax, or withering flower, 

I feel my passion, and thy power. 

7. 

My light of life! ah, tell me why 
That pouting lip, and alter’d eye? 

My bird of love ! my lieautcous mate 
And art tiiou changed, and const Uiou hate ? 

8 . 

Mine eyes like wintry streams o’erflow: 

What wretch with me would barter wo ? 

My bml ’. rekmt; one note could give 
A charm, to bid thy lover live. 

9. 

My curdling blood, my madd’ning brain. 

In silent anguish I susi ain; 

And stiU thy heart, without partaking 
One pang, exults—while mine is breaking. 

10 . 

Pour me the. poison; ft'or not thou! 

Thou const not murder more lliau now; 

I’ve lived to curse luy natal day. 

And love, tliat thus can lingering slay. 

II. 

My wounded soul, my bleeduig breast. 

Can patience preach thee into rest ? 

Alas! too late, I dearly know, 

Tliat joy is harbinger of wo. 

A SONG. 

1. 

Thou art not false, but thou art fickle, 

To those tliyself so fondly sought; 

The tears that thou hast forced to trickle 
Are doubly bitter from that thought: 

’T is this which breaks tlio heart thou grievest, 
Too woU tliou lov’st—too soon tliou leavcst. 

2 . 

The wholly falso tlie heart despises. 

And spurns deceiver and deceit; 

But she who not a thought disguises. 

Whose love is as sincere as sweet,— 

When she can change who loved so truly, 

It feels what mute has felt so newly. 

3. 

To dream of joy and wake to sorrow, 

Is doom’d to all who love or live; 

And ilj when conscious on the morrow, 

We scarce our fancy can forgive, 

That cheated os in slumber only, 

To leave the waking soul more lonely, 

4. 

What must they fool whom no false vinon, 

But truest, tenderoat passion warm’d ? 
Sincere, but swift in sad transition, 

As if a dream alone hod charm’d ? 


Ah! suro such grief is fancy’s scheming. 
And ail thy change can be but dreaming 

ON BEING ASKED WHAT W'AS 
“ORIGIN OF LOVE?’ 

The “ Origin of love!”—Ah, why 
I That cruel que.stion ask of me, 

‘ When thou may st read in many an eye 
Ho starts to life on seeing thee ? 

And .should’st thou seek his md to linow 
My heart forebodes, my fears foresee, 
He ’ll linger long in silent wo ; 

But live—until 1 cease to be. 

t REMEMBER HIM, &c. 

1 . 

Remember him, whom passion's power 
Severely, dtu'ply, vainly proved : 
Remember tbon that diuigcrous hour 
When neither fell, though l)Olh wore 1- 

i That yielding breast, that melting eye, 
Too ranch invibsl to be blest: 

That gentle prayer, that pleading sigh. 
The wilder w ish reproved, represl. 

:i. 

, Oh! let me feel tliat all I lost 
' But saved thee all that cousr:ience fef 

And blush for every |)ang it cost 

To spare the vam remorse of years. 

4. 

Yet think of tins when many a tongue, 
AVhose busy accents whisper blame. 
Would do tlio heart that loved tliee wrt 
And brand a nearly blighted name. 

5 . 

Think tliat, whate'or to others, thou 
I Hast seen each solfish tliought subdui 

1 bless thy ptirer soul oven now, 

Even now, in midnight solitude. 

6 . 

Oil, God! that we had met in time, 
t)ur lioans as fond, tliy hand more fri 
When tliou hadst loved without a crime 
And I been less unworthy tlice I 

7. 

Far may thy days, as herebiforo, 

From this our gaudy world ho past! 
And, that too bitter moment o’er. 

Oh ! may such trial be thy last! 

8 . 

This heart, alas ! perverted long. 

Itself destroy’d might there destroy; 

To meet thee in the glittering tlirong. 
Would wake Presumption’s hope of j 

9. 

Then to the tilings wlio.se bliss or wo, 
Like raino is wild and wortliless all, 
That world resign—such scenes forogc 
Where those who foe! must surely f: 

10 . 

Thy youtli, tliy charms, thy tenderness 
Thy soul from long seclusion pure; 
From what even here hath past, may y 
What there tliy bosom must endure. 

H. 

Oh ! pardon that imploring tear. 

Since not by Virtue shed in vain, 

My phrensy drew &om eyes so dear; 

For me they shall not weep again. 
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12 . 

Though long and mournful must it be, 

The thought that we no more may meet; 
Yet I doserro tlie stem decree, 

And almost deem the sentence sweet. 

13. 

Still, had I loved thee less, my heart 
Had then loss sacrificed to thine; 

It felt not half so much to part. 

As if its guilt had made tlieo mine. 


LINES 

INSCaiSED IIFOH A CITP FOHMSO FROM A SKULL. 

1 . 

Start not—nor deem my spirit fled: 

In me behold the only skull. 

From which, imiike a living head, 

Wliatcvor flows is never dull. 

2 . 

1 lived, 1 loveil, I quafl'’d, like thee; 

I died i let eartli my bones resign: 

Fill iifF—tliou canst net ui|iire me; 

The worm hatli fouler li)is than tidne. 

3. 

Better to hold the sparkling grape, 

Than nurse tile eartli-womi’s slimy brood ; 

Aial circle in the goblet's shape 

The drink of Grods, tlian reptile’s food, 

4. 

Where once my wit, perchance, hatli shone, 

In aid of oUiers’ let mo sliiiic; 

And when, alas! our brains are gone, 

Wliat nobler substitute tlian wine ? 

5. 

duafl' while tliou canst—another race. 

When thou and tliine like me are sped. 

May rescue thee from earth’s embrace. 

And rhyme and revel with tlie dead. 

6 . 

Why not ? since through life’s bttic day 
Our heads such sad cfTects produce; 

Redeem’d from worms and wasting clay, 

This chance is theirs, to be of use. 

Newatead Abbey, 1808. 

ON THE DEATH OP SIR PETER PARKER, 
BART. 

1 . 

There is a tear for all that die, 

A mourner o’er tlie humblest grave; 

But nations swell the ftmeral cry. 

And Triumpli weeps above the brave. 

For them is Sorrow’s purest sigh 
O’er Ocean’s heaving bosom sent; 

In vain their bones unburied lie, 

AU earth becomes their monument! 

8 . 

A tomb is theirs on every page, 

An ejntaphon every tongue; 

The present hours, tlie future age. 

For them bewaU, to tiiem belmg. 

4. 

For them the voioe of festal mirth 
Grows hush’d, their noms the only sound; 

While dsoB Remembrance pours to Worth 
The gleet’s tributary rmind. 


6 . 

A theme to crowds that knew tliem not, 
Lamented by admiring foes. 

Who would not share their glorious lot? 
Who would not die the death they chose ? 
6 . 

And, gallant Parker! flius enshrined 
Thy life, thy fall, thy fame shall be; 

And early valour, glowing, find 
A model in tliy memory, 

7. 

But there are breasts that bleed with thee 
In wo, that glory cannot quell 
And sliuddcring hear of victory. 

Where one so dear, so dauntless, fell. 

8 . 

Where shall they turn to mourn tlico less ? 

When cease to hear thy cherish’d name ? 
Time cannot teach forgetfulness. 

While Griers fuU heart is fed by Fame. 
9. 

Alas! for them, though not for thee, 

They cannot choose but weep the more; 
Deep for the dead the grief must lie. 

Who ne’er gave cause to mourn before. 


TO A LADY WEEPING. 

1 . 

Weep, daughter of a royal line, 

A Sire’s disgrace, a realm’s decay 
All, happy ! if each tear of tliino 
Could wash a father’s fault away I 
2 . 

Weep—^for thy tears arc Virtue’s tears— 
Auspicious to these suffering isles ; 

And be each drop in future years 
Repaid thee by thy people’s smiles! 

Mardt, 1812. 


FROM THE TURKISH. 

1 . 

The chain I gave was fair to view. 

The lute I added sweet in sound; 

The heart Uiat offer’d both was true, 

And ill deserved the fate it found. 

2 . 

These gifts were charm'd by secret spell 
Thy truth in absence to divine ; 

And they have done tlieir duty well,' 

Alas ! tliey could not teach tliee thine. 

3 . 

That chain was firm in every link. 

But not to bear a strangers touch 

That lute was sweet—till thou could’st think, 
In other hands its notes were sucli. 

4. 

Let him, who from thy neck unbound 
The chain which shiver’d in his grasp, 

Who saw that lute refuse to sound, 

Rostring the chords, renew the clasp. 

5. 

When thou wert changed, they alter’d too; 
The chain is broke, the music mute. 

’T is past—^to them and thee adieu— 

False heart, frail chain, and silent lute. 





SONNET. 

TO OEmcrKA. 

Thine eyeg’ Uuo tenderness, thy lung fair hair, 

And the wan lustre of thy features—caught 
From confemiilation—where serenely wrought, 
Seems Sorrow’s softness charm’d from its despair— 
Have thrown such speaking sadness in thine air, 

That—^but I know thy blessed bosom fraught 
\Vith mines of unalloy’d and stainless thought— 

I should have deem’d thee doom’d to earthly care. 
With such an aspect, by his colours blent. 

When from his beauty-breathing pencil born, 
(Except that thou hast notliing to repent,) 

The Magdalen of Guido saw tlie moni— 

Such -beem’st thou—but how much more excellent! 
With naught Remorse can claim—nor Virtue scorn. 


BONNET. 

TO OEHEVKA. 

Thy cheek is pale with thought, but not from wo, 
And yet so lovely, that if Mirth could flush 
Its rose of whiteness with tlie briglitest blush, 
My heart would wish away tliat ruder glow; 

And dazzle not tJiy deep-blue eyes—but oh! 
While gazing on them sterner eyes will gush, 
And into mine my mother’s weakness rush, 
Soft as the last dru];>s round heaven's airy bow. 
Fur, through thy long dark lashes low depending, 
The soul of melancholy Gentleness 
Gleams like a seraph from the sky descending, 
Above all pain, yet pitying all distress; 

At once such majesty with sweetness blending, 

1 worsh^ more, but cannot love time less. 


INSCRIPTION 

OW THE MOtfUMEHT OP A HEWFOimBtAIfD DOO. 
“NEAR THIS SPOT 

ARE CBPOEITRU THE BSHAINS OP ONE 
WHO POSSESSED BEAirnr WITHOUT VANITT, 
8TBENOTH WITHOUT INSOLENCE, 

OOUKAOE WITHOUT FEROCITY, 

AND ALL THE VIRTUES OF MAN WITHOUT IIIS VICES. 
THIS PRAISE, WHICH WOULD BE UNHEANINO FLATTEBY 
IF INSCRIBED OVER HUMAN ASHES, 

IS BUT A JUST TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY OF 
BOATSWAIN, A DOO, 

WHO WAS BORN AT NEWFOUNDLAND, MAY 180J, 

AND DIED AT HBW8TEAD ABBEY, NOT. 18, 1308.” 

When some proud son of man returns to earth, 
tTnknown to glory, but upheld by birth. 

The sculptor’s art exhausts tite pomp of wo, 

And storied urns record who rests below; 

When all is done, upon the tomb is seen, 

Not what ho was, but what ho should have been: 

But the poor dog, in life the firmest frienth 
The first to wolcome, foremast to defend, 

Whose honest heart is still his master’s own. 

Who labours, fights, lives, breathes for him alone, 
Unhonour’d falls, unnoticed all liis worth, 

Denied in heaven the soul he held on earth; 

While roan, vain insect! hopes to be furgivei^ 

And claims himself a sole exclusive heaven. 

CHi man! thou fe^lo tenant of an hour, 

Debased by slavery, or eomipt 1^ power, 

Who knows thee well must qrat thm with diitgUEt, 
Degraded mass of animated dust! 

Thy love is hist, thy fnendship all a cheat, 

Thy smiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit S 
By nature vile, ennobled but fay name, 

£ach kindred brute might l»d diee biueh fiir afaame. 

Ye! who perchance beiiold this sim|de urn, 

Pass on —it honmiri none you wish to moora: 

Z 


To mark a friend’s remuns these stones arise; 

I never new but one, and here he lies. 

Newstcad Abbe^, Oct. 30, 1808. 


FAREWELI,. 

Farewell! if ever fondest prayer 
For other’s weal avail’d on liigh, 

Mine will not all be lost in air. 

But waft thy name beyond the sky. 

’T were vain to speak, to weep, to sigh ; 

Oh! more than tears of blood can tell, 
When wrung from guilt’s ex|uring oye, 

Are in that word—Farewell!—Farewell! 

These li|is are mute, these eyes are diy j 
But in niy breast, and in my brain. 
Awake the pangs that juisb not by, 

The tliougbt that ne’er shall sleep again. 
My soul nor deigns n,ir dares complain, 
Though gri<‘f and passion tliere rebel; 

I only know wo loved in vain— 

I only feel—^Farewell!—Farewell 1 


1 . 

Bright he the place of thy soul! 

No lovelier spirit than tliiiie 
E’er burst from its mortal control. 

In the orbs of tlie blessed to shine. 

On earth thou wert all but divine. 

As thy soul shall immortally be; 

And our sorrow may cease to repine, 

When we know that tiiy God is with thee. 

2 . 

Light ho the turf of thy tomb! 

May its verdure like emeralds be; 

Tliere should not be the shadow of gloom, 

In aught that reminds us of thee. 

Young flowers and an evergreen tree 
May spring from the spot of thy rest: 

But nor C 3 ij>ross nor yew let us see; 

For why should we nourn for the blest? 


1. 

When wo two parted 
In silence and tears, 

Half broken-hearted 
To sever for years, 

Pate grew thy check and ctdd, 
Colder thy kiss; 

Truly that hour forottdd 
Sorrow to this. 

2 . 

The dew of the morniag 
Sunk chill on my brow— 

It felt like the warning 
Of what I feel now. 

Thy vows are all broket). 

And light is thy feme; 

I bear thy name spoken, 

And diare ia its shame. 

S. 

They name thee before ms, 

A knell to mine ear; 

A shudder comes o’er me— 
Why wert thou so deer? 

They know not I knew thee, 
'Vno knew thee too well !— 

Long, long shall I rue theox 
Too deeply to leU. 
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4. 

In secret we met— 

In silence I grieve^ 

That thy heart could forget, 

Thy spirit deceive. 

If I should meet thee 
After long years, 

How should 1 greet ihce?— 

With silence and teSu-s. 

1808. 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC.* 

** O Lar.hrymai'uin foim, teiM>ro sacroa 
Ducaiilium ortiw rx atiimo: quuter 
Felix 1 ill inio mil acateiitftTn 
PecUiro le, pia aonaiu’ 

Gray'$ Pomala. 

1 . 

There's not a joy the world can give like that it takes 
away. 

When tlie glow of early thought declines in feeling’s j 
dull decay; 

T is not on youlti’s smooth cheek tlie blush alone, which 
lades BO last, 

Out the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youtli itself 
be past. 

2 . 

Then tlio few whose spirits float above the wreck of 
happiness 

Are driven o'er the shoals of guilt or ocean of excess; 

The magnet of their course is gone, or only paints in 
vam 

The shore to which their sliiver’d sail shall never stretch 
again. 

8 . 

Then the mortal ccjdncss of the soul like death itself I 
comes down; 

It cannot feel fiir oiiiers’ woes, it dare not dream its own; 

That heavy cliill has frozen o’er the fountain of our 
tears. 

And though the eye may sparkle still, ’t is whore the ice 
appears- I 

Though wit may flasli from fluont lips, and mirth dis¬ 
tract tile breast, 

Tlirough midnight hours lliat yield no more tlicir former 
hope of rest; 

T is but as ivy leaves around die ruin’d turret wreath. 

All green and wildly fresh witliout, but worn and gray 
beneath. 

6 . 

Oh could I feel as I have fell,—or be what I have been. 

Or weep as I cuidd once have wept, o’er many a 
vanish’d Bcene; 

As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish 
though they be, 

So nudst Uio wither’d waste of life, those tears would 
flow to mo. 

1815. 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

Thero be none (rf Beauty’s daughters 
With a magic like thee j 
And like music on the waters 
Is thy sweet voice to me: 

When, as if its sound were causing 
The charmed ocean’s pausing, 

The waves lie still and gleaming, 

And the lull’d winds seem dreaming, 

• TtWM rtnm ilwre siv«n by Lord Brron to Mr. Power, Strand, who 
opubhokid (iwm, wiihTerv boauUfaiisuilobr Sir John Slereneou. 


And the midnight mogn is weaving 
Her bright chain o’er the deep { 

Vlfhose breast is gently heaving, 

As an infant’s asleep : 

So the spirit bows before thee, 

To listen and adore thee; 

With a fiill but soft emotion, ' 

Like tlie swell of Summer’s ocean. 

FARE THEE WELL. 

“ t they had been friends in Youth; 

Bui whUiwnng tongues can putaoo truth; 

And constancy lives in realms aliove : 

And Joife is thorny ; and youth is vidu: 

And to be wroth wUh one we love, 

Doth work like tnodneas in the brain : 

Bnt never either found anotlier 
To free the holl»w heart from inioitij— 

Tltey Ktond aloof, the scars remaining. 

Isike clifls, which had been rent aaunder ; 

A dreary sea now flows betw-^.., 

B'U iiL'isher hciii, nor frost, nor Uinnder 
flhall wholly do awny, 1 ween. 

The marks of that which once balii been.*’ 

Col*ridg«*s Chritta^l, 

Fare tJieo well! and if for ever, 

Sfill for ever, fare thee wU : 

Even unforgiving, never 

’Gainst thee shall my heart rebel. 

Would lliat breast were hared before ihec 
Wliero thy head so soft hath Iain, 

While that placid sleep came o’er thee 
Which thou ne’er caiist know again: 

Would that breast, by tliee glanced over, 

Every inmost Uiought could show ! 

Then tiiou would’st at last discx>ver 
’T was not well to spurn it so. 

Though the world for this commend ihee— 

Though it smile upon the blow, 

Even its praises must offend thee, 

Founded on anotlicr’s wc^ 

Thougli my many faults defaced me, 

Could IK) other arm be found 
Than the one which once embraced me, 

To inflict a cureless wound ? 

Yet, oh yet, thyself deceive not; 

Love may sink by slow decay, 

But by sudden wrench, believe not 
Hearts can thus be tom away: 

Still tliine own its life retaiiietii’— 

Still must mine, tliough bleeding, beat; 

And the undying thought which paineth 
Is—tliat wc no more may meet. 

These are words of deeper sorrow 
Tlian the wail above the dead; 

Both shall live, but every morrow 
Wake m from a widow’d bed. 

And when thou would’st solace gather, 

Wlien our child's first accents flow, 

Wilt thou teach her to say * Father!” 

Though his care she must forego? 

When her little hands shall press thee, 

When her lip to thine is prest, 

Think of him whose pra}er shall bless theey 
Think of him thy love had bless’d! 

Should her lineaments lesemble 
Those thou never more may’s! see, 

Then thy heart will softly tremble 
With a pulse yet true to me. 

AU my &ulta perchance thou knowest. 

All my madnem none can know; 

AU my hopes, where’er thou goest. 

Wither, yet with thee diey go. 

Every feeling hath been shaken; 

Pride, wh^ not a world could bow, 

Bows to dtee—^y thee forsaken, 

Even toy soul Awakes ssm now: 



But His done—all words are idle— 
Words from me are vainer still; 
Blit the thoughts we cannot bridle 
Force their way without the will.— 
Pare thee well 1—thus disunited, 

Torn from every nearer tie, 

Sear’d in heart, and lone, and blighted 
Mure than tills 1 scarce con die. 


A SKETCH.* 

“ Honpnt lafo! 

If ibat thou be’si a tlcvil, I ennnot kill 

Born in the garret, hi tlic kitchen bred, 

Promoted tlience to deck her mistress’ head; 

Ne.rt—^for some gracious .service unesprcsi. 

And from its wages only to lie guess’d— 

Raised from tile toilet to tlie table,—where 
Her wandering belters wait behind her chair. 

With eye unmoved, and forehead unabash’d. 

She dines from olT the plate she lately wash'd. 

Q,iiick with the talc, and ready with the lie— 

The genial confidante, and general spy— 

Who could, ye goils! Iter noxl employment guess— 
An only infiint's earliest governess! 

She taught the child to read, and taught so well, 

Tliat She herself, by toachiiig, learn'd to spell. 

An adept next in penmanship she grows. 

As many a nameless slander deftly shows: 

What she had niiide tlie pupil of her art. 

None know—but that high Soul secured the heart. 
And )>antod for the truth it could not hoar, 

With longing breast and undeludud ear. 

Foil’d was perversion by that youthful mind. 

Which Flattery fool’d not—Baseness could not blind, 
Dsceit infect not—near Contagion soil— 

Indulgence weaken—^rior Example spoil— 

Nor master’d Science tempt her to look down 
On humbler talents with a pitying frown— 

Nor Ocniiis swell—nor Beauty render vain— 

Nor Envy riitHc to retaliate pain— 

Nor Fortune change—Pride raise—nor Passion bow, 
Nor Virtue teach austerity—till now. 

Serenely (Hirest of her .sex that live. 

But wanting one sweet weakness—to forgive, 

Too -shock’d at faidts her soul can never know, 

She deems that all could bo like her below: 

Foe to all vice, yet hardly Virtue’s friend. 

For Virtue pardons tliose she would amend. 

But to the lliemc:—^now laid aside too long 
The Kalefiil burden of tliis honest song— 

Though all her former functions are no more. 

She rules tlie circle which she served before. 

If mothers—none know why—before her quake ; 

If daughters dread her for the mothers’ sake; 

If early habits—those false links, which bind 
At times the loftiest to the meanest mind— 

Have given her power too deeply to instil 
The angry essence of her deajdly will; 

If like a snake she steal within ytxir walls, 

Till the black slime betray ber as she crawls ; 

If like a vi[>er to the heart she wind. 

And leave the venom (here slie did not find ; 

What marvel that tliis hag of hatred works 
Eternal evil latent as she lurks, 

To make a Pandemonium where she dwells, 

And reign the Hecate of domestic bolls ? 

Skill’d by a touch to deepen scandal’s tints 
With all the kind mendacity of hints 
■Wliile mingling truth with falseliood—sneers with 
smiles— 

A thread of eandoor with a web of wiles; 


A (ilain blunt show of briefly spoken seeming. 

To hide her bloodless heartV soul-barden'd scheming, 
A lip of lies—a face form’d to conceal; 

Anti, without feeling, mock at all who feel: 

With a vile mask the Gorgon would disown; 

A cheek of parcbment—and an eye of alone. 

Mark, how the channels of her yellow blood 
Ooze to her skin, and stagnate there to mud. 

Cased like tile centipede in saffron mail, 

Or darker greenness of the scorpion’s scale— 

(For drawn from reptiles only may we trace 
Congenial colours in that soul or face)— 

I iook on ber features! and behold her s^d 
As in a mirror of itself defined: 

I.ook on the picture! deem it not o’ciiihargod— 

There is no trait which might not be enlarged: 

Yet true to “Nature’s journeymen,” who made 
This monster when tlieir mistress left oif trade, 

This female dugslar of her little sky, 

Where all beneath her infliieiice droop or die. 

Oh! wrnirh without a tear—without a thought, 

Save joy aliovc the ruin Ihou hast wrought— 

The time shall come, nor long remote, when tho» 

Shalt fuel far more than thou inflictest now; 

Feel for thy vile se.lf-loving selfin vain. 

And turn thee howling in iinpiiied pain. 

May the strong eiirsi^ of crusli’d all'eetions light 
Back on thy bosom with reflected hliglil! 

And make tliee in thy leprosy of mind 
As loathsome, to tli}'self as to mankind ! 

Till all thy self-thoiiglits curdle into hale, 

Black—as thy will pir others would create: 

Till thy hard heart he calciiiud into dust, 

And thy soul welter in its hideous crust. 

Oh, may thy grave be sleepless as the bed,— 

The widow'd couch of fire, that thou hast spread! 
Then, when thou fain wouldst weary Heaven with 
prayer, 

liook on thine earthly victims—and desp-air! 

Down to the dust!—and, as thou rott’sl away. 

Even worms shall perish on thy poisonous clay. 

I But fir the love I bore, and still must bear. 

To her ihy malice from all ties would tear— 

Tliy name—thy human iianie—to every eye 
The climax of lUI sconi should hang on higti, 
lixalled o’er thy less uUioit’iI compeers— 

And festering in tlie infamy of years. 


TO- 

1 . 

When all around grew drear and dark, 
And reason half witliheld her ray— 
And hope hut shed a dying spark 
Wliich more misled my lonely way; 

2 . 

In that deep midnight of tlie mind, 

And that interual strife of heart, 

W’hcn dreading to be deem’d too kind, 
The weak despair—Uie cold doiiart; 

S. 

When fortune changed—and love fled fag 
And hatred's shalb flew thick and last, 
Thou wort the solitary star 
Which rose and sot not to the last. 

4. 

Oh! blest be thine unbredeen Ught! 

That watch’d me as a seraph’s eye, 
And stood between me and the night, 

For ever shining sweetly ni^. 

*llU>IMrr, Hn.{.«sli. 


Mr*. CksrlmOEit. 
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6 . 

And when the clood upon us came, 

Which strove to blacken o’er thy ray— 
Then purer spread its gentle dame. 

And dash’d the darkness all away. 

6 . 

Still may thy spirit dwell on mine, 

And teach it what to brave or brook— 
There ’s more in one soil word of thine 
Than in the world’s deSed rrftnke. 

7. 

Thou stood^ as stands a lovely tree. 

That stiuunbroke, though gently bent. 

Still waves with fond fidelity 
Its bouglts above a monument. 

8 . 

The winds might rend—the skies nught pour. 
But there thou wert—and still would'st be 
Devoted in the stormiest hour 

To shed tliy weeping leaves o’er me. 

9. 

But thou and thine shall know no blight, 
Whatever late on me may fall; 

For heaven in sunshine will requite 
Tile kind—and thee the most of alL 

10 . 

Then let the ties of bafiled love 
Be broken—thine will never break; 

Thy heart can feel—but will not move; 

Thy soul, though soil, will never shake. 

11 . 

And these, when all was lost beside, 

Were ibond and still are fix’d in th ee — 
And bearing still a breast so tried, 

Earth is no desert—ev’n to me. 

ODE. 

[PROK THl FBBKOH.] 

I. 

We do not curse thee, Waterloo! 

Though Freedom’s blood tliy plain bedew; 
There "t was shed, but is not sunk— 

Rising from each gory trunk, 

Like the Water-spout from ocean. 

With a strong and growing motion— 

It soars, and raiiif^es in the air. 

With lliat of lost Labcdovekx— 

With that of him whose htaiour’d grave 
Contains the “bravest of the brave." 

A crimson cloud it spreads and gk>w% 

But shall retim to Whence it rose { 

When ’tis full ’twill burst asunder— 

Never yet was heard such thiuider 
As then riiall shake the world widi wonder— 
Never yet was seen su<d> lightning 
As o’er heaven shall then be bright’ning! 

Like the Wormwood Star fereU^ 

By the stunted Seer of old, 

Show’riag down a fiery fiood, 

Turning rivers into blood.* 

«. 

The Chief has fellon, but not by yea, 
Vanquishers of W al^ool 
When the soldier citizen 
Sway’d not cfet his fellow men— 

Save in deeds that led them on 
Where Glory smiled on Freedom’s son— 
Who, of all the despot’s banded. 

With diat youthful tdiief competed? 

Who could boast o’er France dWeated, 

Till Ions Tyranny commanded? 


Till, goaded by ambition’s sting, 

Tire Hero sunk into the King? 

Then ho fell:—So perish all, 

Who would men by man entlual. 

III. 

And thou too of the snow-white plume ! 
Whoso realm refused lliec ev’n a tomb ;* 
Better had.it tliou still been leading 
France o’er busts of hirelings bleedings 
Than sold thyself to death and shams 
For a meanly royal name; 

Such as he of Naples wears. 

Who thy blixid-bought title bears. 
l.ittle didst thou deem, when dashing 
On thy war-horse through the ranks, 
l.ike a stream which burst its banks, 

While helmets cleft, and sabres clashing^ 
Shone and shiver'd fast around thee 
Of the fate at last which found tliee: 

Was that haughty plume laid low 
By a slave’s dishoiic.st blow ? 

Once—as tlio Moon sways o’er the tide. 

It roll’d in air, the warrior’s guide; 

Through the smoke-created night 
Of the black and sulphurous fighb 
The soldier raised his seeking eye 
To catch that crest’s ascendancy,— 

And, as it onward rolling rose, 

So moved his heart upon our fees. 

There, where death’s brief pang was quideest. 
And the battle’s wTeck lay thickest, 

Strnw’d beneath the adveuicing banner 
Of the eagle's burning crest— 

(There with thunder-clouds to fan her, 

IFAo could then her wing arrest— 

Victory beaming from her breast ?) 

While tlie broken line enlarging 
Fell, or fled along the plain; 

There be sure was Murat charging! 

Tiiere he ne’er shall charge again! 

O’er glories gone the invaders march, 

Weeps Triumph o’er each levell’d areh— 

But let Freedom rejoice, 

With her heart in her voice; 

But, her hand on her sword. 

Doubly shall she be adored; 

France has twice too well been taught 
The “ moral lesson" dearly bought— 

Her safety sits not on a throne, 

With Capet or NAPOtEOw! 

But in equal rights and laws, 

Hearts and hands in one great cause— 
Freedom, such as God hath given 
Unto all beneath hu heaven. 

With their breath, and from their birth. 

Though Guilt would sweep it from the earth; 
With a fierce and lavish lund 
Scattering nations’ wealth Hke sand; 

Pouring nations’ blood like water, 

In imperial seas of slaughteri 


But the heart and the mind, 

And the voice at mankind. 

Shall arise in communion— 

And who shall resist that proud union ? 
The time is past when swords subdued-- 
Man may die—the soul’s renew’d: 

Even in this low world of care 
Freedom ne’er shall want an heir j 
Millions breathe but to inherit 
Her fer ever bountfibg spirit— 
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When once more her hosts assemble, 

Tyrants shall believe and tremble— 

Smile they at this idle threat? 

Crimson tears will follow yet. 

PROM THE FRENCH. 

“AM. wsnl, StlT PABIICITI,ARt,Y BAVSRT, AKD A POLISH 
_.OPFICBa WHO HAD BBSS HXALTBD PBO» THB BANKS B' 
800NAPABTE. H* CLCNO TO HIS MASTEK’S KNBBS 
WROTE A LBTTBK TO tOBD KEITH, ENTRSATINO PER. 
MISSION TO ACCOMPANY HIM, EVEN IN THB HOS 
MENIAL CAPACITY, WHICH COULD NUT SB ADMITTED.” 

1 . 

Must thou go, my glorious Chief, 

' Sever’d from thy faithful few ? 

Who can tell thy warrior’s grief, 

Maddening o’er that long adieu ? 

Woman’s love, and friendship’s zeal, 

Dear as both have boon to me— 

What are they to all I feel. 

With a soldier’s faith for thee ? 

2 . 

Idol of the soldier’s soul! 

First in fight, but mightiest now: 

Many could a world control; 

Thee alone no doom can bow. 

By tliy side for years I dared 
Deatli; and envied tliose who fell, 

W’hen their dying shout was heard, 

Blessing him they served so well.* 

3. 

Would that I were cold with those. 

Since this hour I live to see; 

When the doubts of coward foes 
Scarce dare trust a man with thoo. 

Dreading each should set thee free! 

Oh! ^though in dungeons pent. 

All their chains were light to me, 

Gazing on tliy soul unbent. 

4. 

Would the sycophants of him 
Now so deaf to duty’s prayer. 

Were his borrow’d glories dim, 

111 his native darkness share ? 

Were that world tliis hour his own, 

All thou calmly dost resign. 

Could he purchase with that throne 
Hearts like those which still are thine ? 

5 . 

My chicf| my king, my friend, adieu! 

Never did I droop before; 

Never to my sovereign sue. 

As his foes I now implore; 

All I ask is to divide 

Every peril he must brave ; 

Sharing }jy the hero’s side 
His fall, his exile, and his grave. 


ON THE STAR OF * THE LEGION OP 
HONOUR.* 

[PBOM THE PBBNCH.] 

I. 

Star of the brave I —whose beam hath shed 
Such glory o’er tlie quick and dead— 

Thou radiant and adored deceit! 

Which miltions rush’d in arms to greet,— 

Wild meteor of immortal birth! 

Why rise in Heaven to aet on Earth 1 

S. 

Souls of slain heroes form’d tliy rays; 

Etomily flash’d through thy blaxe; 


The music of thy martial sphere 
Was fame on high and honour here 
And tliy light broke on human eyes, 

Like a Volcano of tlio skies. 

3. 

Like lava roll’d thy stream of blood, 

And swept down empires with its flood; 

Earth rock’d beneath thee to her base, 

As then didst Ugliten througli all space, 

And the shorn Sun grew dim in air, 

And set while thou wort dwelling there. 

4. 

Before thee rose, and with thee grew, 

A raiiilmw of the loveliest hue 
Of three bright colours,* each divine, 

And fit for that celestial sign; 

For Freedom’s hand had blended them. 

Like tints in an immortal gem. 

6 . 

One tint was of the sunbeam’s dyes; 

One, the blue depth of Seraph’s eyes; 

One, the pure Spirit’s veil of white 
Had robed in radiance of its light: 

The three so mingled did beseem 
The texture of a licavonly dream. 

6 . 

Star of the brave! thy ray is pale, 

And darkness must again prevail! 

But, oh thou Rainlww of the fi'ee! 

Our tears and blood must flow for thoo. 

When thy bright promise fades away, 

Our life is but a load of clay. 

7. 

And Freedom hallows with her tread 
The silent eities of the dead; 

For beautiful in death are they 
Who proudly fall in her array; 

And soon, oh Gisldess ! may wc bo 
I For evermore with them or thee! 

NAPOLEON’S FAREWELL. 

[PKOM THE FRENCH.] 

1. 

'arewell to the I.and, where the gloom of my GHoiy 
Irose and o’ershadow’d the eurlli with her name— 

!he abandons me now—but the page of her story, 

'he brightest or blackest, is fill'd with my fame, 
have warr’d with a world which vanquislied mo 
iVIien tlie meteor of conquest allured me too far; 
have coped with the nations which dread me thus lonely, 
'he last single Captive to millions in war. 

2 . 

'arewell to thee, France! when thy diadem crown’d me, 
made tliee the gem and the wonder of earth,— 
lut thy weakness decrees I should leave as I found thee, 
decay’d in thy gloiy, and sunk in thy worth. 

)h! for the veteran hearts tliat were wasted 
In strife with the storm, when their battles were won— 
hen the Eagle, whose gaze in tliat moment was blasted, 
Had still soar’d widi eyes fix’d on victory’s sun! 

S. 

'arewell to thee, Franco!—but when Liberty ndlies 
)nce more in thy regions, remember me then— 

'ho violet still grows in the depth of thy valleys; 
Though wither’d, thy tears will unfold it again— 

~'et, yet, I may ba& the hosts tliat surround us, 

\nd yet may ihy heart leap awake to my voice— 

'here ore lilflta which must break in the chain that 
has bound us. 

Then turn thee and cdl on tlie Cluef oC thy chmee I 
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WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAP OP “THE 
PLEASURES OP MEMORY.” 

Absent or present, still to thee, 

My friend, what niagic spells belong! 

As all can tell, who share, like me, 

In turn thy converse, and thy song. 

But when the dreaded hour shall come 
By Friendship ever deem’d too nigh, 

And “Mkmobv” o’er her Dniid’s tomb 
Shall weep that aught of thee can die, 

How fondly will she then repay 
Thy homage offer’d at her shrine. 

And blend, while ages roll away, 

Her name imniurlally with tHnel 

AprU 19, 1812. 


SONNET. 

Rousseau—Voltaire—mir Gibbon—and do Slofl— 
Leman! these names are w<jrthy of thy shore. 
Thy shore of names like these! wert tliou no more, 
Their memory tliy remembrance woidd recall; 

To them thy banks were lovely as to all, 

But they have made them lovelier, for the lore 
Of mighty minds doth hallow' in the core 
Of human hearts the ruin of a wall 
Wh. •r<5 dwdll the mse anJ wonJVmJs ; but by thee 
How mucli more, Luke of Beauty! do we feel, 

In sweetly gliding <»’er ihy cbrystal sea, 

The wild glow of that not ungentle zea4 
Which of the heirs of immortiility 
li proud, aiul makes tlie breath of glory real! 

STANZAS TO-.♦ 

1 . 

Though the day of my destiny’s over, 

And iho star of niy fate hath declined, 

Thy soil heart r«fus4^ to discover 
The faults which so many could find; 

Though thy soul wiili my grief was acqu^ted, 

It shrunk not to share it with me, 

And tlic Jove which my s}>irit hath painted 
It never hath found but in tfme. 

2 . 

Then when nature around mo is smiling, 

The last smile which aiiswcrs to mine, 

I do not bolieve it beguiling, 

Because it reminds me of thine; 

And when w'iiids are at wiir with the ocean, 

As tlic breasts I believed in with mo, 

If their billows excite an emotion, 

It is that they bear me from thee. 

Though the rock (»f my last hope is shiver’d, 

Ami its fragments are sunk in tlic wav^ 
Though I feel that my soul i.s deliver’d 
To pain—it shall not be its slave. 

There is many a pang to pursue me: 

They may crush, but they shall not contemn— 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me— 

*T is of thee tliat I think—not of them. 

4. 

Though human, thou didst not deceive me, 
Thmigh wmnan, thou didst not forsake, 

Though loved, thou forhorest to grieve me, 
Thou^ slander’d, thou never cxmldsi shako,— 
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me, 
Th^gh parted, it was not to fiy, 

Though watchfid, was not to defame me, 

Nor, mute, that the world might beUe. 

* fii> •blWi Mrt. 


5 . 

Tet I blame not the world, nor despise H, 

Nor the war of die many with one— 

If niy soul >vas not fitted to prize it, 

’’J’was folly not sooner to sliun: 

And if dearly that error hath cost me, 

And more than I once couki foresee, 

1 have found that whatever it lost me, 

It could not deprive me of thee, 

6 . 

From the wreck of the past, which hath perish’d, 
Thus mtjch I at least may recall, 

It hath taught me tliat what I most cherish’d 
IDfservod to be dearest of ail: 

In the desert a fountain is sjiringing, 

In the wide waste there still is a tree, 

And a lurd in the solitude singing, 

Which speaks to my spirit of 


DARKNESS. 

f had a dream, which was not all a dream. 

The bright sun was extinguish’d, and the stars 
iJid waniler darkling in the eternal space, 

Fiayless, and pathlcFs, and the icy earth 
S’iwung blind and blackening in tiic moonless air; 

Morn came, and went—and came, and brought nc da)^ 
And men forgot their passions in the dread 
Of this their desolation ; and all hearts 
Were chill’d into a .selfish prayer for light: 

And {.hey did live by watchfin s—and tlie thrones, 

The palaces of crowned kings—the huts, 

The halntations of all things which dwell, 

Were burnt for lieacons; cities were consumed, 

And men were gather’ll round their blazing homes. 

To look once more into each other’s face; 
lajipy were those who dwelt within tlio eye 
Of the volcanos, and their mountauV'torch: 

A fearful hope wan all tho world contain’d; 

'♦“’orests were set on fire—but hour by hour 
They fell and faded—and the crackling trunks 
"Extinguish’d with a crash—and all was black. 

The brows of men by the despairing liglit 
Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits 
The dashes foil u|Km tliem; some lay dowm 
And liid their eyes and wept; and some did rest 
Their chins upon their clenched hmids, and smilci^; 
And others hurried to and fro, and fed 
Their funeral piles with fuel, and lock’d up 
AVith mad disquietude on tlie dull sky, 

The pall of a past world; and tlien again 
With curses ca.st them down upon the dust, 

And gna.sh’d their teeth and howled: the wild birds 
shriek’d, 

And, terrified, did flutter on the ground. 

And flap their useless wings; the wildest brutes 
!5amc tame and tremulous; and vipers crawl’d 
And twined themselves among the multitude, 

Hissing, but sfingloss—they were slain for food: 

And War, which for a moment was no mwe, 

Did glut luraself againa meal was bought 
With blood, and each sate sullenly apart 
Gorging himself in gloom: no love was left; 

All earth was but one thought—and that was death, 

Immediate and inglorious; and the pang 

^f famine fed upon all entrails—men 

Died, and tlieir bones were tombles-s as their flesh; 

The meagre by the met^r© were devour’d, 

Even dogs assail’d their masters, all save one, 

And ho was faithful to a corse, and kept 
Tho birds and beasts and famish’d men at bay, 

Till hunger clung them, or the dropping dead 
Lured their look jaws; himself sought out no food, 

But with a piteous and perpetual moan, 
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A.nd a quick desolate cry, licking the band 
Which answer’d not with a caress—ho died. 

The crowd was famish’d by degrees; but two 
Of an enormous city did survive, 

And they were enemies; Uiey met besido 
Tlio dying embers of an altar*piace 
Where h^ been heap’d a mass of holy things 
For an unholy usage; they raked up, 

^nd shivering scraped with their cold skeleton hands 
The feeble ashes, and their feeble breath 
Blew ibr a little life, and made a dame 
Which was a mockery; then they lifted up 
Their eyes as it grew lighter, and beheld 
Each other’s aspects—saw, and shriek’d, and di6d'~-> 
Evenj^f Uieir mutual liideousness they died. 
Unknowing who ho was upon wht^e brow 
Famine written Fiend. The world was void, 
The populous and the powerful was a lump, 
Seasonless, herbless, treeless, manloss, lifeless^ 

A lump ddath~-a chaos hard clay. 

The rivers, lakes, and ocean all stood still, 

And nothing stirr’d within their silent depths; 

Ships sailorless lay rotdng on the sea, 

And their masts fell down piecemeal; as tliey dropp’d 
They slept on the abyss witliout a surge—* 

7'ho waves were dead; the tides were in their grave, 
The q^oon, tJicir mistress, had expired before; 

The winds were willier’d in the stagnant air, 

And tlie clouds perish’d; Darkness had no need 
Of aid from tliem—She was tlie universe. 


CHURCHILL’S GRAVE. 

A FACT LlTBRALLY RBNDBRED. 

I ^ood beside the grave of him who blazed 
The comet of a season, and I saw 
The humblest of all sepulchres, and gazed 
With not the less of sorrow and of awo 
On that neglected turf and quiet stone, 

With name no clearer than tlie names unknown, 
Which lay miread around it; and I ask’d 
The Gardener of that ground, why it might be 
That for tliis plant strangers his memory task’d 
I’lirough the thick deaths of half a century ; 

And thus he answer’d—“ Well, I do not know 
Why frequent travellers turn to pilgrims so; 

He died before my day of Sextonship, 

And 1 ha*l not. the digging of this grave.” 

And is this all ? I lliouglit,—and do we rip 
The veil of Immortality ? and crave 
I know not what of honour and of light 
Through unborn ages, to endure this blight 7 
So soon and so successless ? As I said, 

The Architect of all on which we tread, 

For Earth is but a tombstone, did essay 
To extricate remembrance from the clay, 

Whose minglings might confuse a Newton’s thought 
Were it not that all hie must end in one, 

Of which wc are but dreamersas he caught 
As’t were the twilight of a former Sun, 

Thus specie he,—^ I believe the man whom 
You wot, who lies in this selected tomb, 

Was a most famous writer in his day, 

And therefore travellers step from out their way 
To pay him honour,—and myself whate’er 
Your honour pleases,”—then most pleased I shodc 
From out my pocket’s avaricious noc4 
Some certain coins of silver, which as *t were 
Perforce I gave this man, though I could spare 
So much but inconveniently;—Ye smile, 

I see ye^ ye profane ones! all the while, 

Because my homely phrase tlie truth would telU 
' You are the fools, not I—for I did dwell 


With a deep thought, and with a soflen’d eye, 

On that Old Sexton’s natural homily, 

In which there was Obscurity and Fame, 

The Glory and the Nothing of a Name. 

THE DREAM. 

I. 

Our life is twofold; Sleep hath its own world, 

A boundary between the things misnamed 
Death and existence: Sleep hath its own world, 
And a wide realm of wild reaUty, 

And dreams in their dcvelopement have broatli, 
And team, and tortures, and the touch of joy ; 
They leave a weight upon our waking tlioughts, 
They t^Ucc a weight foom olT our waking toils, 
They do divide our being; they become 
A portion of ourselves as of otir time, 

And look like heralds of eternity; 

They pass like spirits of the past,—they speak 
lake sibyls of the future ; they have power— 

The tyranny of pleasure and of pain ; 

They make us what we were not—what they will, 
And shake ua with tiie vision ihat ’» gone by, 

The dread of vanish’d sliailows—Are they so 7 
Is not the ptust all shadow? What arc they 7 
Creations of (he mind ?—I’he mmd can make 
Substance, and pe«»plc planets of its own 
With beings brighter Ilian have been, and give 
A breath to forms which can outlive all flesh. 

I would recall a vision which 1 dreom’d 
Perchance in sloe|>—for in itself a thought, 

A slumbering thought, is capable of yesus, 

And curdles a long life into one hour. 

n. 

I saw two beings in tJie hues of youth 
Standing upon a hill, a gentle hill, 
areen and of mild declivity, the lost 
As ’twere the cape of a long ridge of such, 

Save that there was no sea to lave its base, 

But a most living landscape, and the wave 
Of woods and cornfitdds, and the abodes of men 
Scatter’d at intervals, and wreathing smdio 
Arising from such rustic roofsthe hill 
Was crown’d with a jicculiar diadem 
Jf trees, in circular array, so fix’d. 

Not by the sport of nature, but of man ; 

These two, a maiden and a youth, were there 
mazing—the one on all tliet was beneath 
Fair as herself—btit tlie boy gazed *on her; 

And both were young, and one was bcauUful: 

And both were young—yet not alike in youtli. 

As the sweet moon on the horizon’s verge 
The maid was on the eve of womanhood; 

The boy had fewer summers, but his heart 
Had iar outgrown liis years, and to his eye 
There was but one beloved face on earth, 

And that was shining on him; he had lot^’d 
Upon it till it could not pass away; 

He had no breath, nor ^ng, but in hers ; 

She was his voice; ho did not speak to her, 

But trembled on her words; she was his si^t, 

For his eye follow’d hers, and saw with hers, 
Whfoh colour’d all his ol^ectshe had ceiMd 
To live within himself; she was his lifo, 

The ocean to the river of his thoughts. 

Which torroinated all: upon a tone, 

A touch of hers, his blood would ebb and flow. 

And his cheek change tempestuously—his heart 
Unknowing of its cause of agony. 

But she in these fmid feelings had no share: 

Her sighs were not for him; to her be waui 
Even as a brother—but no more;’t was much 
For brotheiioBS she was, save in the name 
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Her infant fiiendehip bad beatow’d on him; 

Heraelf the eolitary scion loft 

Of» time-boDour’d race.—was a name 

Whicli pleased him, and yet pleased him not—and why ? 

Time taught him a deep answer—when she loved 

Another; even tune she loved another, 

And on the summit of that hill she stood 
Looking afar if yet her lover’s steed 
Kept pace with her expectancy, and flew. 

Ill. 

A cliange came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

There wa.s an ancient mansion, and before 
Its walls there was a steed caparison’d ; 

Within an antique Oratory stood 

The Boy of whom I spake;—he was alone. 

And pale, and pacing to and fro: anon 
He sate him down, and seized a pen, and traced 
Words which I could not guess of; then he loan’d 
His bow’d head on his hands, and shook as *twere 
With a convulsion—then arose again. 

And with his teeth and quivering hands did tear 
What he had written, but he shed no tears. 

And he did calm himself, and fix his brow 
Into a kind of quiet: as he paused. 

The Lady of his love re-enter'd there; 

She was serene and smiling then, and yet 
She know she «as by him beloved,—she knew. 

For quickly comes such knowledge, that his heart 
Was darken’d tvilh licr shadow, and she saw 
That he was wretched, but she saw not all. 

He rose, and with a cold and gentle grasp 
He took her hand; a momimt o’er his face 
A tablet of unutterable thoughts 
Was traced, and then it &ded, as it came ; 

He dropp’d the hand he held, and with slow steps 
Retired, but not as bidding her adieu. 

For they did part with mutual smiles; he pass’d 
From out the massy gate of that old Hall, 

And moimting on his steed he went his way ; 

And ne’er repass’d that hoaiy threshold more, 
iv. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The Boy was sprung to manhood; in the wilda 
Of fiery climes he itu^e himself a home. 

And his Soul drank their sunbeams: he was girt 
With strange and dusky aspects; he was not 
Himself like what he had been; on the sea 
And on the shore he was a wanderer; 

There was a mass of many images 
Crowded like waves upon me, but he was 
A part of all; and in the last ho lay 
Reposing from the noontide sultriness, 

Couch’d among fallen columns, in the shade 
Of ruin’d walls that had survived the names 
Of those who rear'd them ; by his sleeping side 
Stood camels grazing, and some goodly steeds 
Were fasten’d near a fountam; and a man 
Clad in a fiowing garb did watch the while, 

While many of his tribe slumber’d around : 

And they were canopied by the blue sky. 

So cloudless, clear, and purely beautiful. 

That Qod alone was to be seen in Heaven. 

r. 

A change came o’er the Sfarit of my dream. 

The L^y of his love was wed with One 
Who did not love her better4 d her hocne^ 

A thousand leagues from his,—her native home, 

She dwelt, begirt with growing Infitney, 

Daughters and sons of Beauty,—but tx^ld! 

Upon her fitce ftiere was the tint of grie^ 

The settled shadow of an inward stiife. 

And an unquiet drooping of the eye 

As if iu lid were idurg^ with unshed tears. 

What could her giief^T—she had all she lotre^ 


And he who had so loved her was not there 
To trouble with bad hopes, or evil wish, 

Or ill-repress’d affliction, her pure thoughts. 

What could her grief be ?—she had loved him not. 

Nor given him cause to deem himself beloved, 

Nor could he be a part of that which prey’d 
Upon her mind—a spectre of the past. 

ri. 

A change came o’er the 8],irit of my dream. 

The Wanderer was return’d.—I saw him stand 
Before an Altar—^wiih a gentle bride ; 

Her face was fair, but was not that which made 
The Starlight of his Boyhood ;—as be stood 
Sven at the altar, o’er his brow there came 
The selfsame aspect, and the quivering shock < 

That in the antique Oratory shook 
His bosom in its solitude; and then— 

As in that hour—a moment o’er his face 

The tablet rf unutterable thoughts 

Was traced,—and then it faded as it came. 

And he stoed calm and quiet, and he spoke 
The fitting vows, but heard not his own words, 

And all things reel’d around him; ho could see 

Not that which was, nor that which should have been— 

But the old mansion, and the accustom’d hall, 

And the remember’d chambers, and the place. 

The day, the hour, the sunshine, and the shade, < 

All tilings pertaining to that place and hour. 

And her who was his destiny, came back 

And thrust themselves between him and the light: 

What business liad they tlioro at such a time ? 

TII. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The lady of his love ;—Oh! she was changed 
As by the sickness of the soul; her mind 
Had wander’d from its dwelling, and her eyes 
' They had not their own lustre, but the look 
Whicli is not of tlio earth; slie was become 
The queen of a fantastic realm; her thoughts 
Were combinations of disjointed things; 

And forms impalpable and unperceiv^ 

Of others’ sight familiar were to hers. 

And this the world calls phrensy ; but tlie wise 
Have a far deeper madness, and the glance 
Of melancholy is a fearful gift; 

What is it but Uio telescope of truth ? 

Which strips the distance of its phantasies. 

And brings life near in utter rialicdness, 

Making the cold reality too real! 

VIII. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The Wanderer was alone as heretik'are. 

The beings which surrounded him were gone. 

Or were at war with him ; he was a mark 
For blight and desolation, comjiass’d round 
With Hatred and Contention ; Pain was mix’d 
In all which was served up to him, until. 

Like to the Poufic monarch of old days," 

He fed on poisons, and they had no power. 

But were a kind of nutriment; he lived 
Through that whicli had been death to many men. 

And n^e him friends of mountains; with the stars 
And the quick Spirit of the Universe 
He held his dialogues; and they did teach 
To him the magic of their mysteries; 

To him the book of Night was open’d wide. 

And voices fium the deep abyss reveal’d 
A marvel and a secretr—Be it so. 

IX. 

My dream was past; it had no further change. 

It was of a strange order, that the doom 
Of these two creatores s^ld be ftius traced out 
Almost like a reality—the one 
To end in madness—both in misery. 
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PROMETHKPW. 

i- \ 

Titian! to wliose immorlal eyes 
The sufferings of mortalify, 

Seen ill tbeir sad reality, 

Were not as things tJiat g(xls despise; 

What was Ihy pity’s recompense? 

A silent suffering, and intense; 

T'he rcKik, the vuJlure, and the chain, 

Ait that the proud can fe^ of pain. 

'J'he agony Uiey do not sliow, 

*rhe suffiicating sense of w<^ 

Whif^ii speaks but in its loneliness, 

And then is jealous lest llic sky 
fcs^uMild have a listener, nor will sigh 
Unul its voice is edioless. 

II. 

Titian! to lliee Uie strife was given 
Between the siiH'eriiig and the will, 

Which torlun^ where they cannot kill; 

And the inexorable Heaven, 

And the deaf tyranny of Fate, 

The ruling prmci[)le of Hate, 

"Which f(;r its pleasure doth create 
'i'lie things it may annihilate, 

Refused tliee even the ho(»ii to die; 

Tlie wretched gift eternity 

Was thine—'and thou hast home it well. 

All lliat tlie Thunderer wrung from tlice, 

Was hut die nuaiuce which Hung back 
On liiin the torinoiUs of thy rack; 


UOMANCE MUY DOLOROSO 

DEL 

SITftt Y TOMA DE AUIAMA. 

El jual dezia cn Aravigo tuei. 

1 . 

Fasscavase cl Rev Moro 
F*or la citidad <le (.aranada 
Desde las puertas de Elvira 
Hasta las do Bivaramhia. 

Ay do mi, Alhama! 

2 . 

Cartas Ic fiioron venidas 
C^iic Alhama era gtuiada. 
l.as cartas echh en cl 

Y al inensagero matava. 

Ay de mi, AUiama! 

3. 

Dcscavalga de uiia mula, 

Y en un cavallo cavalga. 

Por el Zacatin arriba 
Subido se avia al Alhambra. 

Ay do mi, AUiama! 

4. 

Oomo en el Alliamhra estuva 
Al nasmo punto mandava 
due se tor^uen las trompotas 
Con anaffles de plata. 

Ay de mi, Alhama! 

A. 

Y <|ue afamborcs de guerre 
Apriessa toquen alarma; 

Por quo lo oygan sus Morot^ 

I 4 OS de ia Vega y Uranada. 

Av de mi, Alhama! 

' ‘2 A 


'I’he fate tliou didwl so well foresee, 
i3ut wuuhl nut to a]>pease him tell; 

And in thy Silence was Iiis Seiilciicc, 

And in bus Soul a vain rc^Kintaiice, 

And evil dread so ill disseinhled 
That in his hand the lightnings trembled. 

III. 

Thy Godlike crime was to be kirul, 
i’o reiioer with thy preeeptM l«sa 
The sum of human wreleliediiess, 

Ami stretiuihf.|| Man with his own mind ; 

Hut baffled as (l.oti wt^rt from high, 

Still in ihv patient energy, 

In the mlumiicc, and repulse. 

Of Uiim* impenetrable Spirit, 

'\Y!ii<di liiarth imd Iloaven could not convulse, 
A migjity lesson wc inherit; 

Thou art n symho) and a sign 
To Mortals of their fiitt* and n*rcc ; 

Like thee, Man is in part divine, 

A lronhii‘d s'tr»';un from ;i pure source; 

And Man in p'>rti ais can fere.;eo 
His own furierttal df.sriny ; 

Hi.s wretchedness, and bin resistance, 

Ami Ills sad uiiatiind evislenre: 

To which his Spirit may ojtposo 
iLscIf—ail equal to all wiies, 

And a firtii w ill, and a deep sense, 

Whidi even in torture ran descry 
Its own eoneenicr’d reeoiupeiiso, 

Triumpliunt where it dares defy, 

And making i)eath u Victory. 


A VERir MOUUNFfJL BALLAD 

ON THE 

siKtiK AVT> r;oxaifRNT or ai.hama. 

Which, in fht ArohJe. hufiuny.e, 1# to M« /oUtnping pHcptfit. 
Ttie cfFcrt of Uip I’rlsritiHl htilhtd (wittrh iHitli ii» Mird 

Artiliu.) Wits nurlitiatU ttWuM toi tiiiidtjii Ui Im duttrf liy lliC 
j.aiit uf ituixth, witliiu CirauuUi:.) 

L 

The Moorish King rides up and doivn 
'i’lirungh Granada's royal town; 

Fr<*ni Elvira’s gntes to fho 8 « 

Of Bivarambla on ho goes. 

Wo is me, Alhama! 

2 . 

Letters to the monarch fell 
How Alhania's city fell; 

In tlio fire llio scroll he threw, 

And the messenger he slew. 

Wo iH me, AUiama! 

3. 

He quits his nriule, and mounts liis horse, 

And through the streol direels lik course; 
Tlirough liie street of Ziinaiin 
To tiie Alhaiiihra spurrme m. 

"Wo U me, Alhama! 

4. 

When the Alhambra walls ho gain’d, 

On tlie momenl he ordain’d 

That the tnmqiet. straight slKiuld sotmd 

Witli the silver clarion round. 

Wo k inr, Alhama! 

5. 

And when the hollow dnims of war 
Beat the loud alarm afar, 

That tiio Moors of town aral plain 
Might answer to tlie martial strain, 

Wu is me, AUuima! 
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6 . 

I<o» Muros quo el son oyeroti, 
Clue al sangrieiito Mme Uaina, 
Uno a uno, y dos a dos, 

Un gran eaquadron fbrmaran. 

Ay de ini, AUiama! 

7. 

Alii habib un Moro viojo; 

Dosta manera hablava:— 

Para quo nos ilainas, Rey ? 

Para que os osto llatnada ? 

Ay do mi, Alhama! 

8 . 

Aveys de saber, amigos, 

Una nueva desdichada: 

(lue Ohristianos, con braveza, 
Ya nos ban tuinado AUiama. 

Ay do mi, AUiama! 

9 . 

Alli 'liabib un viojo Alfaqui, 

1 >0 barba crecida y cana :— 
Bien so to emplea, buen Roy, 
Uueii Roy; bien so te emploava. 

Ay do mi, Alhama! 


6 . 

Then tlie Moors by this aware 
Thai bloody Mars recall’d them there. 
One by one, and two by two. 

To u mighty squadron grew. 

Wo is me, Alhama! 

7. 

Out llien spake an aged Moor 
In these words tile king before, 

“ Wherefore call on us, oh King ? 

What may moan this gathering 

Wo is me, Alhama! 

8 . 

“ Friends! yo have, alas I to know 
Of a most disastrous blow. 

That the Christians, stern and bold, 

Have obtain’d AUiama's hold.” 

Wo is mo, AUiama! 

9. 

Out then s|>ako old Alfaqui, 

With Ids beard so white to see, 

“ Good King! thou art justly served. 
Good icing! this thou hast deserved. 

Wo is me, Alhama! 


10 . 

Malasto los Bencerrages, 

Clue era la fior de Granada; 
Cogisto los tomadizos 
Do Cordova la nombrada. 

Ay do mi, Alhama! 

U. 

Por osso inoreccs, Roy, 

Una peiie bicn dobloda; 

Clue te piurdas tu y ol reyno, 

Y que se pierda Granada. 

Ay de mi, Alhama 1 

12 . 

Si no so respotan Icyos, 

Ks ley quo tudo se pierda; 

Y quo sc pierda Granada, 

Y quo te piordas eu ella. 

Ay do nd, AUiama! 

13. 

Puego por los ojos vierte, 

El Roy que osto oyera. 
y como el otro de leyes 
De leyos tambion hablava. 

Ay de mi, AUiama 1 

14. 

Sabo un Roy que no ny loyes 
Ide darlo a Reyes disgusto.— 
Esso dize cl Rey Moro 
Helincliando de colcra. 

Ay de mi, Alhama 1 

15. 

Moro Alfaqui, Moro Alfaqu^ 

El de la vellida barba, 

El Rey to manda prendcr, 

Por la perdida de Alhama. 

Ay da mi, AUiama! 

16 . 

Y cortarto la cabeza, 

Y ponorla en el Alhambra, 

Por que a ti castigo sea, 

T olros ticmblen en miralla. 

Ay de mi, Alhama 1 


10 . 

“ By thee wore slain, in evil hour, 

Tlie Alienccrrage, Granada’s flower; 

And strangers were received by thee 
Of Cordova the Chivalry. 

Wo is me, Alhama! 

11 . 

“ And for lids, oh King! is sent 
On thee a double chastisement: 

Thee and thine, thy crown and realni. 
One last wreck shall overwhelm. 

Wo is me, Alhama! 

12 . 

“ He who bolds no laws in awe, 

He must perish by the law; 

And Granada must bo won, 

And tliysclf with her undone.” 

Wo is me, AUiama! 

13. 

Fire flash’d from out tho old Moor’s eyes, 
The Monarch's wrath began to rise. 
Because ho answer’d, and because 
He spake exceeding well of laws. 

Wo is me, AUiama! 

14. 

* There is no law to say such things 
As may disgust the oar of kings— 
Thus, snorting with his clioler, said 
Tho Moorish King, and doom’d him dead. 

Wo is me, AUiama! 

15. 

Moor Alfaqid! Moor Alfaqui! 

Though thy beard so hoary be, 

The King hath sent to have thee seized, 
For AUiama’s loss displeased, 

Wo is me, Alhama! 

16. 

And to fix thy head upon 
High Alhambra’s loftiest stone; 

Tlwt tliis for thee should bo the law, 

And others tremble when they saw. 

Wo is me, AUiama t 
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17. 

Cavalleros, hombres bnenos, 
Dezid de mi parte al Key, 

A) Key Muro de Granada, 
Como no lo devo nada. 

Ay de mi, Aihama! 

18. 

De averse Aihama pordido 
A mi me pesa on ol alma. 

Que si el Roy {lerdib sii tierra, 
Otro muclio mas pcrdiera. 

Ay de mi, Alliama! 

19. 

Perdieran hijos padres, 

Y cosadns las casadas 
I.as cosas quo mas aniara 
Perditi 1’ tin y cl otro fama. 

Ay de mi, Aihama! 

20 . 

Perdi iina hija donzella 
Q.ne era la flor d’ csta tierra, 
Chon doblas dava jior ella. 

No me las cstimo on nada. 

Ay de mi, Aihama! 

21 . 

Diziendo assi al haeen Alfaqui, 

Le cotnruii la cabo<;a, 
y la clevan a! Alhambra, 

Assi come el Key lo manda. 

Ay do mi, Aihama! 

22 . 

Hombres, nillos y niugeres, 
t.loran (an gr.amlc ga-rdida. 
l.loravan toflas las damas 
C^uantas on Granad.a avia. 

Ay de mi, Aihama! 

23. 

Por las callcs y vontanas 
Mucho Into |)arocia; 

Llora el Key como fombra, 

Cbu’ cs mucho In que perdia. 

Ay do uii, Aihama! 


SONETTO DI VITTORELLI. 

PER MONACA. 

.n**Uo enmpoato hi nome tin itenitori!, a cni era mortn poeo Innanz 
iiiiu Tigliu munUta; i direUoatgenitorccWlia sacra 

Di due vaghe donzcllc, oncstc, accorte 
Licti miseri padri il ciel ne feo, 

II ciel, chc dogne di piCi nobil sorto 
L’ una e 1' altra veggendo, ambo ciiiedeo. 

La mia fii toUa da veluco morle 
A lo fumanti tede d’ imoneo: 

La Ilia, Francesco, in sugollatc port* 

Etema prigioniera or si rendeo. 

Ma tu almeno potrai de la gelosa 
Irremoabil soglia, ove s’ asconde, 

I.a sua tenera udir voce pietosa. 

lo verso un fiume d’ amarissim’ onda, 

Gnrro a quel marmo, in cui la figlia or posa, 
Jlatt'j, c ribatiu, ma nessun risgionde. 


17. 

“ Cavalier, and man of worth! 
r.ot (lieso words of mine go forth; 

Let tho Moorish Monarcli know, 

That to him I nothing owe ; 

Wo is me, Aihama! 

18 . 

“ But on my soul Aihama weighs. 

And on my inmost spirit gircys; 

And if the King his land hath lost, 

Yet others may have lost the most. 

Wo is me, Aihama! 

19. 

“Sires have lost their children, wives 
Their lords, and valiant men tlieir lives ; 
Cne what best his love might claim 
Hath lost, anotlicr wealth, or &mc. 

Wo is me, Aihama! 

20 . 

“ I lost a damsel in that hour. 

Of all the land tho lovel iest flower; 
Doubloons a hundred 1 would (lay. 

And think her ransom cheap that day.* 
Wo is me, Aihama ! 

21 . 

And as these tilings tlio old Moor said, 
They sever’d from the trunk his head; 
And to the Alhambra’s wait with speed 
’T was carried, as the King decreed. 

Wo is me, Alliama! 

22 . 

And men and infants therein weep 
Their loss, so heavy and so deep; 
Granada’s ladies, all she rears 
Within her walls, burst into tears. 

Wo Is mo, Alliama! 

23. 

And from tlio windows o’er the walla 
The sable web of mourning falls; 

The King wec|is as a woman o’er 
His loss, fur it is nitirh and sore. 

Wo is me, Aihama ! 


TRANSLATION FROM VITTORELLI. 

ON A NPN. 

Sonnet compotect in the name of afnther whoaedaiigliter hail recently 
(fieil shortly after her irinniage; aiul ailOreMeil loUie lather of )k«r who 
had lately taken ihv veil. 

>f two fair virgins, modest, though admired, 

Heaven made us happy; and now, wretched sires, 
Httavon for a nobler dtxim dicir worth dosires, 

And gazing ujion eitfier^ both required. 

Mine, wlule the torch of Hymen newly fired 
Becomes cxtinguishM, soon^too soon*—“expires * 

But thine, within tiiu closing grate retired, 

Eternal captive, to her God aspires. 

But thou at least from out tlic Jealous door, 

Which sliuts between your never-meeting eyes, 
May’st hear her sweet and pious voice once more: 
to the marble where my rtaughlcr lies, 

Rush,—-the swoln flood of biucrncss T f>our 

And knock, and knoidt, and knor-k—but fumo replies. 
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ODE. 

I. 

Oh Venice! Venice! when tliy marhlo walls 
Are level with the waters, tliere ahall be 
A cry of nations o’er thy Bunken halls, 

A loiui lamctil along the Bwouping sea! 

If I, a uorUiorn waiiflurer, w(^op for ihco, 

What should tliy sons do ?--any thing hut weep: 

And yet they only murmur in their sleep. 

In contrast Mitli their fathers—as die shine, 

The dull green oo7.e of the receding dccfi. 

Is with the {lashing of die springtide foam 
That driv<3S tlio sailor shipless U) his home, 

An) tlx’v to those that were; and thus Uioy errep, 
Crouching anti crah-liko, througii tlieir sapping streets. 
Oil! agony—that ctitiluries should reap 
No mellower harveat! Thirteen liuiidrod years 
Of wealth sind glory turn’d to dust and tears ; 

And every monument the Btrauger meets, 

Church, palace, pillar, as a mourner greets; 

And even the Lion all sulwlued app{mrs, 

And the liarsh sound of die luirharian drum, 

With dull and daily dissonance, repeats 
The echo of thy tyrant’s voice along 
The soft w'avoH, once all musical to song, 

That heaved beneath the moonlight with the throng 
Of gondolui^—and to tlie busy hum 
Of cheerful creaturca, who.s© most sinful deeds 
Were but the overbeatmg of the heart, 

And flow of too much happinesB, which needs 
The aid of age to turn its course apart 
From the luxuriant and voluptuous flood 
Of sweet Horisations, battling with the blood. 

But these are better than tlie gloomy errors, 

The weeds of nations in their last decay, 

When Vice walks forth with her unsidicn’d terrors, 

And Mirth is madiiess, and lait Bmiles to slay; 

And Hope is nothing but a false delay, 

Tho sick man’s liglitning half an hour ere death, 

When Faintness, the last mortal birtli of Pain, 

And apat hy of limb, the dull beginning 
Of the cold staggering race which Death is wininng, 
Steals vein by vein and pulse by pulse away 
Yet so relieving tlie o’cr-tortiirod clay. 

To him apiK^ars renewal of his breath, 

And freedom the mere mimbnosB of his chain - 
And then he talks of life, and how again 
He feels his spirits soaring—albeit weak, 

And {>f tlio fresher air, which ho would seek; 

And as ho whispei^ knows not that he gasps, 

That his thin Anger feels not wliat it clasps, 

And so the Him comes o’er hmi~~and the dizzy 
Chamber swims round and round-^nd shadows busy, 
At which ho vainly catches, flit and gleam, 

Till the last rattle chokes the strangled stream, 

And all is ice and blackness,—and die earth 
That which it was the moment ere our birth. 

ti. 

There is no hope (or nations !<—Search tho page 
Of many tliousand years—tho daily scene, 

The flow and ebb each recurring ago, 

The everlasting re be which hath been, 

Hath tau^t us naught or little; still wo lean 
On things that rot beneath our weight, and wear 
Our strength away in wrestling wi£ die air; 

For ’tis our nature strikes us down: the beasts 

Slaughtei^d in hourly hecatombs for feasts 

Are of as high an ordor-~>they must go 

Even where dieir driver goads them, though to slaughter. 

Ye men, who pour your Hood for kings as water, 

What have they given your dtildren in return? 

A heritage of servitude and woes, 

A blindfold bondage, whore your him is blows. 


WliaJ 1 do tiot yet the red-hot ploughshares bum, 

O’er uliich you stumble in a false or<l{*al, 

And diuni ihis proof of l«)yalty llic reed; 

Kissing tlu* Iniiid tlial guulcs you to your scars, 
t\nd gh'rvini? as you irejifl She glowing bars? 

Ail lluit V 'ur sires have Icfi you, all that Time 
Bi'fpn atljs of fri'o, and Histury of sublime. 

Spring from a dul’crcut fliojuo I—sec and read, 
Admire and and dieii snreumb and bleed! 

ave th<‘ few spjnis, who, {Itsspile of all, 

AikI W'^Tse lhau all, ilic sndtion criimts engender’d 
By tin' down-thundoriiig of the prison-wall, 

And iliirsl to swalh'w the Hweot waters tender’d, 
Jusliinj' from b’re<-dnm’s fonutains—when die crowd, 
Madden’d wjili ceii.unes of ilrought, arc loud, 

And trample r*u each other to ohjain 
The {'Up vlncli brings oblivion of a chain 
Heavy and sore,- - in which long yoked they plough’d 
Th{) sail'd,—or if tlu*re sprung the yellow grain, 

'T was nf>l for them, llicir necks were too much bow’d, 
And tlndr dead palates chew’d the cud of pain:-— 
Yes! the few .sjiiiils—who, despite of deeds 
Wliieh lliey a!)hor, ronfimnd not with the cauflo 
Those momeufriry starry from Nature's laws, 

Whii'b, like llm pi'stilenco and cartlujuakc, smite 
Rut tor a term, then pass, nrul leave the earth 
With all her seayoiis to ri'pair the blight 
With a few snnmiers, luid again pul forth 
Uties and giuH'ralions—fair, when free— 

For, Tyvaimy, then? blooms no bud for iheo! 


rlory ami Empire! onec upon these towers 
With Frtmdom—g'MlliUn Triad! how ye sate! 

Tho league of mightiest nations, in those hours 
When Venice was an envy, might abate, 

But did not (jiu-neh, her spirit--in her fato 
All were eiiwrapful: tlm Hsisled monarchs knew 
And loved fticir hostess, nor eould learn to hate, 
Although they hnmlijed—with the kingly few 
The many felt, for from ail days and clinics 
!?he was the voyager’s wor8hi|);—even her crimes 
Were of lie* stifler unler—iKirn {)f Ltwe, 

Slic drank no blood, nor falliMi'd on tho dead, 

Blit gladdi ii'd wliere her liarmlcss compieBls spread ^ 
For those restored the Cross, tliat from above 
Hallow’d her sheltiTiug banners, which incessant 
Flew b«U.wcen {•urlli and the unlioly Crescent, 

Whidi, if it waned and dwindled, Earth may thank 
I’hc city it has clothed in chains, which clank 
Now, creaking in the cars of th{>Re who owe 
The name of Freedom to her glorious struggles; 

Yet .she but shares with them a common wo, 

And call’d tlu) “ kingdom” {>f a conquering foof— 

But knows w hat all—and, most of all, ^oc know— 
With what set gilded terms a tyrant juggles! 

* IV. 

The name of Commonwealth is past and gone 
O’er die tlireo fractions {»f the groaning globe; 
Venice Ls crush’d, and Holland deigns to own 
A sceptre, and endures the purple robe; 

If the free Switzer yot bestrides alone 
His chainless mountains, ’tis but for a time, 

For tyranny of late is cunning grown, 

And in its own gr»od season tramples down 
The s|>arkles {>f our ashes. One great cbme, 

Whos{i vigorous offspring by dividing ocean 
Arc kept apart and nursed in tlin devotkni 
Of Freedom, which their fathers fought for, mid 
Bequeath’d—a heritage of heart and hand, 

And proud distinction from each other land, 

Whose sons must bow them at a monarch^ motion, 
As if his senseloMi sceptre were a wand 
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Full of Uie magic of rxpl'xlcd Tltrongh tlioiisauiJ lazy c}ituin''l:j in our veins, 

Si ill one j^risal dime, in fiill and fr(HM|»!tiance, IJanmiM like the tliill canal wiili locks and chaiiw, 

Vet r('arK her crest, niicoiKjuor’il and su!>liinc, And ni(»ving, us u si<'k niati in his sl*icp, 

Above the far Atlantic!—She has tauj^lit Thr»‘c paces, ;u»l then luhcrinj^:—lielicrbe 

Her Fsau-brethron that the haughty tlag, Whore the <\vlinguishM Spartans still are. free, 

'J’lie duatine fence of Albioii^s feebler era;?, l»i their proud cliarnel of 'I'liermopyla*, 


May strike to tlu)se wh(»sc red right hands have bought 
Rightsciteaply earn’d with blixHl.—Still, siill, for ever 
Better, though each man’s life hlood were a river, 

Tliat it should dow, and overflow, than creep 


NOTES T 

Nolo 1, page 184. 

IVriilen afUr sunmmini^ from Sfstos to At>^doH. 

On the 3d ofMay, IBIO,while the Ralsetto (Captain 
Batlnirsi) was lying in the Dardanelles, Lieutenant 
Kkenhead of that frigate, and the writer of tln^se 
rhymes, swum from the European shore to the Asiatic 
—by-tlie-hy, from Ahydos to Sestos would have been 
more rorreet. The whole distance from the place 
whence we started to our landing on the otiier side, 
including the h'Ugth we were carried by the current, 
was c.o»nput»*d by those on hoard the frigate at upw'urds 
of four Eiiglwh miles; rhouirh the actual breadth is 
hnrelv one. The rapidity of the rurrent is such that 
u<» boat cun row <lireclly across, and it may in some 
me-asnn^ h(5 estimated from the. circumstance of the 
whole distance, heing u('compU.she<l by one- of the par¬ 
ties in an hour and five, and by the other in an hour 
nml ten, minutes. The water was e xtremely cold from 
the mcliiugof Ute mountain snows. About three we.eks 
heflue, in April, wc ha<l made an attiunpt, but liaving 
riililen all the- wav from the 'IVom! the same, morning, 
and tin* water being of an icy chilncss, we. found it 
necessary to postpf>ne the. compictioii till tho frigate 
ane.bored below ibe eastles, when we swam the straits, 
;is just slated; entering a coiisiderable wav above tin* 
Knropean, and landing hebjw the Asiatic, fort. Che¬ 
valier says that a young Jew swam the same dislanc** 
f'*r his mistress; and Oliver mentioii.s its having been 
done l>v a Neapolitan; but our consul, Tarragona, ro- 
menibered neither of the.se circuinslance.s, and tried 
to di.ssiiadc us from the attempt. A number of the 
Salsetle’s enwv were known to have accomplished a 
greater distance ; and tlm only thing that surprised me 
was, that, as doubts hud been entertaiiiotl of the truth 
of I.eauder’s story, no traveller had ever endeavoured 
to ascertain its practicability. 

Note 2, page 185. 

Xmij poD, ffds aya-nta. 

Zoc moii, nfis agfipo, or Xurj gow, trtis a Ro¬ 

maic expression of tenderne.ss: if 1 translate if, I nhall 
affront the gentlemen, as it may seem that I suppose 
they could not; and if I do not, I may atfronl the ladies. 
For fear of any inisconstruclion on tne part of the latter 
I shall do BO, beggiuv parrion of the learned. It means, 
“ My life, 1 love you r which sounds very prettily in all 
languages, and is as much in fashion in Greece at this 
day as, Juvenal tells us, the two first words were among 
the Rttman ladies, whoso exotic expressions were all 
llellenized. 

Note 3, page 185, line 27. 

JSi/ all the tokvnrjUiwertt that tell. 

In the East (where ladies are not taught to write, 
lest they ehould scribble a.ss>gnalions) flowers, cinders, 
pebbles, &('. convey the sentiment.^ of the parties by 
that universal deputy of Mercury—an old womao. A 


Than stagnate in our marsh,—t.r o’er Uie deep 
Fly, undone current to the ocean add, 

One spirit to tlic soiiis onr fathers luul, 

One fruomau inwc, America, to thee \ 
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cinder says, “ I burn for tbeo a bunch of flowers tu 
with hair, “ 'J’ukc me ami fly;' but a pebble declares 
what notiling else can. 

Note 4, page 185, line 33. 

'JViov^k IJly to htamhol. 

Constantinople. 

Note 5, page 185, line 55. 

And the. city ftcfking, 

Constantinople. “ 'ETrrdXo^of.” 

Note (J, page 1116, line 40. 

U'ui'nin^ r'h.Trs hdo blood. 

See Rev. chap. viii. verse 7, &c. “The first arig 
sounded, and there tollowed hail and fire mingled wit 
blo(ul,’’ &.C. 

Vi^rse 8. “And Ihe si'cond angel sounded, and as 
wer<^ a great mountain burning with fire was ea.st int 
the sea; nml llu? ihinl part of the sea became blood_ 

Verse 10. “And the tfiiid angel sountled, and ther 
f<*ll a great star from heaven, huriunga.K it were a lamf 
and it fell upon the tbiril part of the rivers, and uj>o 
the fountains of vvati'r.s.” 

Verse 11. “And the name of llic star is called fVorm 
wood : and the third )»arl of tl>e waters became viorm 
wood; and marry men ditd of the waters, because the. 
were mark* bitter.” 

Note 7, page 196, line 66. 

IVhose realm refused thee even a tomb. 

Mural’s rr'maiiis are said to Jiave been torn fi-om ih.' 
grave and burnt. 

Note 8, p.agc 197, line 20. 

Slessinc: him they served so V)eU, 

“At Waterloo one man was seen, whose left nrn 
was shattered by a cannon hall, to wrench it off will 
the other, and throwing it up in the air, exclaimed tt 
hij# comrades, ‘Vive I’Ernpere.ur, jiisqii’k la mort! 
There were many other instances of the like; this yoi 
may, however, depend on as true.”—A jwitiole JLeUi. 
from Brussels. 

Note 9, page 197, lino 65. 

Of three bright oobnirs^ each divine. 

The Iri-colour. 

Note 10, page 198, line 14. 

Jj&nxan! these names are worthy of thy ^re. 

Geneva, Forney, Coppot, Lausanne. 

Note 11, page 200, line 126. 

TJike to the Pontic Jl^onarcA of old days. 

Mithridatesof Pontus. 



THE PROPHECY OF DANTE 


*T {h thtt »un«et of Tifp givi-D mt* mjrstkal 
Aii<i cumitig ovenlA catt uieh Nhudowit tieforc." 

CAMPBKLLr 


DEDICATION. 

LaHY ! if for the cold and cloudy rlimo 
Whore wa.s I bom, but wbero I w<«ild not die, 

Of llie great Pocl-Sire of Italy 
I dare to build llio iniitalivo rhyme. 

Harsh Runic copy of the South's sublinio, 

Tiiou art the i;ause ; ami howsoever I 
Kail .short of his immortal harmony. 

Thy gentle heart will pardon inc the crime. 

Thou, in tli(^ pridi! of Hiiauty and of Youth, 

Sjiak'.st; and for tliee to speak and be obey’d 
Arc one; but only in the sunny South 
Such sounds are utter'<1, and such charms display’d, 
So sweet a language from so fair a mouUi— 

Ah! to what effort would it not persuade? 
Rtmmia, Jum- 21, 1818. 


and probable conjecture may bo considered an hiving 
decided the question. 

Ho may also pardon my failure tlio more, as I am not 
quite euro that ho would bo pleased with my euccese, 
since the Italians, with a pardonable nationality, arc par- 
tieidarly jealous of all that is left them as a nation—their 
literature; and in the present bitterness of the classic and 
romantic war, are but ill disposed to permit a foreigner 
even to apjirove or imitate them without finding some 
fault with his ultramontane presumption. 1 can easily 
enter into all this, knowing what would be thought in Eng¬ 
land of an Italian imitator of Milton, or if a translation of 
Monti, or Pindcinonte, or Ariel, should be held up to tho 
rising generationasamodell'ortheirfutiiro [Kieticid essays. 
Hut I perceive that I am deviating into an address to the 
Italian reader, when my business is with the English one, 
and be they few or many, I must take my leave of both. 


PREFACE. 


Iw the course of a visit to the city of Ravenna in the 
summer of 1818, it was suggested to the author that hav¬ 
ing composed something cm the subject of Tasso’s con¬ 
finement, he should do the same on Dante’s c,Yile—tlie 
tomb of the poet forming one of th<! principal objects of in¬ 
terest in that city, both to the native anil to the stranger. 

“On this hint I spake,” and the result has been tlic 
fidlowing four cantos, in terza rima, now offered (o tlie 
reader. If they arc understood and approved, it is my 
purpose to continue the poem in varous other cantos to 
its natural conclusion in the present age. The reader is 
requested to .suppose that Dante nddrc.ssos him in the 
interval between the conclusion of the Divina Commedia 
and his death, and shortly before the latter cveni, foretell¬ 
ing the fortunes of Italy in general in the ensuing centu¬ 
ries. In adopting Ibis plan 1 have bad in my mind the 
Cassandra ofl.ycophron, and the Prophecy ofNerous by 
Horace, as well as the Pro|)liccics oflloly Writ. The 
measure adopted is tlie. tenia rima of Dante, which I am 
not aware toliave seen hitherto tried in our language, ex¬ 
cept if may be liy Mr. llayley, of whose translation I 
never saw but one extract, quoted in the notes to Caliph 
Vatliek ; so that—if I do not err—this poem may be 
considered as a metrical c.Ypcriincnt. The cantos are 
short, and alioul Uie same length of tliosc of tho poet, 
whose namo I have borrowed, and moat probably taken 
in vain. 

Among the inconveniences of autliors in tho present 
day, it is difficult for any who have a name, good or bad, 
to escape translation. I have had the fortune to sec the 
foiirtli canto ofChilde Harold translated into Italian versi 
Sciolti—that is, a poem written in the Spentmreati stanza 
into lilmik verse, without regard to the natural divisions of 
Uie stanza, or of tlie son.se. If the present jssim, being on 
a national topic should chance to undergo the same fate, 
I would reijuest tlie Italian reader to remember that 
when I have failed in the imitation of his great “Padre 
Alighier,” 1 have failed in imitating that which all study 
and few understand, since to this very day it is not yet 
settled what was the meaning of the allegory in the first 
canto of llio Inferno, tmloss Count Marchetti’s ingenious 


CANTO I. 

OircE more in man’s frail world! which I had left 
So long that ’twas forgotten ; and 1 feel 
The weight of clay again,—too soon bereft 
Of the immortal vision which could heal 
My earthly sorrows, and to Clod’s own skies 
Lift me from that dee]) gulf without rejical. 

Where late my ears rung with the dimmed cries 
Of souls in hojiclcss bale; and from that placo 
Of lesser torinenl, whence men may arise 
Pure from tho fire to join tlie angelic race; 

Midst whom niy own bright Heatrice bless’d' 

My spirit with her light; and to the base 
Of the eternal Triad ! first, la.st, best. 

Mysterious, three, sole, infinite, groat God! 

Soul universal! led the mortal guest, 

Unhlasted by the glory, though he trod 
From star to star to reach the almighty throne. 

Oh Beatrice ! whose sweet limbs the sod 
So long hath prest, and the cold marble stone, 

Thou sole )iuro seraiili of my earliest love, 

Love so ineffable, and so alone. 

That naught on earlli could more my bosom move, 
And meeting tfiee in heaven was but to meet 
That without which my soul, like the arkless dov^ 
Had wander’d still in search ofj nor her feet 
Relieved her wing till found; witlioul thy light 
My paradise had still been incomplete.* 

Since my tenth sun gave summer to my sight 
Thou wert my life, the essence of my thought, 
Loved ere I knew the name of love, and bright 
Still in these dim old eyes, now overwrought 
Willi the world’s war, and years, and banishment, 
And tears for tliee, by other woe.s untaught; 

For mine is not a nature to he bent 
By tyrannous faction, and the brawling crowd; 
And though the long, long conflhs hath been spent 
In vain, and never more, save when tlie cloud 
Which overhangs the Apennino, my mind’s ey« 
Pierce* to fancy Florence, once »o proud 
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or me, con I roltirii, (huugh but lo die, 

Unto my native soil, tlioy have not yet 
(Quench’d tiu) old exile^s spirit, stem and liigh. 

But the sun, though not over-cast, must set, 

And the night cometh; £ am old in days, 

And deeds, and contemplation, and have met 
Destruction face to face in all his ways. 

The world hatli left mo, what it found me, pure, 
And if 1 have not gather'd yot its praise, 

I sought it not by any baser lure; 

Man wrongs, and Time avenges, and my naune 
May form a monument not all obscure, 

Tfiough such was not my ambition’s end or aim, 

To add to tlie vainglorious list of those 
Who <labblo in the pettiness of fame. 

And make men's tickle breath tlm wind tliat blows 
Their sail, and deem it glory to bo class'd 
With conquerors, and virtue's other foes, 

In bloody chronicles of ages past. 

I would have had my Florence great and free: ® 
Oh Florence! Florence! unto me thou wast 
Like that Jerusalem which the Almighty Ho 
Wept over, “ but thou would’st notas tlie bird 
Gatlicrs its young, I would have gaUicr’d tliec 
Beiicatii a parent pinion, )ia<lst thou heard 
My voice; but as the adtlor, ileaf and tierce. 
Against the breast that cherish'd thee was slirr'd 
Tiiy* venom, and my state thou didst amorce, 

And floom this bwly forfeit to the fire. 

Alas! how bitter is his country’s cureo 
To )iim who for that country would expire, 

But did not merit to expire h}/ her, 

And loves h(5r, loves her even in her ire. 

The day may come when she will etjase to err, 

The day may conic slie would bo proud to have 
The dust she <looms to scatter, and transfer^ 

OlMiini whom she domed a home, the grave. 

Hut this shall not ho granted; let my dust 
Lie where it falls; nor shall the soil wliich gave 
Mo breath, but iu her sudden fury thrust 
Mo fortli lo breatJio clsewhen', so reassunie 
My indignant bones, because her angry gust 
Forsooth is over, and rep(5al\l her doom; 

No,—she denied me what was mine—-my roolj 
And shall not have what is in)t hers—my tomb. 
Too long her armed wrath hath kept aloof 

Tho breast which would have bled fjr her, the heart 
That beat, the mind that was temptation proof, 

The man who fought, toil’d, travcli'd, and cadi part 
Of a true ciimen fulfill’d, and saw 
For his reward iho Guelf’s ascendant art 
Pass his destruction even into a law. 

These things are not made fur forgetfulness, 
Florence sliall be forgotten first; too raw 
Tho wound, too deep the wrong, and the distre^ 

Of such endurance too prolong'd to make 
My pardon greater, her injuslicte less, 

Thougii late repented; yet—yet for licr sake 
1 fool some fonder yearnings, and for thine. 

My own Beatrice, I would hardly take 
Vengeance upon the land wbicli once was mine, 

And still is hallow’d by thy dust’s return, 

Which would protect the murderess like a shrine, 
And save ten thousand foes by thy sole um. 

Though, like old Marius from Minturnse’s marsh 
And Cartilage ruins, my lone breast may burn 
At times with evil feelings hot and harsl^ 

And sometimes tho last pangs of a vile foe 
Writlie in a dream before me, and o’ei>arch 
My brow with hopes of triumph,—let them go ! 

Such are the last infirmiuos of those 
Who long have suffer’d more tlian mortal wo» 

And yet being mortal still, have no repose 
But on tiie pillow of Revenge—Revenge, 

Who sleeps to dream of blo^, and waking glows 
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Willi the oft-bafilcd, slakoless Uiirsl of* change, 

When wc shall moimt again, and they that trod 
Be trampled on, while Death and Ale range 
O'er humbled licads and sever’d uc'cks—Great God 
Take these tlioughts from me—to thy hands 1 yiek 
My many wrongs, and Uiino almighty ro<l 
Will fall on those who smote me,—be my slueld! 

As tiinii hast been in piTil, aiui in pain, 

In turbulent cities, and tite tented field— 

In toil, and many troubles bomn in vain 
P'or Floroiico.—1 a|)poal from her to Tlico! 

Thee, whom I late saw in tliy loftiest reign, 

Kven in that glorious vision, wliicli to see 
And live was never gramotl until now, 

And yot Uiou liast permitted this to me. 

Alas! witli what a weight iqion my brow 

The sense of earth and earthly thiiij^ come back, 
Corrosive passions, feelings dull and low, 

The heart’s quierk tlirob upon the mental rack. 

Iiong day, and dreary night; tho retrospect 
Of half a century bloody and black. 

And the frail few years 1 may yet expect 
Hoary aad hoptdesa, but less hard to bear, 

For I have been too long awl deeply wreck'd 
On the lone rock of Desolate Despair 
To lift my eyes more lo the passing sail 
Wliicli shuns that reef so horrible awl bare 
Nor raise my voice—for who would heed my wail ? 

I am not oftliis [leopio, nor this age, 

And yet my liurpiiigs will unfold a tale 
Wliioh shall preserve llicse times when not a page 
Of tlicir pcruirhed annals could attract 
An eye to gaze upon tlieir civil rage, 

Did no! my vers(t enihalm full nnuiy an act 

Worthless us they who wrought it:'t Is the tioom 
Of spirits f>f rny order to be rack’d 
In life, to wear their heaiis out, and consume 
I’lieir days in endless strife, and die alone; 

Then future thousands crowd around thoir tomb, 
And pilgrims come from climes where tln^y have know 
The name of him—who now is hut a name, 

And wasting homage o’er the sullen stone, 

S[iroad his—by him unheard, unheedwl—fume; 

And mine at least hath cost me dear: to die 
Is nothing; but to wither thus—lo tamo 
My mind down from its own infiniiy— 

To hvo in narrow ways with little men, 

A common siglit fo every coimnoii eye, 

A wanderer, while even wolves cjin fin<l a den, 

Ri))p’d from all kindred, from all home, all tilings 
That make communion sweet, and soften pmn— 

’o fe<d me in the solitude of kings 
Without the |K)wer that makes them liear a crown-— 
To envy evi^ry <lovc his nest and wings 
kVhicli waft him wiiere the Apeiiiiine ks^s down 
On Arno, till he perches, it may be, 

Witlnn iny all inexorable town, 

Vhere yet niy lioys are, and tliat, fatal she,® 

Their mother, the cold partner who hath brought 
Deslruction for a dowry—this Ui sno 
lid feel, and knr>w without repair, hath taught 
A bitte.r lesson; but it leaves me free: 

I have not vilely found, nor basely sought, 
hey made an Exile—not a slave of mo 


CANTO II. 

'ho Spirit of the fervent days of Old, 

When words were things that cam© to pass, and 
thouglit 

Flasli’d o’er the future, bidding men behold 
'lieir children’s children’s doom alrea<ly brougliC 
Ford) from the abyss of time whicli is to 
The chftoo of events, whare lie half'wrought 
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Sha)>es thsi tamt ut>dergo morUUty { 

What the great Seers of Israel wore within, 

That spirit was on Uioni, and is on me, 

And ^ Casaandra-like, amidst the din 
Ctf conflict none will hear, or hearuig heed 
This voice from out the Wilderness, the sin 
Be theirs, and my own feelitigs be my njeed, 

Tho only guerdon I Imve over known. 

Hast thou not bled ? and hast thou still to bleed, 
Italia/ Ah! to mo such tiling foreshown 
With dim sepulcliral light, bid me forget 
In tliine irreparable wrongs niy own; 

We can have but one uoujitry, and oven yot 

rhou ’rl mine—my bones shall be within thy breast, 
My soul witliin thy laiignage, which once sot 
Witli our old Uoinari sway in the wide West; 

But I will make another tongue arise 
As lofty and more sweet, in wliich cxjirost 
The hero’s ardour, or tlie lover’s sighs, 

Shall find aliite sucli sounds for every theme 
That cvc'ry word, as brilliant as thy skies, 

Shull realize a piKJtV proud<?sf dream, 

And muke thee Europe’s nightuigale of song; 

So Uial all present s{Kiech to tliinc shall seem 
The note of meaner birds, and every tongue 
ConfcMS iis barbarism, wh«'n compared with thine, 
riiis shiilt thou owe to him tlnni didst so wrong, 

Thy Tuscan Bard, the banish’d Ghib(Oliiie. 

Wo! wo! the v»'il of coming coiiluries 
Is rent,—a thousand years which yet supine 
Lie like the occmi waves oro winds arise, 

Heaving in dark and suDon undulation, 

Kloiit from eloriuty into these eyes; 

The storms yet sleep, Uie clouds still keep tlieir station, 
The unl>om eartlupiako yet is in the womb, 

The bloody chaos yet expects creation, 

But all things arc disp(.tsuig for thy doom; 

Tho elements aw'ait but fiir tho wonl, 

“ I jct tliere be darkness!” and thou grow^st a tomb! 
es! thou, s<» beaiuifu), shuU feel tho sword, 

Thou, Italy! so fair that raradisc, 
lievivrd in Iheo, blooms forth to man restored: 

Ah! must the sons of Adam lose it twice ? 

Thou, Italy I whose ever golden fields, 

PUniglul by tlu» sunbeurmi solely, would suffice 
For the world’s granary; thou whose sky heaven gilds 
With brighttsr stars, and robes with deeper blue; 
Thou, in whose pleasant places Summer biulds 
Her palace, in whose cradled Kmpfre grew, 

And form’d llie Eternal City’s ornaments 
Kigali s^Kiils of kings whom frtiemen overtlirew; 
Birdiplacc of heroes, sanctuary of saints, 

Where eartidy first, tlien heavenly glory made 
Her home; Uiou, all which fondest fancy ]>tunts, 

Ami finds her prior vision but portray’d 

In feeble colours, when the eye—from the Alp 
Of b<»rrid snow, and rock, aial shaggy shade 
Of tlesert-Ioviug pine, whose emerald scalp 
Nixitf to tlio storm—dilates and dotes o’er thee, 

And wistfully implores, as’t were, for help 
To sec tliy simny fields, my Italy, 

Nearer and nearer yet, and dearer still 
Tlio more approacli’d, awl dearest were they free, 
Thou—Thou must wittier to each tyrant’s will: 

The Goth hath been,—tho German, Frank, and Hun 
Arc yet to come,—and on tho im|>crial full 
Ruin, already proud of tlie deeds done 

By the old barbarians, there awaits tlie new, 

Throned on the Palatine, whde lost and won 
Romo lU, her foot lies bleeding; and the hue 
Of Unman sacrifice and Rotnan siaugliter 
Troubles Uio clcaied aUi of late so Mue, 

And deepens mto rodiMaiirron water 
Of Tiber, thick with dead; the helpless priest, 

And stiU iobm hcl}deci nor leas holy daughter 


Vow’d to their God) have shriokltig flud, and ceased 
Their ministry: the nations take Umir prey; 
Iberian, Almain) Lombard, and the beast 
And bird, wol^ vulture, more humane Uian they 
Arc; those but gorge the flesh and lap tho gore 
Of the departotl, and then go their way; 

But those, the human savages, explore 
All paths of torture, and insatiate yet, 

.With Ugolino hunger prowl for more. 

Nine moons shall rise o'er scones like this and set^f 
The chiefiess army of the ilead, wliich late 
Bcncatlj the traitor Prince’s baimor met, 

Hath left its leader’s ashes at tho gate; 

Had hut the royal Rebel lived, perchance 
Tho hadsL been spared, hut his involved Uiy fate.. 
Oil! Romo, the s|M>iior nr the sjKiil of France^ *’ 
F’roni Brenuns to tlic Bourbon, never, never 
Slinll furoign standard to thy walls advance 
But Tiber sliall become a mournful river. 

Oh! when th<; strangers pass tlie Alps and Po, 
Crush them, ye rocks! floods whelm Uiom, and H 
ever! 

Why sleep the idle avalanches eo, 

To topple on the lonely pilgrim’s head? 

Why doth Eridanns but overflow 
This ]ieasant’s harvest from his turbid bed ? 

Were not each barbarous hord(‘ a nobler prey 
Over Oambyses’ host the desi'rt spread 
Ilcr sandy (»cean, and the sea waves’ sway 
Roll’d over Pharaoh and Ids thousands,—why 
Mountains and w'atcrs, do ye nor as they? 

And you, ye men! Romans, who dare not die, 

Sons of the conquerors who overthrew 
Those who overthrew )>rond Xerxes, where yot lio 
The dead whose tomb Oblivion never knew, 

Arc the Alf>s w<*aker than Therniopylaj ? 

Their passes more alluring to the view 
Of an invader? is it they, or ye, 

That to each host the m«»iintain-gate unbar, 

And h ave the march in peace, tlie passage free? 
WJi}', Nature’s self dotolns tlie victor’s car, 

And makes your land impn^gnabU*, if eartli 
Could be so; but alone she will not war,' 

Yet aids the warrior worthy of his birth 
In a soil where the mothers bring forth men: 

Not HO with those whose souls are little worth; 

’or them no fortress can avail,—the den 
Of the poor reptile which preaervi's its sting 
Is moro secure than wsdU of adamant, when 
The hearts of those within arc quivering. 

A re ye n<rt brave ? Yos, yet die Ausonian soil 
Hath hearts, and hands, and arms, and hosts to brii 
Against Oppression; Imt how \'ain the toil, 

While still Division »ow« the scuds of wo 
And weakness, till the stranger veajis the spoil. 

Oh! my own beauteouM Ijuid! so long laid low, 

So long the grave of thy own children’s hopes, 

When tlierc is but required a single blow 
To break tl»o diam, yet—^yet Uie Avenger stops, 

And Doubt and ]!>iscord step ’twlxt thine and thee 
And join tlicir strcngtli to Uiat which witli Uioc co{h 
What is there wanting then to set thee free 
And show thy beauty in its fullest light ? 

To make the Alps impassable; and we, 

Her sons, may do this with one deed-Unite. 

CANTO HI. 

From out the mass of never-dying ill, 

The Plague, die Prince, the Stranger, and the Sw<. 
Viols of wratli but emptied to ro^ 

And flow again, 1 cannot all record 
That crowds on my prophefic eye: Uie earth 
And ocean written o’er woidd not s^ord 
Space for the amittl, yot it shall go forth; 
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Yea, all, though not by hunum pen, is graven, 
There where the farthest suns and stars have birth, 
Spread like a banner at tho gate of heaven, 

Tho bloody scroll of our miUenniai wrongs 
Waves, and die echo of our groans is driven 
Athwart tlie sounds of archangelic songs, 

And Italy, tike martyr’d nation’s gore, 

Will not in vain arise to where belongs 
Omnipotence and mercy ovennore: 

Like to a har^wthng stricken by the wind, 

The sound of her lament shall, rising o’er 
The seraph voices, touch the Almighty Mind. 
Meantime I, humblest of thy sons, and of 
Earth’s dust by immorlulity refined 
I’o sense and suffering, though the vain may scoflj 
And tyrants threat, and meeker victims bow 
Hofore the storm because its bread) is rough, 

To thee, iny country! whom before, as now, 

1 loved and love, devote the mournful lyro 
And melancholy gift high powers allow 
To read flic future; and if now my fire 
Is not as once it shone o’<*r thee, f>rgive! 

1 but foretell thy fortunes—llicn expire; 

Think not that I would look on tlicm and live. 

A sjdrit forces me to sec and speak, 

A)ul for my guerdon grants to survive; 

My heart shall he jiour’il over thee and break: 

Yrl f >r a moment, cn? I must resume 
Thy salde web of sorrow, h;t me lake 
Over the gleams that flash athwart thy gloom 

A softer glirrifise; some stars shine through thy night. 
And many meteors, and above thy tomb 
Leans sculjiturod Beauty, wJiieh Death cannot blight; 
And from thine ashes boundless spirits rise 
To give thee honour, and tlio earth delight; 

'i'hy s(jil siiall still be pregnant wilJi the wis<5, 

• 'rii<^ gay (1 k^ learn’)!, the generous, and tho brave, 
Native dice as suinmcr to thy skies, 

Con)/uerors on foreign shores, an<i the fjir wave,’ 

1 )i.s);ovcrer.s of new worlds, wdkich take their name 
For thtr alone they have no ann to save, 

And all lliy rocenijwnso is in their fame, 

A noble frtie to th)im, but not to U)cc— 

Shall they be glorious, and thou still tht'. same ? 

Oh! more tlian dies)’! illustrious far shall be 
'J’lie being—and even yet he may be born— 

The mortal saviour who shall set thee free, 

Aiul see thy diadem bo changed and worn 
By fresh barbarians, on thy brow replaced; 

And the sweet sun D'plenishing thy mom, 

Thy moral im^rn, too long with clouds defaced 
And noxious vapours from Avornus risen, 

Such as all they must breathe who arc debased 
liy servitude, and have tho mind in prison. 

Yft Uirough this centuried eclipse of wo 
Some voices shall be heard, and earth shall listen; 
Po«5ts shall follow ill the path I show, 

And make it broader; tho same brilliant sky 
Which cheers tlio birds to song shall bkl them glow, 
And raise their notes as natural and high; 

Tuneful shall be their numbers; they shall sing 
Many of love, and some of liberty, 

But few shall soar upon tliat eagle’s wing, 

And look in the sun’s face with eagle’s gaze 
All free and fearless as the feather’d kin^ 

Bat fly more near tho earth; how many a phrase 
Sublime shall lavish’d be on some sn^i prince 
In all the prodigality of prmso! 

And language, eloquently false, evince 
The harlotry of genia*?, which, like beauty, 

Too oft forgets its own self-reverence, 

And locdcB on prostitution as a duty. 

* He who once enters in a tyrant’s hall 

As guest is slave, his thoughts become a booty, 

And the first day which sees the chain enthral 


A captive, sees hb half of manhood 
Tho soul’s emasculation saddens all 
His spirit; thus the Bard too near tho throne 
Cluails from his inspiration, bound to pleoacf— 
How servile is the task to please ai(x>e t 
To smooth the verse to suit tus sovereign’s ease 
And royal leisure, nor too much prolong 
Aught save his eulogy, and find, and seize, 

Or force, or forge fit argument of song! 

Thus trammeli'd, thus emuiemn’d to Flattery’s tre 
He toil.s through ail, still trembling to be wrong: 
For fear some noble tliouglits, like heavenly rebels, 
Should rise up in high treason to his brain, 

He sings, as tlie Athenian spoke, with pebbles 
In’s mouth, lest truth should slammer through his strt 
But out of the long file of sonneteers 
There shall be some who wdll not sing in vain, 
And he, their prince, shall rank among my peers,’^ 
And love sliall be bis torment; but his grief 
Shall make an immortality of tears, 

And Italy shall hail him as tho Chief 
Of Poet-lovers, and his higher song 
Of Freedom wreathe him wiUi as green a leaf. 
But in a farther age shall rise along 
The banks of Po two greater still than he; 

The world which smiled on him shall do them wre 
Till they am aslu^s, and repose with me. 

The first will make on epoch with liis lyro. 

And fill the earth with feats of chivalry: 

His fancy like a ruiiihow, and Fiis fire, 

Like that of Heaven, irnmortal, and Ids thought 
Horne onward with a wing that cannot tire; 
Ploas)ire shall, like a Imtfcrfly new caught, 

Flatter h)*r lovely pinions o’er his tlieme, 

And Art itself seem into Nature wrought 
By the transparency of his bright dream.— 

Th«* second, of a tenderer, sadder mood, 

Shull poJir Ids soul out o’er Jerusalem; 
lie, too, shall sing of arms, and Christian blood 
Shed where Christ bled for man; and his high har;> 
Sh.'ill, hy the willow over Jordan’s fi<x)d, 
ll<-viv)! a song of Sion, and t)i<i sharp 
Contlicl, and final triumph of the bravo 
Ami pious, and the strife of hell to warp 
Thfdr hearts from tlieir great purpose, until wave 
Tlio reil-cross hanners where the first red Cross 
Was crimson’d from his veins who died to save, 
Shall be his sacred argument; the loss 
Of yew’s, of favour, freedom, even of fame 
Contested for a time, while llie smooth gloss 
Of courts would slide o’er his forgotten r^me, 

And call captivity a kindness, meant 
7'o shield him from insanity or shame, 

Such shall be his meet gm^rdon f who was sent 
To bo Christ’s Laiireat—they reward him well! 
Florence dooms me but death or banishment 
Ferrara him a pittance and a cell, 

Harder to bear and less deserved, for I 
Had stung Uio factions which I strove to quell; 

But this meek man, who with a lover’s cyw 
Will look on earth and heaven, and who will deign 
To embalm with his celestial flattery 
As poor a thing as o’er was spawn’d to reign. 

What will he do to merit such a doom ? 

Perhaps he ’ll love ,—and is not love in vain 
Torture enough without a living tomb 7 
Yet it will be so—he and his compeer, 

The Bard of Chivalry, will both consumo 
In penury and |)ain too many a year, 

And, dying in despondency, bequeath 

To tho kind world, whitfti scarce will yield a tear, 

A heritage enridjing all who breathe 
With Uie wealth <5* a genuine poet’s soul, 

And to their country a redouble wreath. 

Unmatch’d by time; not Hellas can ubkjU 





Through her dyropiada two such names, though one 
(X hors be mi^tyand is tJns the whole 
or such men's destiny beneath die sun? 

Must d the &ier thoughts, the tfaiilling sense, 

The electric blood with which dieir arteries run, 
Tbdr bo^s self turn’d sold with the intense 
Feeling (d that which is, and iancy of 
’ That winch shoidd be, to such a recompense 
Conduct? shall their bright plumage <m the rough 
Storm be sdU scatter’d? Yes, and it must be, 

For, ibrm’d of far too penetrable stuff, 

These birds of Paradise but long to flee 
Back to their native mansion, soon they And 
Buth’s mist with their pure pinions not agree. 

And die or are degraded, for the mind 
Succumbs to long infection, and despair. 

And vulture pasions flyii^ close behind. 

Await the moment to assail and tear; 

And when at length the winged wanderers stoop, 
Then is the prey-bird’s triumpli, then they share 
The spoil, o’erpower’d at length by one fell swoop. 

Yet some have been untouch’d who leani’d to bear. 
Some whom no power could ever force to droop. 
Who could resist themselves even, hardest csre! 

And task most hopeless; but some such have been. 
And if my name among the number were. 

That destiny austere, and yot serene. 

Were prouder than more dazzling fame unblost; 

The Alp’s snow summit nearer heaven is seen 
Than tlie volcano’s fierce eruptive crest, 

Whose splendour from tlio black abyss is flung. 

While die scorch’d mountain, from whose burning 
breast 

A temporary torturing flame is wrung. 

Shines for a night of terror, then repels 

Its fire back to die hell from whence it sprung. 

The hell whicli in its entrails ever dwells. 


CANTO IV. 

Many arc potds who have never penii’d 
Their inspiration, and perchance the b(»t; 

They folt, and loved, and died, but would not lend 
Their thoughts to meaner beings; diey compress’d 
The god within them, and rejoin’d die stars 
Unlaiirell’d upon eardi, hut far more blest 
Than diose who are degraded by the jars 
Of passion, and their frailties link’d to fame. 
Conquerors of liigh renown, but full of scars. 

Illany are poets but without the name. 

For what is poesy but to create 
From ovcrfoeling good or ill; and aim 
At an external life beyond our fate, 

And be the now Promedieus of new men, 
Bestowing fire from heaven, and tiicn, loo late. 
Finding the pleasure given repaid widi pain. 

And vultures to the heart of die bestower, 

Wlio having lavish’d his higli gift in vain, 

Ides chain’d to hb lone rock by die seashore ? 

So be it: we can bear.—-But thus all they 
Whose intoUect b an o’ermastering power 
Which still recoUs fimm its incumbering clay 
Or listens it to spirit, whaboe’er 
The form which their creations may essay, 

Are bards; the kindled marble’s bust may wear 
More poesy upon its speaking brow 
Than aught less than the Homeric page may boar; 
One noble stroke with a whole life may glow. 

Or deify the canvass tin it shine 
With beauty so surpassing all below, 

That they who kneel to idols so divine 
Break no commandment, for high heaven is there 
Transfiised, transfigurated: and the line 
Of poesy, which peoples but the air 


With thought and beings of our thought reflected, 
Can do no more: then let the artbt &aro 
The palm, he shares the peril, and dejected 
Faints o'er the labour unapproved—AIas! 
Despair and Gmiius are too oft connected 
Widiin the ages vriiich before me pass 
Alt shall resume and equal even the sway 
Which with Apelles and old Ptudias 
Site held in Hellas’ nnfurgotten day. 

Ye shall be taught by Ruin to revive 
The Grecian forms at least from their decay. 

And Roman souls at last again shall live 
In Roman works wrou^t by Italian bands. 

And temples, loftier than the edd temples, give 
New wonders to the world; and while still stands. 
The austere Panffieon, into heaven shall soar 
A dome, its imago, while the base expands 
Into a fame surjiassing all before, 

Such as all flesh shall flock to kneel in: ne'er 
Such sight hatli been unfolded by a door 
As this, to which all nations shall repair. 

And lay tlioir sins at tlib huge gale of heaven 
And the Iwld Architect unto whose care 
The daring charge to raise it sliall be given, 

Wliom all arts shall acknowledge as tlicir lord, 
Whelher into the marble chaos driven 
His chisel hid the Hebrew, at whose word 
Israel left Kgypt, stop the waves in stone, 

Or hues of hell be by his pencil pour'd 
Over the damn’d before the Judgment throne,"* 

Such as I saw them, such as all shall sec, 

Or fanes be built of grandeur yet unknown, 

The stream of his great thoughts shall spring from 
The Ghibelline, who traversed tlic three realms 
Wliicli form the empire of oternity. 

Amidst tjie cla-sh of swords, and clang of helms. 

The age which I anticipate, no less 
Shall he the Age of Beauty, and while wlichns 
Calamity the nations with distress, 

The genius of my country shall arise, 

A Cedar lowering o’er the Wildemc.ss, 

Lovely in all its hranches to all eyms, 

Fr.agraiit as fair, and recognised afar. 

Wafting its native inccn.se through tho ski<*s. 
Bovercigiis shall pause amidst their sport of war, 
Wean’d for an hour from blood, to turn and gazi. 
On eunrass or on stone; and tliey who mar 
All beauty upon earth, com[)ell’d to praise. 

Shall feel the power of that which they destroy, 
And Art’s mistaken gratitude shall raise 
To tyrants, who hut lake her for a toy, 

Endiloms and monuments, and prostitute 
Her charms to pontiffs proud, who hut cmplo; 
The man of genius as the meanest brute 
To bear a burden, and to servo a need. 

To sell bis labours and his soul to bool. 

Who toils for nations may be jxKir indeed. 

But free; who sweats for monarchs is no more 
Than the gilt chamberlain, who, clothed and foe 
Stands slock and slavish, bowing at his door. 

Oh, Powor that rulcst and iuspircsl! bow 
Is it that they on earth, whose earthly power 
Is likest thine in heaven in outward show, 

Least like to thee in attributes divine. 

Tread on the universal nocks that bow. 

And then assure us that tlioir rights are thine ? 

And how is it that they, tho sons of fame. 

Whose inspiration seems to them to shine 
From high, they whom the nations oftest iiamc, 

Must pass their days in penury or pain. 

Or step to grandeur through the paths of shonn 
And wear a doeper brand and gaudier chain ? 

Or if their destiny be bom aloof 
From lowliness, or tempted thence in vain. 

In their own souls sustain a harder proof) 



The inner war of passions deep and fierce? 
Florence! when thy iiarsh sentence rawd my root) 

I loved thee; but the vengeance rfmy verse, 

The hate of injuries which every year 
Makes greater, and accumulates my curse. 

Shall live, outliving all thou boldest dear, 

Thy pride, thy wealth, thy freedom, arid even ihcU, 
The most infem^ of all evils liere. 

The sway of petty tyrants in a state; 

For such sway is not limited to kings 
And demagogues yield to them but in date 
As swept off sooner; in all deadly things 
Which make men hate themselves, and one another. 
In discord, cowardice, cruelty, all Aat springs 
Frw Death the Sin-bom’s incest witli his mother. 

In rank oppression in its rudest shape. 

The faction Chief is but tlie Sultan’s brother, 

And tlie worst despot’s far loss human ape: 

Florence! when tliis lone spirit, which so long 
Yearn’d, as the captive toiling at escape. 

To fly back to thee in despite of wrong. 

An exile, saddest of all prisoners. 

Who has the whole world for a dungeon strong, 


Seas, tnoimtainB, and the liorkon’s verge fra' bar% 
Which shut him from tlie sde small sjiot of eai 
Whore—whateo’er his fate—he still were hen^ 
His country's, and might die where he had birth- 
Florence! when this lone spirit shall retiun 
To kindred spirits, thou wilt feel my worth 
And seek to tumour with an empty mm 
The aslies thou shalt ne’er obtain—Alas! 

* What liavo 1 done to thee, my people?" S 
Are all tiiy deatiags, but in this they pass 
The limits of man’s common mal^, for 
All timt a citizen could be I was; 

Raised by thy wHl, ail thme in peace or war 
And for this thou hast waiv’d with me.—T is • 
I may not overleap the eternal bar 
Built up between us, and will die alone. 
Beholding with the dork eye of a seer 
The evil days to gifted souls foreshown, 
Fortelling them to those who will not hear 
As bi tlie old time, till the boor be coma 
When Truth shall strike their eyes through 
a tear. 

And make them own the Propliet in ha tomb. 


NOTES TO PROPHECY OF DANTE. 


Note 1, page 206, line 11. 

Miikt whom my imm hrighi Itmlrki bkiu’d. 

The reader is re(|uesle.d to adopt the Italian pro¬ 
nunciation of Hoatrieo, sounding all the syllables. 

. Note 2, [lage 206, line 27. 

JVfy ■fKtTiiiim- hail st.iti Ihx'u incomplete. 

"Che sitl piT ie belleiipre 
Cbe faiiiio m Cielo il sole o 1’ allrc stelle 
Deniro di Ini’ si creik U Pnrudim, 
t'oM se guardi liso 

Pensav ben dfi clt’ ogni terron’ piaccrc. 
Canzone, in wbieli Dante describes tlie person of Bea- 
li'ii e, y Irnplie third. 

Note 3, page 207, Hue 20 
I imidd hum Imi my Florence ffrciU and free, 
"L'Esiliu ebo m’ e dato onor mi legiio. 

* » il. * * 

Cader tra’ buoni b pur di lode degno.” 

Sonnd of Jianie^ 

in which he represents Right, Generosity, and Tempo 
rancB as banished from aiiioiig men, and seeking refuge 
from Love, who inhabits his bosom. 

Note 4, page 207, line 36. 

T/ie duel she dooms to scatter, 

“ Ut si quis prcdictornm ullo tempore in fortiam dicti 
communis pervenerit, taUis peroeniera igne cmnlmratw, 
>ic (fuoil m'niatwr,” 

Second sentence of Florence against Dante, and the 
fourteen accused with him.—The Latin is worthy of| 
the sentence. 

Note 6, page 207, lino 133. 

Where yet my boys are, etml that fated she. 

This lady, whose name was Gemma, sprung from one 
of tile most powerful Guelf families, named Donati. 
Corse Donati was the principal adversary of the Glii- 
helliiies. She is described as being "Adniodum morosa, 
ut de Xantvppe Soeratisphilosophi conjuge scriptum em 
legimas,” according to Giannozzo Manetti. But Lio- 
nardo Aretino is scandalized with Boccace, in his life of] 
Dante, for saying that literary men should not marry.^ 
" t^ui il Boccaccio non ha pazienza, c dice, le mogiij 
esserconiraric agli studj ; e non si rieorda cne Socrate 
dp in nubile filosolo che mai fosse, ebbe mogUe e figli-' 


I uoli c uffici della Repubhiiea nella sna Citth; e A 
I tele che, &c. &c. ebbe due mogli in varj tempi, e< 
I figliuoli, e riccliezze assai.—E Marco Tnlh'’— 
lone —0 Varrnne—n Senera—ehhero moglie,” & 
It is odd that honest Liunardo’s examples, with t 
ception of Seneca, and for any thing I know of 
lotle, are not the most felicitous. Tully’s Te, 
and Socrates’ Xantippe, by no means conlribut 
their husbands’ happiness, whatever they might 
their philosophy—Cato gave away his wife—o- 
ro’s we. know nolliuig—and of Seneca’s, only Un 
was disposed to die with him, but recovered, and 
several years afterwards. But says Lionardo, “ 
mo b animate ciinle, secondo piaco a tutti i fill 
And thence concludes that the greatest proof o 
animal’s civism is “ la iirirna congiunziono, dalla 
muitiplicata nasco la Cittii.” 

Note 6, page 208, line 85_ 

Nine moons shall riv: o’er scenes Wte this and Sei 
See “ Sacco di Roma," generally attributed to ( 
I'iardini. There is another written by a Ji 
Buonaparte, Gentiluomo Samminiatose che vi si 
presente 

Note 7, page 209, line 39. 

Conquerors on foreign shares, and the far wave 
Alexander of Parma, Spinola, Pescara, Euge 
Savoy, Montocucco. 

Note 8, page 209, hoe 40. 
Discoverers of new worlds, whieh take their aom. 
Columbus, Amcricus Vespusius, Sebastian Cal 

Note 9, page 209, line 73. 

He who once enters in a Rant’s hall, 

A verse from the Greek tragedians, with •- 
Pompey took leave of Cornelia on entering the hi 
which he was slain. 

Note 10, page 209, lines 75 and 76. 

And the first de^ whieh sees the chom enthral, 4’- 
The verse and sentiment arc taken from Home 

Note 11, page 209, line 93. 

And the, their prince, shall rank amen; my peers. 
Petrarch. 




CAIN. 




Note 12, page 210, line 61. 

A dmiu, its image. 

Onie cupola of St. Peter’e. 

Note 13, page 210, line 97. 

Sit chitd bid the Hebrew. 

The statue of Moses on the monument of Julius II. 

SONETTO 

J3i Oimtanrd BaUieta Zappi. 

Chi h costui, che in dura piotra scolto, 

Siedo gigante ; e le pih illustre, e conte 
Prove dell’ arte avvanza, e ha vive, e pronto 
Le labbia s'l, che le parolo ascnito ? 

Q,ueBt' e Mosh; ben mo ’I diceva il folto 
Onor del mento, e 1 doppio raggio in fronte, 
Q.ue.st' h Mus^, quando scondca del monte, 

E gran parte del Nume avea nel volto. 

Tal era allor, che le sonanti, e vaste 
Acquc ei suspcse a so d’ intorno, e tale 
Quando il mar chiuse, o no lb tomba altrui. 

E voi sue turbe un rio vitollo alzate 1 
Alzata aveste imago a quests eguole! 

Ch* era men faJlo f adoror costui. 


Note 14, page 210, line 100. 

Over the damn'd b^bre the Judgment throne. 

The Last Judgment in the Sistine chapel 
Note 15, page 210, line 103. 

The stream of his greed thoughts shail spring from me. 

1 have read somewhere (if I do not err, for 1 cannot 
recollect where) that llanie was so great a favourite of 
Michel Angiolo’s, that he had designed the whole of 
the Divma Commedia; but that the volume containing 
these studies was lost by sea. 

Note 16, page 210, line 123. 

Her charms to pontiffi prowi, who but empfoy, 

See the treatment of Michel Angiolu by Julios II. 
and his neglect by Leo X. 

Note 17, page 211, line 32. 

“ What have I done to thee, my peopk 7" 

“ E scrissc plu volte non solamente a particolari 
cittadini del reggimento, ma ancora al potwlo, e intra 
1’ altre una Epistola assai luiiga che comincia‘ Po- 
pule mi, quid feci tibi T ” 

yUa di Dante seriUa da Uonardo Aretino. 


CAIN; 

A MYSTERY. 


'*Movr the Berpent vm mm eabtito U»o aoy beut of ihv field which the Lord Ood had aaades"'—OeM. }>i 1. 


TO SIR WALTER SCOTT, BART. 

THIS “MYSTERY OP CAIN” IS INSCRIBED 

BY HIS OBLIGED FRIEND, AND FAITHFUL SERVANT, 

THE AUTHOR. 


PREFACE. 

Th« following scenes are entidod “a Mystery,” in 
conformity with the ancient title annexed to dramas upon 
similar subjects, which were styled “ Mysteries, or Mo¬ 
ralities.” The author has by no means taken the same 
liberdes widi his subject which wore common formerly, 
as may be seen by any reader carious enough to refer 
to those very profane productions, whedier in Englisli, 
French, Italian, or Spanish. The audior has endeavoured 
to preserve the language adapted to his characters; and 
where it is (and this is but rarely) taken from actual 
Scripture, ho has made as litde alteration, even of words, 
AS the rhythm would permit. The reader will recollect 
(hat the book of Genesis does not state that Eve was 
tempted by a demon, but by * the Serpentand that only 
because he was * the most subtile of ail the beasts of the 
Said.” Whatever interpretation the Rabbins and the 
Fathers may have put upon this, I must take the words 
as I find them, and reply with Bishop Watson upon simi¬ 
tar occasions, when the Fathers were quoted to him, as 
Moderator in the schools of Cambrid^ “Behold the 
Book!”—holding up die Scripture. It is to be recollected 
ihntii^ present subject has nothing to do adth the Hew 
TaHemsitet, to which no reference can be here made with- 
Mt auabiatuin. With the poems upon similar topics 1 1 


have not been recently familiar. Since I was twenty I 
have never read Milton; but I hod read him so frequently 
before, that this may make little dilference. Gesnor’s 
“ Death of Abel” I have never read since I was eight 
years of age, at Aberdeen. The general impression of 
my recollection is delight; but of the contents I remembor 
only diat Cain’s wife wiis called Maliala, and Abel’s 
Tliirza: in the following pages I have called them “ Adah” 
and “Zilla,” the earliest female names which occur in 
Genesis; they were those of Lamech’s wivos: those of 
Cain and Abel are not called by their names. Whether, 
then, a coincidence of subject may have caused the same 
in expression, I know nothing, and care as litde. 

The reader will please to bear in mind (what few 
choose to recollect) that there is no allusion to a future 
state in any of the books of Mosos, nor indeed in the Old 
Testament. For a rea.son for this extraordinary amission 
he may consult “Warburton’s Divine Legationwhether 
satisfactoiy or not, no better has yet bean assigned. I 
have therefore supposed it new to Cain, without, I hope, 
any perversion H Holy Writ. 

With regard to the language of Lucifer, it was difEcidt 
for me to make him talk like a ciergynum upon the same 
subjects i but I have done what I could to restrain him 
within the bounds of spiritual politeness. 

If be disclaims having tempted Eve w the shape of the 
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Serpent, it la only l^eeatise llio book of Genesis no 
the moal distant allusion to any thing of Ute kind, bui 
merely to the Serpent in his serpentine capacity, 

Note .—The rtJader will perceive that the atithor hai 
partly adopted in this poem tjie notion of Cuvier, that Iht 
world had been destroyed several times l>efort' tin) crea¬ 
tion of man. This speculation, derived from the (Utfereni 
strata and the bones of enonnons and unknown animal 
found in them, is not contrary to the Mosaic account, bu: 
rather confrrms it; as no human bones have yet been 
discovered in those strata, although those of many knowr, 
animals are found near the remains of the unknown. The 
assertion of Lucifer, that the pre-aduinile world was als< 
peopled by rational much more inlelligent thar 

man, and proportionably powerful to the rnammoili, &c. 
&c. is, of course, a poetical ticUou to help him to make 
out his case. 

I ought to add, that there is a “ Tramelogedio” of Al- 
fieri, called “ Abel."—i have never read that nor any other 
of (he poslliuinous works of the writer, except Ills Life. 


DRAMATIS PKRSONJE. 
MEN. WOMEN. 

Ada-M. Eve. 

Cain. Adah. 

AbKL. ZlLLAH. 

SPIRITS. 

Anoef. of the Lord. 
Lucifer. 


ACT I. 

Scene I .—IVie laml with<nd Paradim . —JVwie, Suuriae. 

Adam, Eve, Cain, Abel, Adah, /.illah, offirit . 
Sfuri/irr. 

Aflftm. Con, the Kleriuil! Jiifiuile! All-wise!— 
Wlio out of darkne-<s on the ilidst make 
Light oil the waters with a word—all hatl! 

Jehovah, wtili roturniiig light, all hail! 

Kve. God! who dulsl name ilio day, and separate 
Morning frotn night, till tlien divided never- 
Who didst divitle tlic wave from wave, and call 
Part of thy work the rirniamcnl—all hail! 

A/h:L God! who didst <m 11 the clein*'iits into 
Rartli-—ocean—air—and fire, and with the day 
And night, and worlds which these iUuniinato 
Or shadow, niadost beings to ei.joy ihein, 

And love botli tliem and thoc—all hail! all hail! 


Adam. Dost thou not live ? 

Cain, Must I not die ? 

Eve, Alas! 

The fruit of our forbidden tree begins 
To fall. 

Askm, And we must gather it again. 

Oh, God! why didst thou plant tlic tree of knowledge? 

Coin. And wherefore plucked ye not the tree of life ? 
Te might have then defied him. 

Adam, Oh! my son. 

Blaspheme not: these arc serpent s words. 

Cain. WTiy not? 

The snake spoke truth: it um the tree of knowledge; 
It was the tree of life: knowledge is good, 

Ami life is good; and liow can both be evil? 

Eve. My hoy! thou speak est as I s}K>ko in sin, 
Before (by birth: let me not seo renew’d 
My misery in thine. 1 Iiave repented. 

I.et me not. see. my oflspring fall into 
'I’hc snares beyond the walls of Paradise, 

WThich e’en in Parudi.se destroy’d his parents. 

C/onlenl Uiee witli what is. Had wc btjen so, 

Thou now hadst been conlcmted.—Ch, iiiy son! 

Adam. Our orisons completed, lei u.s hence, 

Each to ht.s task of toil—not heavy, though 
Needful: (ho. earth is young, and yields us kindly 
Her fruits with little labour. 

Eve. Cain, my son, 

Behold tliy father cheerful and resigned, 

And do a.s he doth. [Exeunt Adam and Eve. 

ZUifih. Wilt thoii not, my brother ? 

AUi. Wliy wilt thou wear tliis gloom upon lliy brow 
Wliieh ctui avail llicc iiolhing, save to rouse 
The Klcrnal anger? 

Adah. My beloved Cain, 

iVilt llioi! frown even on me? 

Vain. No, Adah! no; 

1 fain would he aKuie a little while. 

Abel, I’m sick at lieur!; but it will pass: 

’recede m<-, brother—I will follow shr»rt]y. 

\iid )ou, 1 o(», sisters, tarry not behind 
"our genilene.ss imibt n»»t be harshly met: 

’ll f(»llow you anon. 

Adaii, If not, I will 

Return to seek you here. 

AhvL The peace of God 

ie on yi»ur spirit, brother! 

[Erniut Abel, Zillaii, uyid Adah. 

Cui/if (.vdiis.) And this is 

!—Toil I and wherefore should I toil ?—heeause 


Adah. God, the Elernal! Parent of all things! 

Who didst create tlicse best and beauteous beings, 

To bo beloved, more than all, save thee— 

Lei me love the© and them:—All hail! all hail! 

Zillah. Oh, God! who loving, tn:d<ing, blessing all, 
Yet didst permit the serpent to creep in, 

And drive my fatJicr fortli from Paradise, 

Keep us from further evilHail! all hail! 

Aflam. Son Cain, my first-bom, wherefore art thou 
silent ? 

Cain, Why sliould I speak ? 

Adam, To pray. 

Caxn, Have y© not prayed? 

Adam, We have, most fervently. 

Cain. And loudly: I 

Have heard you. 

Adam. So will God, I trust. 

Ahel. Amen! 

Adam. But thou, my eldest-bom, art silent still. 

Coin. *T is better I should be so. 

Adam. Wherefore so ? 

Cmn. 1 have naught to ask. 

Adam, Nor aught to thank for? 

Cam. No. 


My father could not keep bis )>lace in Kden. 

-Vhat Iiad /done m this?—1 was unborn, 
sought not to he horn ; nor love (he slate 
To which that birth has brought me. W'hy did he 
Yield to the serjicnt and the woman ? or, 

Yielding why siilb-r? What was tJiere in this? 
The tree was planted, and why not for him? 
f not, why plaice him near it, where it grew 
The fairest in the centre ? They have but 
On© answer to all questions, “ ’(was /«« will, 

And he is good.” How know I that ? BecRUs© 

He is all-powerfiil, roust, all-good, too, follow? 

judge but by the fruits—and Uiey are bitter— 
Whicli T must feed on for a fault not mine. 

Whom have wo here?—A shape like to the angels, 
Yet of a sterner and a sadder aspect 
>f spiritual csKence: why do I quake ? 

Why should I fear him more than otlier spirits, 
Whom 1 see daily wave their fiery swords 
Belbre the gates round wliich 1 linger oA, 

'n twilight’s hour, t%catch a glimpse of those 
hardens which are my just inheritunce, 

Ere the night closes o’er the inhibited walls 
And the immortal trees which overtop 
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The chorubinwiefended battlements f 

If I shrink not from these, tlio fire-arm’d angels, 

Why should I quail from him who now approaches ? 

Yet ho seems mightier far than they, nor less 

Beauteous, and yet not all as beauhful 

As he hatli been, and might he; sorrow seems 

Half of his immortality. And is it 

So ? and can aught grieve save humanity ? 

He comelh. 

Enter Lucifeh. 
iMofer. Mortal! 

Cain, Spirit, who art tliou ? 

Liucifer. Master of spirits. 

Cain. And being so, const thou 

Leave them, and walk with dust ? 

lAictfer. I know the thoughts 

Of dust, and feel for it, and with you. 

Coin. How! 

You know my thoughts ? 

Ijudfer. They arc the thoughts of all 

Worthy of thought;—^is your immortal part 
Wliich spooks within you. 

Cain. What immortal part ? 

This has not been revetd’d: the treo of life 
Was withheld from tis by iny father’s folly, 

While that of knowledge, by my mother's haste. 

Was [iluitk’d too soon ; and .all the fruit is death! 
Lmdfer. They have deceived thee; thou shall live. 
Coin. I live. 

Bill live to die,; and, living, sec no thing 
To make death hateful, save an innate elinging, 

A loaLlisurae and yet all invincihle 
Inslinel of life, which I abhor, as I 
Despise myself, yet eaniiot overcome— 

And Ki) 1 live. Woul'.l I luicl ncvf'ir livoO! 

Jjutnfcr. Thou livost, and \m\<t live fi»r»“.vcr: Uiink not 
Tlw oartJi, wliicli is tiiinc outward covVui^, is 
KxisUmco—it will and Ojou will bo 

No loss than ihou art now, 

Cain, No kus! and why 

No more ? 

ijirijir. It may be ihuu shalt be as wo 
Cain. And yii ? 

fevcifer. Arc everlasting. 

Cain. Arc yo haupy ? 

feticiftr. We arc iniglily. 

Coin. Are yo happy? 

/Mdfcr. No: art tliou? 

Cain. How sboubl I be so? Look on me! 
fju'ifcr. Poor clay! 

Anil thou preteiidest to l>c wretched! Tlion t 

Tam. r inn:—<uul thou, widi all thy might, what 
art thou ? 

Ijiciftr. Ouo who aspired to he what made tliee,and 
Wouhl not iiavc inoilo thee what, thou art. 

Cain. Ah t 

*rht»ti liiokW almost a god; and— 

Ltii ifer. I am nonts: 

And fiaving fail’d to be one, would be naught 
Save whai I am. He ronquerVl; lot him reign ! 

Cam. Who? 

iMciJiT. l*hy sire’s Maker, and the earth's. 

Cain. And heaven’s, 

And ail that in them is. So I have heard 
JJis seraphs siring; and so niv faUu*r .saith. 

Ijucifer, 'I'hey say—what tlioy must sing and say 
on pain 

t)f being Uiat winch I am—and thou art— 
of spirits and of men. 

Cain. And what that? 

(Miifcr. Souls who daro use their immortality— 
Souls wlio daro look the OmDi(>otea9 tyrant in 
His evcrlaatiiMand tcU him, Uiat 
His evil diirailil K he has made, 

As hf: know not, nor believe— 


But, if he made us—lie cannot unmake: 

We are immortal!—nay, he’d luive us so 
That he may torture :—let him! He is great— 

But, in his greatness, is no happier than 
We in our conflict! G(x>dii<'8s would not make 
Evil; and what else had) he made? But lot him 
Sit on his vast and solitary throne, 
treating worlds, to make eternity 
ess burdensome to Itis immense existence 
And unparticipatc.d solitude! 

’ iCt him crowd orb on orb: he is alone 
ndefinile, indissoluble tyrant! 

Jould he but crush himself, ’t were the best boon 
He ever granted: hut let liini reign on, 

And muitiplv himself in misery ! 

Spirits and men, at least we sym(>athiso ; 

'Vnd, suH’criijf; in concert, make our 
"miuinerahie, more imdurahle, 

By the unbounded sympathy of all— 
kVith all! Hut He ! so wrctclud in his height, 
restless in Ids wrclehedness, must still 
Create, and re-create—— 

Coin. Thou epeak’st to me of tilings which long have 

SWUll) 

!n visions through my thought: I never could 
rirr-tiicilo what T saw wiilj what I heard. 
iMy fathi'r and iny motln-r talk to me 
M'ser|M'nls, and of fruits and trees: l see 
Tlio gntf'5 of what tliey call their Paradise 
Guarded by fiery-sworded eheruhim. 

Whieli shut them oiii, and me: I fool the weight 
)f dully t(»il, and ei.nstanl liuiuglit: I look 
Arijiind a world where I si-rju nothing, with 
rimughts wlne.li arise willnn me, as if llicy 
Oould mu’der all tilings :— but 1 thought alone 
I'liis misery was /oo/f.—My father is 
Turned <!ow*n; mv rnollier has forgot the mind « 

Whieh niutle jiiT ihirsl for knowledge at the risk 
)f an elrriiul enrs»'; my brother is 
A watching.' shepherd hoy, wlio offers up 
riio Ihsilae’s uftlie Hock to him who bids 
T)i(‘ oarfli yield nothing to us without sweat 
My sister Zillali sings an earlier liymn 
’I’han the liirds’ matins; and my Adal), my 
Jwn and bcloveil, shit too understands not. 
riiti mind which ovonvhelins iric: never till 
Now UKrt J anglit to sympathise with me. 

’Tis well—T rather would consort with spirits. 

Lucifer. And hadst tliou not been fit hy thino own 
soul 

For such companionsliip, I would not now 
Have slootl hidbre lime as I am: a «er|ient 
Had been enough to charm ye, as before. 

Cant. Ah! didst Outu tempt my rnoUier? 
lAuifer. T tempt none^ 

Save will) the truth: was not the tree, the tree 
Gf‘kiiow'ledge ? and was not the tree of life 
Still fruitful? Did Ib'u\ her pluck lliem not? 

Did I plfuit things prohibited within 
The reach of beings innocent, ami curious 
By their own innocence ? 1 would have maile ye 
Gods; and even He who thrust ye fortli, so tiirust ye 
Because “yo siionld not eat the fruits of life, 

And become gods, as we.” Were tlioso his words? 
Coin. I’hey were, aa I have heard from tliw?e who 
heard them, 

In thunder. 

Lamfer. Then who was the dernwi ? He 
Who would not lot ye live, w be who would 
Have made ye live for ever in the joy 
And {lower of knowledge ? 

Com. Would they had snatoli’d botli 

The fniits, or neither! 

Ijuafer. One is yours already, 

The other may be still. 



Act 1. 

Cain, How so ? 

iMcifer. By being 

Voursolves, in your resistance. Nothing can 
Q,ueiich the mind, if the mind will be itself 
And centre of surrounding thmgs—*tis made 
To sway. 

Cain. But didst Uiou tempt my parents? 

Lucifer, I ? 

Poor clay I what should I tempt lliem for, or how ? 

Cain. They say the serpent was a spirit. 

iMcifcr, Who 

Sait!) that ? It is not written so on high: 

Tl)e proud One will not so far falsify, 

Though man’s vast fears and little vanity 
Would make liirn cast upon tJ)c spiritual nature 
His own low failing. The snake was the sn^c—• 

No more ; and yet not less tlian those ho tempted, 

111 nature being cartli also—in wvidom, 

Since he could overcome them, and forcluiew 
The knowledge fatal to their narrow joys. 

Think’st thou I’d take the shape of things that dio ? 

Cain. But tlic thing had a demon? 

Lucifrr. He but woke one 

In those he spake to with his forky tongue. 

I tell thee tliat the serpent was no more 

'I'han a mere serpent: ask the cheruliiin 

Who guord the tempting tn’o. When thousand ages 

Have roll’d o’er your dead ashes, and your seed’s, 

The sol d of tl)o then world may thus array 
Their earliest faull in fable, and attribute 
To me a sliape I scorn, as 1 scorn all 
That bows to him, who made things but to bond 
Before his sullen, sole elernity ; 

But we, who sec the tnith, must speak it. Thy 
Fond parents listen’d to a creeping thing, 

And fell. For what should spirits tempt tlieni? What 
♦Was theri^ to oiivy in the narrow bounds 
Of Paradise, that spirits who |M'rvado 

Bjiare-bill I speak to thee of what tliou know’st nol, 

With all tliy tree of knowledge. 

Com But thou const not 

.Speak aught of knowledge which I would not know, 

And do not thirst to know, and boar a mind 
To know. 

Ijinfer, And heajd. to look on ? 

Cain. Be it proved. 

Lucifer. Dar’st thou to look on Death ? 

Vain. He has not yet 

Been soon. 

Lucifet. But must be undergone. 

Cain. My father 

Says he Is something dreadful, and my mother 
Weeps when he’s named; and Abel lifts his eyes 
To heaven, and Zillah casts hers to Uie earth, 

Anjl sighs a prayer; and Adali looks on me, 

And speaks not. 

Lucifer. And thou? 

Cain. Thoughts unspeakable 

Crowd in my breast to burning, when I hear 
Of this almighty T >ealh, who is, it seems, 

Inevitable. Could I wrestle with him? 

I wrestled witli the lion, when a boy, 

In play, till ho ran roaring from my gripe. 

iMcifcr. It has no shape; but will absorb all tilings 
I’hat. bear the form of earth-bom being. 

Cain. Ah! 

I thought it was a being: who could do 
Such evil things to beings save a being? 

Lucifer. Ask tlio Destroyer. 

Cain. Who? 

Lucifer. The Maker—call him 

Wluch name thou wilt: he makes but to destroy. 

Coin. I knew not that, yet thought it, since I heard 
Of death: although I know not what it is, 

Yet it seems horrible, I have look’d out 


sis^ 

In tlie vast desolate night in search of him; 

And when 1 saw giganiit*. shadows in 

The umbrage of the wails of ICden, chequer’d 

By die far-Hashing of the chenili’s sw<jrds, ' ’ 

I watch'd fijr w'hul I ihouglu his coming; tor 

With fear rose longing in my heart to know 

What ’iwas which shook us all—but nothing came. 

And then I turn'd my weary eyes from off* . 

Our native and forhidtlon I^arudjse, 

Up to the light.s above us, in tlic azure, ' 

Which arc so beautiful: slmll tiu’y, t(K), «Uo ! 

Luefer. Perhaps—hut long outlive botli thme and 
thee. 

Cain. I ’tn glad of that; I would not have them di^ 
They are so lovelv. What is death? 1 few 
I (eel, it is a dreadful thing; but what, 

I cannot compass: ’tis denounced against us, 

Both them who sinn’d and sinn'd not, as an ill— 

AVhat ill ? 

Jjudfer. To be resolved into tlie earth, 

Cain. But sliall I know it ? 

Lucifer. As I know not death, 

I cannot answer. 

Cam. Were I qiiiel eartli 

TJiat were no evil: would 1 ne’er had been 
Aught else hut dust! 

tjudfir. 7’hat i.s a grov’liiig wish, 

Less lljan thy flitlior’s, tor he wish’d to know. 

Cain. But in>l to live, or wherefore pluck’d he not. 

The life-tree? 

Lucifer. IIo was iiiuderd. 

Cam. Dt^adly onorl 

Not to snatch first that fruit:—^but ere lie pluck’d 
The kucjwledgc, he was ignorant of death. 

Alas! I fscarerdy now know vihat it is, 

And yet 1 fear if—fear J know not what! 

Lucifer. And I, who know all things, fear noUiii^; 
see 

Wliat is true knowledge. 

Cmn. Wilt thou teach me all? 

Jjudfer. Ay, upon one. condition. 

Cain. Name it. 

Luefer. That 

Thou dost fall down and worship mo—lliy Lord. 

Cam. Thou art not the I^ord my father worships. 
Jjudfer. No. 

Cain. His equal? 

Lucifer. No;—I have naught in common with liim! 
Nor would: T would be aught above—beneath— 

Aught save a .shanT or a servant of 
TIis power. I dwell apart; but 1 am great 
Many there are who worsldp nic, and more 
Who shall—be tliou among the first. 

Coin. I never 

As yet have bow’d unto my father’s (<od, 

Although my brother Ahel ofl implores 
That 1 would join with him in sacrifice 
Why sliould 1 bow to Itiec ? 

Lucifer. Hast thou ne’er bow’d 

To him? 

Cmn. Have I not said it?—^need I say it? 

Could not thy mighty knowledge teach theo that ? 
Ijufif&r, Ho wlio Ik>ws not to him has bow’d to mo! 
Cmn. But 1 will bond to neither. 

Lucifer. Ne’er the less. 

I’hou art my worshipper; not worrfiipping 
Him makes llioe mine the same. 

Cain. And what is that ? 

Ludfer^ Thou ’It know hero—and hereafter. 

Coin. % Let me but 

Bo ta4]gbt tlio mystery of my being. 

iMcifer. ^ Fdfow 

Where I will lead thee. 

Cain. But 1 must retire 

To tin the earth—^for I had promised— 


CAIN. 




Whai? 


To offer up 


Iju^er. 

Com. To cull some 6rst-fruits. 

' LMdfer, Why? 

Cain, 

%■ :th Abel on an altar. 

iMdfar. Saidst thou not 

Thou ne’er hadst bent to Iiim who made thee ? 

Coin. Yes—- 

But Abel’s earnest prayer has wrought upon me; 

The offering is more hhi tlian mino—and Adah*~— 
jAtdfer. Why dost thou hesitate. 

Cmn. She is my sister, 

B(H'n on the same day, of die same womb; and 
She wrung from me, with tears, tliis promise; and 
Rather than see lier weep, 1 would, methinks, 

Bear all—and worship aught. 

Jjudfer. Then follow me! 

Cain. I wilL 

Enter Ai>aii. 

Adah. My brother, I have come for Ihee; 

It is our hour of rest and joy—and we 
Have less without thee. Thou hast labour’d not 
This mom; but 1 have done thy task: die fruits 
Are ripe, and glowing as die light which ripens: 

Come away. 

Cain. See’st thou not ? 

Adah. I see an angel; 

We have seen many: will he share our hour 
Of rest?—he is welcome. 

Cmn. But he is not Uko 

The angels we have seen. 

Adah. Are there, then, others ? 

But he is welcome, os they were: diey deign’d 
To be our guests—will ho? 

Coin, {to iMtifer.) Wilt diou ? 

lAuifer. I ask 

Thee to be mine. 

Coin. I must away vndi 1dm. 

Adah, And leave us ? 

C«m. Ay ? 

AdaJi. And me ? 

Cain. Beloved Adah! 

Adfth. Tjct mo go with thee ? 
iMdfer, No, she must not. 

Adait. Who 

Art thou tliat steppesl between heart and heart? 

Crdn. Ho is a god. 

Adah. How know’st diou ? 

Cain. ‘ He speaks like 

A god. 

Adah. So did the serpent, and it lied. 

Ijudfer. Tln>u errest, Adah!—was not the tree diat 
Of knowledge ? 

Adati. Ay—to our eternal sorrow. 

Eurifer. And yol dial grief is knowledge—so be lied 
not: 

And if he did betray you, ’twas with truUi; 

And truth in its own essence cannot be 
But good. 

Adah. But all we know of it has gather’d 
Evil or ill: expulsion from our home, 

And d ' )ad, and toil, and sweat, and heavinoss; 
Remorse of that whU:h was—and hope of diat 
Which cometh not. Cain! walk not with this spirit 
Bear witii what wo have borne, and love me—I 
Love thee. 

iMc^er. More than thy mother, and thy sire ? 

Adaii. I do. Is dial a sin, too ? 

Xjudfer. No^ not yet; 

It one day will be in your children. ^ > 

Adah. What! 

Must not my daughter love her brol^r Enoch ? 
iMo/er, Not as diou lovest Cain. 

Adah. Oh,myGod! 

Shalt they not toxe and bring forth things that love. 


Out of dieir love ? have they not drawn their milk 
Out of this bosom ? was not he, their fiither, 

Born of the same sole womb, in the same hour 
With me ? did we not love each other ? and 
In multiplying our being multiply 
Things which will love each other as we love 
Them ?—And as 1 love thee, my Cain! go not 
Forth with diis spirit; he is not of ours. 

Lucifer. The sin 1 speak of is not of my making, 
And cannot be a sin in you—whate’er 
It seem in those who will replace ye in 
Mortality. 

Adaft. Wliat is the sin which is not 
Sin in itself? Can circumstance make sin 
Or virtue ?—if it doth, we are the slaves 
Of- 

Ijuc^er. Higher things than ye arc slaves; and higher 
Than dioy or ye would be so, did they not 
Prefer an indepeiulcncy of torture 
To the smooth agonies of adulation 
n hynms and harpings, and self-seeking prayers 
To dial which is omnipotent, because 
~i Is omnipotent, and not from love, 

But terror and self-hope. 

Adafi. Omnipotence 

Must be all goodness. 

Lucifer. Was it so in Eden? 

Adaii. Fiend! tempt mo not with beauty; thou n*t 
fairer 

Than was the serpent, and as false. 

loafer. As true. 

Ask Eve, your mother; bears she not the knowledge 
Of good and evil ? 

Adah. Oh, my mother! thou 

Hast pluck’d a fruit more fata) to thine offspring 
Than to thyself; thou at I lie least hast past 
Thy youth in Paradise, in innocent 
And happy intercourse with happy spirits; 

But we, thy children, ignorant of Eden, 

Arc girt about by demons, who assume 
TJie words of God, and tempt us willi our own 
Dissatisfied and curious thoughts—as thou 
Wert work’d on by the snake, in thy m(»st flush’d 
And heedless, liarmlcss wantoniiess of bliss. 

I rannut answer this iiiiniortal thing 
Which stands before me; T cannot abhor him; 

T look upon liitii with a ]>lcush)g fear, 

And yet I fly not from liim; in Ida eye 

There is a fastening attraction which 

Fixes my fluttering eyes on his; my heart 

Beats quick; lie awes me, and yet draws mo near. 

Nearer and nearerCain—C!ain—save mo from him! 

Cain. What dreads my Adali ? T his is no ill spirit. 

Adah. He is not God—nor God’s: 1 have beheld 
The cherubs and the seraphs; he looks not 
Like them. 

Cam. But there are spirits lofUcr still— 

The archangels. 

Ijicifer, And still loftier Uian the archangels. 

Adah. Ay—^but not blessed. 

iMcifer. If the blessedness 

Consists in slavery—no. 

Adah. I have heard it said, 

Tl»e seraphs love most —cherubim know most’— 

And this should be a cherub—since ho loves not. 

lAidfer, And if the higher knowledge quenches love, 
What must he be you cannot love when known ? 

Since the alUknowing cherulnm love least, 

The seraphs’ love can be but ignorance: 

That they are not compatible, the doom 
Of thy fond parents, for their daring, proves. 

Choose betwixt love and knowledge—Hiinco there b 
No other choice: your sire hath chosen already; 

His worship is but fear. 

Adah, 


Oh, Cain! ciioose love. 



Act I. 


CAIN. 


Ki ■ ■■ 

ait 


Can. For tJiec, my Adali, I cJiOoso not—it was 
Bom witlt mo*>~but 1 lovo nauglit else. 

Adah. Otir pireWs 'i 

Com. Did they love us when they snaidi’d from th 
treo 

That which hath driven us ail from Paradise ? 

Adah. Wc wore not born then—and if wo ha<l been 
Should we not love them and our children, Cain ? 

Cain. My little Enoch! and his lisping sister 
Could I hut deem them happy, I would half 
Forget—-but it can never be forgotten 
I’hroiigli thrice a thousand genemtions! never 
Shall men love the reinenihrunce of the man 
Will) sowM the seed of evil and matduud 
In tittj same hour! They pluck’d the ireo of science 
And sin—and, iu)t coiitcut wilii their own sorrow, 

Begot ine-^thfie —and all llie few that are, 

And all the unniimbor’d and iiimiinerable 
Multitudes, millions, myriads, which may he, 

I’o inherit agonies accumulated 

By ages '—and I must ho sire of sucli tilings! 

Tliy beauty and tliy love—iny love and joy, 

I’lie raptunms moment and iJic placid hour 
All we love in our children and ea(;h other, 

Bui lead tlieni ami oursolvujs tlirough many years 
Of sin and patii —or few, but still of sorrow, 

Intprcluir.k’d witli an inslaut of brief pb'aKuro, 

'I’o Deatli—(he unknown ! Melhinks the tree of know¬ 
ledge 

Ilatli not fulHird its ]vromise if they sinnM, 

At least they ouglit to have known all ihmgs that arc 
Of knowledei'—and tlie mystery of death. 

What do they know?—that they an; miserable. 

What need of snakes and fruits to teach us lliat? 

Adnfi. I am not wretched, Cain, and if thou 
W erl happy— 

Cain. Be lliou happy then alone— 

I will have naught to do with happiness, 

Wliich humbles me and mine. 

Adah. Alone I could not. 

Nor tcimld be hap[)y: but with those around us, 

1 think 1 could be so, de.spilc of death, 

Whicli, as 1 know it not, I dread not, though 
It seems an awful shadow—if I may 
Judge from what I have heard. 

Lucifer. And tliou conldut not 

Alme^ thou aay’st, be happy ? 

Aflah. Alone! Oh, my God! 

Who ci>uld be happy and alone, or good ? 

To iin; niy solitude seems sin; uidcss 
When 1 Uiiiik liow soon T shall see my brother, 

His brother, and our cliiklren, and our parents. 

Jjudfer. Yet thy God is alone, and is lie happy 7 
liOnely and good? 

Ado/i. He is not so; he hatli 

Tlie angels and the mortals to make happy, 

And tiius becomes so in diffusing joy: 

What else can joy be but the spreofiing joy? 

Jjudfer. Ask of your sire, the exile fresh from Eden; 
Or of his first-born son; ask your owm heart; 

It is not tranquil. 

Allah. Alas I no! and you— 

Are you of heaven ? 

Lucifer. If I am not, inquire 

The cause of this all-spreading happiness 
(Whicli you proclaim) of the all-great and good 
Maker of life and living things; it is 
His secret, and he keeps it. We must bear, 

And some of us resist, and both in vain, 

His seraphs say: but it is w(»tii the trial, 

Since better may not bo without: tiiere is 
A wisdom in the spirit, which directs 
To right as in the dim blue wr the eye 
Of you, young mortals, lights at once upon 
The star which watches, welcoming the mom. 


Adah. It is a beautiful star; I love it 
Its beauty. 

Ludfer. And why not adore ? 

Adah. Our father 

Adores tlio Invisible only. 

Lucifer. But the symbols 

Of the Invisible are the lovelh'st 
Of wliat is visible; and yon bright star 
Is leader of the host of iicaven. 

Adah. Our father 

Saith that ho has beheld the God himself 
Who made him and our motfior. 

Lucifir. Hast tfum seen him? 

Adah. Ves—'in his works. 

iMciftr. But in his being ? 

Adah. No— 

j'ave in my fatlier, who is God’s own image; 

>r ill Ids angels, who are like? to tliw— 

And brighter, yet less beautiful aiul |>owerful 
n .seeming: as the sihmt sunny noon, 

All light tliey look upon us; but thou seern’st 
iike an ethereal night, where long white clouds 
Streak the deep purple, ami unnumber’d stars 
spangle the wonderful mysterious vault 
A''ifh tilings that hiok as if they would be suns; 

' beautiful, tinnumberM, and endearing, 

^Tof tlcizzling, and yet druw’iiig us to tlnuir, 

"’hey fill my cn es with tears, and so dost tliou. 

^hou seem’sl unhappy; do not make us so, 

And I will \vc<'p fjr thee. 

/^neifer. Alas ! those tears f 

ouldst tliou but know what oceans will be shed— 
Adah. .Byrne? 

Luriftr. By all. 

Adrdi. What all? 

Lucifer. The million millicaiB— 

ho myriad myriads—the all-peopled earth— 

'he unpeopled earth—and tlie o’er-peopled hell, 

•f which thy bosom is tlie germ. 

Adah. O Cain! 

Ids spirit curseth us. 

Cain. Let him say on; 

im will I follow. 

Adidi. Whither ? 

Ijicifcr. To a place 

Vfiencc ho shall come back to thee in an hour; 
ut in that hour sec tldngs of many days. 

Adah. How can that bo? 

Lucifer. Did not your Maker make 

•ut of old worlds this now one in few days ? 

\nd cannot I, who aided in this work, 

Ihow in an hour what he hath made in many, 

•r hath destroy’d in few ? 

Ciun. Lead on. 

Adah. Wai ho 

!n sof»th return within an hoar? 

iMcifcr. He shall. 

iVith us acts are exempt from time, and we 
!an crowd eternity uito an hour, 

•r stretch wi hour into eternity: 
iVe breathe not by a mortal measurement— 

Jut tliat’s a mystery. Cain, come on with me. 

Adah. Will be return ? 

Ludfer. Ay, woman! he alone 

Jf mortals from tliat place (tlie firat and last 
Vho shall return, save Give)—ehall come back to thee 
''o make that silent and expectant world 
.8 populous as this: at present there 
.re few inhabitants. 

Adah. *T Where dwellest thou ? 

Lucifer. Thro^hS*!)! ^ space. Where should 1 
dwell ? Where are 

?hy God or Gods—there am I; all things are 
'ivided with me ; life and death—and time— 
temity—and heav«i and earth—and that 



SIS 


Which is not heaven nor earth, but peopled with 
Those who once peopled or shall people both— 

These aro my resins! So that I do ^vido 
Am, and possess a kingdom which is not 
His, If 1 were not that which 1 have said, 

Could I stand here ? His angeia are within 
Your vision. 

Adah, So they were when the fair serpent 
Spoke with our mother hrsU 
Loidfer. Gain! thou hast hoard. 

If thou dost long for knowledge, 1 can satiate 
That thirst; nor ask thee to partake of fruits 
Which shall deprive thee of a single good 
The conqueror has loft tlieo. Follow mo. 

Cofri. Spirit, 1 have said it. 

[Exeunt Lucifer and Cam 
Adcik excUuming) Cain! my brother! Cain 


ACT n. 

Scene I.— The Ahyaa of Space. 

Cain, I tread on air, and sude not; yot 1 fear 
To sink. 

iMdfer. Have faitli in me, and thou shall be 
Borne on tlic air, of whi<di 1 arn Uic prince. 

Cain. Can I do so witliout impiety ? 

ljudfer. Believe-^'and sink not! doubt—and perish 
thus 

Would run the edict of the otlier Gotl, 

Who names me demon to his angels; they 
Echo the sound to miserable tluiigs, 

Wliich, knowing naught beyond tlioir shallow senses, 
Worship tlie word which strikes their oar, and deem 
Evil or good what is proclaitnM to Uiem 
In their abasement. 1 wilt liave none such: 

Worship or wordixip not, thou shall behold 
The worlds beyond thy little world, nor be 
Amerced, fur d(Kibts l>eyond thy little life, 

With torture <d’ my dooming. 'I’here will come 
An hour, when, tossM upon some water-drops, 

A mull shall say to a man, “ Believe in me, 

And walk tlic waters;” and tlie man shall walk 
The billows and be sedb. / will not say, 

Believe in me, as a conditional creed 
To save thee; but fly witli uio o’er tlic gulf 
Of space an equal flight, and 1 will show 
What lliou daPst not deny, the history 
Of }>asr, and present, mid of future worlds. 

Cain. Oil, god, or demon, or whatever Uiou art, 

Is yon our earth ? 

Ijudfer. Dost thou not recognise 

The dust whicli form’d your father ? 

Com. Can it be? 

Yon small blue circle, swmging in far other, 

With an infoiior circlet near it still, 

Which looks like tliat wliich ht our eartldy night ? 

Is this our Paradise? Where ore its walls, 

And they who guard them? 

Luefer. Point me out the site 

Of Paradise. 

Cain, How sliould 1 ? As wo move 
Like sunbeams onward, it grows small and smaller, 
And as it waxes UtUe, and then loss, 

Oathers a halo round it, like the light 
Which shone Uie roundest of the stars when I 
Beheki them from the skirts of Paradise: 

Methinks they both, as we recede from them, 

Appear to join the innumerable stars 
Which are around us; and, as we '^vo on, 

Increase their myriads. 

ljudfer. And if there should be 

Worlds greater tlian thine own, inhabited 
By greater ihihgs, and they themselves far more 
In number than the dust thy dull earth, 


Though multi})lied to animated atoms, 

All living, and all doom’d to death, and wretched, 

What wouldst thou tliink ? 

Cota. I should be proud of thought 

Wliich knew such fliings. 

lAtdfer, But if that high thought were 

Link’d to a servile mass of matter, and, 

Knowing such things, aspiring to sucli things, 

And science still beyond them, were cliain’d down 
To tlio most gross and petty paltry wonts, 

All fjul and fuisonio, and the very best 
Of thine eiijoymunls a sweet dcgi^ation, 

A most enervating and iiltiiy clieat 
To luro thee on to the renewal of 
Fresh souls and bodies, all ftirodoom’d to bo 
As frail, and few so happy—— 

Cain. Spirit! 1 

Know naught of death, save os a dreadful thing 
Of which I have heard iny parents speak, as of 
A hideous heritage I owe to them 
No less than hfti; a heritage not happy, 

Tf I may judge till now. But, spirit! if 
It be os tliou hast said, (and I vrithin 
Feel the pro}>hctic torture of its truth,) 

Here let me die: for to give birth to tlioso 
Who can hut .suffer many years, and die, 

Mctldiiks Is moroly propagating death. 

And multiplying murder. 

Lucifer. Thou const not 

All die—tlioro is what must survive. 

Cain. The Other 

S|>ako not of tliis unlo mv failier, wlien 
He shut him forth from Paradisi;, with death 
Written upon his forehea<l. But at least 
Lot what is mortal of me perish, tliat 
I may he in tfio rest as angels are. 

Lucifer, / am angelic: wouldst tiioii 1>e as 1 am? 

Cum. I know not what thou art: I see (hy power, 

And SCO thou show’sl me things lieyond my |X)wer, 
Beyond all jxm'er of my born facullies, 

Although iiifi.’rior still to iny desires 
And my conct^ptions- 

Latdfer. What arc tliey, which dwell 

So humbly in their pride, tus to sojourn 
Willi worms in clay ? 

Cain. And what art tliou who dwellost 

So hanghlily in spirit, and const range 
Nature and iinmorlalily—and yet 
Seem’st sorrowful ? 

Ijucifcr. I seem tliat wliich I am; 

And then fore do I ask of thee, if thou 
Wouldst be immortal ? 

Cain. Thou hast said, I must bo 

Immortal in despite of me. 1 know not 
This until lately—but since it mu.st be, 
lict me, or happy or unhajipy, loam 
I'o anticipate my immortality. 

Ludfer. Thou didst before 1 came upon Uiee. 

Cdn. How ? 

Ludfer. By sufForing, 

Cain. And must torture be immortal ? 

Ludfer. We and tliy sons will try. But now, behold! 
is it not glorious ? 

Coin. Oh, Uiou beautiful 

And unimaginable ether! and 
Ye muluplying masses of increased 
And sdl! increasing lights ! what aro ye? wliat 
Is this blue wilderness of interminable 
Air, where ye roll along, as I have seen 
The leaves along the limpid streams of Eden? 

Is your course measured for ye ? Or do ye 
Sweep on in yoiur unbounded revdry 
Through an aerial universe of endless 
Expansion, at which my soul aches to tliink, 

Litoxicated widi eternity? 
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Oh God! Oh Gods! or whatsoe’er ye are! 

How beautiAil ye are ! how heaiuifii! 

Your works, or accidents, or whatsoe’er 
They may be! Let me die, as atmns die, 

* (If that tliey die) or know yo in your might 
An(i knowledge! My thoughts are not in tliis hour 
Unworthy what I see, though my dust is; 

Spirit! let me expire, or see them nearer. 

lajucifer. Art thou not nearer ? look back to tliino earth 
Coin. Where is it ? I see notliing save a mass 
Of most innumerable lights. 
lALcifer. Look there! 

Coin. I cannot see it. 

lAicifer. Yot it sparkles still. 

C’d!n. What, yonder! 

/jtidfir. Yea. 

Cain. And wilt thou tell mo 5?o 

Why 1 have seen tlie firc^flies and fire-worms 
S()rinkle the dusky groves and the grwjri bunks 
In tin? dim twilight, brighter than you world 
Which bears them. 

huriffT. Thou hast seen both worms and worlds, 
ImicIi lirighl and sparkling—what dost think of (hem? 

Tliat they are beautiful in their own sphere, 
Anti that tfie. night, which makes both beautiful. 

The liille shining hre-fly in its flight, 

Aii'J the immortal star in its great course, 

Mint both ho guided. 

tjuaffr. But by whom or what ? 

Cain. Show mo. 

Lnnfcr. Dar’st thou beliold ? 

Cain. How know I whai 

I dare hchoki ? as yet, thou hast shown naught 
I clan? not gaze on further. 

Lucifer. On, then, with mo. 

\Vouldst ihoii Imhold things mortal or immortal ? 

Cain. Why, wliat are ^ings ? 
lAunfcr. JB^dh partly: but what doth 

Sii next thy heart ? 

Cam. Tho things f sec. 

iMcifcr. But what 

Sale nearest it ? 

Cain. The things I have not seen, 

Nor ever Khali —the mysteries of death. 

jAuiifit. What, if I show to thee things which have 
died, 

As T have shown thee much which cannot die? 

Cain. Do so. 

IjUGifcr. Away, (hen! on our mighty wings. 
Cain. Oh! how wc cleave the blue ! The stars fade 
from 118 ! 

The earth! where is my earth ? lot mo look on it, 

For I w as made of it. 

Lucifer. ’T is now beyond thec, 

IiCSH, in the universe, than thou in it: 

Yet deem not that thou canst escajie il. ; thou 
Bhalt soon return to earth, and all its dust; 

’T is part of thy eternity, and mine. 

Cain. Where dost thou lead me ? 

Lucifer. To what was before thee! 

The pliantasm of the world ; of which thy world 
Is hut die wreck. 

Cain What! is it not then new? 

Lucifer. No more than life is; and that was ere thou 
Or I were, or tlie things which seem to us 
Greater than either: many tilings will have 
No end; and some, which would protend to have 
Had no beginning, liave hod one as mean 
As thou; and mighter Ihtn^ have been extinct 
To make way for much meaner than we can 
Surmise; for momenU only and the npace 
Have been and must be all unckctngcabU. 

But changes make not death, except to day; 

But thou art clay—and canst but comprehend j 

That which was clay, and such thou ^alt Behold. I 


Cain. Clay, spirit! What tliou wUt, £ can survey. 
Luafer, Away, then! 

Cain. But the lights fade from mo fas4 

And .some till now grow larger os we approach’d, 

And wore the look of worlds. 

Lucifer, And such they are. 

Cain. And Edens in them? 

Lucifer. Il may be. 

Cain. And men ? 

Ijucifer, Yea, or tilings higher. 

Cain. Ay 7 and scr|)enls too ? 

Ijudfer. Wonldst thou have men witlioul them? must 
no reptiles 

Breathe, save tho erect ones ? 

Cotrt. How the lights recode I 

Where fly wo? 

Lucifer. To the world df phantoms, which 
Arc beings post, and sliadows still to come. 

Cain, But it grows dark, anti tlark—tho stars are 
gone ! 

iMcifer. Ami yet thou seest. 

Cam. ’Tis a fearful light! 

No sun, no moon, no lights innumerable. 

Tho very blue of the ompurpleil night 
Fades to a dreary twilight, yet I see 
Huge dusky masses; but nnliko the worlds 
We were approaching, which, begirt willi Uglit, 
eem’d full of life even when their atmos|^iere 
3f light gave way, ami showM them taking shapes 
Unequal, of deep valleys and vast mountaiits ; 

And Roino omitting sparks, and some displaying 
r<nomiouR liquid plains, and some begirt 
With luminous belts, and floating niixins, which took 
■Jke them the features of fair earthinstead, 

All here .seems <lark and dreadful. 

Lucifer. But distinct. 

Thou seekest to behold death, anti dead things? 

Cain. 1 so< 2 k it not; hut as 1 know there are 
Such, and that my sire’s sin makes him and me, 

And all that wo inlierif, liahlo 
To sut?h, I would behold at once, what 1 
Must one day see [lerforcs. 

Lmifer. Behold! 

Cain. *T is darknofs. 

Lucifer. And so it shall bo ever; but wo will 
Jnfold its gates! 

CotV*. Enormous vajiours roll 

Apart—what’s tliis? 

Lucifer. Enter! 

Cain, Can I return ? 

Lucifer. Return! be sure: how else should death bo 
peopled ? 

ts present realm is thin to what it will be, 
hrough thec and thine. 

Cain. Tlie clomls Btill open wide 

nd wider, and mako widening circles round us. 

Ijicifer. Advance! 

Cain. And thou! 

Lurifer. Fear not—without me thou 

Couldst not have gone beyond thy world. On ! on! 

[T'hcy (Uiappear throuj^h the cUmda, 

Scene IL ^ Hades , 

Enter Lccifer anrl Cain. 

Cain. How silent and how vast are tliese dim worlds! 
'or tliey seem more than one, and yet more peopled 
'han Uio huge brilliant luminous orbs which swung 
•0 thickly in the upper air, that 1 
ad deem’d tiiem ratbor the bright populace 
)f some all unimaginable heaven 
han tilings to bo inhabited Uiemsolvos, 
lut that on drawing near them I behold 
'heir swelling into palpable immensity * 
f matter, which seem’d nuuic fw life to dwell (m, 



Rather than lUe itaelT. But here, all is 
So shadowy and so full of twilight, that 
It speaks of a day past. 

ijuafer. It is the realm 

Of deatli.—'Wouldst have it present? 

Cain, Tin I know 

That which it really is, I cannot answer. 

But if it be ns 1 have heard my father 
Deal aiut in bis long homilies, *1 is a thing— 

Oh God 1 I dare not think on’t! Cursed be 
He who invented life that leads to death 1 
Or the dull mass of life, that being life 
Could not retain, but needs must forfeit it— 

Even for the innocent 1 

iMdftr. Dost thou curse thy father? 

Coin. Cursed he not me in giving me my birth? 
Cursed he not me before my birtli, in daring 
To pluck the iruit forbidden ? 

iMdfer, Thou sny’st well: 

The curse is mutual ’twixt Ihy sire and thoc— 

But for tliy sons and brother ? 

Cain. Let them share it 

With me, their sire and brother! What else is 
Bei|uoath’d to me ? I leave them my inheritance. 

Oh ye interminable gloomy realms 
Of swimming shadows and enormous shapes. 

Some folly shown, some indistinct, and all 
Mighty and melancholy—what are ye ? 

Live ye, or have ye lived ? 

Zneifer. Somewhat of both. 

Coin. Then what is deatli? 

tueifer. What? hath not he wIid made yc 

Said ’tie anotlier life? 

Cain. Till now he hath 

Said nothing, save Uiat all shall die. 

Jjueifer. Perhaps 

He one day will unfold that further secret. 

Cain. Ibppy the day! 

Lucifer. Yes, happy! when unfolded 

Througli agonies unspeakable, and clogg'd 
With agonies clernal, to iiuiume.rable 
Yet tinboni myriads of unconscious atoms. 

All to be animated for tliis only! 

Cain. What are those mighty pliantums which I sec 
Floating oroimd mo?—Ihey wear not tlie form 
Of the iiilelligenccs 1 have seen 
Round our regretted and uoenterVi Eden, 

Nor wear the fonn of man as I have view’d it 
In Adam’s and in Abel’s, and in mine, 

Nor in my sister-bride’s, nor in my children’s: 

And yet they have an aspect, which, though not 
Of men nor angels, looks like something, which, 

If not the lost, rose higher than the first, 

Haughty, and high, and beautiful, and full 
Of seeming strengfo, but of inexplicable 
Shape; .for 1 never saw sucli. They bear not 
The wing of seraph, nor the face of man, 

Nor form of mightiest brute, nor aught that is 
Now breatliing; mighty yet and beautiful 
As the most beautmil and mighty which 
Live, and yet so unlike them, th^ 1 scarce 
Can call them living. 

Lucifer, Yet they lived. 

Cain. Wliere ? 

Ludfer. Whore 

Theu hvost. 

Com. ’When? 

Laager. On what Uiou callest earth 

They did inhabit. 

Cmn. Adam is the first. 

Lucifer. Of thine, I grant thee—hut too mean to he 
The last of these. 

Cain. And what are they? 

Luefer. That which 

Thou afaaltba. 


Cain. But what we they ? 

Ijurifrr. Living, hi^, 

Inlelligen!, goisl, great, and glorious tlimgs, 

As much superior unto all thy sire, 

Adam, could ere have been in Kdon, as 

The sixly-tlioiisandlli generation shall be 

In its dull damp degeneracy, to 

Thee and thy son;—and how weak they are, judge 

By thy own flesh. 

Cain. Ah me! and did ihc}/ perish? 

Ijirifer. Yes, fiom their eartli, as thou wilt fade from 
thine. 

Cain. But was mine theirs ? 

Imrifer. It was. 

Cam. But not as .lOw. 

t is too little and too lowly to 
Sustain such creatures. 

Lucifer. True, it was more glorious. 

Cain. And wherefore did it fall ? 

Lucifer. Ask him who foils. 

Cain. Hut how 7 

iMtifer. By a most crushing and inexorable 

Destruction and disorder of the oloineiits, 

Which struck a world to chtios, as a chaos 
■tiibsiiling has struck out a world: such tilings, 

Though rare in time, arc frequent in eternity.— 

~^ass ( 111 , and gaze upon the past. 

Coin. ’T is awful 1 

Lucifer. And true. Behold theso phantoms! they 
were once 

Material us thou art. 

Coin. And must I be 

like them? 

Ijurifer. Let He who made thee answer that. 
show thee what thy predecessors are. 

And what they w*rc tlioii foelest, in degree 
hfirior as thy petty teclings and 
Thy pi’tticr (Kirlion of the immortal part 
Df liigh iiitelligeiiee and earthly strength. 

What ye in eonmiou have with what they luul 
”s life, and what yc eliall have—death; tlio rest 
')f your poor atinliiilos as suits 

iejitiles (•ngt>nder’d out of the subsiding 
■iliine of a mighty universe, crush’d into 
A scarccly-yet shaped planet, [tcopled with 
Things whose enjoyment W'as to he in hlitidness— 

A Paradise of Ignorance, from which 
Knowledge was burr’d as poLson. But behold 
What tin=si; su[ierior beings ore or were; 

)r, if it irk tlieo, turn time back and till 
The eardi. tl.y task—I’ll wall thee tliere in safety. 

Cain. No: i’ll stay here. 

fMcifer. How long? 

Coin. For ever! since 

must one day return here from tlie eartli, 

I rather would remain; 1 am sick of all 

That dust has shown me—let mo dwell in .shadows. 

Ijudfcr. It cannot bo: thou now bcholdest as 
A vision that whicli is reality. 

To make thyself fit for this dwelling, thou 
Must pass tiiruugh what Uie things thou sce’st hare 
pass’d— 

The gates of death. 

Cain. By what gate have wo enter’d 

Ivon now? 

Lud fer. By minel but, plighted to rotu^ 

My spirit Ituoys thee up to breathe in regions 
Where all is breathless save thyself. Gaze on; 

But do not tliink to dwell here till thine hour 
M come. 

Cain. And these, too; can they ne’er repass 
To earth again ? 

Ludfer. Thar earth is gone for ever— 

So digged by its convulsion, they would not 
Be conscious to a single present spot 
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Of its new strarcely harden’d surface—’t was— 

Oh, what a beautiful world ii ircw / 

Cain, And is. 

It is not with the earth, though 1 must till it, 

1 toel at war, but that 1 may not )>rofit 
By what it bears of beautiful untoiling, 

Nor gratify my thousand swelling thoughts 
With knowledge, nor allay my Uiousand fears 
Of death and life. 

fjicifer. What thy world is, thou see’st, 

But canst not comprehend the sliadow of 
That which it was. 

Coin. And those enormous creatures, 

Pliantoms inferior in intelligorice 
(At feast so seeming) to tin; tilings we huvo pass’d, 
Resembling somewhat tlie wild hnhitanfs 
Of tlie deep woods of eartli, the hugest wliirh 
Roar nightly in tlie fiirest, but Icnfokl 
In magnitude and terror; talh'r than 
I’ho clieruli-guardetl walh of F.d<'n, with 
Ryes flashing like the fiery swords which f<*nce them, 
And tusks projecting like the trees siripji’d of 
Their biirk and lnanrbc.s—what were they? 

ijirifer. That wliich 

The Mammoth is in thy worldhut these lie 
By myriads underneath its surface. 

(>«n. But 

None on it? 

lAuxfpr. No: fjr thy frail race to war 
With th« m would render the curse on it useless— 

’'r would be destroy’d so early. 

Vimi. But why ‘kiHxr? 

lAinfcr. You have firgofieii the denunciation 
Which .lrov(* vonr race from ICden—war wit'u all thing.'- 
And (hradi lo all things, and disc-ase to most tilings, 

/\nd pan?s, and hiucrncss; ifiese were the fruits 
< *r the f u bidden tree. 

Cain. Bill animal's— 

1 Md th»'y too eat of it, that they n>osi du*? 

harijrr. Vour IVIak»T toki ye, were made for you 
As yo'i for him.—V’^<ni would not have their doom 
Snpenur l(» your own ? Had Adam not 
all hud stood. 

Cfiin. Alas! tin* ho{»eles.s wreU-hes ! 

I'hcy too must sliarc my .sire’s tale, like Ins sons; 
lake llioni, tor.*, uilUout. having .share«l Ihe np[ilo ; 

Like them, loo, without the ro dear-b«niglit kmuMgr I 
It was a lying tree—C>r we hmw noilitrig. 

At least it at the prire 

Of death—but knfjvM.f(e still: but what hmwtt man? 

Lucifer. It may be death leads to (lie hi^hext know¬ 
ledge ; 

And being of all things the sole thing certain, 

At least leads to the surest iwioneo; then'fore 
Tiio tree was true, tliough deadly. 

Cain. These dim realms! 

I B«e them, but I know,fhem not. 

Lucifer. Because 

Thy hour is yet afar, and matter cannot 
Comprehend spirit w’holly—but ’tis something 
To know there arc such reaim.s. 

Cain. We knew already 

That there was death. 

Lauifer. But not what was beyond it. 

Cain. Nor know 1 now, 

lAiafer. Thou knowest that there is 

A state, ami many states beyond thine own— 

And this thou knewe-st not this morn. 

Com. Bui all 

Seems dim and shadowy. 

fjucifer. Be content; it will 

Seem clearer to thine immortality. 

Cain. And yon immeasurable liquid space 
Of glorious azure which floats on beyond us, 

Wliich looks like water, and which 1 should deem 


The river which flows out of Paradise 
Past my own dwelling, but that it is bankless 
And boundless, and of an etliereal hue— 

What is it ? 

Lucifer. There is still some such on earth, 
Altliough inferior, and thy children siiall 
Dwell near it—’t is the phantasm of an ocean. 

Coin. ’T is like another worlil; a liquid sun— 

And those inordinate creatures sporting o’er 
iLs shining surface? 

Ijucifer. Are its habitants, 

The past leviathans. 

Cain. And yon immense 

S« rt)ent, wliicli rears his dripjiing mane and vasty 
Head ten limes higher than the haughtiest cedar 
Forth from the ahys.w, looking as he could coil 
Himself around the orKs w(^ lately look’d <«»— 

Is ho not of the kind which ba.sk’d htmcafli 
The tree in Kdcn? 

Lucifer. Kve, thy mother, host 

Can tell what shape of serpent, tempted her. 

Cuin. Tilts seeni.s too ttirrible. No doubt (he othw 
Had rnor(' of beauty. 

Lucifer. Hast thou neVr beheld him? 

(\nn. Mniiy of the same kind, (at least so call’d,) 
Blit ncvi r ihnf prec'isely whirl) persundod 
'I'hc fatal fruit, nor even of tlie same a.sjicct. 

Lucifer. Your father saw him not? 

C«m. No: ’twas my mothw 

Wlio templed him—she tempted by the serpent. 

Lucifr. CJo<h 1 inun! whene’er tiiy wife, or thy sons* 
wives, 

Tempt these or them to aught. Uia! ’s new or strange, 

Bo .sure thou see’sl first who hath tempted them. 

Cain. Thy pnx'opf cfuncs too late: there is no more 
For serpents to tempi woman to. 

Lucifer. But there 

Arc some Ihin.ffs still wliic'h w'oman may temp! man tc^ 
Ai»l man tempi wonmin:—let thy sons look to it! 

My council is a kind one; f>r ’tis even 
(•iv» n diietly nt niv own cxp<’Dsc : ’l is true, 

Twill not be follow’d, so theio’s little lost. 

Coin. I und'TRland not this. 

lAicifer. The happier thou !— 

'I'Jiv HtH'ld andthoii art still too young! Thou thinkest 
'riiy« lf imisl wieked and unliappy : is it 
Not so? 

Cain, b’or criiucj I know not; hnt fi'r pain, 

f hiive fl-ll imu’h. 

Lucifer. I'irst-born of the fu'f*! man ’ 

7'hy present stfi*e of sin—and thoii art evil, 

Of sorrow—av.d thou sutforest, ar<* both Kdcn 
In all its innocence compareil to what 
7Vww shortly may’s! he; and tliaf state agaiii, 

In its redouhled wrcUdiedne.ss, a Paradise 
To what thy .son.s’ sons’ sons, ae'*uinulaiing 
In generations like to ilu.si, (whie,h they 
In fact but adtl to,) shall endure and do.— 

Now let us liaek to earth! 

Cain. And wherefore didst thou 

Lead me here only to inform me this? 

Lucifer. Was not (by quest for knowledge ? 

Coin. Yes: as being 

The road to happiudBS. 

Laicifcr. If truth be bOj 

Thou ha.si it. 

Cain. I’hon my fatlier’s God did well 

When he. prohibited the fatal tree. 

Lucifer. But had done heller in not planting it. 

But ignorance of evil doth not save 
From evil; it must still roll on the same 
A part of all things. 

Cain. Not all things. No; 

I’ll not believe it—^for I thirst for good. * [evil 

iMc^er. And w’ho and what doth not ? fVho covets 
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For its oMm biltor sake?—iV<»M—nothing! ’lis 
The leaven of all life, and ltf<‘lessness. 

Coin. Witliin those glorious orbs wliich wo behold, 
Distant and dazzling, and iruiumerable, 

Ere we came down into this phantom roalm, 
lU cannot come : they are too beautiful. 

Ijjuiifer, Thou hast soon them from afar. 

Coin. And what of that? 

Distance can but diminish glory—they 
When nearer must be more ineffable. 

Lucifer. Approach the tilings of earth most beautiful, 
And judge their beauty near. 

Cain. I have done this— 

The loveliest thing I know is loveliest nearest. 

Lucifer. Then tliere must Iws delusion—what is that, 
Which being nearest to thine eyes is still 
More beautiful than beauteous things remote ? 

Cain. My sister Allah.—All tlie stars of heaven, 

The deep blue noon of night, lit by an orb 
Which looks a spirit, or a spirit’s world— 

The hues of twilight—the sun’s gorgeous coming— 

His setting iridescrihablo, wliicli tills 
My eyes with pleasant tears a.s I behold 
Him sink, and foe! my heart float soflly with him 
Along dial western panidise of clouds— 

The forest shade—the green bough—tlio bird’s voice— 
The vcsjier bird’s, whicli seems to sing of love, 

And mingles with llie song of cherubim, 

As the day closes over Ellen’s walls;— 

All these are nothing, to my eyes and heart, 

Like Adult’s face: I turn from earth and heaven 
To gaze on it. 

l^fcr. ’T is frail as fair mortality. 

In the first dawn and bloom of young creation 
And earliest embraces of earth’s parents, 
t^au make its olfspring; still it is delusion. 

Cain. You think so, being not her brother. 

/jucifer. Mortal! 

My brotherhood's with those who have no childr3n. 

Cain. Then tliou canst have no fellowship with us. 

Ltcifir. It may be that tliiiic own sliall be for me. 
But if thou dost {Kissess a heauliful 
Being lieyotid all beauty in thine eyc.s, 

Why art tliou wretched ? 

Cain. Why do I exist? 

Why art t/iou wretched ? why are all tiling so ? 

Kv’n he who made us must be, as the maker 
Of tilings unliappy! To produce destruction 
Oan surely never lie the task of joy, 

And yet my sire says he. ’« omui{Kilcnt: 

Then why is evil—he being go<.^d ? 1 ask’d 
This question of my father; and ho saitl, 

Because this evil only was tlie palli 

To good. Strange good, that must arise from out 

Its deadly ojiposite. I lately saw 

A lamb stung by a reptile: the ]>oor suckling 

l.ay foaming on the earth, beneath the vain 

And piteous hteatiiig of its restless dam ; 

My father pluck’d somo herbs, and laid them to 
The wound; and by degrees tlio helpless wietdi 
Resumed its careless life, and rose to drain 
I’hc mothers milk, who o’er it Ircmnlous 
Stood licking its reviving liinhs with joy. 

Behold, my sou! said Adam how from evil 
Springs go<*d! 

tAicifer. VVliat didst thou answer? 

C«m, Nothing; for 

He is mv father: but I thought, that wore 
A better portion for the animal 
Never to have bemi stung tg ally than to 
Purchanc renewal of its little fife 
With agonies umiftornble, though 
Dispell’d, kw antidotes. 

Lucifer. But as thou tiaidst 

Of all boloved things thou Invest her 


Who shared tliy mother’s milk, and giveth hers 
Unto thy children— 

Cain. Most assuredly: 

What should I be without her ? 

Ludfer. W'^hat am I ? 

Cam. Dost thou love nothmg? 

Ludfer. What does thy God love? 

Cain. All things, my father says; but 1 confess 
I sec it not in their uilotmoiit here. 

iMcifer. And, therefore, thou caust not see if / love 
)r no, except some vast and general purpose, 

To whicli particular things must melt like snows. 

Cain. Snows 1 what are tliey ? 

Lucifer. Be happier in not knowing 

What thy reirK>ter offspring must encounter; •' 

Hut bash beneath the clime which knows no winter! 

Cain. Hut dost tliou not love something like thyself? 

Jjudfer. And dost thou love thyself ? 

Cain. Yes, but love more 

What iimke.s my feelings more endurable, 

And is more than iiiyselfj because I love it. 

Lurifer. Thou lovost it, because ’tis beautiful, 

As was the ajiplo in thy motlier’s eye; 

And when it ceases to he so, thy love 
Will cease, like any oUier appetite. 

Cain. C/oa.«c* to he beautiful? how can tJiat be? 

Ludfr. With time. 

Cain. Hut lime ha.s past, and hitherto 

hivon Adam and my mother both are fair: 

Not fair like Adah and the scrajihim— 

But very fair. 

LuciffT. All that must pass away 
In them and her. 

Cain. I’m sorry for it; but 

Cannot conceive my love for lier the le,ss. 

And wlicn her beauty disappears, nietliiiiks 
lie who creates all beauty will lose more 
Than me in seeing perish such a work. 

Lucifr. I pity thee who lovost what must pori.‘!h. 

Cain. And 1 tlioo who lov’st nolliing. 

Jjudfer. And tliy brotlier^ 

Sits he not near tliy heart? 

Cain. Why should he not ? 

Lucifer. Tliy father loves him well—so docs thy God. 

Cain. And so do 1. 

Ludfer. ’Tis well awl meekly done. 

Coin. Meekly! 

Ludfer. He is the second born of flesh, 

And his moUicr’s favourite. 

Cain. Let him keep 

Her favour, since the serpent was tlie first 
To win it. 

Ludfer. And his father’s 

Cain. Wliat Ls that 

To me ? should I not love that whicli all love ? 

Lucifer. And the Jehovah—4ho indulgent Lord 
And bounteous planter of barr’d Paradise— 

He, too, looks smilingly on Abel. 

Cain. I 

Ne’er saw him, and I know not if he smiioi. 

Ijudfer. But you have seen bis angels. 

Coin. Rarely. 

Jjidfcr. But 

Sufficiently to see they love your brother: 

His sacrifices are acceptable. 

Cain. So be they! i^ercforo speak to mo of this ? 

Ludfer. Because thou hast tiiougiu of this ere now.. 

Cow. And if 

I i^tie thought, why recall a thought tliat—potuM, 
ox agimfed)—Spirit! 

Here we are in thy world ; speak not of mine. 

Thou hast shown me wonders; tliou hast shown me those 
Mighty Pre*Adaniiies who walk’d the earth 
Of which ours is the wreck; thou hast pointed out 
Myriads of starry worlds, of wliich our own 
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Is the dim and remote companion, in 
Inhnity of life: thou liast shown me shadows 
Of that existence with the dreaded name 
Winch my sire brought us—Deatli; thou hast sijown 
me much— 

But not all: show me whore Jehovah dwells, 

In his especial Paradise—or thine: 

Where is it? 

Ludfer. Here^ and o’er all space. 

Cmn, But ye 

Have some allotted dwelling'—as all things; 

Clay has its earth, and otlier worlds their tenants; 

All temporary breathing creatures their 
Peculiar element; and things which have 
Lon^ ceased to breathe our breoti), have theirs, tliou 
say’st; 

And the Jehovaii and Uiysolf liave tlnno— 

Ve do not dwell togetiier? 

iMofer. No, we reign 

Together; but our dwellings are asunder. 

Coin. Would there were only one of ye ! perchance 
An unity of pur{>oso might make union 
In cl#*mont8 which seem now jarr’d in storms, 
liow came yo, being spirits, wise and infiuile, 

To separate ? Arc yo not as brethren in 
Your essence, and your nature, and yunr glory ? 
Tjun/fr. Art lliou not Abel’s brother ? 

Cain. We arc brethren. 

And HO we slial! remain; ])iit were it. not so, 

Is spint like to flush? can it fall out? 

Infinity with Immortality ? 

Jarring ami turning spaco to misery— 

For wiial ? 

hucijlr. To reign. 

Cain. Did ye not tell me Uiat 

Yo are both eternal ? 

* Lucifer. Yea! 

Cain. And what 1 have seen, 

Yon blue immensity, U boundless ? 
fjucifer. Ay. 

Cain. And cannot ye Inith rdfrn tiicn?—is tlicre not 
f:^nough ?—why should ye differ ? 

Isudfer. We hoik reign. 

Cain. But one of you makes evil. 

Luafer. Wliich ? 

Cain. I’hou! fbi 

If thou const do man good, wliy dost thou not? 

Lucifer. And why not ho who made? imadeycnot; 
Ye arc hie creatures, and not rnlue. 

Coin. Then leave us 

Hie creatures, as tliou say’st wo arc, or show mo 
Thy dwelling, or hie dwelling. 

Loictfer. I could sliow thee 

Both; but the time will come thou shalt see one 
Of Uicm for evermore. 

Coin. And why not now ? 

Ludfer. Thy human mind hath scarcely grasp to 
gatlier 

The little 1 have shown tliee into calm 

And clear thought; and thou wouldst go on aspiring 

To the great double Mysteries! the two Prindplee! 

And gaze upon them on their secret thrones! 

Dust! limit thy ambition ; for to see 
Either of these, would be for thee to perish ! 

Coin. And lot mo perish, so 1 see them! 

Ludfer. There 

The son of her who snatch’d the apple spake! 

But thou wouldst only perish, and not see thorn ; 

That sight is for the other state. 

Coin. Of death? 

Ludfer. That is the prelude. 

Coin. Then I dread it less, 

Now that I know it leads to somothing deflnite. 

Ijudfer. And now I will convey thee to thy world, 
Where thou shalt multiply the race of Adam, 


Eat, drink, foil, tremble, laugli, weep, sleep, and die. 

Cam. And to what end imve I Ix'held tliese tilings 
Which thou hast shown me ? 

Ludfer. Di4l5^ ibou not require 

Knowledge? And hav«! \ not, in what I show’d, 

Taught tiieo to know thyself? 

Cain. Alas! I seem 

Nothing. 

Lucifer. And this should he the huiiuin sum 
Of knowledge, to know mortal natiu’o's nothingness ; 
Bequeath that science to thy cliildren, and 
’Twill Sparc them many tortures. 

Cam. Haugliiy spirit! 

Thou vSpeak’sl it proudly; but thyself, tliough jiroud, 
Hast a superior. 

Ludfer. No! By heaven, which He 
Holds, and tlio abyss, and tlie immensity 
Of worlds and life, wliich I hold with him—No! 

I have a victor—true; but no superior. 

Homage he has from all—bin none from me; 

1 battle it against him, as 1 battled 
In higheHt heaven. Throttgli all eternity, 

And the uiifatlioniabla gulfs of Hades, 

And the interminable realms of space, 

And the infinity of emlless ages, 

All, all, will 1 dispute! And world liy world, 

Anti star by star, and universe by universe 
Sliall fromble in tlie balance, till (he great 
(/onfliet shall ceasii, if ever it shall cease, 

Whh’h it ne’er shall, till he or t be quendi’d! 

And w'hat can queiicii our inimortality. 

Or mutual and irrcv(K'.ab!e halo? 

He as a cr>nquer<»r will call the conquer’d 
Kdl; but what will be tiio gwxi he gives? 

Were I the victor, hie works would be deem’d 
The only evil ones. And you, ye new' 

And Rcarce>bom mortals, what have lieen his gills 
To you idready in your little world? 

Cain. But few; and some of those but bitter. 

Ludfer. Back 

With me, then, to thine earth, and try the rest 
Of his <xl(.^Hlial boons to ye and yours. 

Evil and good are things in tlieir own CRsenco, 

And not mailo g<KKl or (ml by die giver ; 

But if he gives you goo«i—so call him ; if 
Evil springs frmn /nai, do not name it mine, 

Till ye know better its true fount: and judge 
Not hy words, thougfi of sjurits, but tlm fruits 
Of your oxiHtence, sticli as it must be. 

One go(td gift lias the fatal apple given— 

Your reason: —let it not be oversway’d 
By tyrannous threats to force you into faith 
'Gainst all external sense and inward feeling: 

Think and endure,—and form an inner world 
In your own boscmi—where tlie outward fails; 

So shall your nearer be the spiritual 
Nature, and war triumphant witli your own. 

[They disappear, 

ACT m. 

ScEVE I .—Earthy near Eden, as in Aet /. 

Enter Cain and Adah. 

Adah. Hush! tread sc^y, Cain. 

Cain. 1 will; but wherefore? 

Adah. Our little Enoch sleeps upon yon bed 
Of leaves, beneath Uie cypress. 

Coin. Cypress! Hig 

A gloomy tree, which looks as if it mourn’d 
O’er what it shadows ; wherefore didst thou choose it 
•’or our child’s canopy ? 

Adah. Because ks branchM 

Shut out the sun like niglit, and therefore seimt’d 
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Fitting to shadow siuntber. 

Com. Ay, the lost— 

And longest; but no matter—lead tnc to him. 

[Th^y go u}> to the child. 
How lovely he appears! hi^ little cheeks, 

In their pure incarnation, vying with 
The rose leaves strewn beneath them. 

Adait. And lus lips, too, 

How beuuunilly jrarted! No; you shall not 
Kiss him, at least not now: he will awake soon— 

His hour of mid-day rust is nearly over ; 

But it were puy to disturb him till 
is closed. 

Coin. You have said well; I will contain 
My heart till Uien. llt^ smiles, and sleeps!—Sleep on 
And smile, thou little, young inheritor 
Of a world sruree less young : sleep on, and Rinile! 
Thine are llie hours aiul days when both are cheering 
And iiinocuiit! thou liast not piiicU’d tliu fruit— 

Thou know’.si not thou art tiokcd! Must tlie tinio 
Come thou shall he amerced for sins unknown, 

Which were nut thine nor mine? But now sleep on! 
His cheeks are reddtming into deeper smiles, 

And .shining lids are tromiding o’er his long 
liasliuH, dark as the cypress which waves o’er tliem; 
Half open, from heneatli lliem tlic clear blue 
Laughs out, although in slumber. He must dream— 

Of what / Of Paradise!—Ay! dream of it, 

My diamlierilod boy! ’T is hut a djcain; 

For never more tliyself^ tliy s<«is, nor fathers, 

Shall walk in Uiat forbidden place of joy ! 

Adah. Dear Cain! Nay,do not whisper o'er our son 
Such raolanctioly yearnings o’er the past: 

Why wilt thou always mourn for Paradise? 

Can we not make another ? 

Cain. Wliere ? 

Adah. Here, or 

Where’er thou wilt: where’er tliou art, 1 feel not 
The want of thw so much regretted Eden. 

Have 1 not thee, our boy, our airc, and brotlier, 

And Zillah—our sweet sister, and our Eve, 

To whom we owe so much besides our birth? 

Cain. Yes—death, too, is atncmg Iho debts wo owe 
her. 

Adah. Cain! that proud spirit, who withdrew tlice 
hence, 

Hath sadden’d thine still dcc}ier. 1 hail hoped 
The promised wonders which thou hast beheld, 

Visions, lliou say’st, of post and present worlds, 

Would have composed thy mind into the calm 

Ot* a contented knowledge ; but I sec 

Thy gukh* hath done ihoe evil: still I thank liirn. 

And can forgive him all, that ho so soon 
Hath given thee back to us. 

Cain. So soon 

Ad(d%. ’T is scarcely 

Two hours since yc departed: two Img hours 
To me, but only ^trs upon the sun. 

Cain. And yet I have approach’d that sun, and scon 
Worlds which ho once shono on, and never more 
Sha^t; and worlds he never lit: mctliought 
Yealv had roll’d o’er my absence. 

AM. Hardly hours. 

Coin. The mind then hatli capacity of time, 

And measures it by that wliich it beholds, 

Pleasing or painful; little or almighty. 

I bad beheld the immemorial works 
Of endless beings; skirr’d o:tdnguish’d worlds; 

And, gazing on eteraibN methought 
I had borrow’d morllB^-lBw drops of ages 
From its immensity f gMnow I feel 
My Uttlenoss agaiA^^'^Vfcil said the spirit, 

Tlwt I was nothing^! 

Adah. ^^*^faereKiro said hs.flo? 

Jehovah said not 


Cain. No: ^contents liim 

Wiih making us the nothing which we are ; 

And after Battering dust with glimpses of 
Eden and Immortality, resolves 
It back to dust again—^for what ? 

Adah. Thou know’st— 

Even for our parents* error. 

Cain. Wlial is that 

To us? they sinii’d, then let them die! 

Adali. Thou hast not spoken well, nor is that tliought 
Thy own, but of the spirit who was w itli thee. 

Would / could die for them, so they might live! 

Cain. Why, so say I—provided that one victim 
Miglit satiate the insaiiuhio of life, 

And that our little rosy sleeper there 
Might never taste of death nor human sorrow, 

Nor hand it down to those who spring from him. 

Afhih, How know wo Uiat some sudi atonement one 
day 

May not redeem our race ? 

Cain, * By sacrificing 

The harmless for the guilty? what atonement 
Were there? why, uic arc mnoci-ul: what iiave we 
Done, t)iat we must be victims for a deed 
Before our liirth, or nceil liave victims to 
Atone for this mysterious, nameless sin— 

If it he sucii a sin to sock fir knowledge ? 

Adah. Alas! tlnui .smnest now, my Cain: thy words 
Sound impious in mine cms. 

Cain. Then leave me ! 

Adah. Never, 

Though Uiy God left thee. 

CVim. Say, w’hat have we here ? 

Adah. I'wo altars, wliicli our brother Abel made 
During thine absence, whereu]ion to offer 
A sacriiice to (iod on tliy return. 

Cain. And how knew /ic, that / would be <(b ready 
With tlio burnt oflerings, whk’h lie <laily brings 
With a meek brow, whose base humility 
Sliows more, of fear than worship, as a bribe 
To the Creator ? 

Adah. Surely, ’t is well done. 

CViin. One altar may suffice ; 1 have no offering. 

Adah. 7’he fruits of tlie earth, the early, beautiful 
Blossom and bud, and bl<K>m <*f Bowers, and fruits; 
These arc a goodly oflioing to the Lord, 

Given witli a gentle and a contrite sjiirit. 

Cain. I have toil’d, and till’d, and sweaten in Uio sun 
According to tiu' curse:—must I do more? 

For what should 1 lie gentle? for a war 
With all the elements ere tliey will yield 
The bread wc eat? For what must 1 be grateful 
For being dust, and grovelling in the dust^ 

Till 1 return to dust ? If I am nothing— 

For nolhiug shall I be an hypocrite, 

And seem well-pleased wirfi pain? For what should I 
Be contrite ? fi»r my father’s sin, already 
Expiate with what we all have undergone, 

And to be more than expiafetl by 

The ages prophesied, upon our seed. 

lattlo deems our young bloconing sleeper, there, 

The germs of an eternal misery 
To myriads is within him ? better *t were 
I snatch’d him in his sleep, and dash’d him ’gainst 
The rocks, than let him live to— 

Adah. Oh, my God! 

Touch not. the cliiid—my child! cliild! Oh Cain! - 

Cain. Fear not! for all the stars, and all the power 
Which sways them, I would not accost yon infant 
With ruder greeting than a father’s kiss. 

Adah. Then, why so awful in thy speech ? 

Com. 1 said, 

T* were better that be ceased to live, than give 
Life to BO much of sorrow as he must 
Endure, and, harder still, bequeath; but since 
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That saying jars you, let us only say^-* 
wcro better tliat he never had been born. 

Ad<th. do not say so! Where were then tlic joys, 
The rnottier's joys of watching, nouridJiing, 

And loving hint? Soft! he awakes. Sweet Enoch! 

[She goea to the child. 

Oh Gain! look on hini; see how full of life, 

Of strength, of bloom, of beauty, and of joy, 

How Uke to me—how liko to thee, when gentle. 

For V*en we are all alike; is H not so, Cain ? 

Mother, and sire, and son, our features are 
Reflected in each other; as they are 
In tlie clear waters, when tke^ are gentle^ and 
When thou art gentle. Love us, then, luy Cain! 

And love thyself for our sakes, for we love thee. 

Lodk! Sow ho laughs and stretches out his arms, 

And opens wide his blue eyes u]K>n tliiiie, 

To hail his fatlier; wliile his little form 
Flutters as wing’d with joy. Talk not of pain! 

The childless cherubs well might envy Ujee 
The |»lcasure8 of a parent! Bicss him, Cain! 

As yet he hath no words to thank tiiee, but 
His heart will, and tliine own too. 

Cain. Bless liico, lH)y! 

]f that a mortal blessing may avail tliee, 
i'u save tliee from the 8er{»eni^ curse! 

Adah. It sltall. 

Surely a father’s blessing may avert 
A reptile’s subtlety. 

Cain. Of that I doubt; 

Dill bless liim ne’er the loss. 

Adult. Our brother comes. 

Cain. Thy bruUier Abel. 

EtUrr AbfI.. 

Alffl. Welcome, Gain! My brotlicn 

Tim {>eaco of God be on thoo ! 

Coin. Abel, hail! 

Abel. Our sister tells me that thou hast been wandt ring 
fn high communion vritli a spirit, flir 
Deyond our wonted range. Wwn ho of those 
We have seen and spoken with, like to our fullicr? 
Coin, No. 

AM. Wiiy then commune with him ? he may be 
A fuo to the Most High. 

Cain. And friend to man. 

lias Uio Most High boon so—if so you term him? 

Abel. Term him! your words are strange to-day, iny 
brother. 

My sister Adah, leave us for awhile— 

We mean to sacrifice. 

Allah. Farewell, my Gmn; 

But first eniWaco tliy son. May his soft spirit, 

And Abel’s pious ministry, recall Utee 
To peace and holiness! 

[Exit Adah, with her child. 
Ahd. Where liast thou been? 

Cain. I know not. 

AM. Nor what thou hast seen ? 

evdn. The dead, 

The immortal, the imlmundod, the otuniiK>len^ 

'i'he overpowering mysteries <£ space— 

'I'he iimumeruble worlds tliat wore ami are— 

A whirlwind of such overwhelming things, 

Buns, miwns, and earthy upon tiioir loud-voiced spheres 
Binging in tlmiidor round me, os have m^e mo 
Unfit for mortal converse: leave me, Aboi. 

AM. Thine eyes are flashing with unnatural light— 
Thy cheek is flush’d with an unnatural hue— 

’Diy words are fraught wiUt an unnatural sound— 

Wliat may Uus mean ? 

Cain. it metms—I pray tliee, leave me. 

Abel. Not till we have pray’d and sacrificed together. 
Cain. Abel, I pray thee, aacnfice alone— 

Jehovah loves theo wdl. 
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AM. Both wpn, 1 hn(>e. 

Coin. But tiiee tlie better: 1 care not fur tliat 
'i'hou art fitter for liis worship tiian X am: 

Revere him, then—but let it be alone— 

A least, without me. 

Abel. BroUier, I should ill 

Deserve the name of our great father’s son, 

If as my elder 1 revered Iheo not, 

And in the worship of our God call’d not 
On time to jew me, and procede mo in 
Otir priesthood—’t is tliy 

Cota. But I have ne’er 

Asserted if. 

Abel. The more my grief; I pray thee 
I’o do so now: thy soul seems kbouring in 
Some strong delusion; it will calm thee. 

Coin. No; 

Noiliing can calm me more. Calm! say I? Never 
Know I what calm was m the boiili, aUhoiigii 
I have seen the elements still’d. My Abe), leave me! 
Or lei mo leave tliee to tliy pious purjioso. 

AM. Neither; we must perforin our Usk together. 
Spurn 1110 not. 

Cam. if it must be so - well, tlioii, 

What shall I do ? 

AM. CluKise one of tliose two altars 

Cain. Choose fir me: tlioy to me ore so much turf 
Ami stone. 

AM. ChouHe tiioii! 

Cuin. X liuve dioscn. 

Abel. i« the highest, 

And suits llioe, as the chlcr. Now pre|Hire 
Thine ofrei'iiigs. 

Cain. Where aro thine? 

AM. Behold them here— 

The litstlinjpi of thi^ flix-k, and £it thereof— 

A siiojihcrd’H luiinble uflbring. 

Cfmi. I have no flocks; 

I am a lilW of tin* ground, and must 
^’icld what it vicldeth to my foil—its fruit: 

[He gathers Jrtnt». 

Behold them in their varwiiH liloom and rit>ones8. 

[The^ drvaa their alUtre, and kindle ajlante 
xtjton them. 

Ahei. My brother, as the elder, <*fFer firu 
Tliy prayer and llianksgiving witli sacrifice. 

Cain. No—I am new to this; lead thou the way, 
And I will follow—as I may. 

Abelj (kmeUng.) Oh God I 

AViio made us, and who breathed the breath of lifit 
Within our nostrils, who hatli blessed ns, 

And spared, despite our fiitlier’s sin, to make 
ills children all luat, as they might have been, 

Hod not thy justice bt'^en so tenijittr’d with 
The mercy wliich is thy deliglit, as to 
Actk^d a parrlon like u Paradise, 

Compared with our great crimesSole Lord lig^ri.! 
Of gfiod, and glory, and eternity; 

Without whom all were evil, and wHh wlioro 
Nothing can err, except to some good end 
Of tliiiiG omni|M>tent l>enevolonee— 

Inscrutable, but. still to be fiiifill’d— 

Accept from out thy hutiibk^ first of sliejiherd’s 
First of lb© first-born flocks—au offering, 

III itself nothing— as what ofleraig can be 
Aught unto thee?—^but yet accept it for 
The thonksgriing rtf him who spreaik it in 
The face of thy high heaven, bowing hb own 
Even to the dust, ^ which he is, in honour 
Of dice, and of thy name, for evermore! 

Cam, (stoudmg erect during this ^teeeh.) Spirit! what* 
e’er or whoaoe'er thou art, 

OmniiMtent, it may be—and, if good, 

Shown in the exemption of thy deoils from evil; 
J^iovah ufKm earth! and God iu heaven! * 



And it may be with otlier Hanica, because 
Thine attributes seem many, as thy works:— 

If tliou must be propitiated with prayers, 

Take tliem! If tliou must be iiiduceii with altars. 

And sofleii’d wiUi a sacrifice, receive tlicin! 

Two beings here erect them unto then. 

If tliou lov’st blixx), tlie shepherd's shrine, which smokes 
On my right hand, hath shed it for thy service 
In die first of liis Bock, whose limbs now reck 
In sanguinary incense to thy shies; 

Or if the sweet and blooming fruits of earth. 

And milder seasons, which tlio unstain’d turf 
I spread them on now offers in the face 
Of the broad son which ripen’d tliem, may seem 
Good to Uiee, inasmuch as they have not 
Suffer’d in limb or life, and rather form 
A sample of thy works, tlian supplication 
To look on ours! If a shrine without victim. 

And altar witliout gore, may win thy favour. 

Look on it! and for him who dressetli it, 

He is—such as Uiou mad'st him; and seeks nothing 
Which must be won by kneeling; if ho’s evil. 

Strike hull! tliou art omniiiolenl, and may’st— 

For wliat can lie o)iposc ? If he be good, 

Strike him, or spare him, as thou wilt! shice all 
Rests upon thee; and good and evil seem 
To have no {lower themselves, save in tliy will; 

And whelhcr that he gwid or ill 1 know not, 

Not being oiiiiiipotent, nor fit to judge 

UniiiipoteiKie, but merely to endure 

Its mandate; which thus far 1 have endured. 

[T/i«y!re vjioa the uUar of Abel khuUe» into a 
column of the hri/jhleel .dome, mul aaomda to 
heaven; while a whirbmml throwe ihuin the altar 
of Cain, ami Kottere the fruits abroad upon the 
earth. 

AM, (kneeling.) Oh, brother, pray! Jehovoli's wrotli 
witli Uiee. 

Cain. Why so 7 

AM. Tliy fruits are scatter’d on tlic earth. 

Cain. From earth tliey came, to earth let tliem return; 
Their seed will bear fresh fruit there ere the summer: 
Thy burnt flesh-off’rmg |iros|)ers better; see 
How Ileav’n licks up tlie Haines, when tliick with blood! 

AM. Tliink not upon my ofl'oruig’s acccptatico. 

But make another of thine own before 
It is too late. 

Cain. I will build no more altars, 

Nor suffer any.— 

Abel, (rising.) Cain! whaf meanest tliou 7 
Coin. To cast down yon vile fiatt’ror of Uie clouds. 
The smoky liarbiiigor of thy didl pray’rs— 

Thine altar, with its blood of lambs and kids, 

Whicli fed on milk, to be destroy’d in blood. 

Mel, (opjiosing lim.) Thou aiialt notadd not im¬ 
pious works to impious 

Words! let dial altar stand—’t is hallow’d now 
By the immortal pleasure of Jehovah, 

In his acceptance td' the vktuns- 
i" Cain. His! 

His pleasure! what was his hij^ pleasure in 
The fumes of scorcliing flesh and smoking blood, 

To Uie pain of the bleating mothers, which 
Still yearn for their dead ofispring? or the pangs 
Of the sad ignorant victims underneath 
Thy pious knife? Give way! this bloody record 
SU not stand in tlie sun, to sliame creation! 

AM. Brother, give ba^! thou shall nut touch my 
altar 

With violence: if that thou mlt adopt it, 

To try another sacrifice, ’tie thine. 

Cain. Another sacrifice! Give way, or else 
That sacrifice may bo— 

AbeL Wliat mesji’st thou 7 

Com. Give— 


live way!—tliy God loves blood I—then look to it:— 
live way, ere ho hath more! 

AbeL In His great name, 

stand between thee and the sliriiie whicli hath 
dad Ids acceptance. 

Cain. If thou lov’st thyself 

'ftand back till I have strew’d tliis turf along 
ts native soilelse— 

Abel, (opposing him.) I love God far more 
Than life. 

Cain, (striking him with a hranl, on the temples, which 
he muUclu'sfrom the aitar.) Then take thy iifii unto 
tliy God, 

jiiicc lie loves lives. 

AM, (falls.) Wliat bast thou done, my brotlier? 
Cain. Brother! 

AM. Oh, God! receive thy servant, and 

Forgive his slayer, for he knew not what 
”Ic did.—Cain, give mo—give me thy hand ; and tell 
’oor Zillali— 

Cain, (after a moment's stupefaction.) My hand! ’tie 
all rod, and with— 

What? 

[A long pause.—looking slowly round. 
Where am 1 7 alone! Where’s Abel 7 where 
lain 7 Can it be that I am he 7 My brother, 

Awake!—why best thou so on the green earth? 

T is not the hour of slumber:—why so pale? 

What, hast thou!-ihou wcrl full of life this mom! 

Abel! 1 pray line, miKik me not! 1 smote 
Too fiercely, but not fatally. Ah, why 
Would’st thou oppose me? This is mockery; 

And only dune, to daunt me;—as a blow— 

And but a blow. Stir—stir—nay, only stir! 

Why, so—dial’s well!—thou breaUi’sl! broallic upon 
mo! 

Oh, God! Oh, GikI! 

Abel, (very faintly.) What’s ho who speaks of God 7 
Cain. Tliy murderer. 

Abel. Then may God forgive liim! Cain, 

lumfurt poor ZiUah;—she has but one brother 
Now. fAiiEt dies. 

Cain. And I none!—^Who makes me brolherloss 7 
His eyes arc open! then he is not dead! 

Death is like sleep; and sleep shuts down our lids. 

His lips, tfsi, are apart; why then he hreallios ; 

And yet I feel it not.—His heart! his heart !— 

Let mo see, doth it lieat 7—mctliinks—No!—no! 
This is a vision, else I am become 
The native of another and worse world. 

The earth swims round me:—what is this 7 ’tig wet; 

(Fuls Ms hand to Ms brow, and then looks at it. 
And yet there are no dews! Tis blood—my blood— 
My brother’s and my ovm; and shed by mo! 

Then what have I further to do with life. 

Since I have taken life from my own Hesh 7 
But he cannot be dead!—Is silence death? 

No; he will woke: then let me watoli by him. 

Life cannot be so slight, as to he quench’d 
Thus quickly!—^he hath spoken to me since— 

What shall I say to him 7-My brother!—^No; 

He will not answer to that name; for brethren 
Smite not each other. Yet—^yet—sfieak to me. 

Oh! for a word mm-e of that gentle voice. 

That I may bear to hear my own agiun! 

Enter ZiLLAa. 

ZiUah. I beard a heavy sound; what can it be 7 
’T is Cain; and watching by my husband. What 
Dost thou there, brother 7 Doth he sleep? Oh! Iieav’n! 
What means this paleness, and yon stream?—No! no*. 
It is not blood; for who would shod his blood 7 
Abel! what’s this?—who hath done tliis? He moves 
not; 

He breathes not; and his liands drop down from mine 
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With sirjny lifclewsness ! Ah! cnid Cain! 

Why cam’st Uiou not in time to save him from 
*l’his violence? Whatever hath assailVi him, 

Thou werl. the slronwer, and sJiouhrst have stepp’d in 
between him and aj[;gi'essioii! Father!—Eve!— 
Adah!—come hither! Death is in the world! 

[Exit Zii.LAH, rxiUing on her Parents^ 4'^, 
Cain, (xolus.) And who hath brought him there'/—!— 
who abhor 

The name of Death so deeply, that the thought 
Imf)oison’d all my life, Imfore I knew 
Ilis aspect—T have led him here, and giv'n 
lyTy brothoi* to his cold and still embrace, 

As if he would not have asserted his 
fnexomblo claim without my aid. 

T am awake at last—a dreary dream 

Had madden’d me;—but he shall ne’er awake! 

Enter An AM, Eve, Adam, atul Zk.eah. 

A(h/n. A voice of wo from Zillah brings me hero.— 
What do I see?—’Tis true!—My son!—my son! 
Woman, behold tlio serpent’s work, and thine! 

[To Eve. 

Ei^. Oh! speak not of it now: the serpent’s fangs 
Are injg:^iearl. My iMJst beloved, Abel! 

Jeh' .all! this is punishment beyond 
A mother’s sin, to take ktm from mo! 

AJuin. Who, 

Or wluil hath done this deed?—speak, Cain, since thou 
W<Tt. present; was it s(mie more hostile angel, 

VVlio w'alks not with Jciiovah? or some wild 
rhut«^ of llie forest? 

Eve Alt! a livid light 

llreaks t!)rough, as fr/wn a thunder-cloud I yon hraJi<!, 
Massy and bifxidy! snatch’d from olf the nltar, 

Ami hla<’.k willi smoke, and red with— 

Adam. Speak, my son! 

Speak, and assure us, wretched as wc are, 

'J’hat we arc not more iniscral)Io still. 

Adah., Speak, Cain! and say it was not titnu I 
Ei»j. It was. 

I see it now—^lie hangs his guilty head, 

And covers liia ferocious eye witli hands 
luf.'trnadiiic. 

Adah, Mother, thou dost him wrong— 

(^im! clear thee from this horrihle accusal, 

Whicli grief wiiiigs fr(»m our parent. 

Eve. Hcitir, Jebovali! 

May the etemal serpent’s ctirse bo on him! 

For he was filler f<»r his seed than ours. 

May all liis days bt? desolate! May- 
Adah. Hold! 

< hn-se him not, mother, for he is thy son— 

Fiirse liiirt not, mother, for he is my hrotlier, 

Ami my betnitli’d. 

Kve, He hath lofi thoc no brother— 

Ziilaii no husband—me no non !—thus 
! curse iiiiii from my sight lor cv<‘rin<»re! 

All bonds J break betwet^ii us, as In* hn^ko 
That of his nature, in yon——Oh death! death! 

Why didst ihou not take me, who first iiicunr’d theo? 
Why <loHt Unm not so now ? 

Adam. Ev«! let not this, 

Thy nalnral grief, lead to impiety ! 

A heavy doom was long firesfK^icn to ns; 

And now that it begins, let it bo borne 
In such sort as may .show our Uod, tliat we 
Are faithful servants to his lioly will. 

Eve, (’pointing to Cam.) /£ii vMl! Ihowill of yon 
ifK^rnaio spirit 

or <leatb, whom T have brmight upon the earth 
To su*ew it witli the dead. May all the curses 
or life bo on him! ami ids agonies 
Drive him kulh o’er Uie wildrmoss, like us 
Frtim Eden, till his children do by iiim 


As ho did by his brother! May the swords 
And wings of fiery eheruhim pursue him 
By day and night—snaki's spring up in his path— 
J^jarth’s fruits l>e aslies in his iiioutli—the leaves 
On whicli he lays his head to sleep bo strew’d 
With scorpions! May his dreams Ik; of his victim^ 

His waluiig a continual dread of death! 

May tlu^ clear rivers turn to blofid as he 
Stoi>[>K down to stain them with his raging Up! 

May every elenu'Ut shun or cliange to him! 

May he livu in tlio jiangs which otliers die with! 

And d<'atli itself wax something worse than death 
I'o him who first acrpiainted inm with man! 

Hence, fratricide! hencefiirth that word is Com, 
Throngli all the coming myriads of mankiiK], 

Who shall abhor thee, though thou wert Uictr sire! 
May tlh^ grass wittier from thy feet! the woods 
Donv thee shelter! earth a homo! the dust 
IA grave! the sun his light I and heaven her Ood! 

[Exit Eve. 

Adam. Cain! get tlieu forih: wo dwell no more 
together. 

rb’paii ! and leave tlie dead to me—I am 
Henceforth alone—we never must meet more. 

Adah. Oh, part not with him thus, my father: do not 
A<ld thy <li!<*p curse to Kv<*'s his head! 

Adam. 1 lairsc him not: his spirit he Ills curse. 

(./ome, Zillah! 

I must watch iny liiishainl’s rorse. 
Adam. Wo will re.lurn again, when he is g<ine 
Who liutli provided for us this clreiul oflico. 

Come, Zillali! 

Ziltah. Yet one kiss on yen t>ale clay, 

And llioHo lips once so wamn—my heart! my heart? 

[Exeunt Adam ami Zillah meejtmg. 
Adah. Cain! Uioii hast licanl, wo must go fortli. I 
am rcaily, 

So shall our cliildren lie. I will bear Knocl), 

And you his sister. Kro tlio sun declines 
Let us flepart, nor walk tJie wildiTiiess 
Under ilie i-biud of night.—Nay, speak to me, 

'J’o nit — thine oum, 

Cain. Leave mo! 

AdaJi. Why, all Ivavc lefi, thoe. 

Com. And wherefore Uiigcrest tlnw? Dost lliou not 
fear 

To dwell witli one who hath done this? 

Adah. I fear 

Nothing except to leave thee, iriuch as 1 
Shrink from the ileed which leaves tin-c hrothcrless. 

\ must not .speak of this—it is betw«5eu thee 
An<l th(i grout (simI. 

A Vttia: from xvdhin cxrhmm, Oa.\x\ \ (hiin! 

Adah. Ilear’st thou lliat voice? 

IVu-. Voice, within. Cain! t-uin! 

Adah. Tt soundotli like on angel’s lone. 

Enter the Anokl of thf J/mt. 

Angel. When; is thy brother Abel ? 

Cain. Am I th<m 

My brother’s keeper? 

Angel. Cain! whiit h.'wt thou done ? 

The voice of thy slain brother’s blood erics out, 

Even from die ground, unto the L<)nl!—Now art thou 
Cursed from (he earth, wliich ojicn’d laic her moutli 
To drink thy brother’s blocui from tliy rash hand. 
Hencefjrti), when thou shall till tin; ground, it shall not 
Yield thee her strength; a fugitive slialt thou 
Be from Uiis day, and vagabond on earth! 

Adah. This punislimeiit is more tliaii he can bear. 
Buhdd, dtoii drivest him from the iacc of eartli, 

And from the face of God shall he be bid. 

A fiigitive and vagabcoMl on cartli, 

’Twill come to pass, tliat whoso firuleih him 
Sliall slay liim. • 



Cmn. Would they could! but who are they 

Shall glay mo? where are Itioge on the Iobo earth 
As yet uu|)e(ipl«d? 

Aagfl, Thou hast alain tliy brother, 

And who shall warrant thee against thy son ? 

Adah, Angel of Light! be merciful, nor say 
That this poor aching breast now nourishes 
A murderer in my boy, and of his &hor. 

Angd. Then he would but be whnt his father is. 

Did not the milk of Eve give nutriment 

To him thou now see’st so besmear’d with blood? 

The fratricide might well engender parricides.— 

But it shall not be so—the Lord tliy God 
And mine commandeth me to set his seal 
On Cain, so that he may go forth in safety. 

Who slayeth Cain, a sevenfold vengeance shall 
Be taken on his head. Cmno hither 1 
Coin. What 

Would'st thou with me ? 

Angel. To mark upon thy brow 

Exemption from such deeds as thou hast done. 

Cain. No, let me die! 

Angd. It must not be. 

[The Airoxi. tele the mark an CAtw’s hrnw. 
Cain. It burns 

My brow, but naught to tJiat which is witliin it. 

Is there more ? lot mo meet it os I may. 

Angd. Stem hast thou been and stubborn from tlio 
womb, 

As the ground thou must henceforth till; but ho 
Thou slew’st was gentle as tlie docks ho tended. 

Cain. Aller die fall too soon was I begotten; 

Ero yet my mother’s mind subsided from 
The serpent, and my sire still mourn’d for Eden. 

That which I am, I am; I did not seek 
For life, nor did I make myself; but could I 
With my own death redeem hhn from the dust— 

And why nut so? let him return to-day. 

And I lie ghastly! so sliall be restored 
By God the life to him ho kived; and taken 
From me a being I ne’er loved to Isiar. 

Angel. Who shall heal murder ? what is done is drme. 
Go forthfulfil thy days! and be tliy deeds 
Unlike Ike last! [The Ahoki. disappears. 

Adah. Ho’s gone, let us go furtli; 

I hear our little Enoch cry within 
Our bower. 

Coin. All! little knows he what he weeps for! 
And I wlio have shed blood cannot shed lean! 


But the fnir rivers’* would not cleanse my soul. 
Think’st thou ray boy will bear to look on me ? 

Allah. If I thought that he would not, I would— 
Cain, (intemijiting her.) No, 

No more of threats: we have had too many of them: • 
Go to our children; I will follow thee. 

Adah. I will not leave thee lonely with the dead; 

Let us depart together. 

Cain. Oh! thou dead 

And everlasting witness! whose unsinlung 
Blood darkens earth and heaven! what tliou noiv art, 

1 know not! but if thou sce’st what I am, 

I think thou wilt forgive him, whom his God 
Can ne’er forgive, nor his own soul.—Farewell! 

I must not, dare not touch wlat I have made the*. 

I, who sprung from the same womb with thee, drain’d 
The same breast, clasp’d thee cdlcn to my own, 

In fondness brotherly and boyish, I 

Can never meet thee more, nor even dare 

To do that for thee, which thou shoidd’st have done 

For me—compose tliy limbs into their grave— 

The (irst grave yet dug for mortality. 

But who lialh dug that grave? Oh, earth! Oh, eartli! 
For all the friiiLs tliou hast render’d to me, I 
Give thee hack this.—Now for the wilderness. 

[AnAll stays diiwii and kisses the body of Abkl 
Adah. A dreary, and an early doom, my brother 
Has bfioii Ihv lot! Of all who mourn for thee, 

I alone must not weep. My office is 
TTimeeforth to dry up tears, and not to shed them; 

But yet of all who mourn, none mourn like mo, 

Not only liir thyself but him who slew tlioe. 

Now, Cain! I will divide thy burden with thee. 

Coin. Eastward from Eden will we take our way; 

*T is the most desolate, and suits my steps. 

Adah. T.eail! thou shalt bo niy guidn, and may our 
God 

Bn thine! Now let us carry liirlh onr cliildren. 

Cidn. And he who licth there was cliildless. I 
Have dried the ioiinlain of a gentle race, 

Which might have graced Ins recent marriage couch, 
And might have temper’d this stern liloml of mine. 
Uniting with our children Abel’s oHspriug! 

0 Abel! 

Aduh. Pence be with him! 

Coin. But wilh me 

[Kxeant. 

* Tile “ finir riven” wliieh flewed reiind Rden, and coQiKqiMHtl^r the 
onij wulen with which C-eiii we*erquAinlcl iip<milin nrtb. 


MARINO FALIERO, DOGE OF VENICE. 


** £)«9 inquleU turbklM Adria.**—Honicc. 


PREFACE. 

T*« conspirBey of the Doge Marino FoTiero » one of 
the most remarkable events in the annals of the most sin- 
gnlar government, city,«id people of modem history. It 
occurred in the year 1SS5. Every thing about Venice is, 
or was, csitraordinary—4ier aspect is Hte a dream, and 
her history is like a romance. The story of this Doge is 
to be found in all her Chronicles, and particularly detailed 
in the * I.irea of the Doges,” by Marin Sanuto, which is 
given in the Appendix. It is inmply and dearly related. 


anil is perhaps more dramatic in itself tiuui any scenei 
which can be liiundod upon the subject. 

Marino Faliero appears to have been a man of talents 
and of courage. I find him coramamler in chief of (he 
land forces at the siege of Zara, where be beat the King of 
Hungary and his array of 80,000 men, killing 8000 men, 
and keeping the besieged at the same time in check ; an 
exploit to which I know none similar in history, except 
Oiat of Cssar at Alesia, and of Prinre Eugene at Bel¬ 
grade. He was afierwards commander of the fleet in the 
same war. He took Capo dlstria. He was andiassv 
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dor at Genoa and Rome, at which last he received the 
news of hw election to the duked(»n; his absence being a 
proof that be sougfiL it by no intrigue, since ho was a^i- 
prized of his predecessor’s death and hts own succession 
at the same moment. But he appears to have been of an 
ungovernable tenjper. A story is told by Sanuto, of his 
having, many years before, when podesta and captain at 
IVeviso, boxed the ears of the bishop, who was somewhat 
tardy in bringing the Host. For tliis, honest Sanuto ^ sad¬ 
dles him with a judgment,” as Thwackum did Square; 
but he does not tell us whether ho was punished or re¬ 
buked by the Senate for this outrage at the time of its com- 
Qiissioti. He seems, indeed, to have been afterwards at 
pr;ace with the church, for we find him ambassador at 
Rom*.^,*and invested with the fief of Val di Marino, in the 
march of Treviso, and with the title of Count, by Lorenzo 
Count-Bishop of Genoda. For these facts my authori¬ 
ties are Sanuto, Vettor Sandi, Andrea Navagero, and tfie 
account of the siege'of Zara, first published by the inde¬ 
fatigable Abate MorelU, in his ‘^Monumenti Venoziani di 
varia Letteratura,” printed in 1796, all of which I have 
l(K)ked over in the original language. The moderns, Dard, 
Sismondi, and Laugier, nearly agree witfi the ancient 
chroniclers. Sismondi attributes the conspiracy to hlsyca- 
toiisy; but 1 find this nowhere aasertod by tlie national fiis- 
torians. Vettor Sandi, indeed, says, that “ Altri scrissero 

che.dalla golosa suspizion di csso Doge siasi fatto 

(Michel Sleno) staccar con violenza,” &c. &c.; but this 
appears to have been by no means the general opinion, 
nor is it alluded to by Sanuto or by N avogcro, and Saudi 
himself adds, a tiioment after, that ^ per altre Vonezianc 
mcmoric traspiri, cho non tl sola desiderio di vendetta lo 
dispose alia congiura ma anclic la innata abituale ainbi- 
zioii sua, per cih anciava a farsi principe independoiite.” 
The first motive appears to have b''»5n excited by the gross 
afTroat of tlie words written by Michel Steno on the ducal 
chaSr, and l>y the light and inadequate sentence <rC th< 
Forty on the offender, who w.as one of their “tre Capi. 
The attentions of Sleno himself apiwar U) havc» boon di¬ 
rected towards one of her damsels, and not to the “Ooga- 
rt‘ssa” herself, against whose fame not the slightest insinu¬ 
ation aj>pcars, while she is praised fi^r her beauty, and rtv 
marked for h»T youth. Neither do I find it asserted (un¬ 
less the hint of Santli bo an assertion) that the I>>ge was 
actuated by jealousy of his wifi>; but ratht*.r by res|Mj(!t for 
lier, and for his own honour, wamuitod by his past services 
and present dignity. 

I know not that the historical facts are alluded to in 
English, unless by J>r. Moore in his View of Italy. His 
account is false and fiippant, full of stale jests about old 
men and young wives, and wondering at so great an efiect 
from so slight a cause. How so acute and severe an ob¬ 
server of mankind as the author of Zeluco could wonde 
at this is inconceivable. Ho knew that a basin of wate 
spilt on Mrs, Masham’s gown deprived the Duke of Marl¬ 
borough of his command, and led to the inglorious peace 
d* Utrocht~>that Louis XIV. plunged into the most 
desolating wars because his minister was nettled at his find¬ 
ing fault with a window, and \rished to give him another oc¬ 
cupation—that Helen lost Troy—that I«ucretia expelled 
the Tarqiiins from Rome—^ that Cava brought the 
Mor>r8 to Spain—that an insulted husband led the Gauls to 
Clusiiim, dience to Rome—that a single verae of Fre¬ 
derick II. of Prussia on the Abb6 de Bemis, and a jest on 
Madame de Pomfiadour, led to the battle of Rosbach— 
Uiat the elopement of Dearbhoripl with Mac Murchad 
conducted the English to the slavery of Ireland—that a 
personal pique between Maria AnUanette and the Diiko 
of Orleans precipitated the first ex{>tilsion of the Bour¬ 
bons—and, not to multiply instances, that Commodus, Do- 
mitian, andCaligulafell victinui not to fiieir public tyranny, 
but to private vengeance—and that an order to make 
Cromwell dunsmborii from tlie ship in whu:h he would have 
sailed to America destroyed both king and cmnmcmwoalth. 
Afier these instances, on the leMt reflection, it is indeed 
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extraordinary in Dr. Moore to seem surprised that a man 
used lo command, who had served and swayed in the most 
important olBces, should fiercely resent, in a fierce age, an 
unpimished affront, the groascst fiiat can bo offered to a 
man, bo he prince or peasant. The age of Faliero is little 
to tlic purpose, unless to favour it. 

“ Th« young mAn’« wralh if like etraw on ftro, 
itui like red hot •teei it the Old mon’j 

** Young men fonn give end toon fontet eSronU, 

Old ege if flow ai both.*' 

Lauder’s reflections are more philosophical:—“ Tale fU 
il fine ignominioso di un’ uomo, che ia sua nascith, la sua 
cth, U suo carattcre dovevano tener luntaiio dalle passioni 
produttrici di grandi delitti. I suoi ialmti per Jungo 
tcm{M) csorcitati ne’ maggtori impieghi, la sua capacity 
sperimentata no’ govcriii c nello ambasciate, gU avevano 
acquLstato la stima o la fidiicia dc’ cittadini, ed avevano 
uniti i suffragj per collocarlo alia testa della ropublica. In- 
nalzato ad un grade cho torminava glori(«amonta la sua 
vita, il risontimento di utf ingiuria leggiem insiniib nel stio 
cuoro tal velcno che basth a cerrompere lo antiche sue 
riualith, e a condurlo al tcrminc dei sceilerati; scrio esem- 
:)io, che prova non essmii ctd, in cut la prudenza umana sia 
licuray c che neW uomo resiuno $empre passioni oupaci a dis- 
morarloy quandit non invigUi siqjra se stesaoJ'—’^Zjmgierf ItOf 
Han trandationy vol. iv. page 30,31. 

Where did Dr. Moore find that Marino Faliero begged 
lis life. ? I have searched tlie chroniclers, and find nothing 
of the kind; it is true tliat he avowed all. He was ctm- 
lucted to the j»Iacc of torture, but there is no mention made 
>f any application ftr mtTcy on his part; and the very cir- 
cuinstauco of tlieir having taken him to the rack Rcems 
- argue any thing but his having shown a want of firm- 
less, whi(di would iloubtless have been also mentioniHl by 
those minute historians who by no mcaim favour him: such, 
indeed, would bo contrary to his character as a soklier, to 
the age in which he lived, an<l at which he. diod, as it is to 
the truth of liistory. I know no justification at any dis¬ 
tance of lime for calumniafing an historical character: 
surely truth belongs lo the dead, anrl to tlic unfi>rti]jiate, 
and who have diod upon a scafffjld, have generally 
had faults enough of their own, without attributing to lliem 
that which the very incurring of the perils which conducted 
them to their violent death renders, of all others, the most 
improbable. black veil which is painted over tlia 

place of Marino Falieup amongst tlie doges, and the 
Giants’ Staircase where he was crowned, and discrowned, 
tuid decajiitated, struck forcibly U|>on my imagination, as 
did his fi«*ry character and strange stfiry. I went in 1819, 
in search of his tomb more than once to tlic church San 
Giovanni e San Paolo, and as I was standing before the 
monument of another family, a priest came up to me and 
said, “ I can show you finer monuments than that.” I told 
him that I was in search of tliat of Uie Faliero family, 
and particularly of the Doge Marino’s. “ Oh,” said he, 

“ I will show it youand conducting me to the outside, 
pointed out a sarcophagus in tlie wall with an ille^blo in¬ 
scription. He said that it hiul bc^en in a convent adjoin¬ 
ing, but was removed afier the French came, and placed 
in its present situation; that ho hod seen the tomb opened 
at its removal; there were still some bones remaining, 
jut no positive vestige of the decapitation. The cques- 
.rian statue of which I have made mention in die third act 
IS before that church is not, however, of a FaKcro, but of 
some other now obsolete warrior, although of a later date. 
There were two other Doges of this family prior to Ma¬ 
rino: Ordolafo, who fell in battle at Zara in 1117, (where 
hts descendant aft erwards conquered the Huns,) and Vi- 
d Faliero, who reigned in 1082. The family, originally 
from Fano, was (ff the most iHuslri«Js m blood and wealth 
in the city of once the most wealthy and slill the most 
ancient families in Europe. The length I have gone into 
on this subject will show the interest I hav 9 tideen in it. 
Whether 1 have succeeded or not in the tragedy, I have at 




(east transfctred into our language an (listorical fact wi 
Uiy of commemoration. 

It is now four years that I have meditated this wwk, an 
before I had sufliciontly examined the records, 1 was ratli 
disposed to have made it turn (in a jealousy in Fallen 
But perceiving no foundation for this in historical tmt 
and aware that jealousy is an exliausted passion in tli 
drama, 1 have given it a more historical form. I wr 
besides well advised by the late Matthew Lewis on lli: 
point, in talking witli him of my intention at Venice : 
1817. “ If you make him jealous,” said he, “ recollect thi 
you have to contend with established writers, to say m 
thing of Shakspearc, and an exhausted subject;—slick I 
the old fiery Doge’s natural character, which will bear ye 
out, if properly drawn; and make your plot as regular a 
you can.” Sir William l>ummond gave mo nearly Ih 
same counsel. How far I have Crilowed these instruc 
tions, or whethrir they have availed me, Ls not for me to di 
cide. I have had no view to tlio stage; in its presen 
stale it is, perhaps, not a very exallwl object of ambition 
besides I have l>een too much behind the scenes to hav 
thought it so at any time. And I cannot conceive any luai 
of irritable -feeling putting himself at the mercies of ai 
andiencethe sneering ri^ader, and the loud critic, am 
the tart review, are scattered and distant calamities; bi 
the trampling an intelligent or of an ignorant audiene 
on a production which, be it good or bod, has been a men¬ 
tal labour to the writer, is a palpable and immediate griev- 
anc.e, heightened by a man’s doubt of their compcteticy U 
judge, and bra certainty </ his own impmdenee in electitif 
them his judges. Were I capable of writing a play whieli 
coukl be deemed stage-worthy, success would give me m 
pleasure, and failure great pain. It is for this reason tha 
even during the time of being one of the committee of one 
of tlietheatres,! nevermailc the attempt, and never will.* 
Bat surtily there is dramatic power somewhere, where 
Joanna Baillie, and Milman, and John Wilson exist. Tb 
“City of the Plague" and the “Fall of Jerusalem” arefuti 
of the best “ materieV for tragedy that has been settr 
since Horace Wal|iolc, except passages of Ethwald .am: 
Do Monlfort. It is the. fashion to underrate Horace Wal- 
t»le; firstly, because ho was a nobicmait, and secondly, 
bocatise he was a gentleman; but to say notliing of thi 
COTiposition of his incomparalile letters, and of the Castli 
of Otranto, he is the “ Ultimus Romanorum," the author of 
the Mysterious Mother, a tragedy of the liighest order, and 
not a puling love-play. Ho is the father of the first ro¬ 
mance and of the last Iragealy in our language, and surely 
worthy of a higher place than any living writer, be ho who 
he may. 

In spenUing of the drama of Marino Faliero, T forgot to 
mention that the desire of preserving, though still too re¬ 
mote, a nearer approach to unity than the irrcgtilarity, 

* Wtiilp lwMW»thKS(i(M:»rmrrittflenf1>iiryI<ii(i«*niMtre,If;anvoiic)i 
fortnv dtileaiftiea, tiiid I iHuieror mym’lf, Uwt wpilidom- bn«-k 

lh«U5jeltl7Twitt*driima. 1 inpd wlial 1 iV Moulforl” revived, 

ImK in vnlft, and t-qimlljr in vain in Invoui SoilH>}»y'* " Ivan/* whirli 
wn« Uloitfhi an artiiif iilny; hib) leivipaviinmlulHittit wnki’ Mr.C'i)!«!- 
ridfptrtwvllpnimtfdv. Thum* wbi» art irnt In the errrft will hanlly 
heliew Ijwt (he “ School for Ncnndiil’* la the jtlsy which hu brought leant 
money, averngiog the nnmlirroftimea i< htielven Hftrd aince iti iittnhic- 
lion ; an MaiiAgrr Dihdin aaanriHl me. (If what baa oernrred aince Ma> 
tiirta*! “llertmm," I am in't awnre: ao that I itiaylwtradnnng, through 
{gMomuee, aomr excellrut new wrUor; Ifao, I lirg their pardon. 1 have 
been abernit from KngJaiKl timrly five yenn, and, til) laat year, I never 
read an Kngllah ncwa(W|ier aince my de|wrtiire, aud nmnow only awnre 
of theairlcal maiusra through (hr meilhiin tifthe fhiria<Ri> OarelU of(?Riig- 
nanl, am) iHily fur (h« laat twelve montha. J^el me thru deprecate all 
nffence tu tragh*. or romir wrjtcre, to whom 1 wish well, ttiid of wliom I 
know iHithing. The longcomplaiiita of the actual RiaU> of the drama 
arise, however, from no fault eflbeiwirformere. lean conceive nntbiog 
Itetterihan Kemble, Cooke, iuk) Kean in their very diiferrnt mwinrra, or 
(hart KUivion in gentleman** comedy, and in aome parts of tragedy. 
Miss O’Neill I never mw, having m«ule and kept a determination to s(-e 
nothing which should divide or disturb my recoUectimi of Siddoite. 
Siildmw and Keinbln were the Meat of tragic artlim; I never saw anv 
thing at all reaenilding them even Saperton: foribii# rrasou, wo shall 
neverseengtilnCoriolanusor Macbeth. When Kean is blamed forwent 
nf dignity, wesbmdd remember that it Is a grace and not an art, and not 
to he attained by study. In all, not tMper>nnturHl jwirta, he is perfect; 
even his very dnfects belong, or seem to belong, to the jiarta themselvra, 
and ap)>ear interto iiaiiiro. But of Kemble we may any, with refervner 
l«t hlaarting, what the t'ardhial tie IWtr said of the Marmiia of Mon¬ 
trose, •' that he was the only nwn be avar saw who reminded him of the 
baroas t)f Pl'iiarrf).'* i » :. • , 


which is the reproach of the English theatricid composi- 
tioRs, permits, has induced me to represent the conspiracy 
a.<t ttlrnady (turned, and die 0og(: acceding to it, whereas in 
fact it was of his own preparation and that of Israel Ber- 
tuccio, I'he other characters, (except that of the duchess,) 
incidents, and almost the timo, which was wonderfully 
short for such a design in real life, are strictly historical, 
except that ail the consultations took place in iiie palace. 
Had I followed this, tho unity would have been better 
preserved; but I wished to pnxiuce the D(^e in the full 
assembly of the conspirators, inMead o£ numotonously 
placing him always in dialogue with the same indivi¬ 
duals. For the real facts, I refer to the Appendix, 

DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

MEN. 

Mahisto PALiF.iin, Doge of Venice. 

Rr.RTUccro Falikro, ^ the Doge. 

^iTONi, a Pafririan arul Smnfor. 
i^KNiNTEWDE, Chief of the Crnmnl of Tm. 

MrciiEL Steno, Ont of the three Copt of the Forty 
'sRAEL Bertuccio, Chief of" 
titc Arwntd, 

'hieip Calf.ndabo, J- Con»iiiratorn. 

Daoolino, I 

[JeUTRAM, j 

( * Si^mre ili NoUrf one of tfu 
Signor of the Nif'h^i S i)/he(Ts hehnqing to the Ro 
\ puhlic. 

Firet Citizen. 

Second Citizen. 

Third Citizen. 

Vincenzo, ) 

PiETHO, > Oflieern hehn^ini: to the Ducal Palace. 
Battista, ) 

Seeretiirg tf the Cmmcil of Ten. 

Grwor/i'f, Vonsjnratorx^ Citheitn^ The Cotmeif of Ten, 
The (imwf/tt, 

WOMEN. 

^NGXOIJNA, IVifr to ty Jhge. 

VIaRIANNA, fur FrietuL 

FnniUe Altemthttits, ^c. 

Scene Venk’E— in tlie year 1355. 

ACT I. 

Scene T.^^-An Anter.hnmfM>r in Ote Dticnl Palace. 

Pietro ejtrnke, in entering, to Battista. 

Pie. Is not the messenger return’d? 

Rat. Not ye! ^ 

lmv(5 sent fre-qiicntly, na you commanded, 
iut still the ftionory is deep in council, 
ml long di'hnti* on Stenos nccusntiim. 

Pie. Too long— at lea.**! so thinks tho Dogo. 

Rat. How hears he 

‘heso moments of sii.s|>(*nsr ? 

Pie. With struggling patience, 

laced at the ducal table, cover’d o’er 
Vith all the apparel of the state; peiitutiw, 

^apatchesj judgments, acts, reprieves, reports, 

> sits aa rapt in duty; but whene’er 
e hears the jarring of a distant door, 

)r aught that, intimates a coming step, 

>r murmur of a voice, his quioh eye wanders, 

,nd he will start up from his chair, then pause 
,nd seat himself again, and fix his gaxe 
'pon some edict; hut J have observed 
or the last hour he has not turn’d a leaf. 

Rat. *1’ is said he i.*! n«K*h moved, and doiihliess 'twnn 
oul scorn in Sleno to offend so grossly. 




Pie. Ay, if a poor man: Sleiiu’s a paLrician, 

Youn^ galliard, gay, ami haughty. 

Sat. Then you tliii 

He will not be judged Iiardly ? 

. Pie. ’T wero enough 

Ho be judged justly; but't is not for us 
To anticiiialo the sentence of tlie Forty. 

Bat. And here it comes.—^Wliat news, V'uicenzo? 
Enter Vincenzo. 

Vm. ’T 

Decided; but as yet his doom’s unknown: 

I saw the president in act to seal 

.The parchment which will bear tlio Forty’s judgment 

Unto the Doge, and hasten to inform him. [Excun. 

s 

Scene II.— The Ducal Chamlvr. 

Makino Faliero, Doge; and Ida Nqihevo, Ber 
TT ccio Faliero. 

But. F. It cannot bo but they will do you justice. 
Doge. Ay, such as the Arog^ori did. 

Who scut up my appeal unto tlie Forty 
To try him by his peers, his own tribunal. 

Ber. F. His peers will scarce protect liim; such an ac 
Would bring contempt on all auUiority. 

Doge. Know you not Venice? Know you not tli 
Forty ? 

But 'We shall sec anon. 

Ber. F. iadiremng Vincenzo, then entering.) 

How now—what tidings ? 

Vm. I am charged to tell his liighness that tlie couri 
Has pass’d its resolution, and that, soon 
As the due fonns of judgment are gone tlirough, 

The sentence will be sent up to the Dogo; 

In the mean lime the Forty doth salute 
The Prince of the Rcpiihlic, and entreat 
Hia acceptation of their duty. 

Doge. Yi!s— 

They arc woiid’rous dutiful, and ever humble. 

Sentence is past, you say ? 

Via. It is, your higluicss: 

The ]>resi<lent was sealing it, when I 
Was call’d in, that no moment might be lost 
In forwarding tlie intiniation duo 
Not only to the Cliief of tlie Republic, 

But the complainant, both in one united. 

Ber. F. Are you aware, from aught you have per¬ 
ceived, 

Of their decision ? 

Vin. No, my lord; you know 

The secret custom of the courts in Venice. 

Ber. F. True; but tilers sfiU is something given to 
guess. 

Which a shrewd gleaner and quick eye would catch at 

A whisper, or a murmur, or an air 

More or less solemn spread o’er the tribunal. 

The Forty are but men—most worthy men. 

And wise, and just, and cautious—this I grant— 

And secret as the grave to which they doom 
The guilty; but with all this, in their aspects— 

At least in some, the juniors of the number— 

A searching eye, an eye like yours, Vincenzo, 

Would read the sentence ere it was pronounced. 

Vin. My lord, I came away upon the moment. 

And had no leisure to take note of tliat 
Whiclt pass’d among the judges, even in scorning; 

My station near the accused, too, Michel Steno, 

Made me— 

Doge, {abrupt^.) And how look’d he ? deliver that. 
Vin. Calm, but not overcast, he stood resign’d 
To the decree, whate’er it wore;—but lo! 

It comes, for the perusal of his highness. 

Enter the Secretarv o/" the Party. 

See. The lugh tribunal of the Forty sends 


Health and res|iect to the Doge Faliero, 

Cliief Magistrate of Venice, and requests 
His highness to peruse ami to approve 
The sentence past on Michel Steno, bom 
Patrician, and arraign’d upon the cliargo 
Contain’d, togetlior witli ils gienalty. 

Within tlie rescript which I now present. 

Dige. Retire, and wait withouL 

[Exeunt Secretary and Vincenzo. 

Take thou this paper 
Tho misty letters vanish from my eyes; 

11 cannot iix tlicm. 

Ber. P. Patience, my dear uncle : 

Why do you tremble thus?—nay, doubt not, all 
Will be as could be wish’d. 

D>ge. Say on. 

Ber. F. (reading.) “Docrood 

In council, without one dissenting voice. 

That MidicI Steno, by his own confession. 

Guilty oil tho last night of Carnival 
Of having graven on the ducal throne 
The following words—” 

Doge. Would’st tliou repeat tliom ? 

Would'st thou refloat tliem— Hum, a Falieroi 
Harp on the deep dishonour of our house, 

Dishonour’d in its chiel—that chief tlie prince 
Df Venice, first of cities?—To the sentence. 

Ber. F. Forgive me, iiiy good lord; [ will obey— 
Remta.) “ That Michel Steno be detain'd a uiunth 
11 close arrest.” 

Doge. Proceed. 

Ber. P. My lord, ’t is finish’d. 

D>ge. How, say you?—finish’d! Do 1 dream?—^"tis 
false— 

jlivo me (no f&pet—{Snatches the paper ami reads)— 

“ ’T is decreed in council 
That Micliel Steno”—-Nephew, tliinc ann! 

Ber. F. Nay, 

'liecr up, ho calm; tliis transfiort is uncall’d for— 

Let me seek sumo assistance. 

Dige. Stop, sir—Stir not— 

Tis past. 

Ber. F. I cannot but agree witli you 
'he seiilcnce is too slight for tho offence— 
i.s not honourable in tho Forty 
'o atiix so slight a penalty to ttiat 
/Vhicli was a foul affront to you, and even 
’o Ihom, as being your subjects; but ’I is not 
f'et without remedy: you can appeal 
'o thoni once more, or to the Avogadori, 
iVho, seeing tliat true justice is withheld, 
iVill now take up the cause they once declinod, 

\iid do you right ufion die bold delinquent. 

'hiiik you not thus, good uncle ? why do you stand 
lo fix’d? You heed me not;—I pray you, hear me'. 
Doge, {ikaldng dotm the ducal bonnet, and qffering 
trample upon it, rxeleums, as he is mihheld by Ms 
nephew,) 

•li! tliat the Saracen were in St. Mark’s! 

'bus would 1 do him homage. 

Ber, F. For the sake 

)f Heaven and all its saints, my lord— 

Dige. Away! 

'h, dial the Genoese wore in tho port! 

'h, that the Huns whom I o’erthrew at Zara 
Vere ranged around the palace! 

Ber. F. ’T is not well 

I Venice' Duke to say so. 

Doge. Venice' Duke! 

Vbo now is Duke hi Venice? let me see him, 

'hat ha may do me right. 

Bar, F. If you forgot 

bur office, and its dignity and duty, 

.cmeinber that of man, and curb diis possipn. 

'he Duke irf Venice ■— 



Dtgt, {irdmv^ng him.) There is no such thing— 

It is a word—nay, worse—a wortiiUas by-word: 

The most deepis^ wrong’d, outraged, helpless wretch, 
Who begs his bread, if "t is refased by one, 

May win it from another hinder heart; 

But he, who is denied his right by those 
Whose place it is to do no wrong, is poorer 
Tlian the rejected beggar—he's a slave— 

And that am I, and thou, and all our house, 

Even from this hour; the meanest artisan 
Will point tile linger, and the haughty noble 
May spit upon us:—where is our redress? 

Ber. F. The law, my princ e 
Doge, {interrupting lam.) Ton see what it has done— 
1 ask’d no remedy but from the law— 

I sought no vengeance but redress by law— 

I call'd no judges but those named by law— 

As sovereign, I appeal’d unto my subjects. 

The very subjects who had made mo sovereign. 

And gave mo thus a double right to be so. 

The rights of place and choice, of birtli and service, 
Uonours and years, tliese scars, ctiesc hoaiy hairs. 

The travel, toil, the perils, the fatigues, 

The blood and sweat of almost eighty years, 

WiTo weigh’d i’ the balance, ’gainst the foulest stain. 
The grossest insult, most contemptuous crime 
Of a ranlt, rash patrician—and found wanting! 

And tiiis is to be borne! 

Her. F. I say not tliat :— 

III case your fresh appeal should be rejected, 

We will find other means to make all even. 

Doge. Appeal again! art tliou my brother’s sou ? 

A scion of the bouse of Ealioro? 

The nephew of a Doge ? and of that blood 
Which haUi already given throe dukes to Venice ? 

But tliou say’st well—we must be humble now. 

Ber. F. My princely uncle! you are too mucli 
moved:— 

I grant it was a gross offence, and grossly 
LeA without fitting punishment: but still 
'I'his fury dotli exceed the provocation. 

Or any provocation: if we are wrong’d. 

Wo tvill ask justice; if it be denied. 

We ’ll take it; but may do all this in calmness— 

Deep Vengeance is tlie daughter of deep Silence. 

I have yet scarce a Aiird part of your years, 

1 love our house, 1 honour you, its cliicfi 
The guardian of my youtli, and its instructer— 

But though I understand your grief, and outer 
In part of your disdain, it doth appal me 
To see your anger, like our Adrian waves, 

O’ersweep all bounds, and foam itself to air. 

Doge. I tell thee— naal 1 tell Aiee—what thy father 
Would have required no words to comprehend ? 

Hast thou no feeling save the external sense 
Of torture from the touch ? hast tliou no soul- 
No pride—no passion—no deep sense of honour? 

Ber. F. ’T is the first time that honour has been 
doubted. 

And were the last, from any other skeptic. 

Dge. Vou know the lull offence of this bom villain. 
This creeping, coward, rank, acquitted felon. 

Who threw sling into a poisonous libel. 

And on the honour of—Oh God!—my wife. 

The nearest, dearest part of all men’s honour. 

Left a base slur to pass from mouth to mouth 
Of loose mechanics, witli ail course fiiul comments, 

And villanouB jesUi, and blasphemies obscene; 

While sneering nobles, in more polisli’d guise, 
Whi8|)er’d the tale, and smiled upon the lie 
Which made me look like them—a courteous wittol, 
Patient—ay, proud, it may bo, of dishonour. 

Ber. F. ^t still it was Alie—you know it ialBe, 

And so did all men. 

Dtg*. ’ Nephew, the high Roman 


I Said, “ Cmsar’s wife must not even be susfiected,” 

I And put her from him. 

j Ber. F. True—but in those day’s- 

Dge. What is it that a Roman would not suffer. 
That a Venetian prince must bear? Old Dandulo • 
Refused the diadem of all llie Ctesars, 

And wore the ducal cap I trample on. 

Because ’tis now degraded. 

Brr. F. T is even so. 

Dge. It is—^it is;—I did not visit on 
The imiocent creature thus most vilely slander’d 
Because she took an old man for her lord, 

Kor that he had been long her fadier’s fiiend 
And patron of her house, as if tliere were 
No love in woman’s heart but lust of youth 
And beardless faces;—I did not for tliis 
Visit the villain’s infamy on her. 

But craved my country’s justice on his head, 

Thu justice due unto the humblest being 
Who hath a wife whose faith is sweet to him. 

Who hath a homo whose hearth is dear to him, 

Wlio bath a name whose honour’s all to him. 

When tliese are tainted by tlie accursmg breath 
Of calumny and scorn. 

Ber. F. And what redress 

Did you expect as his fit punishment ? 

Dge. Death! Was I not the sovereign of the stale- 
insulted on his very tlironc, and made 
A mockery to the men who should obey me ? 

Was 1 not injured as a husband? scorn’d 
As man ? reviled, degraded, as a prince? 

Was not ofl'enco like his a complication 
Of insult and of treason ?—and he lives! 

Had he instead of on the Doge’s Aironc 
Stanipt the same brand upon a peasant’s stool. 

His blood had gilt the threshold; for the carle 
Hod stabbed him on lliu instant. * 

Ber. F. Do not doubt it. 

He shall not live till simsct—leavo to me 
The means, and calm yourself. 

Doge. Hold, nephew: this 

Would have sufficed but yesterday; at present 
I have no further wrath against this man. 

Ber. F. What mean you? is not the offence re 
doubled 

By tliis most rank—I will not say—acquittal; 

For it is worse, being full acknowledgment 
Of the offence, and lea ving it unpiuiisli’d ? 

Dge. It is redoubled, but not now by him; 

The Forty hath decreed a montli’s arrest— 

We must obey the Forty. 

Ber. F. Obey them! 

Who have forgot their duly to the sovereign ? 

Dge. Why yes;—boy, you perceive it llien at last: 
Whether as fellow-citizen who sues 
For justice, or as sovereign who commands it, . 

They have defrauded me of both my rights; 

(For hero the sovereign is a citizen ;) 

But, notwithstanding, harm not thou a hair 
Of Steno’s head—lie shall not wear it long. 

Ber. F. Not twelve hours longer, liad you left to me 
The mode and means; if you had calmly hoard me, 

I never meant Uiis miscreant should escape. 

But wish’d you to suppress such gusts of passion. 

That we mure surely might devise together 
His taking off. 

Dge. No, nephew, he must live; 

At least, just now—a life so vile as his 
Were nothing at this hour; in th’ olden time 
Some sacrifices ask’d a single victim. 

Great expiations had a hecatomb. 

Ber. F. Your wishes are my law f and yet I fain 
Would prove to you how near unto my heart 
The honour of our house must ever be. [proof: 

Dge. Fear not; you shall have time and place of 
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Hut be nut thmt ion rash, as 1 have been. 

1 am ashamed of my own anger now; 
i pray you, pardvm me. 

Ber. F, Why that’s my umdc ! 

^'rhe leader, and tlw statesman, and the chief 
()r commonwealths, and sovereign of himself! 

I wonder’d t(» perceive you so forget 
AII prudence la y<nir fury at tliese years, 

Aldiougli the cause - 

Dof^e. Ay, think U[K)n dm cause— 

Korgri it notWhen you lie down to rest, 

Let it he black among your dreams; and when 
morn returns, so let it slant! between 
'Till' sun and you, as an ill omen’d cloud 
!summer-day of festival: 

S(» wdl il stand to ujc;—but speak not, stir not,— 

J.eave all to me ;—we shall have mucli to d^», 

And >ou shall have a part.—But now retire, 

’J' is lit I were alone. 

Jhr, F (itt/a/uf pUirJiifi the ducftl bonnet on 

the table.) Kre 1 deport, 

I pray you to resuuie what you have spurn'd, 

'i i!i you can change it ha|)ly fjr a crown. 

Anil now I take my leave, imploring you 

In all tilings to rely upon my <luty 

As «h>lh become your near and faithful kinsnia!!, 

And not h* .s loyal citizen and subject. 

• \Exit KKHTUCf to F.^lik«o. 

{snlna.) Adieui, ni}' worthy ut'jihew.—Hollow 
hnuble ! ['JhK'im; no fJir dural cap. 

\Yuh all the thorns that line a en.A'ii, 
iVidioiii imesling the insulted linnv 
W'lih the ;iil“S\v!iviug majesty of kings: 

'I'll .u kIU'j glided, ana degraded toy, 
let uu^ resume liice as F would a vi/.or. [Putsl! ou. 
Il'iu niy lira.in acho hemsilh thee ! and uiy iej.ip!*-s 
■r.'?r<)h f-'M n>h under fhv rlishone.sl weight. 

< •• old 1 not Uirn tlu’e to a diadem? 

*'oiiid 1 htd shatter tfie Bnarean sceptre 
'.Mil.'ll iu this Inmdri’d-Iuuided renale rules. 

.Making the peopU? nothinir, and the pMiice 

pageajit..' In niv life 1 Inive aehi'wd 
'j’a.'ks not less ilidieult—adueveil fm thi m. 

Who thus repay me! — t.*an i not |•er^^Jt4. thein' 

Oh ll.r j.nc year! Oh! Vmt for even a day 
Of im full youth, while yet niy body served 
.My soul as serves the generous steed his Ivird, 
r wouUl have dash’d among them, asking few 
ill aid to overthrow these swolu j‘atriciarif?; 

Ihit now I must look rotmd for other li.mds 
'i'o serve this hoary head;—hut it shall plan 
III sue)i a sort as will not leave the la.di 
' lerenlean, tliough as yet it is but a cliaus 
Of darkly brooding ihoiiglus: my fancy is 
I;i her tirsl. work, more nearly to the light 
Fl'iltling the sleeping images of things 
V'or the .seh'cliou of the pausing judgment.— 

'}’}ie lro{»ps aiv few in- 

Knter Vincenzo. 

l^iiK Ther*^ is one willioiit 

Craves audience of your highness. 

I’m unwell— 

I can see no oiio, not oven a patrician— 

Let him refer his business to the council. 

Vin. My lord, I will deliver your reply; 

U cannot mucli imjiort—he’s a plebeian, 

The master of a galley, I believe. 

Boffe. How! did you say the patron of a galley ? 
That is—I mean—a servant of the state : 

Admit Win, he may bo on public service. 

[Exit Vincenzo. 

Doge, (solus.) This patron may be sounded ; I will 
try him. 

i know the people to be discontented; 

2 £ 


They have cause, yiiic« Sapicnra’.s adverse day, 

When Genoa coiujiut’iI : they have further cause 
Since they are nothing in the state, and in 
The city w orse than notliing — ^niere maclimes, 

To servo the nobles’ most patrician pleasure. 

The troops have long arrears of pay, oft promised, 

And murmur deeply—any hi»pc of change 

Will draw tliem firw'ard: they sluill pay Uienisedves 

With plunder ;—but the iiriesls—1 doubt the priesthood 

Will not bo with us; they Imve haled me 

Since lliat rasii hour, when, madden’d with tlic drone, 

’ I smote the lardy hi.shop at IVcviso, 

Quiclioning his holy in.irch ; y(*l, iu*’tTtliclcs.s, 

They may ho w<»n, at least fiu ir cliief at Uoiiie 
Hy some well-timed concession.*?; but, aliove 
All thmps, I must lie speedy; at my hour 
(>l’twilight htih.* light of life remain.^. 

Could 1 free Venice, and avenge iny wrongs, 

\ ha<l liveil loo long, aial viJiingly would sleep 
Next moment w’itli my Hires; nod, wanting this, 
lietter that sixty r>f my four.Heore veurs 
Had been already wheix—low' soon, I care not— 

The w'liole must lie e.vtingiiish’d;—hi tler llial 
They neVr h.ad hecii, (Iian drag me on to bo 
^’lu* thing tlnwc arch-oppressors fain would make me. 
I.et me consider—of e/liciciil troofis 
There arc three thousand po.stod at—— 

Enter Vincenzo and JgRAri. Heutuccio. 

Vhi. May it please 

Your liighnoss, llie same ]iairou whom I spoke of 
fs hero to crave your paticnec. 

I.oavc the chamber, 

Vincenzo. — \Ejrif Vincenzo. 

Sir, you nmv advance—what would you? 

J.lhr. ]lodrr-<. 

Done. ()f vsliom 

y. Her. OftJod ami of the L>ogc. 

Doge, Alan! my fri'aid, yu so''k it of l/ic twain 
Of ii'a'>t respect fm<l m'ere.sl hi Ve 
•»: must :t'ldres-< the council. 

/ Itn. '■r^^ 

or le. who inpiit-d me e one of tin 

’i'lior**‘s blood u,.on tliy face—how came, it 
there ? 

1. Ber. 'i'is mine, .and not llie first I’ve shed for 
Wince, 

iut the lir.a rlied by a Veiielian hand: 

A iiohle :.mote me. 

Do^t. Dolhheitve? 

i. Ber. Not long— 

.Jut fiir the hope J hail and Iiave, that you, 

M\ prince, voiirsell a soldier, w'lll redress 
lim, whom Hie law.s of discijiline and Vonico 
’••rn.if not to pro1«c1 himself;—if not— 
say no more. 

J)oae. But something you would de¬ 

ls It not so? 

/. Ber. 1 am a man, my lord 
Do.':e. Why so is In* who sinolo you. 

I. Bn. HcjscalWso; 

Nay, nn'ire, a imhle one—at least, in Venice: 

Thu since he hath forgotten that I am one, 

And treats me lilie a brute, the brute may turn— 

'Tis said the wonu will. 

Say—Ids name and lineage? 

/. Ber. Barbaro. 

Doge. What was the cause? or the pretext? 

/. Ber. I am the chief of tlie arsenal, employ’d 
At present in repairing certain galleys 
But roughly used by tlie Genoese last year. 

This morning comes Uie noble Barbaro 
Full of reproof, because our artisans 
Had left some frivolous order of his house, 

To execute the state’s decree; I dared 



To juitify the men—be raised his hand;— 

Behold my blood! the first time it e’er 6ow’d 
Dishonourably. 

Doge. Have you long time served? 

I. Ber. So long as to remember Zara’s siege, 

And fight beneatli the cliicf who beat the Huns there, 
Bometoe my general, now the Doge Faliero.— 

Doge. How! are we comrades ?—the state’s ducal 
robes 

Sit newly on me, and you were appointed 
Chief of the arsenal ere I came from Rome; 

So that I recognised you not. Who placed you ? 

I. Ber. The late Doge; keeping still my old com¬ 
mand 

As patron of a galley: my new office 
Was given as a reward of certain scars, 

(So was yoin predecessor pleased to say:) 

I little thought his bounty would conduct me 
To bis successor as a helpless plaintiff; 

At least, in such a cause. 

Doge. Are you much hurt ? 

I. Ber. Irreparably in my self-esteem. 

Doge. Speak out; fear nothing: being stung at heart, 
Wliat would you do to be revenged on tills man ? 

I. Ber. That which I dare not name, and yet will do. 
Doge. Then wherefore came you here ? 

I. Ber. 1 come for justice, 

Because my general is Doge, and will not 
Bee his old soldier trampled on. Had any. 

Save Faliero, fill’d the ducal throne, 

Tills blood had been wash’d out in oilier blood. 

Doge. You come to me lor justice—unto me! 

The Doge of Venice, and I ciiiinot give it; 

1 cannot oven obtain it—^"T was denied 
To me most solemnly an hour ago. 

/. Ber. How says your higluiess / 

Doge. Sieno is condemn’d 

To a rnontli’s coiifinement. 

I. Ber. W^lial! the same who dared 

To stain the ducal throne witli those foul words, 

That have cried shame to every ear m Venice ? 

Dige. Ay, doubtless tliey have echo’d o’er die arsenal. 
Keeping due time with every hiumner’s cUnk 
As a goud jest to jelly arUvaus; 

Or making chorus to the creaking oar. 

In the vile tunc of every galley-.slavc, 

Wlio, as lie sung the merry slave, oxiilied 
Ho was not a slianied dotard like the lx.gc. 

I. Ber. Is’t (lossiblu? a muntli’s imprisumneiii 1 
No more for Sieno 1 

Doge. You have heard Uio offence, 

And now yuu know liis punisliment; and Uieii 
You ask redress ofrnc/ Go to tlic Forty, 

W^tio pass’d the sentence upun Micliul Stono; 

They ’ll do as much by Barbare, no doubt. 

I. Ber. Ah! dared 1 speak my feelings! 

Doge. Give them breatli. 

Mine have no further outrage to endure. 

/. Ber. Then, in a word, it rests but on your word 
To punish and avenge—I will not say 
Mg iielty wrong, for what is a mere blow. 

However vile, to such a thing as I am ?— 

But the base insult done your state and person. 

Doge. You overrate my power, wliich is a pageant. 
Tills cap is not the mouardi’s crown; those robes 
Might more compassion, hke a beggar’s rags; 

Nay, more, a beggar’s are his own, and these 
But lent to the poor puppet, who must play 
Its part with all its empire in tliis ermine. 

/. Ber. Wouldsl thou bo king ? 

Doge. Yes—of a hai>py people. 

I. Ber. Wouldst thou bo sovereign lord ef Venice? 
Doge. Ay, 

If that the people shared that sovereignty. 

So that nor they nor I were furtiior slaves 


To this o’ergrown aristocratic Hydra, 

The [Kiisonous heads of whose envenom’d body 
Have breathed a ]ieslilencc upon us all. 

J. Ber. Yet, thou wast bom and still hast hrau 
patrician. 

Doge. In ovil hour was I so bom; my birth 
Hath made me Doge to be insulted: but 
I lived and toil’d a soldier and a servant 
Of Venice and her people, not tlio senate; 

Their good and my own honour were ray guerdon. 

I have fought and lilod; commanded, ay, and conquer’d 
Have made and marr’d [leacc oil in embassies. 

As it might chance to bo our country’s 'vantage ; 

Have traversed land and sea in constant duty, 

Througli almost sixty years, and still for Venice, 

My fadiors’ and my birthplace, whose dear spires,' 
Rising at distance o’er tfic blue Lagoon, 

It was reward enough for me to view 
Once more; but not for any knot of men, 

Nor sect, nor faclioii, did I bleed or sweat! 

But would yuu know why I have done all this? 

Ask of the bleeding pelican why she 

Ilatli ripp’d her bosom ? Had tho bird a voice. 

She ’d tell thee ’l was fir alt her little ones. 

/. Ber. Aud yet they made thee duke. 

Doge. They mode roe so) 

I sought it not, llic flattering fetters met me 
Rolurniiig from my Roman embassy, 

Aud never having hillicrto refused 

Toil, charge, or duty for tho state, I did not, 

At these late years, decline what was the highest 
Of all in seeming, but of all most base 
In what we have lo do and to endure: 

Bear witness for me tlioii, my injured sulijeci. 

When I can neitlier right myself nor thee. 

/. Ber. You shall do boUi, if you possess the will 
And many thousands more not less (>|i[iress’d. 

Who watt hut for a signal—will you give it? 

Dtge. You speak in riddles. 

/. Ber. Wliieli shall soon be read 

At peril of my life; if you disdain not 
To lend a patient oar. 

Doge. Bay on. 

/. Ber. Not tliou. 

Nor I oioiic, are injured and abused, 

Conteiim’il and trampled on; but the whole (loople 
Groan with die strong conception of dieir wrongs 
Tito foreign soldiers in die senate's pay 
Arc discontcnled for dioir long arrears; 

The native mariners, and civic troops, 

Foel widi their friends; for who is he among them 
Whose brethren, parents, citildreti, wives, or sisters. 

Have not partook oppression, or iiollution, 

From die patricians? And die hopeless war 
Against the Genoese, which Is still maintain’d 
With the plebeian blood, aud treasure wrung 
From dieir hard earnings, has inflamed diem further: 
Even now—but, I forget diat s|>eaking dius. 

Perhaps I pass the sentence of my death I 
Doge. And suffering what thou liast done—fear’sl diou 
death ? 

Be silent then, and live on, to be licnlcn 
By those for whom thou hast bled. 

I. Ber. No, I will speak 

At every hazard; and if Venice’ Doge 
Should turn delator, be die siiame on him, 

And sorrow too; for ho will lose far more 
Than I. 

Doge. From me fear nodiing; out with it! 

I. Ber. Know then, that there arc mot and sworn in 
secret 

A band of brethren, valiant hearts aid true; 

Men who have [iroved all fortunes, and have long 
Grieved over that of Venice, and have right 
To do so; having served her in all dimes. 



A.nd having rescued her from fureign 

Would do the same from those williin her walls. 

They are not numerous, nor yet t(H> few 
For their great purpost?; they have arms, and means, 
.And hearts, and hopes, and faith, and patient courage. 
Doge. For what dicn do they pause? 

/• Bex. An hour to striki 

Doge^ (ojtde.) Saint Mark’s shall strike that hour ! 
/. Her. I now liave ])lace 

My life, my honour, all my earthly hopes 
Within thy [>ower, but in the finn belief 
U’hat injuries like ours, sprung from one cause. 

Will generate one vengeance: should it be so^ 

He our chief now—our sovercijpi hereafu'.r. 

Dof,e.. How many are ye ? 

/. Ber. 1 ’ll not answer that 

T ill 1 am answer’d. 

Doge. IIow, sir! do you menace ? 

/. Bcr. No ; I affirm. I have betray’d myself; 

But there’s no torture in the mystic wells 
WJiicli undermine your palace, nor in those 
Not less appalling cells, the ‘Mnadoii ro(jfs,” 

To force a single name from me of others. 

'flic Poz7.i and tlio Ihonihi wore in vain; 

'I’hey iniglit wring Mood from me, hut treae.licry never. 
And 1 would pass tlie fearful “ Bridge of Sighs,” 

.loytius that mine must he the last llial e’er 
Wrtuld echo o’er tlie Stygiim wav(' which flows 
Between the murderers and tin*- murderM, washing 
'J’hc prison an<l llie palace walls: lliere are 
'I’hose who w<iuM live to think on’l, and ave.nge me. 
Dfigc. ll‘ sucli your power and purpose, why come 
here 

'I’o sue for justice, being in iho course 
'I’o do yourself due right? 

/. Bi'r, Beennse tin* man, 

\V lio claims protection from authority, 

Showing his conlidence and Ins submission 
To tliat autlionry, ran hardly W. 

S»ispect<-d of combining to destroy it. 

Had ! sale down ltK> humbly willi this blow, 

A moody lirow and miifterM tlireats had made mo 
A mark’d man to the Forty’s inquisition; 

But loud complaint, however angrily 
It shape.s its phrasi^, is little to he fear’d, 

Aiid less distrusted. But, besides all tills, 

1 had another reason. 

Dogr. What was that ? 

I. Btx. Some rumtuira that the Doge wa-s greatly moved 
By the reference of the Avogadori 
Oi’Michel Steiio’.s sentence to tile Forty 
Had reach’d me. I ha«l sorvcii yon, honour’d you, 

And felt that you were dangerously insulted, 
lieing of an order of such spirits, as 
rie«juito tenfold both goisl and evil: ’t was 
My wish to prove and urge you to redress. 

Now you know all; and that 1 speak tlio truth, 

Mv {M*ril be the proof. 

Duge. You have deeply ventured ; 

Rut all must do so who would greatly win: 

'I'hus far I ’ll answer you—your secret’s safe. 

/. Bex. And Is this all ? 

Doge. Unless witli all intrusted, 

What would you have me answer? 

/. J?ef. I would have you 

Trust him who leaves his life in trust with you. 

Doge. But I must know your plan, your names, and 
numbera; 

Thu last may then be doubled, and the former 
Matured and strengthen’d. 

I. Ber. We’re enou^ already; 

You are the sol© ally we covet now. 

Doge. But bring mo to the knowledge of your diiefs. 
I. Ber. That shall be done upon your formal pledge 
To keep die faith that we will pledge to you. 


Doge. When ? whore ? 

/. Ber, This night I ’ll bring to your apartment 
Two of* tho principals; a greater number 
Were hazardous. 

Doge. Slay, I must think of tliis. 

What if I were to trust mysi*If among you, 

And leave tlie palace ? 

I. Ber, You must come alone. 

Doge. With but my nephew. 

/. Ber. Not were he your son. 

Doge. Wretch ! darcst thou name my son ? He died 
in arms 

At SaiiienzH for tlii.s faithless slate. 

!)h! that he were alive, and 1 in ashes! 

)r that he were alive ore I be aslies! 
should not need llio duluous aid of strangers. 

/. Ber. Not one of all those strangers whmn thou 
dcnibtcst 

3ut will regard iheo with a filial feeling, 

^ Uiat tliuu keep’st a father’s failh with them. 

Doge. "JMic die is cast. Where is tlie place of meeting ? 
/. Ber. At midnight I will be alone and mask’d 
iVherc’er your higliru*ss pleases to direct mo, 

■'o wait your coming, and conduct you where 
rou shall receive our homage, and pronounce 
Jptin our project. 

Doge. At what hour arises 

,'he moon ? 

I. Ber. } .ate, hut tho atmosphere is thick and dusky, 

T is a sinjcco. 

Dtgr.. At tho midnight hour, tlie-n, 

'Jour to the ehurcli where sleeji my sires; tlie same, 
.'wiii-name<i from tho apostles John and Paul; 

L gondo!;i, * willi one oar only, will 

.urk in the narrow cliaimcl which glides by. 

10 tlitiro. 

I. Ber. I will not fail. 

Doge. And now retire— 

1. Bex. In the full hope your highness will not falter 
i your great purpose. Prince, I take my leave. 

[Exit Isii.AKi. Beatuccio. 
Doge, (solus.) At miilniglit, by tho church Saints 
John anrl Paul, 

Vliere sU^ep my noble fathers, I repair— 

'u what ? to hoU a council in tho dark 
Vitl) common rullians leagued to ruin states! 
nd will not iny great sires leap from the vault, 

Vhero lie two dogc.s who jireccded me, 
nd pluck mo down among them? Would they could 
or 1 .should rc.<l in honour with tliu honour’d, 
las I 1 must not think of (hem, but Uioso 
fho have made inc thus unworthy of a name 
oblc and brave as aught of consular 

11 Roman marbles; liul I will redeem it 
ack to its antique lustre in our annals, 

ly sweet revenge on all that’s base in Venice, 
nd freedom to the rest, or leave it black 
‘o all the growing calumnies of time, 

^hich never spare the fame of him who failiv 
ut try the Ctesar, or the Catiline, 

>y tho true touchstone of desert—success. 


ACT n. 

Sc£ir£ 1 . — An ApetrtmerU in ihe Ducal Pdaee, 
Aitgioi.ina { u^e of the Dooe) and Majuakra. 
Ang, What was tlte Doge’s answer ? 

Mur. That he wu 

'hat moment summon’d to a conference; 

It ’t is by this time ended. I perceived 
ot long ago tlie senators emlmrking; 

.nd the last gmidola may now be seen 
liding into the throng barks which ibid 
'he jpittering waters. 



H« has been much disquieted of late; 

And Time, nduch has not tamed his fiery spirit 
Nor yet enfoeWed even his mortal frame, 

Which seems to he more iiourisli’d by a soul 
So quick and restless that it would consume 
Less hardy clay—Time has but little power 
On his resentments or his griefs. Unlike 
To otlier spirits of his order, who, 

III tlio first burst of passion, pour aw’ay 
Their wrath or sorrow, all things wear in him 
An aspect of eiemily: hi< Uiouglits, 

Ills feelings, passions, good or evil, all 
Have nothing of old ag<;; and his b<»ltl brow 
Bears Imt the scars of mind, the thoughts of years, 
Not tlu’ir decrepitude: and he of late 
Has been more agitateil than his wont. 

Would Ik* wt‘ro conic! fur 1 alone liavc power 
Upon his troubled spirit. 

M(tr. It is trtie, 

Hus highness has of late been greatly moved 
By' ihe affront of Steno, ainl wilb cau.'jc; 

Bill the offender doubtle.ss even now 
Is doomVI to ex))iato liis rash insult with 
cli.isljsenienf as will cnfjrcc respect 
To f'-ui.ik' virtue, and to iiMble bIoo«f, 
ylnf;. ’'.r was a gros^ iitoili; hut T Jier*d ii 
For dui ra.Ji srorners fiiLehood in ilselfi 
But f>r the eHecf, tlie deailly deeji iiiipressi 
Wliieh it has mad<' upon Fali»*ro’s soul, 

The pnjii'l, tlie fiery, tlic austere—austere 
To all save me: ] trenililc wljen I tliiuk 
To what it may conduct. 

Mar. Assure! ly 

TIk* Dogo can not suspect yoti ? 

Suspect me! 

Why Steim d.trcd not: when he serawIM Ins lie, 
(iroveling by stealth in the moon’-! glimmering light, 

His own still conseieiua* smote liiiii tor the ar*t, 

And every sliadtw on tlie walls fronn’!l shame 
Uptni his coward culninny. 

Mttr. ’T were fit 

Ho should be punish’d grievously. 

IL' is so. 

Mar. What! is fhc sentence p.ast? he coiub'mn’d^ 
yJng. I know not ilmt, but In! has been del!'cted. 
Mur. And dr.em you this eivnigh f')r cucb foul scorn 1 
yl/ig. I would not 1x1 a judge in my own cause, 
do I know what sense of (Xinislinient 
May reach tlie soul of ribalds such as Sicno; 

But if his insults sink no tleopcr in 
I’lu* minds <if the inquisitors than they 
Have nitFled mine, he will, for all acquittance, 

Be left to his omi sliamele8sne.ss or shame. 

Mar. Some Racrifiec is due to slander’d virtue. 

Ang. Why, wliat is virtue if it needs a victim? 
i)r if it must depend upon men’s w'orIs ? 

The dying lioman saul, “’t was but a name:” 

It were indeed no more, if human breaUi 
[)ould make or mar it. 

Mar. Yet full many a dame, 

Stainless and faithful, would feel all the wrong 
[)f such a slander; and less rigid ladies, 

Such as abound in Venico, would be loud 
^nd all-inexorable in their cry 
For justice. 

Ang. This but proves it is the name 
ftnd not the quality they prize: the first 
Have found it a hard task to bold their honour, 

If they ri’quirc it to be blazon’d forth; 

4nd those who have not kept it, seek its scorning 
fts tiiey would look out for an ornament 
Df wh^ they feel the want, but not because 
They think it so; they live in otliers’ thoiigfits, 
ftnd would seem honest as Uioy must seem fair. 


Ang. And yet they were iiQ? father^s; with his name 
The solo iidieritancc he left. 

Mar. Toil want ncme; 

Wife to a prince, the cliief of the Republic. 

Ang. 1 shoulvl have sought none tlmugh a peasant’s 
brul(!, 

But foci nol less the love and gratitude 
Due lo my father, who bestow’d my hand 
Ul)on his early, tried, and trusted friend, 

The Chnmt Vul di iVlarinu, now our Idogc. 

Mar. And with lliat hand did he bestow your Jicarl 
Ang. He did so, or it bad not been bestow’d. 

Mar. ^'et (his strange disproportion in your years, 
And, let me add, disparity of tempers, 

Might muk(! the world doubt whether such an unicfti 
OjiiIJ make you wis(“l_v, permanently liappy. 

Ang. 'i'lje world will think willi worldlings; but mv 
heart 

Has still been in my duties, which arc many, 

Bill ue.ver dillieult,. 

Mar. Ami do you love liiin? 

Ang. I love all noble (jiialilies which merit 
T.ove, and I I<)V!mI my father, who fir-it taught mo 
'j’o suigh! out what wi! should loV(‘ iu others, 

Ami lo siihdiM* all tendency to lend 
Tie' fw'it ami purest fi-elin^s (*four tiiilure 
'I’ll Iciser passj!His. He b(‘Stow'd my liand 
Hpon Fate ro: he had knfuvn hitii noble, 

Brave, :;erH'.r*iii,-:, rieh in all the (|nahties 
Of soiduT, eilizen, and fib'iid; iu all 
Sueli have 1 tbnnd liiin as my father said. 

His faults ar<! those that dwi'll in llie hi^di l)!)som«t 
Of meji will) liav<‘ enimnamled; t<»o mueh [‘ride. 

And Ihe {h-ep passions fii rceiy fosb-r’d f>y 
Tlu! uses of |nilriei.ms, and jl hje. 

S[‘Mil in the storms of slat!* and war; and also 
From lln- qiiiek s! ii;-e of lioiiour, whieh hee!)jiU!S 
\ dulv ti» a !*erlaiji sign, a vice 
When oV!*rs1nun’d. and tins 1 fear in him. 

And tin’ll l.e has Ihs-u rash fn'-m his VuUlfi upwards, 

'i et lenqn r.l hy rederining iioldeiiess 
In such s'or*, that lh(‘ wru'ii’''l !‘f roptibliet; 

Has lavitdi*!! all its <‘hi«‘f enip!«)vs upon ]iir», 

Fruu his first tiylit to his las! emba-sy, 

,From whit'll (>n Ids n tiim the dukedom met him. 
j Mar. Bo! jtri'.'ions to lliis marria-.’c, had youi heart 
Ne’<‘r heal fi>r any of the nol>!e youth, 

Such as m years had b«'en mon* meet match 
Beauty like yiKirs? or r.inee have you ihmt seen 
Om*, who, if vuur fi;ir hand wt're still to give. 

Might now pref<*nd to Boredaiio’s daughi!*r? 

Aug. J uiibwcr'd your first question wlieii I said 
1 married. 

Mar. And tlie second? 

Aug. Neeils no answer. 

Mar. I pray your panloii, if I liavc offended. 

Ang. \ fed no wratli, but soin * surpris!*: I knew not 
That weddi.'d bosoms couhl ]»iTmi( lli«:msdves 
To jwridcr upon what they now might choose, 

Or augJit save their past clioicc. 

Afar. ’T is their past choice 

That far too often makes tliem deem lliey would 
Now choose more wisely, could tin y <':ancel it. 

Ang. It may bo so. I knew not of such thoughts. 
Mar. Here comes tlic D<igc—sliall I retire ? 

Ang. It may 

Be better yoti should quit mo; he seems rapt 
In thought.—How pensively he takes iii.s way! 

[A'jii Mariattna 

Enter Ote Doge and Pietro. 

D^fge, (7nu.sing.) There is a certain Philip Calendaro 
Now in tile Arsenal, who holds command 
Of eighty men, and has great influence 



Besides on a!l the spirits of Iiis comrades: 

This man, I hear, is bold and popular, 

Sudden and dw'mg, and yet secret;’t would 
Bo well that h© were won: I needs must hope 
That Israel Bertuccio has secured him, 

But fain would bo- 

Pk, My lord, pray pardon mo 

For breakmg in upon your meditation; 

The Senator Bcrtuccio, your kinsman, 

Charged me to follow and inquire your pleasure 
To fix an hour when he may speak with you. 

Doge. At sunset.—Stay a moment—let me see— 
Say in tlio second hour of night. [Exit PiETm 
' My lord! 

.Thf>e^ My deju*est child, forgive mo—why delay 
So long a]>proadung me?—1 saw you not. 

Antf, You were absorb’d in thought, and he who no’ 
lias parted from you might have words of weight 
To bear you from the senate. 
lioge. Fnwn the senate? 

A/f/r. I would not interrupt him in his duty 
And ih<*irs. 

/logo. The senat(!s duty! yoti mistake; 

’T is w(^ who owe all sorvire t(» lint .senate. 

I flioijght iJir Ihike had held cormnaml in V(“nie(. 
11*' j'ijall.—But h'l that pass.—We uill h 
jocund. 

IJj>w fares it with you? have you ln‘(*n abroa<l? 

The day is <»vercasf, hut the calm wave 
Favours tlie gfuifloliers light skitinnini.' oar; 

Or have yon heitl a levee of your friends? 

Or has yoiir iiuisie made yon solitary? 

Say—is ibere aught that y(m would wall within 
'I’he httle sway n«»w left tlu; Jhike? or aught 
Of filling sjdondour, or of honest pl»;asure, 

S(>eial or lonely, that would glytl your lieart, 
r.Hj»])ensate f)r ninny a dull hour, wasted 
On an (»ld man oft moved with many cares? 

Speak, and h is done. 

A//y. Ton Vc ever kind to me— 

I have notliing to d<*sirc, or to re<jui'.sf, 

K\cept to see you ofu’iHT and calmer. 

C'alimT? 

Aui'. Ay, calmer, my good lord.—Ali, why 

l>.-) you still k<‘ep apart, and walk alone, 

And let such strong emotions stamp your brow, 

As n<»t betraying their full import, ycl 
Disrdose Ux) much? 

iJegc. Disclose loo much!—of what? 

WJiat is there disclose ? 

Ani^. A heart so ill 

At ease. 

Th^e. ’T is notliing, cbild.—But in the state 
You know wbat daily cares oppress all those 
Who govern tliis precarious C(jmmonvvealth; 

Now suffi‘ring from tlu; Genoese without, 

And malccontents within—’tls tins which rnalces me 
More pensive and less trarKjuil than my w'onl. 

AniT. Yet this existed long bcfor»‘, and never 
Till in these late days did I see you fhu.s. 

Forgive me; tliere is something at your heart 
More than the mere discJiargr f»f public duties, 

Which long use and a talent like to yours 
Have rendered light, nay, a necessity, 

To keep your mind from stagnating. ’T is not 
In hostile states, nor perils, thus to shake you; 

You, who have stood all storms and never sunk, 

And climb'd up to tho pinnacle of power 
And never fainted by tho way, and stand 
Upon it, and can look down steadily 
Along the depth beneath, and ne’er feel dizzy. 

Were Genoa’s galleys riding in tlie port, 

Were civil fury raging in St. Mark’s, 

You are not to be wrought on, but would fall, 

As you have risen, with an unaiter'd brow—’ 


Tour feeling.^ now are of a different kind ; 

Something has stung your pride, not patriotism* 
i)ogc. Pride! AngioUna? Alas! none is left me, 
Ang-. Yes—tho same sin that overthrew the vigeU, 
And of all sins most easily besets 
Mortals Uie nearest to Uio angelic nature: 

The vile are only vain; die great are proud. 

Doge, J had the pride of honour, of ycrur honour. 
Deep at my heart—But lot us change the theme. 

Ans, Ah no!—As I have ever shared your kiiidaea 
In all things else, lot mu not be shut out 
From your distreiss: were it of public import, 

You know I m*ver sought, would never seek 
To win a word from you; but fijcling now 
Your grief is private, it belongs to me 
To lighten or divide it. Since tlio day 
When foolish Sieno’s ribaldry detected 
Uniix’d your (piiel, you are greatly changed, 

And I would so^»Ui you l»ack to what you were. 

Dogo. To what 1 was!—Have you heard StenoV 
seiilencc? 

Ang. No. 

Doge, A month’s arrest. 

-<4wir. Is it not enough? 

Jhygr. Euoii^^h!—yes’, f>r a drunken galley slave, 
Wlio, .sMing by siripe«, may murmur at hi.< master; 

But lint n,r n <lelib<'ral(', false, cool villain, 

W^lio .stains a huly's an<l a primre’s honour 
Evi'ii on the throne of his authority. 

Ang. There sciMiis tt) me enough in the conviction 
)f a patriciai) guilty of a falsehood: 

All oMmt ptini’linKsn!, were light, unto 
lis lo.ss (d !jt;5Jour. 

Dogv. ^'^^h men have no lionour; 

They Itave hut tluui \!l<' lives — uiid these aro spared. 
Ang. V.»n not h;no him dio fu* this olfencis? 

Dogr, Not wnr :— lieiiig still I’d have him live* 
(fUg as he ("I'l; he has ceast*d to merit death; 

The guilty Ictth ({aniuVI his liuiulrisl judge.<?, 

And he is piiw, fill ii,)\v his «Time is l!u*ir«. 

Ang. (k‘i! h:i'l this fklse and flippant libeller 
'•'lied hi • young Moo l fir his absurd lampoon, 

Ne’er from il«al luonenJ en.-ld tlii.s hn-asf have known 
\ joyous I'oiir, or ilre.tmles.s .sluadrer tiK*rc. 

Door. |)fK*s ii'-f the l.Lvv of Heaven say blood I«r 
blood ? 

nd he wlio iiuoli kills more than he who shed.i it. 

K it the jutin. oi hinws, or shnnu- <>f l)k)ws, 
riial makes sucli deadly (<► the sense iifinan'^ 

)o not the lav. .s of man say Idt^od f.r honour? 
tinl, less than honour, lor y little gdd? 

!ay not ihe laws of nations blo<ul lor treason? 
s't inilhing to hare (i!)'<| the.se veias with pol.son 
>r llu-ir ouee healdd'il current? is it notliing 
t have st ail, I vour name and mme—tlie nohle.^l namcK ? 
.s'l nu'hing to have brought into cinjtempt 
V prince beftiv his people? to iiavc fail’d 
i the re.sps'e.t aeeerded hy mankind 
’o youth in woman, and old age in man? 

.’o virtue in your sex, am! dignity 
1 otirs ?—but IcL them look to it who have. «avcd him. 
Ang. lJ< aven bids us to forgive our emunies. 

Doge. Doth IJcavcn forgive her own? Is Satan saved 
'roiri wrath eternal? 

Ang. Do not speak thus wildly— 

eaven will alike forgive you and your foes. 

Doge. A men ! May Heaven forgive tliein! 

Ang. And will you ? 

Doge. Yes, when they are in heaven! 

Ang. And not till tlion ? 

Dogci What matters my forgiveness ? an old man’s, 
Vorii out, scorn’d, spurn'd, abt^sed ; what matters then 
Ay pardon more than my roscntmcnt, both 
ieing weak and worthless ? J have lived loo long.— 
ut let us change tlio argument.—My child 



Mj injured wife, the child oi Loredano, 

The brave, the chivalrous how little deem’d 
Thy father, wedding thee unto his friend, 

That he was linking thee to shame!—Alas! 

Shame without sin, for thou art faultless. Hadst thou 
But had a ditferent husband, any husband 
In Venice save the Doge, this blight, this brand, 

This blasphemy had never fallen upon tlioe. 

So yoimg, so beautiful, so good, so pure, 

To suffer this, and yet bo unavenged! 

Jing, I am too well avenged, for you still lovo me, 
And trust, and honour me; and all men know 
That you are just, and I am true: what more 
Could I require, or you command ? 

Doge. ’T is well, 

And may be better; but whate’er betide, 

Be thou at least kind to my m< mory. 

Ang. Why speak you thus ? 

Doge, It is no matter why; 

But I would still, whatever others think, 

Have your respect both now and in my grave. 

Ang. Why sliould yon doubt it ? has it ever fail’d ? 

Doge. Como hither, child; 1 would T word with you. 
Your father was my friend ; unequal fortune 
Moxlo him my debtor for some courle.sics 
Which bind the good more firmly: when, opprest 
With his last malady, he will’d our union, 

It was not to repay me, long repaid 
Before by Ids great loyalty in friendship ; 

His object was to place your oqdiari beauty 
In honourable safety from the perils, 

Winch, iu this scorpion nest of vice, assail 
A lonely and undower’d maid. I did not 
Think with him, but would not oppose llic tliought 
Which soothed his dcalh-bcd. 

Ang. I have not forgotten 

The nobleness with which you bade me speak 
If my young heart held any preferenro 
Wliich would have made me hapjjicr; nor your offer 
To make my dowry equal to the rank 
Of aught in Venice, and forego all claim 
My fatlicr's last injiiiictiuu gave you. 

Doge. Thtis, 

*Twas not a foolUh dotard’s vile caprice, 

Nor the false e<lge <»f aged appetite, 

Which made me covetous of girlish beauty, 

And a young tiridc: for in my fieriest yiUJih 
I sway*<I siiclt passions; nor was this my age 
Infected with that b prosy of lust 
Which taints llic ln>ariesl years of vicious men, 

Making tht m ransack to the very last 
The dregs of pleasure n»r their vanislul joys ; 

Or buy in seltish marriage some young victim, 

Too bo)))]ess to refuse a state tJmt V lionesf, 

Too r?chng not to know licrse.lf a wretch. 

Our wedlock was not of fids 5?ort; you had 
Freedom fnmi me to cIumjkc, and urged in answer 
Your father’s choice. 

Ang. 1 did so; I w’ould do so 

)n face of (‘arlh and heaven; for I liavc novel 
Repented f>r my sake; sometimes fir yours, 

In (KUidering o’er your late disquietudes. 

Doge.. I knew my lieart would never treat you liarshly 
'( knew my days could not disturb yon long; 

And then the daughter of my earlie.st friend, 

.. His worthy tlaughtcr, free to ehorise again, 

[ Wealthier and wi.-cr, in the ripest bloom 
? Of womanhootl, more t^Uilful to select 
' By passing those probationnr}' years 
? Irdieriting a prince's name and riclios, 

^ Secured, by the sliorl penan^ ^ enduring 
I An old man for some summiiKI»'iAgainst all 
f That law’s ehMitne or envicMiflkinsmen might 
i, Have urgd4 igtbist her riglit ; my best friend’s child 
j Would choo*e more fitly in respect of years, 


And not less truly in a faitliful heart 
Ang. My lord, 1 look’d but to my father’s wishes, 
Hallow’d by his last words, and to my Imut 
For doing all its duties, and replying 
With faith to liim with whom I was affianced. 
Ambitious hopes ne’er cross’d my dreams ; and should 
The hour you speak of come, it will be seen so. 

Doge. I do believe you; and I know you true: 

For love, romantic love, which in my youth 
1 knew to be illusion, and ne’er saw 
Lasting, !)ut oficn fatal, it hud been 
No lure fur me, in my most passionate days, 

And could not be ho now, did such exist. 

But. such rc.‘<peci, and mildly paid regard 

As a true feeling for your welfare, and ^ 

A free compliance with all honest wishes; 

A kindness to your virtues, watchfulness 

Nut shown, but ‘jlindowitig oVr such little failings 

As youth is apt in, .so as not to check 

Rashly, Imf win you from tluun ere you knew 

You inid boi-ii won, hut thought the change your choice; 

A pride not ill y(»ur licauty, but your conduct,— 

A trust in you—a palnarolial love, 

Anti not a doting homage—friendship, faith— 

'Urh esiiinalioii in your eyes as llieso 
Might claim, I liopcd for. 

Ang. And have ever had. 

.Doge. 1 tliink so. For the difference in our years 
You knew it, ch(»o.suig me, and chose: I trusted 
Ni»l to my ipialifii'^, nor would have faith 
such, nor outward ornainonfs of natiiiv, 

Were 1 still in iiiy live .and iweniieth spring; 

r trusted to tiu' Idood (»r I..nrcdano 

Pure in your veins; 1 (rusted to the soul 

God gave you—to l)ie tnith.s your father taught you— 

To your beiicfin licavcn- to your mild virtues— 

To your own I'aitli anil honour, for my own. 

Ang. You have domiwcll.—I ibankyou for that trust, 
Which I have never ior one moment cea.s<*(J 
j To honour you the nmre for. 

Doge. WJuTe i.s lionoiir, 

nnate and prcce|>!-strcrigt]icii'd, ’tis tlje. rwk 
Jffiiith connubial: wiicreit is not—wiicre 
right thoughts arc lurking, or the vaniti<*s 
ff worhlly pleasure rankle in tlio lieart, 

Jr sensual throbs convulse it, well I know 
T were hopelcs.s for humanity to dream 
)f honesty in such infected blood. 

Although’t were wed to him it covets most: 

An inearnation of tlio poets god 
n all his marbU-chiseird beauty, or 
The denn-dcify, Alcides, in 
flis majesty of siqierhuman manhood, 

Woiikl not suffice to hind where virtue is not; 
t is ooiisistoncy which firms and proves it: 

Vice cannot fix, and virtue eannot change. 

The once fall’ll woman must f>r ever fall; 

Por vice must have varie ty, while virtue 
Stands Iik<5 the sun. and all which rolls around 
Drinks lifi', and light., and glory from her aspect. 

Ang. And seeing, f eling thus iliis tnilli in olhers, 

T pray you pardon me ;) but wliereffire yield you 
, To die most fien'o of fatal passions, and 
Disquiet your great ihouglils with restless liate 
Of such a thing as Steno? 

Doge. Y'ou mistake me. 

It is nut Steno who could move me Uius; 

Had it been so, he shoukl-but let that pass. 

Ang. What is’t you feel so deeply, then, even now? 
Doge.. The violated majesty of Venice, 

At once insulted in her lord mid laws. 

Ang. Alas! why will you thus cimskier it? 

Doge, 1 have thought on’t till-but let me lead 

you back 

To what I urged; all these things being noted, 



I wed(ted you; the world then did mo justice 
Upon the motive, and my conduct proved 
They did me right, while yours was all to praise: 
you had all freedom—all respect—^11 trust 
Frrnn me and mine; and, bom of tiiose who made 
Princes at home, and swept kings from their thrones 
On foreign shores, in all things you appear’d 
Worthy to be our first of native dames. 

Ang. To what does this conduct? 

Doge, To thus much—thal 

A miscreant's angry breath may blast it all~ 

A villain, whom for his unbridled bearing, 

Even in die midst of our great festival, 

1 caused to be conducted f >rth, and taught 
How to demean himself in ducal chambers; 

A \fretch like this may leave upon the wall 
The blighting venom of his sweltering heart, 

And this shall spread itself in general poison; 

And woman's innocence, man's honour, pass 
Into a by-word; and the doubly felon 
(Who first insulted virgin miHlesty 
By a gross afironl to your attendant damsels 
Amidst the noblest of our dames in puldic) 

Ritquite himself for his most just expulsion 
By blackening publicly bis sovereign's consort, 

Ai«l be absolved by his upright compeers. 

Artg. But he has been condemn’d into captivity. 

Ihuc. For such as him a dungeon were actjuitial; 
And his brief term of mock-arrest will pass 
Within a palace. Btit 1 Vc done wdlh him; 

The rest must bo with you. 

Ang, With me, my lord? 

Doge. Yes, Angiolina. J>o not marvel; I 
Have let this prey upon mo till 1 feel 
My life cannot be long; and fain would have you 
Regard the injunctions you will find within 

J'iiis scroll (&iving hr a paper) -Fear not; they are 

for your advantage: 

Read them hereafter at the fitting hour. 

Ang. My lord, in life, and after lile, you sliall 
Be honour’d still by mo : but may your days 
Be many yet—and happier than Uie present! 

This passion will give way, and you will bo 
Serene, and wliat you should b<‘.—wliat you were. 

D(fg€. 1 will be what I sliould bo, or be nolliing; 

But never more—oh ! nev(T, never more, 

O’er tlio few days or hours which yri awmt 
*rhe blighted old ago of Faliero, shall 
Sweet Ciuiet shed W sunset! Never more 
Those stuiimcr shadows rising from tho ^last 
Of a not ill-spent nor inglorious life, 

Mellowing tlie last hours as tiic night ayiproaches, 

Shall sooth me to my moment of long rest. 

1 liad but little more to task, or hope, 

Save tlic regards duo to the blood and sweat, 

And the. soul’s labour Uirough which 1 had toil’d 
To make my country honour’d. As her servant— 

Her servant, though her chief—I would have gone 
Down to my failiers with a name serene 
And pure as theirs; but this has been denied mo.— 
Would I had died at Zara! 

Ang. Tliero you saved 

The state; then live to save her still. A day, 

Another day like that would be tlic best 
Reproof to them, and sole revenge for you. 

Doge. But one such day occurs witiiin an age; 

My life is little less tlian one, and 'tis 
Enough for Fortune to have granted mce, 

That which scarce one more favour'd citizen 
May win in many states and years. But wliy 
Thus g|>eak 1 ? Venice has forgot that day— 

Then why should I remember it ?—Farewell, 

Sweet Angiolina! I must to my cabinet; 

There’s much for me to do—and tlie hour hastens. 

Ang. Remember what you were. 


Doge, It were in vain! 

Joy’s recollection is no longer joy, 

Wliile Sorrow’s memory is a sorniw still. 

Ang. At least, svha’cW may urge, let me implore 
That you will take some little pause of rest : 

Your sleep for many nigliLs has been so turbid, 

That it had boon relief to have awaked you, 

Had I not hoped tliat Nature would oerpower 
At length tlic thoughts which shook your sluinbei^ thu 
An hour of rest wdll give you to your toils 
With fitter thoughts and freshen’d strengtii. 

Doge. I cannoh 

I must not, if [ could; for never was 
Such reason to be watclilul: yot a few— 

Yet a few days and dream-perturbed nigbis, 

And I shall slumber well—but whore ?—^no matter. 
Adieu, my Angiolina. 

Ang, hot me he 

An instant—^yet an insUiiit your coiuponiiHi! 

I cuiinol bear to leave you thus. 

Jhge. Conic then, 

My gentle child—f >rgivo me ; tiiou wort made 
For better fortunes than to share in mine, 

Now darkling in their close toward the deep vale 

Where Death sits robij<l in his all-siveeping sliadow. 

Wlien I am gone—it may be sooner than 

Even these yi'ars warrant, lor llicre is tliat stirring 

Wilfiia—above—around, Liuil ui this city 

Will make, the cetnelcries populous 

As e’er they were by jiesulence or war,— 

When I am nothing, let thal wJiidi 1 was 
Be still sometimes a name on tliy sweet lips, 

A shadow in thy fancy, of a thing 

Whicli would not have tJioe mourn it, but remember 

Let us begone, my child—the time is pKtssing. 

[AVvunt. 

ScKNE II.—.A retired Spot near tlie Arsenal. 
Israel Bertuccio and Piin.ir Oalendaro. 
Cal. How 8|>ed you, Israel, in your late complaiut? 
/. Brr. Wliy, weU. 

Cat. Is’t jiossible! will ho be punish’d 7 

/. Der. Yes. 

Cal. Willi what? a mulct or on arrest? 

/. Der. Willi death!— 

Cal. Now you rave, or must intend revenge, 

5iich as I counsellM you, witli your own haiwl. 

/. Ber. Yes; and for one sole draught of liale, forego 
Tile great redress wo meditate for Vcumjc, 

And change a life of liope for one of f‘xile; 
jcaving one scorpion crush’d, and thousands slinging 
Vly fi'ietids, my fiimily, my countrymen! 

No, Oalendaro ; tliese same drops of blood, 

^hetl sliamefully, shall have the whole of iiis 
<\>r their requital—But not only his; 
pVc will not strike for private wrongs alone: 

'^uch are for soltish passions and rash men, 

But are unworthy a tyrannicide. 

Cal. You have more patience Uian I care to boast 
-lad 1 been present when you bore this insult, 
must have slain him, or c.\pired myself 
!n liie vain effort to repress my wrath. 

/. Ber. Tliank Heaven, you were not—tUl iiad else 
been marr’d: 

As’t is, our cause looks jtrosperous still. 

Cal. You saw 

I’ll© Doge—what answer gave he ? 

I. Ber. That there was 

No punishment for such as Barbaro. 

Cal. I told you so before, and tiiat’t was idle 
To tiiink of Justice from such hands. 

/. Ber. At least, 

t lull’d suspicion, i^iowing confidence. 

Had 1 been silent* tiot a sbirro but 
Hod kept me in his eye, as raeditating 



A silent, solitary, deep revenge. 

Coi. But wherefore not address you to the Council ? 
The Do^e is a mere pupf>et, who can scarce 
Obtain right fiw hinwelf. Why speak to himi 

/. J9er. You shall know that hereafier. 

Cal, Why not now? 

/. Bcr . Be patient but till midnight. Gel your musters, 
And bid our frieniis prepare tlieir companies :-»• 

Set all in readineas to strike the blow, 

Perhaps in a few hours; we liave long waited 
For a fit tiiu(v~tha( hotir is on the 
It may be, of ifHindrrow’H sim; delay 
Beyond may breed jis double danger. See 
That all Ik* punctual at our place <»f meeting, 

And arm’d, excepting tfiose of I he Sixteen, 

Win) will remain among the troops to wait 
'I'lie signal. 

Cal. Tlies«-* brave words liave l)reatljcd new life 
Into !ny veins; T am sick of these protracted 
And lu'sitaliiig coijneils: day on day 
Crawl'd (* 0 , and ad«le<l but anotlwr link 
To our long futvrs, and some fresln’r wrf>ng 
Infik'tctl on our brctltren or ourselves, 

HelpiJigln swell our tyrants’ bloated strength 
Let IIS Init deal upon them, and 1 care not 
For the r<*8iilt, wliieh must lie rlealh or freedom* 

I ’m >veary to llie h<*arl «*f tiud ng nc'iiher. 

J. fi>r. We will he free in life or death! the grave¬ 
ls cl>airiless. Have you all the musters ready? 

And are the sixteen companies completed 
To sj\ty ? 

Cud. All save two, in which there are 
Twenty-live >»anting to make up the number. 

/. Nomatter;\vecaiulowilhoiit. Whose tire they? 

i'al. Bertram’s and old Sorany-o’s, l»ofh of whom 
Ap|.M*nr less fiirwiioJ in the einise ihari wc are. 

/. Ber. Tour fiery nature makes you deem all tJioso 
Who are noi j-estN-s« cold: hut tliere exists 
ttft m eoncentr«jd apirits not less daring 
J'han ill mor<‘ loud avengers. 1 to not doubt them. 

Cai. \ do not doubt the elder ; )>ut in Bwtram 
There w a hesitating softness, fatal 
To enterprise like ours: I \e .se<-n that man 
Weep like an infant o’er the misery 
Of others, heedless of liis own, though greater; 

And in a recent quarrel I belicld him 

Turn sick at sight of blood, although a villain’s. 

/. Ber. The truly brave arc soft of heart and ryes, 
And feel for what their duty bids them do. 

I have laiown Bertram long; there doth not breatho 
A soul more full of honour. 

Cal. It may be .so: 

I apprehend less treachery than weakness; 

Vet as he has no mistress, and no wile 
To work upon his milkiness ofs])irit, 

Ho may go through the ordeal; it is well 
Ho is an orphan, friendless save in us: 

A woman or a cliild had made Iiim less 
Than either in resolve. 

/. Ber. Such tie.s arc not 

Por tho.se who are call’d to tlie high destinies 
Which purify corrupted commonwealtlis ; 

Wo must forgot all feelings save foe iwto— 

We must resign all passions save our purpose— 

We must beliold no object save our country— 

And only look on death as beautiful, 

So that the sacrifice ascend to heaven, 

And draw down freedom on her evermore. 

Cal. Bui if wo foil— 

/. Ber. They never fail who die 

la a great cause: tlie block may soak their gore; 

Their heads may sodden in tlte sun; their Uml^ 

Be strung to city gates and castle walls— 

But still their spirit walks abroad. Though years 
Elapse, and others share as dark a doom, 


I They but augment the deep and sweeping thou^ta 
I Whicli overj)ower all others, and rraiduct 
Tlic world at last to freodew: What were we, 

If Bnitus had not lived ? Ho died in giving 
Home liberty, but loft a deathless lesson— 

A name which is a virtue, and a soul 
Wliidi multiplies itself throughout all time, 

When wicked men wax migiity, and a state 
Tiiras servile: he and his high friimd were styled 
’The last of Romans!” Let us be flic first 
Of true Venetians, sprung from Roman sires. 

Cal. Our fathers did not fly from Atlila 
Into these isles, where palaces have sprung 
Oil banks rede'*m'd from the rude o<*eRn’s ooze, 

To own a ‘hotisand d<!s)K)fs in his place. 

Heficr bow down before the Hun, and call 
A Tartar lord, than the.se swoln silkworms masters! 
The first at h'lust was man, anrl used his sword 
As Kcoplro; these unmanly creeping things 
(baiimand our sw<*rd.s, and rule us with a word 
As \^itl) a s[iell. 

/. Ber. If .shall bt; broken soon. 

You say that all things arc in readiness; 

'I'o-tlay 1 have not been the usual round. 

And why Ihon knowest; hut tli}^ vigilance 
Will better liave supplied iny care: these orders 
Jn recent eonneil to redouble now 
)tir oflbrfs to rt-pair tlie galleys, have 
Lent a fair colour to the introduction 
’>f niJiny of our cause info the arsenal, 

As iK'W arlifieers fir (heir equipment, 

)r fresh rerruit.'j ohtainM in liasie to man 
The ho]>eiMbr fleet.—Are all supjilied with .aim.s? 

Cal. All who were deem’d (riisf-worili) ; llierc are some 
Whom it were \v<‘Il to keep in ignornnee 
Till If bo time to strike, and then supple (le iu: 

Wlien in the heat and hurrv <if the Iiour 
They have no opp<'r(un»fv lo pause, 

”>111 neeils rnnsl on with flio-^e vho naiI! <-urrouiid them. 

I. Ber. Y(»u have said v i II, 1 l.ive vou r'-mark'd all siK*.h? 
Ciil. I 'vi* }io’ed most; und erji.-fd tju* other ehieft 
To IHC like ejiutloii in their ei-.njpanins. 

As far as 1 liuve «(en, we aie 'm.ou.mi 
T o make Iho enteqiriso secert, it ’i w 
^’oinmeneed to-tnormw; bin, n!| ’( is bi-'qui, 
hiach luMir is j-regunuf uiiii a tlir-usantl perils. 

I. Bcr. Let file .'-Jjvteen e( at the wonted hour, 
ux(’.(j»t Soranzo, Is'icole.Uo lToO(J,\ 

And Marco Giuda, who will ke. p tln ir watch 
Within the arsenal, oiul iiold all ready, 

Expectant of the .signal we will fix <)n. 

Cal. Wo w'ill not fail. 

I. Bcr. Let all (he rest bo there; 

have a stranger to present lo tliem. 

Cal. A stranger! (foUi he know t/m secret? 

I. Bcr. Yes. 

Cal. And have yon dared to peril your friends’ lives 
On a rash confidonco in one we know not ? 

/. Ber. I have risk’ll no man’s life (xcept my own— 
)f lliat be certain: he is one wJio may 
Make our assurance doubly sme, according 
His aid; and if reluctant, he no less 
8 in our power: lie comes alone with mo, 

And cannot ’scape us; but he will noi swerve. 

Cal. I cannot judge of tliis until 1 know him: 

5 he one of our order ? 

I. Ber. Ay, in .s[>irit, 

Although a cliild of ^eatness; ho is one 
Who would become a throne, or overthrow one— 

One who has done great deeds^And seen great changes; 
No tyrant, Uiough bred up to tyranny ; 

Valiant in war, and sage in council; noble 
In nature, although haughty; qtifok, yet wary: 

Yei for all this, so full of certun passions, 

That if once stirrid and baffled, as be has been 
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0[ion the tenderest points, there is no Fury 
In Grecian story like to that which wrings 
His vitals with her burning hands, till ho 
Grows capable of uil ihinris for revenge; 

And add too, that his tiilrtd is liberal, 

He secs and feels Uie fieople are oppress’d, 

And shares their sutferings. Take him all in all, 

We have need of such, and such have netii of ua. 

Cd. And what part would you have him lake with us? 

L Ber. It may be, that of chief. 

Gtd. What! and resign 

Vour own command as leader ? 

/. Ber. Even so. 

My object is to make your cause end w(‘ll, 

And not P'^sh myself to power. Experience, 

Some skill, and your own choice, hari mark’d mo out 
To act in trust as your curnmander, till 
Some worthier should appear: if I liavc found such 
As you yourselves shall own more worthy, think you 
That I would hesitate from selhshness, 

And, covciousof brief authui ity, 

Stake our deep interest on iny single thoughts, 

Rather than yield to one above me in 
All leading qualities ? No, Calundaro, 

Know your friend better; but you all shall judge.— 
Away! and lot us moot at the fix’d liour. 

Be vigilant, and ail will ytJt go well. 

.Co/. Worthy Berluccio. 1 liave kuown you ever 
Trusty and brave, with head and heart to plan 
What i have still been prompt to execute. 

For ray own part, I seek no other ebief; 

What the rest will decide 1 know not, but 
I am with vou, as I have ever been, 

In all our undertakings. Now farewell, 

Until the hour of nudni^jhl sees ns meet. [Exeunt. 


ac;t hi. 

Scene I.—*S'ceup, Oie Sprtre f>€twrpn (he Cand amt the 
Church of San Giomnni c Sav Paolo. An optfstrian 
Statue before it.—A Gomlola tics in the (Jand at .^ome 
disianre. 

Enter theDoQT. doncy disg^uised. 

Doge, {solus.) I am before the hour, tlio hour whose 
voice, 

Pealing into the arch of night, might strike 
These palaces with ominous tottering, 

And rock their marbles to the corner-.stone, 

Waking tlie sleepers from some hideous dream 

Of indistinct but awful migiiry 

Of that which will befull them. Yes, proud city! 

Thou must be cicaased of the black blood which makes 
thee 

A lazar-house of tyranny: the task 
Is forced upon rne, I have sought it not; 

And therefore was I jiunish'd, soeirig this 
Patrician pestilence spread on and on, 

ITntil at length tl smote me in my siumhers, 

And I am tainted, and must wash away 
The plague-spots in the healing wave. Tall fane! 
Where ahiisp my fathers, whose dim statues shadow 
The door w'hich doth divide us from the dead, 

Where all the pregnant hearts of our bold blood, 
Moulder’d into a mite (d* a.shos, hold 
In one shrunk heap, what once made many heroes. 
When what is now a handful shook the earth— 

Fane of the tutelar saints who guard our house! 

Vault where two Doges rest—my sires! who died 
The one of toil, the other in the held, 

With a long race of other lineal chie& 

And sages, whose great labours, wounds, and state 
I have inhorited,—let die graven gape, 

Till all thine aisles he peopled with Uie dead, 

And {)our them from thy portals to gaze on me! 


I call tliem U{>, and them and dice to witness 
What it hath been which put me to dus task— 

Their pure liigh blood, their blazon roll of glories, 
Their mighty name dishom>ur’d all ia me, 

Not hy mo, but by the ungrateful nobles 
We f)ught to make our eijuals, not our lords:— 

And chiefly Ihou, Ordelafo dm brave, 

Wiio perish’d in (he field, wliero I since conquer’d, 
Battling at Za^a, did ilio hecatombs 
Ctf thine and Venice’ fi)cs, there olFer’d up 
By diy doscendantj merit such acquittance? 

Spirits! smile down upon me; for my cause 
Is yours, in all life now can be of yours,— 

Your (auif, your name, all mingled up m mine, 

And in die future furlurjcs t>f our race! 

Let me but prosper, and 1 make this city 
Free and immortal, and our house's name 
Worthier of wliat you were, now and heroafter! 

Euler Israel Bertuccio. 

I. Her. Who goes there ? 

Dove. A friend to Venice. 

1. Ihr. 'T is he. 

Welcome, my lord,—)'ou arc before tnc lime. 

Ihgc. I am ready to proceed to your assembly. 

/. Bcr. Have vvitii you,—I am proud and pleased to see 
Such eonlident ulaerity. Your doubts 
Since our last niceiing, then, are ail dispelfd? 

Doge. Not Ro —but 1 liave set my little left 
Of life upon this east: die die was thrown 
When 1 first listeiMl to your trea-son—Stan not! 

That is the word; 1 cannot shape my tongue 
To syllable Idack deeds into smooili names, 

Though I be wrought on to commit them. When 
1 hear*! you tempt your sovereign, and fijrboro 
’I’o have you dragg’d to pri.soii, I became 
Vmir guiltiest ac(’{>n»t»lice: now you may 
If it so pit'aso you, do as much by me. 

I. Bcr. Wtraiige words, my loixl, and most unmerited! 

I am no spy, and neither are wo traitors. 

Doge. H'e —H'e.—no matter—you liave earn’d llio 
right 

^ To talk of w<.—But to the point.—If ihi” 

Attempt succeeds, and V'eiaci*, render’d free 
And flourishing, when we are in our graves, 

Conducts her generations to our tombs, 

And inalios her children with their little hands 
Strew flowers o’er her deliverers’ ashes, tlien 
The cojis'ecjiience will sanctify tlic deed, 

And wc sliall he like the two Bruli in 
I’lic annuls of hereafter; hut if not, 

If we should fail, employing bloody means 
And secret plot, although to a end, 

Still we arc traitors, honest Israelthou 
No less than he who was tliy sovereign 
Six hours ago, and now lliy brother rebel. 

/. Ber. ’1’ is not the moment u* conshler thus, 

Else I could answer.—Let us to the meeting 
Or we may be obser\'ed in lingeruig here. 

Doge. W© ore observ'cd, and have boon. 

/. Ber. We observed 

Let me discover—end this steel— 

Doge. Pul up; 

Here arc no human witnesses: look there— 

What see you ) 

I. Ber. Only a tali warrior’s statue 

Bestriding a proud steed, in tlie dim light 
Of Uic d^l mowi. 

Doge. That warrior was the sire 

Of my sire’s fatiiers, and that statue was 
Decreed to him by the twice rescued city;— 

Think you dial be looks down on us or no? 

I. Ber. My lord,tlie8e are mere phantasies; tiiere are 
No eyes in marble. 

Doge. But there arc in Death. 



I tell thee, man, there is a epirit in 

Such things that acts and sees, unseen, tliough felt; 

And, if there be a spell to stir llie dead. 

Tie in such deeds as we are now upon. 

Deem’st thou the souls of such a race as mine 
Can rest, when he, their last descendant chief 
Stands plotting on the brink of their pure graves 
With stung plebeians 1 

/. Ber. It had been as well 

To have ponder’d this before,—ere you embark’d 
In our great enterprise.—^Do you repent ? 

Dogt. No—but I feel, and shall do to the last. 

I cannot quench a glorious life at once, 

Nor dwindle to the thing I now must be. 

And take men’s lives by stealth, without some pause; 
Yet doubt me not; it is this very feeling, 

And knowing what has wrung mo to be thus. 

Which is your best security. There’s not 
A roused mechanic in your busy plot 
So wrong’d as I, so fall’n, so loudly call’d 
To his r^ress: the very moans I am farced 
By these fell tyrants to adopt is such. 

That I abhor them doubly for the deeds 
Which ! must do to pay them back for theirs. 

I. Ber. Let us away—^hark—tlio hour strike.s. 

Dnge. On—on— 

It is our knell, nr that of Venice—On. 

I. Ber. Say rather, ’t is her freedom’s rising peal 
Of triumph-This way—wo are near tlie place. 

[Exeunt. 

ScEKE II.— The House where the Conspirators meet. 

Vabouho, Dono, Behtbam, Fedele Tkevisano, 

Calendaro, Aktohio delle Bende, &c. &c. 

Cal, {entering.) Are all here ? 

Dag. All with you; except tlto three 

On duty, and our leader Israel, 

Who is expected momently. 

Cat. Whore’s Bertram? 

Ber. Hero! 

Cal. Have you not been able to completo 

The number wanting in your com|iany ? 

Ber. 1 had mark’d out some: but I have not darod 
fo trust them with the secret, till assured 
That they were worthy faith. 

Cal. There is no need 

Of trusting to their faith: who, save ourselves 
And our more chosen comrades, is aware 
Fully of our intent ? they think themselves ’ 

Engaged in secret to the Signory, 

To punish some more dissolute young nobles 
Who have defied the law in Uieir excesses ; 

But once drawn up, and their new swords well-flesh’d 
in the rank hearts of the more odious senators. 

They will not hesitate to follow up 
Their blow upon the others, when they see 
The example of their chieis, and I for one 
Will set them such, that they for very shame 
And safety will not pause tiU ail have perish’d. 

Ber. How say you ? all! 

Cal. Whom wouldst thou spare ? 

Ber. I spare? 

I have no power to spare. I only question’d. 

Thinking tlutt even among these wicked men 
There n^t bo some, whose age and qualities 
Might ma^ them out for pity. 

Cal . Yes, such pity 

As when the viper hath been cut to pieces, 

The separate fragments quivering in the sun 
In the last energy of venomous life, 

Deserve and have. Why, I should think as soon 
^ P^JfiBg sente particular fang which made 
One M the jaw of tlie swoln serpent, as 
Of savuig one of these: tliey fbrin but links 


Of one long chain; one mass, one breath, one body; 
They eat, and drink, and live, and breed together. 
Revel, and lie, oppress, and kill in concert, 

So let them die as one.' 

Dag. Should one survive. 

He would be dangerous as the whole; it is not 
Their number, be it tens or thousands, but 
The spirit of this aristocracy 
Which must bo rooted out; and if there were 
A single shoot of the old tree in life, 

’T would fasten in the soil, and spring again 
To gloomy verdure and to bitter fhiit. 

Bertram, we must bo firm! 

Cal. I.ook to it well, 

Bertram; I have an eye upon thee. 

Ber. Who 

Distrusts me ? 

Cal. Not I; for if I did so. 

Thou wouldst not now bo tlicre to talk of trust; 

It is tliy softness, not thy want of faith. 

Which makes thee to be doubted. 

Ber. You should know 

Who hear me, who and what I am; a man 
Roused liktt yourselves to overthrow oppression; 

A kind man, I am apt to think, os .some 
Of you have found me; and if brave or no. 

You, Oalciidaru, can pronounce, who have seen me 
Put to the proof; or, if you should bavo doubts, 

I clear tliem on your person! 

Cal. You are welcome, 

When once our enterprise is o’er, which must not 
Be interrupted by a private brawl. 

Ber. I am no brawler; but can bear myself 
As far among the foe as any he 
Who hears me; else why have I been selected 
To be of your chief comrades ? but no less 
I own my natural weakness; T have not 
Yet learn’d to think of indiscriminate murder 
Without some sense of shuddering; and tlie sight 
Of blood which spouts through hoary scalps is not 
To me a thing of triumph, nor tlie death 
Of men surprised a glory. Well—too wcl 
I know that we must do such things on tliose 
Whose acts have raised up such avengers; but 
If there were some of tlicse who could be saved 
From nut this sweeping fate, for our ovm sakes 
And fur our honour, to take oil' some slain 
Of massacre, which else )>ullutes it wholly 
. had been glad ; and see no cause in this 
li’or sneer, nor for suspicion! 

Dag. Calm thee, Bertram; 

?or we suspect thee not, and take gisid heart, 
t is tlie cause, and not our will, which asks 
Such actions from our hands: we ’ll wash away 
All stains in freedom’s ftmntain 1 

Enter Israel Bertoccio oral the Dose, disguised. 
Dag. Welcome, Israel. 

Consp. Most wclcomo.—Bravo Bertuccio, thou art 
late— 

Who is this stranger 1 

Cal. It is time to name him. 

Our comrades are even now prepared to greet him 
'n brotherhood, as I have made it known 
That thou wouldst add a brother to our cause. 
Approved by thee, and thus approved by all. 

Such is our trust in all tliine actions. Now 
,et him unfold himself. 

/. Ber, Stranger, step forth! 

[T/i« Doge dtseavers Idmself. 
Consp. To arms!—we are betray’d—it is the Doge! 
Down with tliem both 1 our traitorous captain, and 
The tyrant he hath sold us to. 

Cal, (drawing his stoord.) Hcdd! Hold! 

Who moves a step against them dies. Hold! hoar 
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Bertuccio—What! are you ap|)aird to see 

A lono, ungtiardcd, weaponless old man 

Among you?—-Israel, speak! what means tliis mystcr) 

I. Ser. Let them advance and strike at Uieir ow 
bosoms, 

Ungrateful suicides! for on our lives 

Depend their own, their fortunes, and their hopes. 

Doge. Strike!—Ifl dreaded death, a death morofuarfti 
Thau any your rash wea|>ons can indict, 
f should not now be hereOh, noble Courage! 

'I'lic eldest bom of Fear, which makes you bravo 
Against this solitary hoary head! 

See the bold chiofe, who would reform a stale 
And shako clown senates, mad with wratli and dread 
At^ight of one patrician !—Butcher mo, 

You can; I care not.—Israel, are these men 
The mighty hearts you 8jK>ke of? l<x)k upon them! 

Cnl. Faith! he hath shatriod ns, and deservediy. 
Was this your trust in your true Chief Bertuccio, 

To turn your swords against him and his guest ? 
Sheallie Uiein, and hear him. 

/. Her, I disdain to speak. 

I'hey might and must have known a heart like mine 
Incapable of treachery; arnl the power 
They gave me to aih»pt ail litiiiig means 
'I’o furlhcr their desiuii was ne'er al)nse<l. 

I’Mey might be certain tiiat w'!n»e’<^r was brought 

By me into this council had been led 

'fo take his choice—l»rofher, or as victliin. 

Ihgi'. And which am 1 to In*? your actions leave 
Some cii'iso to <loiihl the fre**doin of the choice. 

7. Her. jMy lord, we woiiM Jjjive perish’d here. tog<*ther 
Had lliese rash men proceeded; bui. lediold, 

They are at'lmine.d of that nia<l tnorueiit s impulse, 

Aiiil droop tlunr h«»ads; hc'li^'ve me, fhev are sudi 
I described lliem—Speak to them. 

Cd. Ay, speak; 

VVe are all listiuiing in wonder. 

/. Bet. {wiflrcAnitii^ the Omitpirntorit.) You aro safe, 
Nav, mi>rc, almost triumphant^-listeu then, 

And know my words for truth. 

Jfogc. You see me here, 

As on(‘ <*f you lialh said, an old, unarm’d, 

J lef'eneeless man; and yesterday ytni saw me 
Presiding in the hall of ducal state, 

Apparent soV(Teigii of (Xir huialred islejs, 

Pobi d in oflinal purple, dealing out 
The edicts of a power which is not mine. 

Nor yours, but of our masters—the patricians 
Why I was lliero you know or think you know; 

'Viiy I am hcre^ he who hath been most wronged, 

He who among you hath be« n most insulted, 

Outraged and Irfxiden on, until ho doubt 
If he be worm or no, may answer for me, 

Asking of his own heart what brought him here ? 

You know my recxjnt story, all men know it, 

And judge of it far differently from those 
Who sate in judgement to heap scorn on scorn. 

But spare me the recital—it is hero, 

Here at my heart tlie outrage—but my words, 

Already spent in unavailing plaints, 

Would only show my feebleness the more, 

And T come here to strengthen even die strong, 

And urge them on to deeds, and not to war 
Witli woman’s weapons; but 1 need not urge you. 

Our private wrongs have sjinmg from public vices 

In this—I cannot call it commonwealth 

Nor kingdom, which hath neither prince nor people, 

But all the sins of the old Spartan state 
Without its virtues—temperance and valour. 

The lords of Lacedemtm were true soldiers, 

But ours aro Sybarites, while we are Helots, 

^)f whom I am the iowMt, most enslaved; 

Although drest out to head a pageant, as 

The Greeks (d* yore made drunk their slaves to form 


A pastime for their children. You aro met 
To overthrow tliis monster of a state, 

This mockery of a government, thus spectre, 

Which must be exorcised with blood, and then 
Wo will renew the limes of truth and justice, 
Condensing in a fair free commonwealth 
Not rash equality but equal rights. 

Proportion’d like tlie columns to die temple, 

Giving and taking strength reciprocal, 

And making firm the whole with grace and lieauty, 
So that no part could be removed witlioul 
Infringeineiit of the general symmetry. 

In opitratmg this great change, 1 claim 
To be one of you—if you trust in me ; 

If not, strike home,—my life is compromuietl, 

And 1 would rather foil by freemen’s hands 
Than live another day to act die tyrant 
As delegate of tyrants; such I am not, 

And never have been—read it in our annals; 

1 can appeal to iny post government 
III many lands and cities ; they can tell you 
Ifl were an oppressor, or a man 
Feeling and thinking lor my follow men. 

Haply had I been what the senate sought, 

A thing of robes and trinkets, di/eii’d out 
To sit in slate as for a sovereign’s picture ; 

A popular srcsirgo, a ready sentence-signer, 

A stickler f»r the Senate and “ die Forty,” 

A skeptic of all mcasiirea wliicli had not 
The Kanetioii of “ I’ho Ton,” a council-fawner, 

A tool, a fool, a pufjpel,—they liad ne’er 
'’oster’d the wretch who stung me. What I suffer 
Has reach’d me dirough my pity for dio people; 

That many know, uud they who know not yet 
Will (»ne tlay learn: meantime I do devote, 

Whate’er tlie Issue, niy last days of life— 

My pres<*nt |H»wcr such as it is, not that 
)f riogc, hut of a man who has been great 
Before he was degrailed to a Dogo, 

And still has individual means and mind; 
stake niy fami* (and I had fame)—my broaUi— 
Tlie least of al4 for its last liours are nigh) 

Jy heart—my hope—niy soul—upon diia cast! 

Such as I am, I otii.r nio to you 

And to your chiefs, accept me or reject mo, 

A Prince who fain would be a citizen 
>r noUiing, and who lias left his throne to be so-. 

Cnl. Long live Falicro!—Venico shall be free! 
ConAf). Long live Falicro! 

/. Ber. Comrades! did I well ? 

s not this man a host in siieh a cause ? 

Doge. This is no time for eulogies, nor place 
’or exultation. Am 1 one of you? 

Cal, Ay, and the first among us, os diou liast been 
f Venice—bo our general and cliief. 

Doge. Chief!—general!—I was general at Zara, 
Vnd cliicfin Rlioflcs and Cyprus, prince in Venice: 
cannot Rtoo]>—that is, I am not fit 
o Iliad a band of—(latriots : when I lay 
Lside the dignitius which 1 have borne, 
is not to pnt on others, but to be 
tiato to my fellows—but now to the point: 
sracl has stated (o me your whole {dan— 
is hold, but feasible if 1 assist it, 

.nd mu.st be set in motion instantly. 

Cttl. E’en when thou wilt—is it not tc^ my friends T 
have disposed all for a sudden blow; 

Yhen shall it be then? 

Doge. At sunrise. 

Ber. So soon ? 

Dogt. So soon ?—so late—each hour accumulate 
iril on peril, and the more so now 
nice I have mingled vrith you; know you not 
he Counul, and ^ the Ten?” the spies, the eyee 
f the patricians dubious of their slaves, 



And now more dubious of the prince they bad made one? 
I teU you you must strike, and suddenly, 

Full to the Hydra's htiart-<~itK heads will follow. 

Cat, With an my soul and sword I yield assent; 

Our companies are ready, sixty each, 

And all now under arms by Israel’s wder; 

Each at their different place of rendezvous, 

And vigilant, expectant of some blow; 

Let each repair for action to his post! 

And now, my lord, the signal 7 

Ihge, When you hear 

The great bell of Saint Mark’s, which may not bo 
Struck wiihout special order of the Doge, 

(Tht? last |MM)r privilege they leave their prince,) 

March on Saint Mark’s ! 

/. Her, And there?— 

Dof^e, By different routes 

Let your marcli be directed, every sixty 
Entering a separate avenue, and still 
Upon the way let your cry be of war 
And of the Genoese fleet, by the first dawn 
Discnsni’d before the port; form round Uie palace, 
Within whose court will be drawn out in arms 
My noph(5w and the clients of our house, 

Many and tnnriial: while the bell (oils on, 

Sijout ye, “Saint Mark!—(lie foe is on our waters!” 

Cal. J soo it now—“hut on, my noble lord. 

All the )>atricians Jlocking to tiio Council, 
(Which they daro not refuse, af the dread signal 
pealing from out their patron saint’y proud tower) 

Will then Im 3 gather’d in unto the harvest, 

And we will reap them witli tlio eword for sickle. 

If some few should bo tardy or alaient them, 

’T will be but to bo taken faint and single, 

When the majority are put to rest. 

Ced, Would that the hour were come! we will not scotch^ 
But kill. 

Ber. Once more, air, with your pardon, I 
Would now repeat the question wliicli 1 ask’d 
Ben>ro Bertuccio added to our cause 
This great ally who renders it more sure, 

And tliercfore safer, and as such admits 

Some dawn of mercy to a portion of 

Our victims—must all |>crish in tliis slaughter? 

Cal. All who encounter me and mine, be sure. 

The mercy tliey have sliown, 1 show, 

Consp. AlHaU! 

Is this a time to talk of pity ? when 
Have they e’er shown, or felt, or feign’d it ? 

/. Btr. Bertram, 

This false compassion is a folly, and 
Injustice to thy comrades and thy cause! 

Dost thou not see, that if wu single out 
Some for escape, they live but to avenge 
The fallen? and how distinguish now the innocent 
From out the guilty ? all Uieir acts are <mc— 

A single emanation from one body, 

Together knit for our oppression! ’T is 
Much tliat we let their childreii live; I doubt 
If all of these even should be set apart* 

The hunter may reserve some single cub 
From out tlie tiger’s litter, but whoe’er 
Would seek to save the spotted sire or dam, 

Unless to perisli by their fangs? however, 

1 will abide by Doge FaBero’s counsel: 

I<et him decide if any should be saved. 

Ihge. Ask me not-“tem[»t me not with mch a ques* 
tio«i—“ 

Decide yourselves. 

/. Ber, You know their private virtues 

Far better than we can, to whom alone 
Tlteir public vices, and most foul oppression, 

Have made them deadly; if there bo among them 
One who deserves to be repeal’d, pronounce. 

/>vge. DoIGnd’s father was my friood, and Lando 


Fought by my side, and Marc Cornaro shared 
My Genoese embassy: I saved the life 
Of Veniero—shall I save it twice? 

Would that I could save them and Venice also! 

All those men, or their fatliers, were my friend.s 
Till they became my subjects; then fell from roe 
As faitllless leaves dro[i frijm the o’erblown flower, • 
And left me a lone blighted thorny stalk, 

Which, in its solitude, can shelter nothing; 

So, as they let mo wither, let them perish! 

Cal. They cannot ciiexist wiUi Venice’ freedom! 
Doge. Ye, though you know and feel our mutual mass 
Of many wrongs, even ye are ignorant 
What fatal poLson to the springs of life, 

To Imiuan tics, and all (hat’s g«><jd and dear, * 
Lurks in tho present instiuiles of Venice: 

All these men were rny fricndM; I loved them, they 
Rc(]uitod honourably my regards; 

Wc served and fought; we smiled and wept in concert; 
Wc revell’d or wc sorrow’d side by side; 

Wo made alliances of blood and marriage ; 

Wo grow in years and honours fairly, till 

Their own dt^siro, not rny ambition, made 

I’hcrn choo'^e me for their prince, and then farewell! 

Farewell all social memory! all thoughts 

In ctiiriuion! and sweet bonds which link old friendships, 

When file survivors of long years and actions, 

Wiiirh now belong to history, sooJh llie days 
WljJch yet remain )»y Iretisnring caeh oilier, 

And ij<'ver meet, hut each Inholds ihe mirror 
Of Haifa century on his brother’s brow, 

And secs a lumdred beings, now in carili, 

F’lit roiiiul tiieiii wliisperiiig of ilie days gone by, 

And seeming not all dead, as long as two 
or tho brave, joyous, reckless, glorious liand. 

Which once weri; one and many, still rotuin 
A breath to sigli for tiiern, a longue to speak 
Of deeds tliat (dse were silent, save on marble- — — 

Oime! Oime !—and must 1 <io this deed ? 

I. Ber. iVly lord, you are much moved: it is not now 
That such thinjfs must be dwelt upon. 

Jhgr. Y our patience 

A moment—I recede not: mark with me 
7’hc gi<»oiny vices of this govi^rninent. 

From the liour that inailc me Doge, the Doge thev 
imuh: nw— 

Farewell the past! 1 diwl to all that had been, 

Or rather they to me: no friends, no kindness, 

No privacy of life—all were cut olf: 

They came not near me, such approach gave umbrage; 
rhey could not love me, such wiis not the law; 

I’htty thwarted mo, ’t w^as Ihe state's policy ; 

They batlled me, ’t was a patrician’s duty; 

They wrong’d me, for such was to right the slat© ; 
They could not right mo, tliat would give suspicion; 

So that I was a slave to rny own subjects ; 

(hat I was a foe to my own friends; 

Begirt with spies for guards—w nh robes for power— 
Witli pomp for freedom—gaolers for a council- 
inquisitors for friends—and hell for life I 
I had ono only fount of quiet lefl, 

And tluit they poison’d! My pure household gods 
Were shiver’d on iny heartl^ and o’er tlieir shrine 
Sate griimiiig Ribaldry and sneering Scorn. 

I. Ber. You have been deeply wrong’d, and now Rhall bo 
Nobly avenged bufure another night. 

Doge. 1 had borne all—“U hurt, roe, but I bore it— 
Till this last running over of the cup 
Of bitterness—until this loud insult, 

Not only unrodress’d, but sanction’d; then, 

And thu^ I cast all further feelings from me— 

The feelings which they crush'd for me, long, long 
Bci<)re, even in their oath of false alle^ance! 

Even in tliat very hour and vow, they abjured 
Their friend and mad© a sovereign, as boys make 
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playthings, to do thoif pleasure and be broken! 

T from that hour have seen but senators 
In dark suspicious conflict with llie Doge, 

Brooding with him in mutual hale and fear 
*They dreading ho should snatch the tyranny 
From out their grasp, and he abhorring tyrants. 

To nle, titen, these men have m private life, 

Nor claim to ties they have cut ofl*from others; 

As senators for arbitrary acts 
Amenable, I look on them—as such 
Let them be dealt upon. 

Col. And now to action! 

.Hence, brethren, to our posts, and may this bo 
The last night of mere wor.i.«: I ’<] fain be. doing! 
SainrMark’s great be!) at dawn shall find me wakeful! 

/. Bcr. Disperse then to your posts: b<i hnn and 
vigilant; 

'rhink on the wrongs wc hoar, the rights wc claim. 

This day and niglu shall bo the last of peril! 

Watch for the signal, and thi n rn-urli. 1 go 
To Join my band ; let ca'”!. he [>ronijir tf» marshal 
His .separate charge: the Do;!** willn«*vv return 
'J'o th*’ pnlace to pr*‘|){ir(; all fir the bl*)\v. 

We part lo trjret In lr« (^lotn and in glory ! 

Cnf. Di>i**. I greet you lutxl, niy homage to yoJi 
Shall be the head ofSlcnonn this swonl! 

No: let iiim Ik.* rL<'‘rvcd unto the last, 

Nol- liirn asi;le to strik*- at sueli a prey, 

Till uobI<-r g.aun- is rpian i' <l: his oiU'jicc 
AVas a m*Tt‘ ei*'ihitiwn oI'jJh- vice, 

'I’ll*' geiM'ral eorrMpfjt»n ^ieia-raled 
IV> th*' ton! aris;o*'raev; be conlj ikj*— 

He da.asl n*)l in nion* lion«»nr;dile days 

ILiv.- ri-ikM it! T have iner:; 'A ail private wrath 

A-eun-.t him In tin* (Inviigb! (‘ftHjr ‘Ti'U! purpose. 

A. s'av<‘ insnils me—| n-piin* lii' |'"nishm*‘nt 
i ru:w 5 i.an 1:: if'i*’. ri'fu.'e 
riie *)lb‘,i:4 *' grt»ws Ins, anil !<*t luin an-e.\er it. 

('(t!. Yet, as the imnnshuti- ejn -c of :1:“ alinmcc 
Wln.-b eotr*eer.'iie-«' onr liud'T'aKui;* naee, 
f lov* him -Mjclt ■^*•»*p i'rainn le, iha' lain 
I v.onid repav him a'^ he luerjis; may 1 '/ 

Ih"v. \ on would biU iop the hand, and I the head; 

V *n would but smite the .-jcliolar. f the master; 

\‘on would but punisit Steu-K I the smialc. 

I e..niuo 1 pause on indjv bbuil liauv, 

til »h*‘ ahsiirhin:’, sweeping, wliob* revenge, 

Whh h, liivc ihe sheeted lire from heavcu, must blast 
Witljont distinction, as it fdl of yore, 

Where the Dead Sea hath qnenc.hM f\»o cities* ashes. 

/. Bn\ Away, then, to yeur posts! 1 but remain 
A. moment to accompany the Dog*: 

To our late place of tryst, to .see no .spie s 
Have l>cen upon tlic scout, and Ihenee I hasten 
To where my allotted band is under arms. 

Cnl. Farewell, Uicn, until dawn! 

/. Ber. Success go with yt)U I 

Con^. We will not fail—away! My l‘>rd, farewell! 
yPhe cAmxpiratont s/ilute the Doge and Israel 
BFRTtjrcio, and retire,headed Ity Philj i» 
Gai.eni>ako. !ZVieDooE and Israel 
Bertuccjo remnin. 

/. Be.r, We have them in the toil—it cannot fail ’ 

Now thou *rt indoetl a sovereign, and will make 
A name immortal greater than the greatest: 

Free citizens have struck at kings ere now; 

('a^sars have fallen, and even patrician hands 
Have crushed dictators, os the f>optdar steel 
Has rcacldd patricians; but until this hour. 

What prince has plotted for his j>eoplc’s freedom 7 
Or ri.sk’d a life to liberate his subjects? 

For ever, ajid for ever, they conspire 
Against the pec^de, to abuse their hands 
To chains, but laid aside to carry weapons 
Against the fellow nations, so that yoke 


On yoke, and slavery and death may wdiet, 

Not gbit, the never^gorged Loviallian! 

Now, my lord, to uui* enterprise;’t is great, 

And greater the reward; why stand you raf»t 7 
A moment back, and you were all impatience! 

Doge. And is it then decided! must they die 7 
L Ber. Who? 

Doge. My own friends by blood and courtesy, 

And many deeds and days—the siuiaturs? 

I. Ber. You pass’d their sentence, and it is a just one. 
Doge. Ay, so it seems, and so it is 
You are a patriot, plebeian Gracchus— 

The rebel’s oracle, the people’s trihuno— 

' blame you not, you act in your vtatation; 

Tlu y smote you, and oppress’d you, and despised you; 
Wo they have me: but yow ne’er spiikc wilh them; 

You never broke Iheir bread, nor shared llieir salt; 

Y'«>u never had their wine-cup at your lips; 

You grew in>t up with them, nor laugh’d, nor wept, 

Nor held a revel in their company; 

Ne’er smiled fo see (hern smile, nor claim’d tlicir smile 

In social interchange for yours, nor trusted 

N<*r wore them in your heart of hearts, as I have: 

'I’heso hairs of mine arc gray, and so are theirs, 

'I’hr elilens oflhe council: I rcnicinber 
When all our locks were liki* (he raven’s wing, 

As w'v went firili (o take oiu* prey anaind 
’I’lic isles wrung from the false Mahometan; 

And can I see lh»*m ilahhiod </rr wilh htiKxl? 

Kaidi slab to llu'm vvill seem rnv suicide. 

I. Bcr. 1 > 0 ^ 0 *! Doge! tids vaciltalion is unw’orthy 
A child; if you arc not in se<*ond ehildhotyl, 

'all iKU'k your n«‘rv**s to ycnir own purpose, nor 
Vhus shanu* y*»ur.-Tlf and me. Hy hoavi nsi I M ratlicr 
•ego even ii*h\. or fail in unr intent, 

Than see tlicTriiin I venerate sub.side 

high > such ^]la^uw wetikneKiI 

•11 hav»‘ seen lilood in liallle, slu'd it, both 
\ *iur own and ihul cTotla'rs ; cun y'ou .shrink then 
•in a low drops fn^in veins *if hoary \ampirc.s, 

Wlio hill vive ha<-k what lh*'V iiave drain’d from millions? 
D'ti’f. Ihair wiiii me ! Siep by slop, aiul blow on blow, 
will divide wiih you; ihiuk n'»l I waver; 

Ah! n**; it is the vT all 

A'luch I must d*>(I/*(!i mak*' nv fremhie thus. 

hi( 1*1 these last and liinMniug diuuglils have way, 

Jk) wliieli you orilv ;uhI lli*- Ni./ht an* r*iii';cious, 

111 hoi!) n'eardh'^is ; vIm-ji the h(*nr arrives, 

T is min*' to >'*und ihe knell, and strike the l>low, 

Which shall unp«‘*>plc many palaeeR, 

And hew Iho higl.x.d genenl**gic trees 
>(c.vri to the earth, slrtnv’*! with their bleeding fruit, 

And crush tlu ir blossoms into barrenness : 

This will f—must I—have I pworn lo «lo, 
or aught can turn ni« fr*»ni my destiny; 
flul still 1 tjiii^’er t*> behold what ! 
dll'.! l)e, and think whal I have been! Hear witli me. 

I. Bcr. H*.‘-nitui ;.our breast; I feel no such remorse, 
understand It not: wliy should you change? 

'on aeb d, and you act on your free will. 

Doge. Ay, there it is-^i/ou feel not, nor do I, 

^Isc 1 should stab thee on the sp^jt, to save 
A thousand lives, and, killing, do no murder; 
fun./re/ not—y&tt go to this butchcr-work 
As if these high-born men were steers for sliombles! 
When all is over, you ’ll be free and merry, 

And caindy wash tliosu bond.s incarnadine; 

But 1, outgoing dice and all thy fellows 
.n this surpassing massacre, shall be, 

Shall see and feel—oh God! oh God! *1 is true* 

And thou dost well lo Mswer dial it was 
My own free will and act,” and yet you err, 

’or I unU do this! Doubt not—fear not; 1 
Will be your most unmerciful accomplice!. 

And yet I act no more on my free will, 
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Nor my own reelings—both compel mo back; 

But there is heU within me and around, 

And like the demon who believes and trembles 
Must I abhor and do. Away \ away! 

Get thee vinto thy fellows, I will hie me 
To gather the rotamers of our house. 

Doubt not, Saint Mark's great bell shall wake all Venice, 

Except her slaughter’d senate; ere the sun 

Be broad upon tlic Adriatic there 

Shall be a voice of weeping, whlfdi shall drown 

The roar of waters in the cry of blood! 

I am resolved—come on. 

/. Ber. With all tny soul! 

Koop a (irm rein upon tliesc bursts of passion; 
Remember what these men have dealt to tliee, 

And Uiat this sacrifice will be succeeded 

By ages of prosperity smd freedom 

To this unshackled city: a true tyrant 

Would have fle|>opulated empires, nor 

Have felt the strange compunction which hath wrung you 

To punish a few traitors to tlie people! 

Trust me, such were a pity more misplaced 
Than the late mercy of the state to Sleno. 

Df/Sf". Man, thou hast struck upon the chord which jars 
All nature from my heart. Hence to our task! 

[ICan'UtU. 


ACT IV. 

S<*KiVE I.— Palazzo of the Patririrm Bioni. Eton. 
layinf^ nnide, ike. musk ami douk irhirJi the Vfihlian 
Nobles wore in public^ attemhd by a D»me$tir.. 

IJioni. T will to rest, right weary of this revel 
The gayest we have held fijr many moons, 

And yet, I know not why, it cheer’d mu not; 

'riiore came a ho.aviiujSK across my lu art, 

Wliicli, in the lightest njovement of the/ danrt>, 

Though eye to eye, and hand in hand united 
Even with the lady of my love, oppress'd me, 

And through my s[iirit chill’d my Mood, until 
A datnp lik<^ death rose o’er luy brow-; 1 strove 
'Po laugh the thought away,but't would not be; 
Through all the music ringing in my ears 
A kndl was sounding as disUnct and clear, 

Tlamgh low and far, as e’er the Adrian wave 
Rose o’er the cmIv’s nittniiur in ihe night, 

Trashing against tht' outward J.idi/s bulwark; 

So that I left llio festival lieihro 

ft rca<‘h’d its zenitli, and will woo rny ]rtilow 

For tlioiighls more tranquil, evr forgeifiiliH'ss. 

Aiin*nio, lake my mask and cloak, and liglit 
I’iie lamp wiiliiii my chamber. 

dni. yef?,mylord; 

Couimarid you no refreshmeui ? 

J-Aoni, Naught, save sleep, 

Whicli will not he commatided. Let mi- hope it, 

fA?.?.*//A ntomo. 

Though my breast feels loo anxious; I will trv 
Whether the air will calm my spirits: ’l is 
A goodly night; the cloudy wind wliich blew 
From the Levant hatli crept into its cave, 

And the broad moon has brigliteu’d. What a stillness! 

\ Goes to nn open lattire. 
And what a contrast with Uic scene I left, 

Where the tall torches' glare, and silver lamps’ 

More pallid gleam along the tajrestried walls, 

Spread over the reluctant gloom which haunts 
Those vast and dimly-b’ticed galleritia 
A dazzling mass of artificial light, 

Which fihow’d all thing/, but nothing as tltey wer«. 
THare Age essaying to recall the past, 

After long Htriv4ii|f^Jbr the hues of youUi 

At the sad labour of tlie toilet, and 

Full many a glauite at the too faithful mirror, 


Prankt forth in all tlie pride of ornament, 

Forgot itself; and trusting to the falsehood 
Of the indulgent beams, which sliow, yet hide, 

Believed itself forgotten, and was fixd’d. 

There Youth, which needed not, nor thought of such 
Vain adjuncts, lavish’d its tnie bhwm, and health, 

And bridal bcatity, in the unwholesome press 
Of flush’d and crowtleJ wasgailcrs, and wasted 
Its hours of r<!St in drr*amiiig this w'as pleastu'e, 

And so shall waste them till the sunrise streams 
On sallow cheeks and sunken eyes, whicli should not 
Have worn this aspect yet for many a year. 

The music, and the banipict, and the wine—- 
The garlands, the rose odours, and the flowers— 

The sparkling eyes, and flashing ornaments — 

The wJiite arms and tlie raven hair—the braids 
And braccb'is; swanlike bosoms, and the necklace, 

An India in itself, yet dazzling not 

Tlie eye like wliat it circled; the thin robes, 

Floating like light cloiuls 'twixt our gaze and heaven; 
'rhe many-l winkling feet go small and sylphlike, 
Suggesting tlie more secret symmetry 
Of ih(^ fair forms which ti'rminuto so well— 

AH ihe delusion of the di/zy scene, 

Its false and true <'ne]jarilments—art and nature, 
Which svsMtn belbre my giddy eyes that drank 
The sight of Ikoauly os tlie. jiareliM pilgrim’s 
fhi Arab suuds lie* false nurug**, which offers 
A lucid lake to his elmlcil thirst, 

Are gone..—Arni.iul me ar(‘ the stars and waiters— 
Worlds mirror'd iu lie* or’oan, goiKlfuT sight 
1’han torches glored back by a gaudy glass; 

Aiu! the great element, v.liich is to space. 

What ori'an is to rarlli, s))rea<ls its bine ch'pllis, 
l^iift<Mi‘d wjili the fust breathings of the sjrriiig; 

Tije high nioou soil.s upon her beauteous way, 
Serenely smeothing o'er the lofiy walls 
Of those tail ari«l sea-.frirt palaces, 

Wlio.si' frorplivrv [rillars, and whose costly fronts, 
Fraughi wiiii flu* orient spoil of many marbU^s, 

Like altars ruugrfi al<»ng the liroatl canal, 

Seem r*a<‘li :i trophy of sonic mighty deed 
Rear'd up from out the w'litrirs, scarci: Ii'ss strangely 
Tiian more massy and rnyslerious giants 
Of arcliiter'liire, ifiosr* Tifaniaii fabrics, 

Wlueh point in Egypt’s plains to times Uiat have 
No oiher rectird. All is gentle: naught 
Stirs ru'i«'ly; but, congenial wilii the night, 

Whatever walks is gliding like a spirit. 

The tinklings of some vigilant guitars 
(tf sleepless lovers to a wakeful mistress, 

And cautious ojiening of the easement, showing 
I'liat he is not nnhe.ird; while her young haiiik 
Fair as the moonlight of wliieli it seems part. 

So deliealelv white it trembles in 
The act of opening the forbidden lattice, 

To let in love thrmig)) music, makes his heart 
Thrill like his lyre-strings at the sight; the dash 
Phosplioric of tlie oar, or rapid twinkle 
Of the far lights of skimming grindolas, 

And the responsive voices of the choir 
Of boatmen answering back with verse for verse ; 
Some dusky shadow chequoring tlie Rialto; 

Some glimmering palace roof, or tapering spire, 

Are all the .sights and soimds which here pervade 
The ocean-born and eartii-commanding city— 

How sweet and soothing is this hour of calm! 

I thank thee, Night! for thou hast chased away 
Those horrid bodemonts whicli, amidst tlie throng, 

I could not dissipate: and with the blessing 
Of thy benign and quiet influence,— 

Now will I to my couch, although to rest 

Is almost wronging such a night a.s tliis- 

[A knochnf^ ia heard from wUhout 
Hark! whit is that ? or who at such a moment ? 
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Eiiter Antonio. 

.Am. Mj lord, a man witJjout, on urgent business, 
Implores to be admitted. 

JJami, Is he a stranger? 

Aid. His face is muffled in his cloak, but both 
HU voice and gestures seem familiar to me; 

I craved his name, but this he scciiiM reluctant 
To trust, save to yourself; most earnestly 
He sues to be permitted to a{»proar.h you. 

lJ.oni. ’T is a strange hour, and u suspicious iM^aring 
And yet tliere is slight peril: ’t is not in 
1'heir houses noble men are struck at; still, 

Although I know not that I have a foe 
*In Venice, H will be wise to use some caution. 

Admiit him, and retire; but call up (|uickly 
Some of thy fellows, who niay wait wiiliout.-— 

Who can tliis man bo ?— 

[Exit Antonio, and retuni^wUh Bertham muffled 
JBcr. My good lord Liorii, 

[ have no time to lose, nor thon-~<lismis8 
'I’his menial heticv ; 1 would be jirivalc with you. 

Uoni. It seems tlio voice of Bertram—Go, Antonio. 

[hJxit Antonio, 

Now, stranger, what would you at such an hour? 

Jhr. {dimwering hiinadf.) A boon, iny noble patron 
you have granted 

Many to your poor client, Bertram; add 
This one, and make him happy. 

JJoni. Thou hast known n« 

From boyluxtd, ever rea<ly to assist thee 
In all fair objec.ts of advaiiconKmt, \vhi(;li 
Beseem one of diy station ; I would promiNC 
Ere thy re(|m!sl was heard, but that the liour, 

Tliy bearing, and this 8lran«e and luirried mode 
Of suing, gives me to suspect this visit 
Hath some mysterious imjiort—but say on— 

What has occtirn^d, some rash and sixlden broil ?— 

A cup too much, a scuffle, and a stab?— 

Mere things of every day ; so that thou hast not 
Spilt noble bl(Xjd, I guaraiittn; thy saf.'ly; 

Hut then thou must withdraw, fi>r angry fi iend.s 
And relatives, in the first burst of vongeane«*, 

Are things in Venice deadlier than the laws. 

Bcr. My bird, I thank you; but- 

/worn. But what? You have not 

Raised a rash hand against one of our order ? 
if so, withdraw and fly, and own it not; 

I would not slay—but then 1 must not save thee J 

He who has shed patrician blofnl- 

Scr. I come 

To save patrician blood, and not to shed it! 

And thereunto 1 must be sf>ecdy, fir 
Each minute lost may lose a lift;; since Time 
Has changed his slow scythe for the twoodged sword, 
And is about to take, instead of sand, 

The dust from sepulchres to fill his hourglass!— 

Go not thou forth tomorrow! 

Uoni. Wherefore not ?— 

What means tins menace ? 

Ber. Do not seek its meaning, 

But do as I implore theestir not forth, 

Whatever be stirring; though the roar dC crowds— 

'I’he cry of women, and the shrieks of babes— 

The groans of men—the clash of arms—the sound 
or rolling drum, shrill trump, and hollow bell, 

Peal in one wide alarum !>^o not forth 
Until the tocsin *8 silent, nor even then 
Till I rolum! 

Uoni. Again, what does this mean ? 

Ber. Again, I tell theo, ask not; but by all 
Thou boldest dear on earth or heaven—by all 
The souls of thy great fathers, and tiiy hope 
To emulate them, and to leave behind 
Descendants wor^y both of them and thee— 

By all thou host of blest in hope or memory— 


By all thou hast to fear here <»r hereafter— 

By all the good deeds thou hast done t{» me, 

Good I would now repay with greater g^wl, 

Remain within—trust to ihy household gods, 

And to my wv>i*d for safety, if ihou do.st 
As 1 now counsel—but if not, tbou an lost! 

yjoni. 1 am indtH'd alnsidy lost in wonder; 

Surely ibou ravesi I whai have / to drcuAl ? 

Who arc my f<»es? or if there be such, U'ht/ 

Art Ihou IcagJK'd with thc.m?— thnu! or if so leagueil, 
Why c<)m(?st thou to tell im? at this hour, 

And not before ? 

BfT. I cannot answer this. 

Wilt thou go forth despite of this true warning? 

Uoni. 1 was not horn to shrink from idle threats, 

The cause of ^vhi<di I know' net: at the hour 
Of council, he it soon or late, I shall not 
Be found among the ahsunt. 

Bcr. Say not so! 

Once more, art tho>i determined to go forth ? 

Uotii. I am. Nor is tht're aught w'hicli ^hall impede 
me! 

Ber. 'J’hen Heaven have mercy on thy soul!—Fare¬ 
well ! [Going. 

Uoni. Stay—th(*ri“ is more in this tlian my own saA;ty 
Wliich m:ik<ts me call thee back; we must not part tiius. 
Bertram, I have known theo long. 

Bn\ From childliofni, signor, 

Vou have l>ccn my protector: in the days 
)f rc'cKless infancy, when rank forgets, 

>r, rather, is not yet taught to remember 
fs cold prerogative, wo play’d togother; 

)ur sj)orts, our smiles, ottr t^’urs, were mingled oft; 

My tiither was your father’s client, I 
lis son’s scarce less than fosterhrothor; yoam 
>aw us together—happy, heart-full hours! 

)h God! the dillerence ’twi.M those hours and this! 

Umi. Bertram, ’l is thou who hast forgotten tliem. 
Bcr. Nor now, nor ever; whatsoe’er betido, 
would have. save<l you: when to manhood’s growth 
fVo sprung, and you, devoted to llic state, 

As suits your station, the more humhit: Bertram 
Was left unto the labours of the hiitrible, 

■still y'ou f>r.-nx)k me not: ami if my fortunes 
Iav<; not Ixjen towering, ’t was no fault of him 
Who ofltimcs rescued and sup|>ortc<l me 
When struggling with tlie tides of circumstance 
A^hich bear away tlio weaker: nolde blu<Nl 
S^t-’er imuitled in a nobler heart than thine 
Ia.s proved to me, the poor ]>}cheiait Bertram. 

Would that thy fellow Bcnalors were like thee! 

Uoni. Wfiy, what hast thou to say against the senate ? 
Bcr. Nothing. 

Uoni. I know that llu^rc arc angry spirits 

\nd turbulent multerers of stifled treason, 

Who lurk in narrow places, and walk out 
dufflod to whisper curses to tlic night; 

)isbanded soldiers, discontented rufliaiis, 
nd desperate libertines who brawl in taverns; 

%ou herdest. not witii such:’t is true, of late 
have lost sight of tliec, but thou wert wont 
'o lead a tem{>cratc life, and break tliy brood 
With honest mates, and bear a cheerful aspect. 

Vhal hatii come to thee ? in thy hollow eye 
nd hucless cheek, and thine unquiet motions, 
orrow and shame and conscience seem at war 
'o ^vaste thee. 

Ber. Rather shame and sorrow light 

ti the accursed tyranny which rides 
'he very air in Venice, and mokes men 
dadden as in the last hours of the plague 
Vhicli sweeps the soul deliriously from life! 

Uoni. Some villains have been tampering with thee, 
Bertr^; . 

'his is not thy old language, nor own thoughts; 



Some wretch has made thee drunk with disadtiCtioo; 
But thou must not be lost so; thou uxrt good 
And kind, and art not fit for such base acts 
As vice and villany would put thee to ■ 

Confess—confide in me—thou know’st my nature— 
What is it tliou and thine are bound to do, 

Which should prevent thy friend, tlic only son 
Of him who wa* a friend unto lliy father. 

So that our good-will is a heritage 
We sliould borpieath to our posterity 
Such as ourBolvcs received it, or augmented; 

I say, what is it thou must do, that 1 

Should deem thee dangerous, and keep the house 

Like a sick girl ? 

Bcr. Nay, question mo no further: 

I must be gone. 

iMoii. And I be murder’d!—say, 

Was it not thus thou said’st, my gentle Bertram? 

Ber. Who talks of murder ? what said I of murder ?— 
’T IS false ! I did not utti'r such a word. 

/.rent. Thou didst not; but from out thy wolfish eye. 
So chimged from what I knew it, there glares forth 
The gladiator. If my life's thine object. 

Take it— 1 am unarm’d,—and tin'll away ! 

I would not hold my breath on such a tenure 

As the capricious mercy of such things 

As thou and those who have set thee to thy task-work. 

Ber. Sooner than spill thy blood, I peril mine; 

Sooner than harm a hair of thine, I piae.e 
In jeopardy a thousand heads, and some 
As noble, nay, even nobler than thine own. 

limi. Ay, is it even so ? Excuse me, Bertram; 

1 am not wortliy to be singled out 

From such exalted hecatombs—wbo arc they 

That arc in danger, and timt make the danger? 

Ber. Veiiicn, and all that she inherits, are 
Divided like a house against itself. 

And so will perish ere lomorrow’s twilight! 

fjom. More tnyslcrics, and awful ones! But now, 
Or thou, or I, or both, it may be, are 
Upon the Verge of ruin; speak once out. 

And thou art safe and glorious ; for’t is more 
Glorious to save than slay, and slay i’ the dark too— 
Fie, BerU-am! that was not a crafl. for thee! 

How would it look to see upon a spear 

The head of him whose heart was open to tliee. 

Borne by thy hand before the shuddering people? 

And such may be ray doom; for hero I swear, 
Whate’er the peril or the penally 
Of thy denunciation, I go fiirtli. 

Unless thou dost detail the cause, and show 
The consequence of all which led thee here! 

Ber. Is there no way to save thee ? minutes fly. 

And thou art lost !—thou I my sole benefactor. 

The only being who was eonstant to mo 

Through every change. Yet, make me not a traitor! 

Let mo save Uieo—but spare my honour! 

limi. Wliere 

Can lie the honour in a league of murder? 

And who are traitors save unto the state ? 

Ber. A league is still a compact, and more binding 
In honest hearts when words must sUuid for law; 

And in my mind, there is no traitor like 
Him whose domestic treason plants the poniard 
Within tlie breast which trusted to his truth. 

Zioni. And uiAo will strike the steel to mine ? 

Ber. Not I i 

I could have wound my soul up to all things 
•Save this. Thou must not die! and think how dear 
Thy life is, when I risk so many lives. 

Nay, more, the life of lives, the liberty 
Of future generafions, not to be 
The assassin thou miscoU’st meonce, once more 
[ do adjure thee, pass not o’er thy threshold! 

Ijem. It is in vain—this moment I go forth. 


Bcr, Then perish Venice ratlier than my friend' 

I will disclose—ensnaro—betray—destroy— 

Ob, what a villain I become for thee! 
licod. Say, rather thy friend's saviour and the 
slate’s!— 

Speak—pause not—all rewards, all pledges for 
Thy safety and thy welfare ; wealth such as 
The state accords her worthiest servants; nay, 

Nobihty itself I guarantee thee. 

So that thou art sincere and penitent. 

Ber. 1 liave thougiit again; it must not bo—I love 
thee— 

Thou knowest it—that I stand hero is the proof. 

Not least though last; but having done my duty 
By thee, 1 now must do it by ray country! 

Farewell—wc meet no more in life!—farewell! 

Jjoni. What, ho!—Antonio—Pedro—to the door! 
See that none paa.s—arrest tills man!- 

Enter Ahtonio and other armed DomecHo, who neize 
BKnTKAM. 

Zioni, {continues.) Take care 

Ho hath no harm: bring me my sword and cloak. 

And man the gondola witli four oars—quick— 

[£®it Awtomio. 

We will unto Giovanni Gradeingo’s, 

And send for Marc Gomaro:—fear not, Bertram; 
riiis needful violence is for thy safety. 

No less tlian for the general weal. 

Ber, Where wouldst Uiou 

Bear me a prisoner? 

IJoni. Firstly to “ tlic Ton;" 

Next to the Doge. 

Ber. To the Doge ? 

Idoni. Assuredly; 

Is he not cliief of tlic state ? 

Bcr. Perhaps at sunrise— 

Ijoni. What mean you ?—but we '11 know anon. 

Bcr. Art sure ? 

IJoni. Sure as all gentle means can make; and if 
Tiiey fail, you know “the Ten’’ and their tribniial. 

And that Saint Mark’s lias dungeons, and the dungeons 
IA rack. 

Ber. Apply it then before the dawn 
Now hastening into heaven.—One more such word. 
And you shall perish piecemeal, by the death 
You tliink to deem to me. 

Be-enier AsTomo. 

Ant. The bark is ready, 

My lord, and all prepared. 

Umii. Lotik to the prisoner. 

Bertram, I ’ll reason with thee as we go 
To the Magnifico’s, sage Gradenigo. {Esmini. 

ScEKE II.— The Ducal Palace—The Doge's Apartment 
The Doge ami his nejihrw Bertuccjo Falieko. 

Doge. Are all die petiple of our house in muster ? 
Ber. F. They are array’d, and eager for the signal, 
Witliin our palace precincts at San Polo,' 

I come for your last orders. 

Doge, It had been 

As well had there been time to have got together. 
From my own fief, Val di Marino, more 
Of our retainers—but it is too late. 

Ber. F. Methinks, my lord, ’tis better as it is: 

A sudden swelling of our retinue 

Had waked suspicion; and, tliough fierce and trusty, 

The vassals of that district are too rude 

And quick in quarrel to have long maintain’d 

The secret discipline we need for such 

A service, dO our foes are de it nptm. 

Doge. True; but when once the signal has bean gir; 
These are the men for such an enterprise; 

These city slaves have all dieir private bios, 
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Their prejudice a.iimmt or for till? nublo., 

Which may induce them to oV»tlo or spare 
Whore mercy may Ixi madacss; Uiv liiace poa^anis, 
Seriii of my county of Vnl di Marino. 

Would do tlie biddins; of dieir lord without 
iyisiu^mHliing fjr love or hate his focst 
Alike lo them Marcello or Coriiarc^ 

A Gradomgo or a Foscari; 

7’hey are not used to start at tho o vain i^atnca, 

Nor bow the kneo before a civic senate; 

A chief in armour is ilicir Suzerain, 

And nut a tiling in robus. 

• JStr. JFl Wo arc enough; 

And fyr tho di^jiositioiis of our clients 
Ajjainsl Uto soiiute J will answer. 

^ Well, 

“^rhe die is thrown ; but for a warlike wervHn', 

Done in tho held, conuiiend me to niv peasants ; 
They made the sim shine through tho host of Huns 
When sallow burghers slunk hack to llioir tents, 

An<l cower’d to liciu' their own victorious trumpet, 
jr there bo small resistance, you will tind 
Those citizens all lions, like tlie-ir standaril; 

Hut if there’s much to do, you 11 wish widi m©» 

A band of iron rustics at our backs. 

Btr. P. ’I’liiw tiiinkiiig, I must marvel you resolve 
'I'o strike Uio blow eo suddenly. 

Such blu\vs 

JMusi bo struck suddenly or never. When 
I had o’erma.^ter’d llie weak false remorse 
Wliich yearn’d about my luart u»(» ll.ndly yieldjug 
A inonicnt lo the foldings of »»ld iluys, 

I was mo.«l fain to stnke ; and, firstly, that 
I might not viekl again lo sneli emotions: 

And, secondly, of all llmse men, 

Si^e Israel uud Phili)* rhileiidars>, 

I know not. Will the courage or the faith r 
'J'o-day might find 'nioMg them a traitor to us, 

An )e^lenlay a ihoo'-and lo the senate; 

Bui once in, with llicir hot in their liamls, 

'I'Ikw innsf o7t for llieir own s:ike<; one sindic struck, 
And the moro insfinct. of the first-lM>rn ( hiin, 

Which ever lurks somcwliere in human hearts, 
'I’hough circumstance inay keep it in abeyance, 

Will nrgi tlie rest on like to wolves; the sight 
Df iilooil to crowils liegi'ts tho lliirst of more, 

As the firsi wino-cup leads to the long rcvol; 

Aiitl you will find a liurder ta.sk to quell 

*f’lian urge them when tlcy /utor c.onimcnced, but till 

That, nioineiit a im-re voice, a straw, a shadow, 

^re capable of inrnin^f them aside,— 

How gi>es tiio night'/ 

Brr. P. Alriiobt upmi the dawn. 

Then il is time to atriko upon tho bell. 

Aie tiio men posttai / 

Btr. P, By thij! lime ihoy are; 

Bill ibi-y have orders not lo Btrikej unul 

*j'hcy have command from you tliroughm(3 in person. 

’'1‘is w'cH.—Will the morn never put to rest 
These stars which twinkh'! yet oVr all the heavens 7 
f am sotiJed and Imund up, and being so, 

The very efiorl which it cost me to 
Resolve to cleaust? this CAnnrn aiweahh vviili tire, 

Now leave.s my mind more sloiidy. I Jiavc wt'jit, 
And Ireriihlcd at the lliouglit orihis dread duly, 

But now I have put down all idle pa.s.sjon. 

And hxik the growing Unnpot ui the face, 

As doth Uio pilot uf an ailmirul galley : 

Act (vvouldsi ihou ({link ii, kinsman?) it hath boea 
A grcalcr struggle lo me, Unui when nutioiia 
Beheld thfir faic nierg<*d in llio appntaching tight, 
WIn.Te 1 was leader of a phalanx, whore 
Thousands were sure to perish—Yes, to S|hU 
The rank polluteii rttirreni from tho veins 
Of a few bloated despota needed more 
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I'l’o sloe! me to a puip tr^e Kuch lu iitado 
Tinioleou iinniorlal, tlian to lae.i 
Tlio toils and drucuirK <4'a life of war. 

livt. P. J* gladdens me lo see your f trmvr wisdiHU 
Subdue the funes which so wrung you ere 
A'on wero decided. 

/>>«■<.. It was cvvT tliiis 

\A’’itU me; tlie hour ofaiitaUon came 
In (lie fir.st gUmmorings of a purpose, when 
Ibv^sion had I'jo mndi ro«)tii to sway ; but iti 
'riie hour of action 1 have stood as calm 
As wt'io tho dead who lay arouiui mo; this 
’riiey know who made me what 1 um, and trusted 
'I'o iho Kuhdiii!»'> po*vcr winch I preserved 
Over my ini*t)d, wlicn it.'S first bur'll was sjient. 

But tb'.y >V‘ re iio! iiw iuo’ lha» tlicre are tilings 
Whiih inaKe revenge a virtue by reliec.tioii, 

And U')l ttii iinpnUc of mere anger ; though 
'i’iio l.'ivt.i sloop, jiislice wuke.s, and injured soub 
tifi do a public light with private wrong, 
y\nd justUy their di’cds unto lhom.sclvo.s.— 

Methiiiks tho day breaks—is it not so ? look, 

'I’hine ryc.'j are clear with youth;—llio air pui.< *>0 
A itiomiug freshness, and, at Ictist to nio, 

I'iie sea looks grayer iJiiough tho lulticv. 

Ucr, P\ 'J'l Ui' 

I’lio moiu id dappling in tho sky. 

Jhiii'. Away thou! 

See that ihoy strike without dtday, and with 
rinf fir.sl toll from Bl. Mark’-s march on tho ]><'ilace 
Wall all our house’s Ktro.ngtli; liere I will uwol you—• 
'J'ho Sixteen and their conipanies will move 
In separate columns at Uie sclf-sumu moinonl— 

Re sure yon pos't yon.'-sclf at tho great gate 
I Would not trust the 'I’en” except to us— 

'rii*' H'Kt, dio labhlo of patricians, may 
(ll'if tjic moto careless swords of those leagued wkli us 

cinc.ii )er tliM ihc cry is still “ Saint Mark! 

“’l‘ho th'iiocse are cuim*.—ho! to tlie rescue! 

Saint Mark and liberty!’'---Now—now U> action! 

Jit r. P. Farewell then, nohk* uncle! wo will meet 
In freedom and true soverei,?n(y, or iie.ver! 

J)oy.C' Come liithor, my Bertuceio —one oinl^iicc— 
Sptied, lor Uio day grows broader—Send me soou 
A messenger to loll mo how all goes 
When you rejoin luir troops, and then somal—sound 
Tlio siorui>hcll from Saint Mark’s! 

\^ E,vit Bkktucojo Palikao 
{soli4s.) He is gone, 

And on ea<h fxitstep moves a. life.—’T U done. 

N<»vv the destroying Angel hovers o’ct 
V' enice, and puuse.s ert' he pours th«3 vial, 

Even as die caglo ovorkioks Iub (>roy, 

And for a moment, poisiut in iiuddl air, 

Suspends Uio motion ofliis niiglii.y wings, 

'rhen pwi«)j)s willi his unerring beak.—Thou <)ay ! 
'J’liat slowly walk’st the vvalitrs! march—march <mi— 

I would not binilo i’ tlic datk, hut ratlior soo 
Tliat mi stroke errs. And you, yc blue sca-wavtss ! 

1 have seen you dyed ero now, and det*|>ly too, 

With Genoese, Saraceii, and llimiiish gore, 

While dial of Venice flow'd to*>, hut victorious: 

Now thou mu.<t wear an titinriix'd criiiisoci; no 
Barbaric IdoisI < aii recimcilc iia now 
Ihilo that horrible incariiudmo, 

Hut friend o< f>e will roll in civic. :>iaugiiler. 

An*l have 1 lived to (Imrscoru years fiir this 7 
I, who was named Prtrserver of tiio City? 
r, at whoso name Uie loiilion’s caps wero flung 
Imo tire air, and cries fnmr U*ns of tinsisaiMis 
Uo.W} up, imploring Heaven to scivJ mo Uossiiigs, 

And fame, and length ofduy.s—W see this day? 

Hill tiiis day, black widiui the calendar, 

SIml! 1 m 3 buctujodoil by a brigtil inilleiUiimA 
Doge Darulolo survived to uiueiy tHuiuaeca 
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To va^uMh enqnro^ij and refutio their crown 
1 wiD reagn a crown, and make the state 
Renew its freedoni-^but oh! by what uneans? 

The nt^e end must justify them—>What 
Are a few dro|)S of human blood ? ’tis false, 

The blood of tyrants is not human; they, 

Like to incarnate Moloclis, feed on ours, 

Until ’tis time to give them to the lomlis 
Which they have made so populoiis.—Oh world.' 

Oh men ! what ant ye, and our best designs, 

That we must work by crime to punish crime ? 

And slay as if Doatli had but this one gufo, 

When a f<!W years would make the sword siipcrnuous ? 
And 1, n[»on the verjje <»f th’ unknown realm, 

I'ot send so many hcrald.s on before mo ?— 

1 must not ponder tliis lApau.se. 

Hark! was tiiero not 
A murmur as of distant voices, and 
The tramp of feet in marria) nnisou ? 

What pliantoms oven of sound our wishes raise! 

Jt cann(»t bo—the signal hath not rung— 

W'iiy pauses it ? My nephew’s messenger 
Should he upon his w’ay to mo, and ho 
IJimseir |HThaiw even now draws grating back 
Ujioii its ponderous hiugo Uie steep lower portal, 

Where swings Uio sullen liugo oracular hell. 

Which never knolls but for a princely dcatli, 
f)r fjr a state in peril, (joaling fortli 
'J'r»‘mciid(>us bodomrints; jet U doits office, 

And be tills peal its awfiillc.«t and last 

Sound till the strong lo\v(*r rock!—What! silent still? 

I woiiKI go fordi, )>ul tiiat my |>ost is here, 

To bti the centre of n'unkin to 
The oft rllscordaiit elomenfs wliich form 
Loagm^ of this nature, and to keep compact 
The wavering of the weak, in case of conflict; 

For if they sliould do battle, ’t will be here, 

Wifliin the palace, that the strife will thicken; 

Tlieu here must be my station, as becomes 

The master-mover.-Hark! ho coinos—lie comes, 

My nephew, brave Bcrtuccio’s messenger.— 

What liilings? Is he marching? hath he sped?— 

7’/ky hero!—all’s lost—yet will I make an eflbrl. 

C/tferaSioNOR or the Night'^, wUh Gurtxds^ 

^r. ^’c. 

Sig. Doge, I arrest ihec of high treason! 

Ihgc, Me! 

Thy prince, of treason ?—Wlio arc Uicy that dare 
Cloak their own treason under sucli an order ? 

Sig. (»/iotw«g /da order.) Behold my order from thi 
asseiiihlnd Ten. 

Ihgc, And w}icre oro they, and why assembled? no] 
Such council can bo lawful, till tlio prince 
Preside tlierc, and that duty’s mine: on tiiino 

I charge tliee, give mo way, or mQumhal me 
To the council chamber. 

Sig, Duke! it may not bo; 

Nor arc they in the wonted Hall of Council, 

But sitting in the convent dS Saint Saviour’s. 

Doge. You dare to disobey me tlion? 

Sig. I serve 

The state, and needs must serve it faithfully; 

My warrant is the will of those who rule it. 

Dogf. And till tlial warrant has my signature 

II is illegal, ami, as u'm? applied, 

RebelliouK—Hast ihou weigh’d well thy life's ivortli, 
Thai tiuis you dare assume a lawless firoction? 

Sig. ”1' is not my office to reply, but act— 

I am placed here as guard upon thy persem, 

And not as jiulge to hear or to decide. 

Dogr, (oskiu.) I satM lain time—So ffiat tlie storai- 
betl sound 

A&Miybc wall yot.-pUKiitoian, speed—speed—speed!— 
Our &te is trembffftr m tiM balance, and 


Wo to the vanquish’d! bo Uicy prince and people, 

Or slaves and 8enai<»— 

[The great heU of Saint Markka toUs 
Lo! it sounds—it tolls ! 

DogCy (ahud.) Hark, Signor of the Night! and you* 
ye hirelings, 

Who wield your mercenary staves in fear. 

Ft is yuur kucll—Swell on, thou lusty peiU! 

Now, knaves, what ransom for your lives? 

Sig. Confusicai 

'^land lo your anns, and guard the door—all’s lost 
Unlo.ss lliat fearful hcl! be silenced soon. 

'fbe olKwrc.r hath miss’d his patli or purpose, 

Or met .«oinc unforeseen and hideous olwlacle. 

Aiiseirno, with lliy company proceed 
Struighi lo the tower; Uie rest remain with me. 

| part of the Guard 
Doge. Wretidi! if thou woiddst have thy vile lUb, 
implore il; 

It is not now a lease of sixty seconds. 

Ay, send Ihy miserable ruffians forth; 

They never shall return. 

Sig. So let it be! 

They die iJion in their duty, as will X. 

Jjogc. Fool! tliC high eagle flics at nobler game 
Tlian lliou and thy base mynnidons,—live on, 

So thou provok’st no! p(^ril by resistance, 

AikI learn (if souls so mucJi obscured can bear 
To g.Tzc upon the .sunbeams) to be free. 

Sig. And learn thou lo be ca|)live—Tt hath ceased, 
[The hell r.eases to toU, 

Th<5 trail orous signal, which was to have, .sot 
’i’he lilootlljoniid mob on Iboir patrician prey— 

The knell hath rung, but it is nor llic senate’s! 

Ihge^ {nfln a 2 ftiusc.) All’s silent, and all’s lost! 

Sig. Now, Doge, denounce,mo 

As rebel slave of a revolted council! 

Have 1 not done iny dufy 7 
Doge. Peace, thou tiling! 

Thou hast done a worthy clo<‘d, and earn’d the price 
Of bloo<i, ami tlwy who une thee will reward thee. 

Tbir Ihoti wert sent to w'alch, and not to prate, 

As llum said’st even now—then do thine office, 

Hut let it be in silence, as behoove ihee, 

Since, though thy prisoner, T am tliy prince. 

Sig. I dkl not mean to fail in the respect 
Due to your rank : ui this 1 shall obey you. 

(f/s/dt .) 'i’here notv is nothing left me save to die; 
And yet how near success! I w'ould liave fallen, 

And proudly, in the hour of triumph, but 
To miss it thus !■ — 

Enter other Signors of the Night, witfi Bertuccio 
Faliero prisoner. 

2d Sig, Wc took him in the act 

Of issuing from the tower, where, at his order 
As delegated from tlio Doge, tlie si^al 
Had thus begun to sound. 

lat Sig. Are all the passes 

Which lead up to tlie palace well secured ? 

Zd Sig. They are—besidoa, it matters not; the chiefe 
Arc all in chains, and some oven now on trial— 

Their followers are dispersed, and many taken. 
jBer. jP. Uncle! 

Doge. It is in vain to war with Fortune; 

The Glory hath departed from our house. 

Der. E, Wlio would have doom’d it ?—Ah! on© moman 
sooner! 

Doge. That mrmient would have changed the fiuj© of 
ages; 

This gives us to eternity—We ’ll meet it 
As men wliose triumph is not in success, 

But who can make their own mintia all in all} 

Equal lo every fortune. Droop not, ’t is 
But a brief passage—I would go alone, 
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Yet if tiiey send us, as *t is like, logether 
Let us go worthy of our sires and selves. 

Ber. F, I shall not shame you, uncle. 

Sig, Lords, our orders 

Arc to keep guard on both in separate cUaiiihcTs, 
Until^he council call yo to your trial. 

Doge. Our trial! will they keep tlicir mockery tip 
Even to the last? but let them deal upon us, 

As we had dealt on them, but with less pomp. 

’T is but a game of mutual homicides, 

Who have cast lots for the first dcalh, and they 
Havti won with false dice.—Who haih been our Judas ? 
' Sig. I am not warranted to answer that. 

Bfr^F. I’ll answer for tlioe—’tis a certain Bertram, 
Even now deposing to the secret giunta. 

Doge. Bertram, the Borgamask! With what vile tools 
Wo ojicralc to slay or save! This creature, 

Black with a double treason, now will earn 
Rewards and honours, and bo Rtamj»’d in storv ! 

Willi the geese in the Capitol, which gabbled 
'rill lioiiHi awoke, an<l had au auuual rriuni)>h, 

Wluh* Manlius, who hiirl’d dowi tlic Gauls, was cast 
From the Tar[M5iau. 

1*/ Sis:. Tie os|)ircd to trea.son, 

And poughl to rule the stale. 

I)>g<\ ?Ic saved the state, 

Aii(|^sought but to reform what, he revived— 

But this i< idle-Come, sirs, do your work. 

!.«/ Sis. Nohh? Bertuccjo, wo must now remove you 
Into an inner chamber. 

Brr. F. Farewell, uncle! 

If wi‘ shall meet again in life 1 know not, 

But they perhaps will let our ashes mingle. 

IJ^tse. Ves, and oiir spirits, which simll yet go f »rth, 
And do vvliat our frail c!av, thus eltigg’d, hath fail’d in I 
Tl«‘v cannot quench the inomf»ry of those 
Who would have hiirlM them from their guilty thrones, 
And siitdi exam]>les will find heirs, though distant. 
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Will hear you; if you have aught to confew, 

Now is your time, perhaps it may avail ye, 

Ber. P. We stand to hear, and not to speak. 

Ben. Your criinet 

Are fully proved by your accomplices, 

And all w liieh cireiunstaiicc can add to aid them; 

Yi.‘t we- would hear from your oivri lips complete 
Avowal of your treason: on tlic verge 
Of that dread gulf which none repass, the truth 
Alone cau jiroiit you on earth or heaven— 

Say, then, what was your motive? 

/. Ber. Justice! 

Bfn. What 

Your object ? 

/. Ber. Freedom! 

Ben. You are briefj sir. 

I.Bf^. So mv life grf‘ws: I 
Was bred a soMmr, not a senator. 

I)>n. l^erliaps you lliiuk by this blunt brevity 
To brave vonr nidges to |K)st[»ono the sent<*nee / 

T. Bi >\ l>‘> yon be brief as I am, and belij'vo mc^ 

1 sliall pnd’er (bat mercy to your panlon. 

Ben. Is this your sole reply to the tribunal? 

I. Ber. Go, ask your racks what they have wrung 
from us, 

Or place us there again; w(* have still simio blood left, 
And some slight sense of pain in Uiohc wrench’d limbs : 
Bui this ye d;ire iioi di>; for if wo dio there— 

Ainl you have left us little life to spend 
TTpoii your engines, gorgwl witli pangs already— 

Ye lose the public spectacle, with which 
You would appal your slaves to further slavery! 

Groans are not words, nor agony assent, 

Nor aflirmntion truth, if nature’s sense 
Should overcome the soul into a lie, 

For a short, respite—must wc bear or die? 

Bfu. Say, who wore your accomplices? 

I. Ber. " The Senate, 

Ben. AVhat do you mean ? 

I. Ber. A.sk of the suffering |>roplc, 

Whom your patrician crimos h.ive driven to crime. 

Bfu. You know the l>oge ? 

J. Ber. I served wlili him at 2lafa 

In ilm Htdd, when you worn pkiatling hero your way 


Conspirtilors for tin' Tn nmn of M a kino Falikro, To present office ; we exposed our lives, 


cornptw'il w/utt U'ft.s r.rdle.il the Giunta. — Guards^ Q^c-vru. 
4*'*. —Israel Bkktuccio Phiuu Calen- 

OAKO as JV/.vwrs.— Bertram, Lioni, atul IVit- 
uesars^ ^e. 

The Cltief of the Tev ^ Benintende. 

Br.n. There now rests, after such conviction of 
Their manifold and manifest offences, 

But to pronounce on th(‘se obdurate men 
Tlie. sentence of llic law: a grievous task 
'I’o tliosc who hoar, and these who .sjicak. Alas! 

That it should fall to me! and that my days 
Of ollico should be stigmatised through all 
Th<* years of coming time, as bearing record 
'fo this most foul and complicated treason 
Against a just and free stair, known to rUl 
The earth as licing the Cliriatian Imlw^ark ’gainst 
The Saracen and the schismatic Greek, 

The savage Hun, and not k‘ss barbarous Frank; 

A city which has open’d India’s wealth 
To Europe; the last Roman refuge from 
O’erwhclming Attila ; the ocean’s queen ; 

Proud Genoa’s prouder rival! ’T Ls to sap 
The throne of such a city, these lost men 
Have risk’d and forfeited their worthless lives— 

So let them die the death. 

J. Ber. We are prepared; 

Your racks have done that for us. Let us die. 

Ben. If ye have that to say which would obtain 
Abatement of ymr punishment, the Giunta 


While you but liaxardetl tin* lives of otliers, 

Alike by acciiKation or defence; 

And. fur the rest, all Venice knows her Dogo, 
'riiivnigh bis great m'lions, and iho Senate’s insults! 

Ben. You iiavo hold couforouce wilh Jiira? 

/. Btr. 1 am weaiy- 

FveU wearier of your questions than your tortures: 

I pray you fiass to judgment. 

Ben. It is coming.— 

Ami you, too, I'hilip Cab ndaro, what 

Have you to say why you should not be doom’d? 

Cal. I never was n man of many words, 

And now have few lefi. worth the utterance. 

B'’n. A further application of yon engine 
May change your tone. 

Cal. Most true; it will do so 

A flirnier application did so; hut 
Tt will not. change my words, or, if it did— 

Ben. Who-t then ? 

Cal. Will ray avowal on yon rack 

Stand good in law? 

Ben. Assuredly. 

CuL Whoe’er 

Tlie culprit bo whom I accuse of treason ? 

Bm. Without doubt, he will he brought up to trial. 

Cal. And on this testimony would ho perish? 

Ben. So your conftission bo detail’d ami full, 

He will stand here in poril of his life. 

Col. Then look well lo thy proi«l self, Jp*re«ulent? 

For by the otemity wludi yawns before me, 
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C fiwcar that tJum^ and only thou, ahalt ho 
The traitor I iltmoimco up^»n that rack, 

If I be slrctchM ihoro for tlw Hororul timo. 

One of the Givnta, Lord Proid^'nt, wvro h»‘sf, j>n>- 
cccd to judi;in»*nt; 

There is no more to ia* ilrawn from these men. 

}Jen, Unhappy itv u! prepare fur liisianl. deatii. 

'Pho rialuro of yotir crime—oiir law—and peril 
The kUiIc noiv staruis in, leave not an hour’s r<'spilc—- 
Guards! load them f and upon the halcwiy 
Gf the red columns, whero, on festal Thursday,^ 

Thu Doge staixis to Ix-hohl the chase of hulls, 

Uet them bo jnslified: un«l leavt^ <‘xpos('d 
Their wavering rolics, in the plaer of judgment, 

To the full view of the ussenihled peoplijl—• 

And Heaven havo mert^y on their souls! 

The Ginnta. Amen! 

/. J5er. Signors, (ivrctvell I wo shall not all tigain 
Meet in one place. 

Sen, And lest, they slioiild essay 

To stir lip the distrac(.e<} nuilhludc— 

Cjiiiardft! let their rnouflis ho gagg’d,’ t ven in the act 
Of e.xe.cuiion.—L<’ad llicm licu(^«‘! 

6 V. 'Wlui.l! must we 

Not even say farewell to s»nne f»ud ni^ nd, 

Nor leave a Iasi word with onr eoufessor? 

Ben. A priest is wailing in the auleeliamher; 

But, for your friends, such interviews would bo 
Patnfiil to lliem, and u.-^oNiss all to you. 

Cal, 1 know that we were gagg’d in life.; at least 
All those, who had not heart to risk their liv('s 
TTpon ihcir open thoughts; hut still 1 deem’d 
That, in the last few uiomeuts, the same idle 
Freedom <4’ spoccli accor<l<*d to iha tlying. 

Would not now he denied to ns; hut since—— 

I.B<r. Kveiilet lh<*inhav<^ their way,brave Dalemlaro ! 
What mailer a few svllaoics'? let's die 
Without the siiglii<*st siiow <*f favour from them ; 

So ph:i)j our Idood more readily :uis>© 

To Heaven against llu.'ui, ami mort' testify 
To their atioeities, than eotikl a volume 
SjKilu'n or written of oor dyuig words 1 
They Ireinblo at onr voices—nay, they dread 
Onr very silence—)e{ tliem live in fear!— 

I.eavc them unto ih'dr tlimights, and let. us now 
Adilress onr own above!—l.ea<l on; we are ready. 

Cid. Israel, ihou but bearken'd unto mo 

ft had not n<»w been thus; and yon [>.de. villain, 

The coward Bertram, woukl— 

/. Ber. V ear *, (lalendaro! 

Wliat brooks it now to ponder upon this? 

Bert.. Alas! I fain von <lied in peace with me: 

I did n(4 si'rk this ta.sk; ’i was forced upon me: 

Bay, yon forgive mi', though T never can 
Relrievo iny <ivvn f »rgiveness-~ frown not thus! 

t. Bet. 1 die and pardon (hoc! 

Ctd. {epittinp; at hint.) I <lio and scorn thee! 

[Krcwit Tsu.\kt. BKBTtucio and Piriur 
Cat.entiaro, GuartlSy tJ'C. 

Ben. Now that these criminals havo been disposed of, 
’Tis time that w*. j>rocccd to pass onr senUmco 
Upon tli« greatest, traitor upon record 
In any annals, the Dogo Falioro! 

Tlio proofs and process are complete ; the time 
And crime rt*quiro a quick procoilnrc: shall 
He. now l>c call’d in to reci'ivr tJ»« award? 

Tfie Giunta, Ay, ay. 

J9cn. Avogndori, order that tlio Doge 

Be brought h<dt>ru the council. 

One of the Qhtnta. And the rest., 

When Mwil) they be brought wp ? 

Ben. When all the. cliicfe 

Have been disposed of. Borne havo fle<l to Chiozzji; 
But fliere are thousands in pursuit of them, 

And such jireeaution on terra firms. 


As w(dl as in the islands, that wo hopo 
« None will escape to utter in strange lands 
His libcllons talc, of treasoiiB ’gainst tho senate. 

£n/cr the Doge as Prisoner^ with Qtutrdsj 4^. 

Ben. Doge—fur such still you arc, and by ih© 

Must bo consider’d, till tlic hour shall come 
When you must dofl' the ducal bonnet from 
That head, which could not wear a crown more noble 
Than empires can conf<*r, in quiet honour, 

But it must plot to overtlirow your fioers, 

Who made you what you arc, and quench in blood 
A city’s glory—we havo laid already 
Before you in your chamber at full Jcngtl), 

By the Avogadori, all tho proofs 

Which have afipear’d against you; and more ample 

Ne’er rear’d tlieir sanguinary sliadows to 

Hunfnmt a traitor. Wliat havo you to say 

In your defence ? 

JJo^e. What shall 1 say to yo, 

Since my deftmeo must l»c 3 ’our condomuatioii ? 

Vou ar<' at onv'f' oth'iidcrs and accitsers, 

.lodges iukI fxi-eiiiioiicrit!—Proceed 
j l’]>on youi piAvcr. 

Br/i. Your < hiof accomplices 

Having e.onfessM, iIm re is no hope, fir you. 

And who be. they? 

Bm. In number many; but 

Tho fjr.st now stands hefue you in tiie court, 

Bcrlrani, (.f Bergamo,—would you ijucstion liim? 

Z)'C,o, (AW.uiat at kirn contemj^tmmxh/.) No. 

Ben. Aiiil two others, Drai*! Bciluccio, 

And Philip CalciMlaro, have adiniiicd 
Their fellowship in treason willi the Doge! 

Bof^c. And wlicru are they? 

Ben. (»oue to (heir place, and iipw 

Answcrin:! I 0 ITi aven for wjiiit they dul on earth. 

Dos*'. Ah! tilt! plebeian Bruins, is h«* j'tnie ? 

An<l ll»e qnM:k Cas.ou.*; t.f (lie ar.<ena)'/— 

Ilow did lliey nieoL their doom? 

Ben, ’riiiiilc of y iuv own ; 

ft is approae.hing. Vou decline to plead, tle n? 

rhs;e.. 1 ranuoi ph;.!'! to my inferiors, nor 
recognise your legal pnver to try me. 
show me the law! 

Ben. On great emergencies, 

The law* must, bo rcm<Kl«dl’<l or aniendeil: 

Our fathers had not fixM tho punishment 

Of such a crime, as i»u llic okl jloman lahUiS 

The sentence against parricide was left 

In pure forgelfulii^ss; tliey could not retvler 

That penal, which liad n<*itiier name nor llioughi 

In their great bosoms: who would )»ave fon-sccii 

Tliat nature could be filetl to such a crime 

.As sous ’gainst sires, and prineos ’gamjtt their rt^alms? 

Yoiir sin hath made us make n law which will 

Bec'.om*’! a precedent ’gainst such hanght traitors, 

As wonM with treason mount to tyranny; 

Not rv<*n contented with a seeptre, till 
They can convert, it to a twotulged sword! 

Was not the place of Doge sufficient for ye? 

What ’» nobler than the aignory of Venice ? 

Thge. Tho aignory of Venice ! You betray’d mo— 
Fmw— you, who 8 !t there, traitors as yo are! 

From my equality with you in birth, 

And my mipcriority in action, 

Vou <lnwv me from my honourable toUa 
In distant lond»—on flikod—in field—in citieo— 

You singled me out like a victim to 

Stand crown’d, but bound and helpless, at the altar 

Whore you alone c.ould minister. I kiiew not— 

I sought not—wish’<l not—dream’d not the electiem, 
Which reach’ll mo first at Romo, and X obey’d; 

But fiwwd on my arrival, that, l>osides 
Tho jealous vigilance wliich always led you 
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To mock ani! mar your sovereign’s besi inteutw, 

Vou Iwid, even in the interregnum of 
My journey to the capital, curtml’d 
And mutilated tiie few privileges 

t lefl the duke: all this I bore, and would 
Ilav(S|>)orne, miiil my very hearth was stain’d 
Hy the pollution of your ribaklry, 

Ainwl h<‘, the rihaM, wh(mi F see among you— 

Fit jodiro in such tribunal!- 

Ben. {hdtrntpfinff him.) Michel Slcno 
Is here in virtue of his otiice, as 
One of the Forty; “tho 'ren’’ having craved 
A Giimta of patricians from the senate 
To aiii our judgment in a trial arduous 
And novel as the present: ho was set 

from the penalty pronounced upon him, 

Hecausc the Doge, who should protect the law, 

SiM'king to abrogate all law, can claim 
No punishment of otJiors l)y tlu; slatufes 
Which he himself denies and violates! 

IJoiS^e. JVm rrNTSHMKNT! f rather sco him thercy 
Where he now sits, to glut him with my death, 

Than in the mockery of castigation, 

Which your foul, outward, juggling show of justico 
Decreed as sentence! Dase as was his crime, 

’T was purity eoinpared with your protection. 

Ben. And can it be, that the great Dogo of Venice, 
Wiih thre<' pails of a century of years 
Ainl honours on his head, coiiKl thus allow 
in', fury, like an angry boy’s, to master 
All feeling, wisdom, fiiilh, and fear, on such 
A provocation as a yfumg man’s pilulane< 5 ? 

/h^r. A Spark creates the fiariie—’i is llu* last drop 
Wliu'h makes the r-up run o’er, and nhne was full 
Aheady : you oppress’d the prince and {people; 

I w<»ulil have freed both, and liave fail'd in i»otli: 

7’hf' jiriee of sneh success W(»uld have b<‘*'n glory, 
V«‘M«iennce, a.ul victory, and such a name 
As \v<»uld liave made V'cnelian liislory 
lv.jval to that of Greccii and Syracuse 
When they witc freed, and lh»nrisliVl ages after 
And mine to fJolon and to Thrasybiilus 
Kiiiiiug, I know the ptmally of failure 
Is pn sen' infamy aritl ileaili—the fiiliiro 
W ill judge, when Veniec is no more, or free; 

’I’lll then, the truth is in abeyanc'^. J’ausi* not; 

1 would have shown no mercy, and T seek none; 

My life was slaked upon a mighty haaard, 

And being lost, lalic what I would have taken! 

I would have stood alone amidst your tiunbs ; 

Now you may flock round mine, and trample, on it, 

As you have done UfKWi my heart while living. 

Bm. You tio confess then, and admit (Ik? jnslico 
f)f our trifmuai ? 

Doffc. X confess to have rail’ll; 

Fortune is femalo: from my youth her favours 
Were not withheld, the fault was mine to hope 
Her former smiles ar'nin at this late Itour. 

Bni. You ilo not then in .aught airaign our equity? 
*>J)oge. Noble Venetians! stir mo not with questions. 

I am resign’d to the worst: but in mo still 
Have something of flie blood of brighter days, 

And am not over-paiient. Pray you, spare mo 
Further interrogation, which Iwiots nothing, 

Except to turn a trial to debate. 

1 shall but answer that wlitch will oflbnd you, 

And please your enemies-—a host already; 

’T is true., these sullen walls should yield no echo: 

But walls have ears—nay, more, ^ey have tongues; 
and if 

There were no other way for truth to oVrleap them, 
You who condemn me, you who fear and slay me, 

Yet could not bear in silence to your graves 
What you would hear from me of good or evil; 

The secret were too mighty for your souls: 


Then let if sleep ia mine, unless you court 
A danger which w'ould double that yon escape. 

Such my detcuco would be, bail I full fw.<^>o 
To make it famous; H^r true numU arc 
Am! dying men's are things which long outlive, 

And oftentimes avenge thi^m; bury mine, 

If ye would fain survive me: lake this counsel, 

And though ti>o ofl yc made me live in wralli, 

TiCt mo die calmly; you may grant me this;— 

I deny nothing—defend iiotiiing—nothing 
F a.sk of you, but silence f >r mysolfj 
Ami sentence from the court! 

Ben.. This full admission 

Spares tis the harsh necessity of ordering 
The torture to i licil the whole truth 

Doge. The torture! you have put me tlicrc ali^ady 
Daily since F was Doge; but if you will 
Add the corjiorcnl rack, you may: these liml>3 
Will yicM will) age to crushing iron; but 
There’a that within my heart diall strain your engines, 

Bnier an OiTtcER. 

Ql/icer. Noble Venetian-:! Duchess Faliero 
licquosis mlmission to tlie fiiiinla's presence. 

2hn. ^ay, eonseri]>l fallie.rs" shall slio be admitted? 
One of the (j!iunt>i. Slio may have revelations of ini- 
portaiiee 

Unto tin? siotr, to justify compliance 
With her request. 

Ben. Is this the general will? 

AIL It is. 

Jhiic. Oh, ailmiraide laws of Venire! 

'W’liicli wouKl admit the in the full h:»pe 
'J’hat she mi;;ht l>-siifv against the. husband. 

What glory to the chaste V'oK'lian ilames! 

15ut such hl^lfq^l>om<^rs *ga.inst all honour, as 
.Sit here, clo well f,4) act in lludr vtK'niioii. 

Now, villain Stimo! if this woman fii), 

] ’ll pardon tlua; thy lie, and thy escape, 

And iny tiwn vlohmt. death, and thy vile lilc. 

The DrertESs rnftrs. 

Ben. Taidy! this just trile.inal has resolved, 

Tliough the request he strang**, to grant if, ami 
Whalevor Ih*. its purport, to accord 
A patient Ixairing v\ith th«' tluc respect 
Which fits your am-esfry, your rank, and virUier: 

But you turn ho! there, look to tho lady ! 

Place a e.liair instantly. 

Ang. A moment’s faintness— 

’T is past; T pray you pardon me, I sit not 
In presence, of my prince and (»f iiiy husband, 

While ho is on his feel. 

Ben. Tour ]>lcaKure, lady? 

Ang. 1^0 ange rumours, but most true, if all I hear 
And see lie s-ootli, have reach'd me, and 1 como 
To knf»w lli<‘ worst, even at the worst; forgive 
The abruptness of my entrance an<l my bearing. 

Is it. -1 cannot speak—1 cannot shape 

The question—but you answiT it ere. spoken, 

Will) eyes averted, and with gloomy brows— 

Oh God! this is the silence of the grave! 

Ben. {lifter a paune.) Ir’parc us, and spare tliysolf tho 
repetition 

Of our most awful, but inexorable 
Duty to heaven and man! 

Ang. Yet speak; I cannot— 

I cannot—no—oven now believe these tilings. 

Is he condemn’d ? 

Ben. Alas! 

Ang. And was he guilty ? 

Ben. Lady! tho natural distraction of 
Thy thoughts at such a moment makes the question 
Merit forgiveness; else a doubt like this 
Agiunst a just and paramount tribunal 



MARINO FAtlERO, DOQK OF VENICE. 


Act V. 


254 

Were deep dfence. But question even the Doge, 
And if lie can deny tlie proofs, believe him 
Guiltless as tliy own bosom. 

An,?, Is H so? 

My lord—my sovereign—my poor father's friend— 
The mighty in the field, the sago in council; 

Unsay the words of this man!—Thou art silent I 
Ben. He hath already own’d to his own guilt, 

Nor, as tliou Koe’si, dotli ho now ilony it now. 

Ang. Ay, but he must not die! Spare his few years, 
Which grief and shame will soon cut down to days t 
One day of hafllod crime must not efface 
Near sixteen lustres crowdf^I wirli brave acts. 

Ben. His doom must he fulfill’d without remission 
Of lime or penalty—’l is a decree. 

Ang. He hath been guilty, hut there may be mercy. 
Bfiti. Not in this case with justice. 

Ang. Alas! signor, 

He who is only just is cruel; w!io 
Upon the earth would live were all judged justly ? 

Ben. His pimishmnit. is safety to tiie .state. 

Ang. He was a subji^ct, and hath served the state; 
He was y<mr general, and Ji.ath sav<>d the state; 

He is your .sovereign, and hath ruled the stale. 

One of the Council. He is a traitor, ami betray’d tin 
state. 

An^. Aii<l, hut f()r him, there now had been no stale 
'J’d sitvt* or to d<*slroy ; and you who sit 
There to pronounce the death of your deliverer, 

Had now been groaning at a M<»slL-tii oar, 

Or digging in the Hunriish mines in ftttter.s! 

0/«r of the Council. No, laily, tJiere are otliers win. 
Would die 

Rather Uian breathe in slavery! 

Ang. If there are so 

Within Oieee walls, tkoii art not of the number: 

The truly brave arc generous to the fallen !— 

Is ihiiro no hope ? 

Ben. Lady, it cannot be. 

Ang. (turning to the Doge.) Then die, Faliero! since 
it must be so; 

But with the spirit of my father’s friend. 

Thou ha-sl been guilty of a great ofTcnce, 

Half eaneell’d by the harshness of these men. 

1 would havi; sue4 to tliem—have pray’d to them— 
Have begg’d a.s furnish’d mendicants for bread— 

Have wept as they will cry unto their God 
For mercy, and he answer’d as they answer— 

Had it been fitting for thy inuno or mine, 

And if the cruelty in their cold eyes 

Had not otmuiinced the heartless wrath within. 

Then, as a prince, aildrcss thee to thy doom! 

D(>ge.. I have lived too long not to know how to die! 
Thy suing to these men were hut the bloating 
Of the lamb to (he butcher, or the cry 
Of scmnen to the surgt;: ] would not lake 
A life elc!rnal, granted at the hands 
Of wretches, from whose monstrous villanies 
I sought to free the groaning nations! 

M. Steno. 

A won! witli thee, and with this noble lady. 

Whom 1 have grievously offended. Would 
Sorrow, or shame, or penance on my part, 

Could cancel the inexorable jiast! 

But since that cannot be, as Christians let us 
Say farewell, and in ()eace: with full contrition 
I crave, not pardon, but compa.ssion from you, 

And give, however weak, my prayers for botli, 

Ang. Sago Benintende, now chief judge of Venice, 

I speak to thee in answer to yon signor. 

Inform the ribald Stfefio, tliat his words 
Ne’er weigh’d in mind with Loredano’s daughter 
Further thim*to create a moment’s pity 
For nigh as he is: would that others had 
Despined him os I pity! I prefer 


My fionour to a thousand lives, could such 
Be multiplied in mine, but would not have 
A singltJ life of otliers lost for tiiat 
Which nothing human can impugn—the sense 
Of virtue, looking not to what is call’d 
A good name for reward, hut to itself. ^ 

I'o mo tlie scorncr’s words wore as the wind 
Unto the rock: but as tlicre arc—alas! 

Spirits more sensitive, on which such things 
Light as the whirlwind on the waters; wmis 
To whom dishonour’s shadow is a sulistancc 
More terrible than di-ath here and hereafter; 

Mi“n whose vice i.s to start at vice’s scoffing, 

And wlio, though proof against all blandisljrnents ^ 

Of pleasure, and all [»angs of pain, arc feeble 
When the pnmd nanuj on which tlu'y pinnacled 
Their hojies is breathed on, jealous as the eagle 
Of her high ai(TV ; let what we n*>w 
Behold, and feel, and sufKir, ho a lesson 
To wrolclies bow they tamper ii) their spleen 
With beings of a higher oi<ier. Insects 
lave made the lion mad ere now; a shaft 
' the hoc! oVrthrew llie bravest of Uie brave; 

A wife’s dishonour was the bane of Troy; 

A wifo’s dishonour unking’d Rome for ever; 

An injured husband brought the Gauls to Cliisium, 

And thence lo Home, which perish’d for a lime; 

An ge.stiire cost Caligula 

lis life, while earth yet bore his cruelties; 

A virgin’s wrong mad(‘ Spain a Moorisli province; 

And Steno's lie, couch’d in two worthless lines, 
hilh decimated Venice, put in peril 
A senate which hath stood hundred years, 
)iscrow’nM a prince, cut off his crowiilcss brad, 

And forged new fetters for a grt)aning people! 

i‘l the (MXir wretch, like to llui courtesan 
Vho fin^d Persepolis, be proud (»f this, 

-f it so please him-—’twere a pride tit for him! 
lut let him not insult the last hours of 
lim, who, whale’er he now is, was a hero, 

3y the inlnision of his very prayers; 

Nothing of good can come from such a source, 

Vor would we aught with him, nor now, nor ever: 

Ve leave him to himself, that lowest depth 
ff human baseness, l^ardon Is for men, 

\n(l not for reptiles—we have none for Slcno, 

^nd no resentment; things like him must sting, 

\nd higher bcin^ suffer: His the charter 
'f life. The man who dies by the adder’s fang 
day have the crawler crush’d, but feels no anger: 

T was th<' worm’s nature; and some men arc worms 
n soul, more than the living things of tombs. 

Doge, (to Bm.) Signor! complete that which you 
deem your duty. 

Ben. Befjrc we can proceed upon that duty, 

Vc would request the princess to withdraw; 

I will move her too much to be witness to it. 

Ang. I K'now it will, and yet I must endure it, 

'or His a part of mine—f will not quit, 

Ixcepl by force, my husband’s side.—Proceed! 

4ay, fi^ar not cither shriek, or sigh, or tear; 
riiough my heart burnt, it shall he silent.—Speak! 

‘ have that within which shall oVrmaster all. 

Ben. Marino Faliero, Doge tff Venice, 
iount of Val di Marino, Senator, 

.nd some time General of the Fleet and Army, 
foblo Venetian, many times and oft 
itnisted by the state wth high employments, 

.v<m to the highest, listen to the gentenco. 
onvict by many wihiesscs and proofs, 

.nd by thine own cemfossion, of the guilt 
if trcacliery and treason, yet unheard <ff 
ntil this trial—the decree is death. 

Thy goods are confiscate unto the state; 

?hy name is razed from out her records, tave 



Act V. 


MARINO PALIERO, DOGE OP VENICE, 2BS 


Upon a public day tbauksgiving 
For this our most miraculous deliverance^ 

When tliou art noted in our calendars 
With &artiK|uake8} pestilence, and foreign foes, 

And tlic great enemy of man, as subject 
Of ga^teful masses for Heaven’s grace iu snatching 
' Our lives and country from thy wickedness. 

The place wherein as Doge thou shouldst be painted, 
With thine illustrious prodocossors, is 
To be left vacant, with a death-black veil 
Flimg over these dim words engraved beneath, 

“ This place is of Marino Faliero, 

Decapitated for his crimess.” 

iJoge, “His crimes!” 

But lot it bo so^—it will be in vain. 

Tiio veil which blackens o’er this blighted nann^ 

And hides, or seems to hide, thc'se lineaments, 

Shall draw more gazers than the tliousand portraits 
Wliich glitter round it in their pictured trappings— 
Your dcjlegatcd slaves—tlie pcojile’s tyrants! 
“Decapitated for his crimescrimes? 

Were it not better to record tlic facts, 

So that Uic contemplalor might approve, 

Or at the least loam w/icnce the crimes arose ? 

When tlic lieholder knows a Doge conspired, 

Let liim bo told tho cause—it is your history. 

Sen. Time must reply to that; our sons will judge 
Tiieir fathers’ judgment, which I now pronounce. 

As Doge, clad in tlie ducal rolics and cap, 

TJiou shall be led hence to the Giants’ Slaircasc, 
Where tliou and all our princes are invested; 

And there,, the ducal crown being first resumed 
Upon tho spot where it was first assumed, 

I’liy liead shall be struck off; and Hoavim have mercy 
Up<ai thy soul! 

Is this tho Giunta’s sentence? 

Sen. It is. 

So^e. 1 can endure it.—And the time ? 

Sen. Must be inimediaU;.—Make tliy peace witli God 
Witiiin an hour thi>u must be in his presence. 

Dofic'. I am already; and iiiy blood will rise 
To Heaven before the souls of iho.-.c who shed it.— 

Are all my lands confiscated ? 

Sm. They are; 

And gfKKls, and jewels, and all kind of treasure, 

J'l\<‘«‘pt two thousand ducats—theso dispose of. 

Doge. That’s harsh.—1 would have fain reserved tlu 
lands 

Near to Treviso, wliich I hold by investment 
From Laurence the Count-bishop of Gencda, 

In fief perpetual to myself and heirs. 

To portion them (leaving my city spoil, 

My palace and iny treasures, to your forfeit) 

Between my consort and my kinsmen. 

Sen. These 

Lie iiiKler tho state’s ban; tlieir chief) thy nephew. 

In peril of his own life; but tlie council 
P^»stpones bis trial for the present. If 
Thou wiil'st a state unto thy widow’d princess, 
not, for we will do her justice. 

Ang. Signors, 

I share not in your spoil! From hencefm’th, know 
I am devoted unto God alone, 

And take my refuge in tho cloister. 

Doge. Como! 

The hour may be a hard one, but’t will end. 

Have I aught else to undergo save death ? 

Sen. You have naught to do, except confess and die. 
The priest Is robed, the scimitar is bare, 

And both await witliout.—But, above all, 

Think not to speak unto die people ; they 
Are now by thousands swarming at the gates, 

But theso are closed; the Ten, the Avogadori, 

The Giunta, and the chief men of llie Forty, 

Alone will be beholdors of thy doom, 


And they are ready to attend Uie Doge. 

Doge. The Doge! 

Sen. Yes, Doge, thou hast lived and thou shall dia 
A sovereign; till the moment which precedes 
Tlie separation of that head and trunk, 

That ducal crown and head shall be united. 

Thou hast Ibrgot tliy dignity in deigning 
To plot witli petty traitors; not so we, 

Who in tlio very punisliment acltnowledge 
Tho prince. Thy vile accomplices have died 
The dog’s deatli, and the wolfs; but thou shalt fall 
As falls the lion by tlie hunters, girt 
By tliosu who fool a proud compassion for thet^ 

And mourn even tho inevitable dcatli 
Provoked liy thy wild wrath, and rogal fierceness. 

Now wc remit Uioc to tliy jireparation: 

Let it be brief, and wc ourselves will bo 
I'hy guides unto the place wlicre first wo were 
United to ilieo as thy Nubjccts, and 
Thy senate; and must now be jiarted from thee 
As such for ever, on tlic self-same spot.— 

Guards! form the Doge’s escort to his cliambor. 

[Exeuni. 

Scene II.—TVic Zhge^s Apartment. 

The Doge as Prisoner^ ami the DutuiEss aUenSing hii 

Doge. Now, tliat the priest is gone, ’t were useless 
To linger out llu; miserable minutes; 
lut one paug more, tlic iiaiig of jiartiiig from tliec, 

And 1 will leave th<? few Ixst graias of sand, 

Which yet remain of tlic accorded hour, 
ytill fulling—I have done with I’ime. 

Ang. Alas! 

And I have In.'cn tlie cause, tlu? unconi-Jiuous cause ; 
And fiir this funeral marriage, this black union, 

Which thou, comjiUant witli my father’s wish, 
hdst proiiuse at his dcatii, tliou hast seal’ll thine own. 

Dn}>e. Not so: tluTo was that in my spirit ever 
A’’lucli shaped out for itself some great reverse ; 

Tho marvel is, it came not until now— 

And yet it was foretold mo. 

How foretold you? 

Doge. Long years ago—so long, they are a doubt 
n incmf»ry, and yet tlicy live in annuls: 

When [ was in iny yoidh, and served the senate 

And signory as poilt;sla and ca{>tain 

Jf i!i« town of Tn viso, on a day 

)ffestival, the sluggldi hisliop who 

>aivey\l the lio^t aroused my rash young anger, 

By strange dtday, and arrogant reply 
To my reproof; 1 raised my hand and smolo liim 
Tniil he reel’ll beneath his holy burden; 

And as he rose from earth again, ho raised 
lis tremulous hands in pious wrath towards heaven. 
I'hencc pointing to tlic Host, which liad fallen from liink 
ie turn’d to me, and aaid, “ The hour will ccane 
Wlien he thou hast o’erthrown shall o’ertlirow Uioe: 
The glory .shsill ilepart from out tliy house. 

Tile wisdom shall lie shaken from thy siml, 

And in diy best maturity of mind 
A madness of die heart shall seize upon theo ; 

Passion shall tear dice when all passiems cease 

n other men, or mellow into virtues; 

kiid majesty, which decks all other heads, 

Shall crowm to leave thee headless; honours shall 
But prove to thee the heralds of destruction, 
nd hoary hairs of shame, and both of death, 

But not such death as fits an aged man.” 

“’hus saying, he pass’d on.—That hour is come. 

Ang. And with this warning couldst thou not have 
striven 

0 avert tlie fatal moment, and atone 
By penitence for dial which Uiou hadsi done ? 

J^ge, I own the words went to my heart| so much 



Tlitf I roQidtnbor’d tfeem arakl tho mwe 
'Of ^ as if they a B)>eotnd voice, 

Wdudi ihooh me m a si^Msnatural dream; 

And I r^>«nte(t; but’t was not ior me 
To puU in resolution: what must bo 
1 could not change, and wotdd not fear.—Nay more, 
Thou canst not have forgot, what all remember, 

That on my day of landing here as Dogo, 

On my return from Rome, a mist of such 
Unwonted density went on before 
The bucentaur like tho columnar cloud 
Which uslierM Israel out of £gyi>t, till 
The pilot was misled, and disembark'd us 
Between tho pillars of Saint Mark’s, where is 
Tho custom c»f the state to put to death 
Its crimituds, instead of touching at 
The Riva della Paglia, as tlic wont is,— 

So that all Venice shudder’d at tlio omen. 

Ang. Ah! little boots it now to recollect 
Such tilings. 

Vogc. And yol 1 find a comfort in 
The thought tliat Uiesc things arc the work of Fate; 
For I would rather yudd to gcxls than men, 

Or cling to any creed of destiny, 

l^aUicr than deem these mortals, most of whom 

1 know to bo as wortlilcss as iJie dust, 

And weak as worlliless, mure than instrumenla 
Of an o’er-ruling power; they in Uiemsolves 
Were all incapable—they could not bo 
Victors of him who oft had cowpierVl for them! 

Ang. Enjploy tht^ minutes Itit in aspirations 
Of a more healing r^tun;, and in peace 
Even with lliese wretches taJ<e tjiy /light to heaven. 

Dogf. I am at ptaei^: the pence of cerljiinly 
That a sure hour will ciime, when tlicir sous’ soiii^ 

And this [truud city, and these azure waters, 

And all which niaktis them cmiiieut and bright, 
bhuij bo a de.soiation, and a eur.se, 

A hissing and a scoif imto the nations, 

A Carthage, and a Tyro, uii Ocean Babel! 

Ang. Idpcak not thus now; tlio surge of passion still 
Sweeps o’er thee to tlio lust; tlioii dost deceive 
Thyself, and can.st not injure them—be calmer. 

ihge. 1 stand williin eternity, and see 
Into eternity, and 1 bi‘h(»ld— 

Ay, pa4iable os 1 sec thy sweet face 

For the last time—tho days winch I cleiiounco 

Unto all lime against llicso wave-girt walls, 

And they who are iiidwollcrs. 

Omrrdi (comhig/mL'm ii.) Oogc of Venice 
The 'i’on are in attendance on your higlinesss. 

Doge. Tlien Cirowell, Angioiina!—one embrace— 
Forgive the old man who Imtli been to thee 
A fond but fatal ]iu«<banii—lovt^ niy memory— 

1 would not ask so much for me still living, 

But thou cuust judge of me more kindly now 
Seeing my evil feelings are at rest. 

Besides, of all tlie fruit of tlieso long years, 

Cloi*}', and weallli, and {>o\vcr, and fame, and name, 
Wliicli georrally leave some flowers to bloom 
Even o’er llic grave, I have nothing lelY, not even 
A little love, or friendship, or esteem, 

No, not enough to extract an epitaph 
T«'n)in osientatioiis kinsmen; in one hour 
I have uprootetl all my forincr lift^ 

And outlived every tiling, c.vscpt thy heart, 

The pure, the gotid, tlie gentle, wliicli will oil 
With uuimpair’d but not a clamorous grief 
Still keep—Thou turn'st so pale!—Alas! site faints, 
She has. bread), no pulse !—0ruards! lend your t^— 
1 caimOt ktvc her dms, and yet’t is better, 

Since every lifeless moment si>arts a pong. 

When 1^0 lAiakes oif flits tem)>oirary dead), 

I shall be with the Eternal.—Cull her women— 

One look!—how cold her hand!—as cold as mine 


Shall be ere she recovers.—Gently tend heri 
And take iny last thanks—1 am ready now. 

[The Attendant of ANfiioniNA mict and marmtncl 
titeir mktrees, voho Im /otn^ed.—t/ie 
r>OGK, Gmrd/^ ^c. ** 

ScEicc UL— Cmriof dte Dued Palace; th^outtr 
gates are shtd agdrui tAejpcop/c.—27(f« Doo£ enUrs in 
kis duad robes, m proeessmi unth tfu Council of Ten 
cold other Pairidaruiy attended by the Guards Uil they 
arriw. at die top of the ^ Giantd SUw'casef* {vdierc the 
Doges took the oaths;) the Executioner is stationed th<re 
with his suxtrd.—On arriving^ a Chief of the Ten 
(df'ihe ducal cap from the Doge's head. 

Doge. So now the Doge is nothing, and at ladl 
1 am iigain Marino Fabero: 

’T is widl to ho so, though but (or a moment. 

Here was 1 crown’d, and hero, boor witness, licavcii! 
With how inucli more contentment 1 resign 
That shining mockery, the ducal bauble, 

Tiiaii 1 received the fatal ornament. 

One of the Ten. Tliou Ircmblost, Faliero! 

Ihge. ’T is with age, flien.® 

Jkn. Faliero! ])a.«!t. thou auglit furflrer to commend, 
Oompalililo with justice, to thi; senate ? 

Doge. 1 woukl commend my nephew to then- mercy, 
My consort to theii justice; for mefluiiks 
My dcalh, and such a death, might setflo all ' 
Between die stale and me. 

Dm. 'Phoy shall be cared for; 

Even noiwilhstiindlng thine unlicard-of crime. 

Doge. Unlicat-fl «.'f! ay, fliero’s not a history 
Jliil yliuNvs a tliousiuid crowiui conspirators 
Against llic peojile ; but to set them free 
()n<‘ sov(‘reigu (.‘uiy died, and one is dymg. 

Dffi. And wlio wore they who fell in sucli a caus^j ? 
Doge. 'J’lic King of Sparta, and ih<i Doge of Venice— 
Agis and Faliero! 

Dm. Hast thou more 

To niter or to Jo? 

Doge, May I speuk ? 

Den. I’iiou luay’st; 

But recollect (lu* people arc wiUiout, 

Beyond the compass of the human voice. 

ihge. I sjH’ak to Time and to Kicniity, 

)r which 1 grow a ]iortioii, not to man. 

Ye cleuuuits! in which to be resolved 

1 basliut, let niy voice be as a spirit 

\T|)un you! Y"e blue waves! which bore my banner, 

Yo winds ! wliich flutter’d oVr as if you loved it, 

.^ml till’d my sw elling .sails as they were wafted 
To many a tiiuniph! Thou, my native card), 

Whicli I htivebliid h)r, and diou f)nugn earUi, 

Which drank tins willing blood from many a wound! 

Yo in wlik h my gore will not sink, but 

Ueek up Jo Heaven! Ye Kkies, which will receive it! 
Tliou suii! which shhiest oil diese Uiings, and Thou! 
Who iundUst ami who ijuencJicsl suns!—Attest! 

J am not iimoceiit—hut are diese guilUess ? 

1 perish, but not unavenged; far ages 
Float up from the abyss of time to be. 

And show these eye.M, befiire they close, the doom 
Of diis proiKl eily, jmd I leave my curse 

On her and In-rs for ever!-Yes, tho hours 

Arc silently eiigctidering of the day, 

When she, who built ’gainst AuHa a bulwark, 

Shall yield, and bloodUissly and basely yield 
Unto a bastard Attila, without 
Shedding so much blood in her lost defence 
As these old veiiw, oft dndn'd in shieMing her, 

Shall pour in sacrifice.—She shall bo bought 
And soil, and be an appanage to thiwo 
Who Bliall despise her!—She shall Bto<^ to bo 
A province fur an ompiie, jietty town 
in Uou of capital, wiUi staves for senates, ^ 



NOTES TO MAftmO PALIEftO. 


Beggars for nobles, panders for a people! 

Then when the Hebrew*® in % palaces, ** 

The Btin in thjr Mgh placee, and the Greek 
Walks o*er % mart, and smiles on It for his! 

V(han thy patricians beg tlioir bitter bread 
In narrow street!^ and in their shameful need 
Make their nobility a plea for pity! 

Then, when the few who still retain a wreck 
Of their great fathers’ heritage shall fawn 
Ro»md a barbarian Vice of Kings’ Vicegerent, 

Even in the palace where they sway’d as sorereigos, 
Even in the palace where they slew iheir sovereign, 
Proud of some name they have disgraced, or sprung 
From ajt adulteress boastful of her guilt 
With some largo gondolier or foreign soldier, 

Shall bear about Utcir bastardy in triumph 
To the third spurious generation ;~>when 
Thy sons are in the lowest scale of being, 

Slaves turn’d o’er to the vancpiish’d by the victors, 
Despised by cowards for greater cowardice, 

And scorn’d even by the vicioius for such vices 
As in the monstrous grasp of their conception 
Defy all codes lo image or to name them; 

Then, wh«n of Cyprus, now thy subject kingdom, 

All lliine inheritance shall be her shame 
liatail’d on thy less virtuous daughters, grown 
A*wider proverb for worse prostitution;— 

WImri all tho ills of conquer’d slates ;-.hall cling tliee, 
^^ire witliout R[iloiidoiir, sin witliout relief 
'Iven from the gloss of love lo siiKmlli if o’er, 
bit in its stead coarse lusts of habitude, 

Vuricfil yet passionless, cold studied IcwdnoKs, 
J>cpraviag nature's frailly t(> an art;— 

•Vhen these and more are heavy on thee, when 
htjilos widiout mirth, and pastimes without }»leasure, 
l•oulh without lioiiour, age without respect, 

VToamiess and weakness, and a sense of wo 

Daiiisl which tfiou wilt not strivi*, and dar'st not murmur, 

lave made tliee last and worst <»f pcopleit deserts, 

['hen, ill the last gasj) of tliine agony, 

Wnidst thy many mtirdf'rs, think ofmi/i*/ 

'hou den of drunkards with the blt>od of princes! 
schemia of the waters! thou sea Sodom! 

'hus I devote thoe to tho infernal gods! 

'Iiec and thy serpent seed! 

f Here the Doge tumSf and addresH'S the Kxfi:uti<mer. 

Slave, do thine oiHcc ! 

krike as I struck tho foe! Strike as I would 
lave struck those tyrants! Strike deep as my curse! 
Itrike—and but orico ! 

\Tke Doge throws himself vpon his Jerwes^ and as 
ihs ExecuUoner rahtes his sword the scene closes. 


ScEira IV .—The Piom and PiaxtiUa tfSaait JI^M^ 
—PsopU iaorowds gathered rtnmd As gratad 
of die Ducal Pedacc^ which are thaa. 

First CifurcA. I have gam’d the gate, and can discern 
the Ten, 

Robed in their gowns d state, ranged round tho Doge, 
Second CU, I cannot re^di thee with mine utmoct 
effort. 

How is it ? let us hear at least, since sight 
Is thus prohibited unto the people, 

Except the occupiers of Uiose bars. 
iTirsf Cit. One has approach’d the Doge, and nowth^ 
strip 

The ducal bonnot from his head—and now 
He raises his keen eyes to Heaven; I see 
Them glitter, and his lips move—Hush ! hush!—no^ 

’T was but a murmur—(’urse upon tho distance! 

His words are inarticulate, but ihu voice 
Swells up like mutter'd thunder; would we could 
But gather a solo sentencu! 

Second dt. Hush! we perhafis may catch tlie sound. 
First Cii. ’Tis vain, 

I cannot hear him.—How his hoaiy hair 
Streams on the wind like foam upon the wave! 

Now—now—he kneels—and now Uiey form a circle 
Round him, and all Is hidden—hut I see 
The lifted sword in air—Ah! Hark! it falls! 

I The People murmur. 
IViird Cit. Then they have inurdciM Imu who would 
have freed us. 

Fourth Cit. lie was a Itind inau lo the coinmoiw ever. 
FfVi Cit. Wisely Ihcyiiid t(» keep tlnur pt)rlalsbarr’d. 
Would v\>‘ had known tlie work they were prtqmring 
^ro wc wore suiiiirion'd he.ie, wc would havtJ brought 
and Ibrcod ll>ein! 

Suth Vd. Arc you sure he b dead? 

First Cit. I saw the sword fall—Lo! what have we 
hero ? 

bZrder on the Balctmt/ of the prdare uhirk fnmta Saint 
Alorh's PlacCy a OriiKV of the Ten,'* a 
blmdy sioord. He wavee it thrice before the PeopU, 
and exclaims^ 

Justice hath dealt upon the mighty Traitor!" 

yPhe pates are opened; the populace rush in towards 
the “ Giant's Staircase,^ where the racecutitm has taken 
place. The foremost of them exclaims to those 6ektnd, 

fhe gory head rolls down tho “ Giants’ Stops!” 

[The curtain fails. 


NOTES TO MARINO FALIERO. 


Note 1, page S33, line 80. 

' I mote tlie lardy bieh^ at Treviso. 

An hi»toric«l fact. Sec Marin Sanuto’s Lives of the 
logos. 

Note 2, page 235, line 105. 

A giaidola wWi one oar ady. 

A gondola is not like a common boat, but is as easily 
iwoa with one oar as with two, (though of course not 
1 swiftly,) and often is so from motives of privacy; 
sd (since the decay of Venice) of economy. 

Note 8, page 242, lines 44 and 46. I 

They think themtdvet 
Engaged in secret to lAe Signory. 

An historical fact. 

Note 4, page 248, line 124. 
fVithin oar palace prednete at Sen Polo. 

Th. Dog.’s privata family palac*. 

2 n 


Note 5, page 250, line 44. 

“Signor of the Night.’' 

“ I .Signori di Notte” held an important charge in th* 
old Republic. 

Note 6, page 252, lino 10. 

Eesbd Thursday. 

“ Giovedi Orasso,” “fat or greasy Thursday,” which 
I cannot literally translate in the test, was the day. 

Note 7, page 252, line 21. 

Guards! let ihdr mouths be gagg’d, eum m the act. 

Historical fact. See Sanuto, in the Appendii to llti* 
tragedy. 

Note 8, page 253, line 97, 

Say, conscript fathers, shall s5« be admittod ? 

The Venetian senate took the same title M the 
Roman, of “Conscript Fathers.” 



APPENDIX TO MARINO FAUERO. 
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Note 9, page 256, line 86. 

'Tn lath age, then. 

Tfaie wu the actual reply of Bailli, maire of Paris, 
to a Frenchmaa who made tiim the same reproach or 
1 m way to execudoD, in the earliest part of their revo- 
Itidon, 16ncl in reading over, (since the completion of 
this tragedy,) for the 6rst time these six years, “Ve¬ 
nice Preserved,” a similar reply on a different occasion 
by Renault, and other coincidences arising from the 
subject. I need hardly remind the gentlest reader, thai 
such coincidences must be accidental, from the very 
Reility of their detection by reference to so popular a 
play on the stage and in the closet as Otwaya chef- 
d’auvre. 

Note 10^ page 257, line I. 

Beggare far nobla, pamlers for a peopk I 

Should the dramatic picture seem harsh, let the 
reader look to the historical, of the period prophesied, 
or rather of the few years preceding that period. Vol¬ 
taire calculated their “ nostre bene mcrite Merctrici” 
at 12,000 of regulars, without including volunteers and 
local militia, on what authority 1 know not; but it is 
perhaps the only port of the population not decreased. 
Venice once contained 200,1X10 inhabitants, there aro 
now about 90,000, and thcse !! few individuals can 
conceive, and none could describe the actual state into 
which the more than infernal tyranny of Austria has 
plunged this unhappy city. | 


Note 11, page 257, line 2. 

Then when the Hebrew'e in % palaeee. 

The chief palaces on the Brenta now belong to the 
Jews; who in the earlier times of the repubhc were 
only allowed to inhabit Mestri, and not to enter the (atyo 
of Venice. The whole commerce is in the handr''of 
the Jews and Greeks, and the Huns form the garrison 
Note 12, page 267, line 42. 

Thou den of drunkards with the blood of prineee. 

Of the first fifty Doges, ./Ins abdicated—:/itie were 
banished with their eyes put out—were uassa.- 
CRED —and nine deposed; so that nineteen out of fifty 
lost the tlirone by violence, besides two who fell in ■ 
battle : this occurred long previous to the reign of Ma¬ 
rino Falicro. One of his more immediate predecclsors, 
Andrea Dandolo, died of vexation. Marino Faliero 
himself perished as related. Among his successors, 
Foscari, after seeing his son repeatedly tortured and 
banished, was deposed, and died of breaking a biood- 
rcssei, on hearing the bell of Saint Mark’s toll for the 
deetioii of his successor. Morosini was impeached 
or the loss of Candia; but this was previous to his 
ukedom, during which he conquered the Morea, and 
ras styled the Peloponnesian. Faliero might truly say, 

“ Thou den of drunkards with the blood of princes!” 

Note 13, page 257, line 79. 

Cld^ if the Tea. 

“ Un Capo de’ Dieci” are the words of Sanuto’s 
Jhroniclo. 


APPENDIX TO MARINO FALIERO. 


I. 

MCCCLIV. 

MARINO FALIERO DOGE XLIX. 

“ Fu eletio darpiarant uno Eletlori, il qualo era Ca- 
raliere e conte diV aldomarino in Trivigiana, ed era ricco, 
B si trovava ambasciadore a Roma. E a di 9, di Sel- 
tembre, dopo sepolto il siio predecessore, fu chiamato 
li gran Consiglio, o fu preso di fare il Doge giusta it so- 
lito. E furono fatti i cinque Correltori, Ser Bernardo 
Griustiniani Procuratore, Ser Paolo Loredano, Ser Fi- 
ippo Aurio, Ser Pietro Trivisano, c Ser Tommaso 
viadro. 1 quali a dl 10, misero questo correxioni alia 
}romor.ione del Doge: chc i Consiglieri non odano gli 
Jratori e Nunzi de’ Signori, senza i Capi de’ quaranta, 
16 possauo ri^onderc ad alcuiio, se non saranno qual- 
ro Consiglieri e due Capi de’ Quaranta. E die osser- 
rino la forma del suo Capitolare. E che Messer lo 
Ooge si metta nclla miglior parte, quando i giudici tra 
oro non fossero d’ accordo. E ch’ egli non possa far 


I aeiie oue paru oei consigiio tie- rregaii. jieiii, cue 
n luogo di tro mila pelli di Conigli, che debbun dare i 
Saratuii per regalia al Doge, non trovandosi tante pelli, 
^ diano Ducati ottanta I’aimo. E poi a dl II, delto, 
nisero etiam. altre correzioni, che se il Doge, che sard 
iletto, fosse fuori di Venezia, i savi possano prowedere 
lei suo ritorno. E quando fosse it Doge animalato, sia 
fioedoge uno de’ Consiglieri, da essere eletto tra loro. 
3 che it delta sia nominato Viceluogotenenie di Messer, 
o Doge, quando i giudici faranno i suoi attl. E nota, 
lerche fu fatto Doge uno, ch’era assente, che fu Vice- 
loge Ser Marina Badoero pih veechio de’ Consiglieri. 
ftem, che il govemo del Ducato sia commesso a’ Con- 
dglieri, e a’Capi de’ Quaranta, quando vacherh il Du- 
;ato finchh sark eletto I’ altro Doge. E cosi a dl 11 di 
lettembre fu oreato il prefato Marino Faliero Doge. 
S (b presc^ che il governo del Ducato sia commesso a’ 
Jonsiglien a a’ Capi de’ Quaranta. I quali etiano in 
Palazzo di continuo, fino che verrk il Doge. Sicchh di 
lontiauo stiano in Palazzo due Consiglieri o un Capo 


de’ Quaranla. E subito furono spedite lettere al detto 
Doge, il quale era a Roma Oral oro al Legato di Papa 
Innocenzu VI. ch’ era in Avignone. Fu preso nol gran 
Consiglio d’eleggere dodici ainbasciadori incoiitro a 
Marino Faliero Doge, il quale veniva da Roma. E gi- 
unto a Chiuggia, il Podesta mandh Taddeo Giustiniani 
suo figliuolo incuuiro, con quiiidici Ganzaruoli. E poi 
venulo a ,S. Clemente md Bucintoro, venno un gran 
caligo, luleo die il Bucintoro non si poth levarc. Laonde 
il Doge co’ genLituomini nelio piatte vennero di lungo 
in quesla Terra a’ 6 d’ Ottobre del 1354. E dovenuo 
smontare alia riva della Paglia per lo caligo andarono 
ad isinontiire alia riva della Piazza in mezzo alle due 
colonno dove si fti la Giustizia, die fu un malissimo au- 
giirio. F. a’ 6, la mattina venue alia Chiesa di San 
Marco alia laudaziorie di quello. Era in questo tempo 
Canedlier Grande Messer Benirilende. 1 quarontuno 
Elettori furono, Ser Giovanni Conlarini, Seri Andrea 
Giustiniani, Ser Michele Morossini, Ser Simone Dan¬ 
dolo, Ser Pietro Lando, Ser Marino Gradenigo, Ser 
Marco Dolfino, Ser Nicolb Faliero, Ser Giovanni Qui- 
rini, Ser liorcnzo Soranzo, Ser Marco Bembo, Sere 
Stefano Belcgno, Ser Francesco Loredano, Ser Ma¬ 
rino Veniero, Ser Giovanni Mocenigo, Ser Andrea 
Barbaro, Ser Lorenzo Barbarigo, Sor Betlino da Mol- 
lino, Ser’ Andrea Arizzo Procuratore, Ser Marco Celsi, 
Ser Paolo Donato, Sor Bertucci Grimani, Ser Pietro 
Steno, Ser l.uca Duodo, Ser’ Andrea Pisani, Sor Fran¬ 
cesco Caravetio, Ser Jacopo Trivisano, Sore Sefaiavo 
Marcello, Sor Maffeo Aimo, Ser Marco Capello, Ser 
Pancrazio Giorgio, Ser Giovanni Foscarini, Ser Tom¬ 
maso Viadro, Sere Schiava Polani, Ser Marco Polo, 
Ser Marino Sagredo, Sere Stefano Mariani, Sor Fran¬ 
cesco Suriano, Ser Orio Pasqualigo, Ser’ Andrea Gritti 
Ser Buono da Mosto. 

“ Trattato di Meeter Marino Faliero Doge, tratto da 
una Croaica antica. Essendo venuto il Giovedl della 

accia, fu fatta giusta il solito la Caccia. E a’ que’ 
:empi dopo fatta la Caccia s’andava in Palazzo del Doga 
n una di quelle sale, e con donne facevasi una festic- 
ciuola, dove si ballava fino alia prima campana, e ve- 
niva una colazione -, la quale spesa faceva Messer lo 
Doge, quando v’ era la Dogarema. E i>oacia tutti an- 
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*”**', ^ S(^ra la qual fesla, pare, die Ser I ci6 ch’era, U tagtiaaeero a pezii. E seguito queatOi che 
Michele Steno, moito giovane e povero gentiluomo,nia’ib8se chiamato per Signore Messer Marino Fkuero 
ardito e MttHo, u quale era innamorato in certa don- Doge. £ fennatelo cose tra loro, stabilitofu, che questo 
Eella della Dogaressa, essendo sul Soiajo appresso Ic dovess* essore a’15d’Aprile dellSSSingiomo di Mer- 
j^p^nne, faccsse cert atto non convcniente, che il coledl. La quale macchinaaone trattatn ui tra loro tanto 
Daje comando cn e fosse buttato piu dal Soiajo. E segretaraente, che mai n6 pure se ne sospetlb, non die 
cosi quegli scudieri del Doge lo spinsoro giu di quel se ne sapesse cos’ alcuna. Ma il Signor^Iddio, che ha 
Soiajo. Laonde a Ser Micheic parve, die fussegli state sempro ajutato questa gloriosissiina citth, e che por le 
fatta troppo grande ignominia. E non consiuorando santimonic o giustizie sue inai non Tlia abbandonata, 
altramente il fine, ma sopra quella passione fornita la ispirb a un Boltramo Bergamascu ii quale fu messo Capo 
festa, e andati tutti via, quolia notJe egli aiidb, t* sulla di quarant’ uomini per uiio de’ detti congiurati (ii quale 
cadrega, dove sedeva il Doge nella Safa dell’ Udioiiza intese qualche parola, sicchd comprese I’eftcto, che 
(perch^: allora i Dogiiion tenevanu paiino di seta sopra doveva siiccedere, e il qual era di rasa di Ser Niccolb 
' la cadrega, ma sedovano in una cadrega di logno) sci issc Lioiii di Sanlo Stofaiio) di an dare a di * * * * d’ April© 
alcuge parole disoneste del Doge e della Dogaressa, a casa del deUo Ser Wiccolh Lioui. E gli disso ogni 
ciod: Marin Faliero d^la bella moglie : A.Uri la gode, cosa doll’ ordin dato. II quale intese le cose, rimaso 
ed egli la mantiene. E lamattinafurono vodutc tali pa- comomorto; e intese moUe particolarith, il detto Bei- 
role scritto. E parve una brutta cosa^ E per la Signoria traiiio il jircgb die lo tenesse segreto, e glido disse, ac- 
fu commessa iacosa agli Awogadori del Coniune con ciocchd d detto Ser Niccolfi non si nartissc di casa a dl 
p^nde efficacia. 1 quaii Awogadori suhito diodoro tag- 15, acciocchd egli non fi)ssc morto. Ed egli volendo par- 
iia grande per venire in diiuro ddia verif.'i di chi avea tirsi, il fere ritenoro a suoi di casa, c sorrarlo in una ca- 
scritto lal lettcra. E tandem si soppo, che Michele Stono mera. Ed esao andb a casa di M. GiovanniGradenigo 
aveale scrittc. B fu per Ii Qimrania preso di ritonerlo ; e Nasonc, il quale fu poi Doge, chcstavaanch’egli a Sanlo 
ritonuto confossf>, chc in qudla passioiic d’ ossorc stat(», Stefano; e dissegli la cosa. La quale parcndogli, com’- 
spinio giu dal Solnjo, presenie la sua amanto, egli avoale era, d’una grandissitiia iraportanza, tutti e due aiidarnno 
scritte. Onde poi fu placiiato nel detto Consiglio, e a casa di Ser Marco Coriiaro, die stava a San Felice, 
parve al Consiglio si per.rispetlo all’eUi, c«»nie per la E dettogli il tiillo, tutti o tre ddiborarono di venire a ca- 
catdozza (faiiiore, di coiKlannarlu a eontnicre duo niesi sa del detto Ser NiccolhLioni, ed esaminare il detto Bd- 
in prigione serrato, e poi ch’ e’ fosse haiidilo di Venezia traino. E qiidlo esaminato, intese le cose, il fecero stare 
e<fcil distretfo per un’anno. Per la qual coiideiinagiono serralo. E andarono tutti e Iro aSaii Salvatore in sa- 
taiiio piccrola il Doge n<i prese grande sdeguo, jKireii- cristia, emandoioiioi iorofamigli a ehiainare i Consigli- 
dogli che non fosse atata fatta quella eslirnazione della cri, gli Awogadori, i Capi de’Dieci,cque.’ del Consiglio, 
rosa,clie ricercttva lasua digiiith del Ducato. Bdieeva, K ridottiinsieine disscro loro le cose. 1 quaii rimosoro 
ch’ eglino doveano averlo fatto appiccare jier la gola, <» morti. E ddiberaroiio di inandarc pel detto Beitramo, 
xaltem bandirlo in porpetuo da Venezia. E pcrdi6 c fatlolo venire cautamente,edesatirmtilolo,o vorificate 
(quando dee succederc un’ efletto (' necessario cho vi h' cose, ancordiA tie sentissero gran passioiie, pure pen- 
coricorra la cangione a fare tal’ eftefto) era dcstinato, sarono la prowisione, E mandarono po’ Capi dc* 
die a Messer Marino Doge fosse tagliala la testa, per- Q^uaranta, pc’ Signori di notlc, p^ Capi dc’ Sestieri, 
ci6 mtcorse, chc entrata la Quaresinia il giorno dope c Cinque della Pace. K ordinato, eh’ eglino co’ 
chc fu conduiiiiaio il detto Ser Mirhde Situio, un goii- loro uotniiii trovassero degli altri buoni tiornini, c man- 
tiluomo da Ca Burbaro, di natura collerico, andasse all’ dasscro a casa do’ capi do’ congiurati, ut supra mette^ 
Arseiiale, dotnundassc certe rose ai Padroni, ed ora alia seroloro le maniaddosso. Etolscroidetti leMacstrerie 
I>r«*senza do’ Stgiiori I’Ammiraglio dtdl’ Arsenalo. ]l dell’ Arsoualo, aeri(Hdi^ i provvisiotiuti dc’ congiurati 
quale intesa la domanda, disse, chc non .si polcva faro, non potessorooffendorli. E si ridussero in Palazzo ver- 
iinel genulnnino venne a parole coll’ Animiraglio, e la sera. Dove ridotli foccro serraro lo porte della 
diedegli uii pugiio sn iin’occhio. E pcrclift avea un’- corte del Palazzo. E mandarono a ordinare al cam- 
anello in dilo, coll’ anello gli riippe la pelle, r f'ce sari- paiiaro,clte non sonassele campane. E eosl fu esoguito, 
giK'. E I’Ainmiraglio cosi battuto o insanguinato andh e messe le matii addosso a tutti i nominati di^sopra,furo* 
al Doge a lamentarsi, aetdocehr il D<ig«‘ facesse fare, noqne’condolti al Palazzo. E vedendo il Consiglio dc’ 
gran puniziune contra ii detto da Ch Barbaro; 11 Doge Dieci, che il Doge era nella rospirazione, prescro di 
disse: Vltc vuoi che ti fareia’f Ounrda Ic ignominiose <‘leggero venti de’primarj della T(!rra,di giiinta al detto 
parole scritte di me, e il modo cft'l. stiito punito qurX ri- Consiglio a consigliare, non perh che potessero mci- 
Oaldo di Michele Steno,rhr. Ic scrissc. £1 quale stima tero pallotta. 

hanno i Quararita^fatio della persona nostra? Laondii 1- ‘‘I Oonsigliori furono qiiesli: Ser Giovanni M(we- 

Ammiraglio gli disse: Messer to llogCy sc vtnvolctejarvi nigo, del Sealiero di San Marco; Ser Almorh Veniero 
Sigytorcy e ^fare tagliare, tutti quejtti becchi genliluomini a da Santa Marina, del Sesti^To di Castello; Sor Tom- 
peizi, mi basta ranimo, dandomi voi ajuto, dx farvi Sig^ maso Viadro, del Sestiero di Caneregio; Ser Giovanni 
nore diqueMa Terra. JS allora aoi potrete castigarc tutti Sanudo, del Scstioro di Santa Croce; Scr Pietro Tri- 
costoro, Inteso questo, il Doge disse, Come si pud fare visano, del Sesticro di San Paolo; Ser PantaUone 
una simile cosa ? E coal entrarono in ragionamento. Barlio il Grande, del Sestiero d’Osaoduro. Gli Awo- 
”IlDogo mandh a chiamere Sor Bertuccio Faliero gadori del (^oimine furono Ser Zufrodo Morosini, e 
suonipote, il qiialc stava con lui in Palazzo, e entrarono Sor Orio Pasquuligq, c quest i non halloltarono. Que’ 
in questa macchinazione. Ne sipartironodi n,che man- del Consiglio do’Dieci; furono: Ser Giovanni Mar- 
daroQo per Filippo Calendaro, uomo marittimo e di gran cello, Ser Tommaso Sanudo, e Ser Micheletto Dolfino, 
seguito, e per Bertuccio Israello, ingcgnorc e uomo as- Capi del detto Consiglio do’Dieci; Ser LucadaLcgge, 
tuCtssimo. E consigliatisi insieme oieae ordino di chia- e Ser Pietro da Mosto, Inniiisitori del detto Consq^o: 
maro alcuni altri. E cosi per alcuni giorni la nottc si Scr Marco Polani, Ser Marino Veniero, Ser l^^do 
riducevano insieme in Palazzo in casa del Doge. E Lombardo, Ser Nicolotto Trivisano da Sant’ Angiolo. 
chiamarono a parte a pane altri, videlicet Niccolh Fa- Q,uesti clossero tra loro una Giunta^ nella notte ndotti 
giuolo, Giovanni da cforfTi, Stefano Pagiano, Niccolb quasi sul romper del giomo, di venti nobili di Venezia 
dalle Bendc, Niccolb Biondo, o Stefano Trivisano. de’ migliori, de* pit* savj, c de’ pih antichi, per coniul- 
E ordinb di fare sedici o diciassetteCapl in diversi luoglii tare, non porb che mettesscru pallottula. E non vi 
della Terra, i qualiavcsscro cadaun di loro quarant’ vollero nlciino da Ch Faliero. E cacciarono fuori del 
uomini provvigionati, preparati, non dicendo a’detti suoi Consiglio Niccolb Faliero, e un’ altro Niccolb Faliero, 
quaranta quelTo, che volcsscro fare. Ma che il giomo da San Tommaso, per essero della casata del Doge. 
Btabilito si mostrasse di far quistione tra loro in diversi E questa provigione di chiamare i venti della GiunU 
luoghi, acciocchb il Doge facesso sonare a San Marco fu molto commendata per tutta la Term. Quetti 
le campane, fe quaii non si possono suonarc, s’ cgli nol furono i venti della Giunta, Ser Marco Giustimaiu,- 
cotnanda* £ al suono dclie campane quest] sedici o Procurator©, Ser* Andre^, Erizzo, Procurator©, Sor 
diciassette co’ suoi uomini venissero a San Marco alie Lionardo Giustiniani, Procuratore, Ser’ Andrea Con- 
stnide,ch6buttano in Piazza. E cosi i nobili epriroaij tarini, Ser Simone Dandolo, Sor Niccolb V^pe, Sor 
citta^Iini, che venissero in Piazza, per sapere del romoro I Giovanni Loredano, Ser Marco Diedo, Ser Giovamu 
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Gradenigo, Ser’ Andrea Coroaro, Cavaliere, Ser Marco 
Boraozo, Riiuerl da Mosto^ Ser Gazano Marcello, 
Ser Marino Morosino, Sore Stefano Belopio, Sor 
Niccoli) Lioni, Ser Filippo Orio, Ser Marco Trivisano, 
Ser Jacopo Bragadino, Ser Giovanni Foscarini. E 
chiainati auesti venti »el ConsigUo de’ Dieci, fu man- 
dalo por Messer Marino Faliero Doge, il quale andava 
pci Palazzo con gran gente, geniiluomini, e altra buona 
genie, cho non sapeano ancora come i) futto stava. li 

J uesto tempo fu rondotto, preso, o legato, Berlucci 
sracllo, nno de’ Capi did traltato per qoe’ di Santa 
Croce, o ancora fu preso Zanello del Brin, NicoleUo di 
Rosa, e Nicobdto Alberlo, il Gnardiasra, e altri uomiiii 
da mare, o d’ altre corulizioni. I quali furoiio eKarniiiati 
e trovata la veriih del lradimcni(». A dl IGd’AjiriU 
fu sentenziato pci dclto Consigliodt’ Pieci, che Filipiif 
Calandario, c Bertiicci Israello fosscro appiccati allt 
colonno rosso del balconaJe del Palazzo, nello quali sla 
a vedere il Doge la fosta della Oaccia. E cosl furuno 
appiccati con sprangho in borca. K m l giorno se- 
giiente^ questi furono condanuati, Niccolb Zuecuolo, 
Nicoletto Blondo, Nicoletto l>oro, Marco Giuda, Jaco- 
mello Dogolino, Nicoletto Fedele f.gUtiolo di Filippo 
Calendaro, Marco Torello, detio Israello, Stefano Tri- 
visano, camhiatore di Santa Margheritu, Antonio dullc 
Bende. Furono fntti presi a Cliioggia, che fuggivauo, 
o dipoj in diversi giorni a due a due, ed a uno a uuo. 
per sontenza fatta nel detto Consiglio d<d Died, furoi.. 
appiccati per la gola alle colounc, continimndo dalle 
rossc del Palazzo, seguendo fin verso ii Canale. E 
altri presi furono laeciati, perchft scutirono il fatto, ma 
non vi furono tal cho fu dato loro ad intendure per 
questi capi, che venissoro coIP arme, per prenderc 
alcuni malfattori in servigio della Signoria, n<^ allro 
sapeano. Fu encora libcrato Nicoletto Alberto, il 
Guardiaga, c Bartolommeo Ciriuola, o suo iigliiiolo, c 
molti altri, cho non crano in colpa. 

*‘E adl ISd’Aprile, siornodiVen«rdl,fu sentenziato 
nel detto ConsigUt) de* I.^ieci, di tagliarc la testa a Mes¬ 
ser Marino Falioro Dog** siil pato della scala ili pieira, 
dove i Dogj giurano il primo sagromento, qiiando nioii- 
tano prima in Palazzo. K cos) serrnto il Palazzo, la 
mattina segnente a ora di terza, fu tagllata la i(^sia al 
dello Doge a dl 17 d’ Aprile. E prinia la berretla fu 
tolta di t(*sla al detto Dog*.', avanli che venisse gib dalia 
seala. E compiuta la giuslizia, pare cho un Capo de’ 
Dieci andassc alle Coionne del Palazzo sopra la Piazza, 
e mostrasse la spada insanguinata a tiitti, dicendo; K 
ttoia faita la gran gimiizia dvl l\udUore. E aj)e.rta la 
porta, tutli enlrarono deniro con grnn furia a vcdcrc il 
Uoge, c.h’ era stato iuatiziato. E’du sapere, che a fare 
la delta giuslizia non fu Ser Giovanni Sanudo ilConsi- 
gliere, perchi^ era amlato a casa per difelt o della persona, 
siccht^ furono quatlordici soli, ehc bullotlarono, ciot^ 
cinque Consiglicri, c nov<'. del Consiglio de’ Dieci. E 
fu proso, che tulti i beni del Doge fossvro confiseati nel 
Cornune, e cor) degli altri trailitori. K1 fu conceduto 
al detto Doge pel dello Consiglio de’ Dieci, cif egli po- 
tesse ordinarc del suo per ducatl due mila. Ancora fu 
preso, che tutti i Consiglieri, c Avvogadori del Cotnune, 
qiic’ del Consiglio de’ Dieci, e della Giiinta, cli’ erano 
stati a fare la delta sentenza del Doge, e d’altri, avessero 
licenza di porlar' arme di dl e di notte in Venezia e da 
Grado fino a Gavarzcrc, ch’ b soUo il Dogato, con due 
fanti in vita lonq stando i fanti con essi in casa al ruo 
pane e al suo vino. K chi non avesso fanti, potessc dar 
tal licenza a’ stioi figliuoli ovvero fralelli,due poro e non 
pill. Eziandio fu data licenza dell’ arme a quattro Notaj 
della CauceUtM'ia, riub della Corle Maggiore, che furono 
a prendere le deposizhmi e inquisizioiii, in perpetuo a 
loro Roll, i quali furono Amadio, Nicoletto di Loreno, 
Steffaneilo, e Pietro de’ Composlelli, SiTivani de’ Si¬ 
gnori di uolte. Ed esflciido stati impiccati i traditori, c 
tagliata la testa al Doge,rima«ic la Terra in gran riposo 
e quiete. E come in una cronica ho trovatu, fu por- 
tato il corpo del Doge in ima barca con otto doppieri 
a icppelire nelia sua area a Sau Giovanni e Paolo, la 
qiMjfial uresi'iite f' in quelf ondito per mezzo la Chie- 
Santa Maria della PaiiO^fatla fare pel Vescovo 
Scllo di Bergamo, e uH cailsone di pictra con queste 
Doamua Marinu$ Faletro Dux, E 
I gran Consiglio non h staro iktto alcun brieve, ma 


il luogo vacuo con leUere, che dicono cosi: i/to e$t hau 
Marmi Fbfcfro, cUcapitati pro erimimlm* E pare, cho 
ia sua casa fosse data alia Chiesa di SanP Apostolo, la 
quai era qucUa grande sul pontc. Tamen vedo il con- 
trario che h pure di Ch Faliero, o che i Falieri la ricu-., 
pcrasRcro con danari dalla Chiesa. Nb voglio resta^;^ 
Rcrivon^ alcuni, che volevano, die fosse messo nci suo 
breve, ciob: Marinus Faletro DuXy temeritaa me cepity 
pamaft lui, (lecapitaius pro criminihuH, Altri vi fecerc 
im disiico assai dogno al suo merit o, il quale h queslo, 
da ccHScrc po&to sii la sua sepoliura: 

*'Diix Venflitiiii jart.-t liclc, |)Btriam qui prtMiere tenluM, 
Hceplra, dn. u», cciiHum, perdidil, uique captit.” 

**Non voglio restar di scrivere quelio che ho letto in 
una cronica, cio^, die. Marino Faliero trovandosi^o- 
clcstii 0 Capitauo a Trevit-o, e dovendosi fare una pro- 
coKfione, il vescovo stette troppo a far venire il Corpo 
di Gristo, Il detto Falioro era di tanta supcrbiac ar- 
roganza, che diede un bufTetlo al prefato Vescovo, per 
modo ch’ egli quasi caddo in terra. Per?) fu permessfi^ 
die il Faliero perdette rtnteUelto,e feco la mala morle, 
onie lio scrillo di sopra.” 

Cronica di Sunuto —Muratori S. S. Rerum Italicarum 
—vol, xxii. 628—639. 
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MCCCLIV. 

MARINO FALIERO, DOGE XLIX. 

On the elevtmth day t»f September, in the year of 
our Lord 1 35d, Marino Faliero whs elected and chosen 
to bo the Duke of the Commonwealth of Venice, He 
was Count of Valdeniarino, in the marches of Treviso, 
and a Knight and a wealthy man to hoot. As soon as 
the eleciion was completed, it was resolved in iho 
Groat Cfumcii, that a deputation of twelve should bo 
deKuatched to Marino Faliero, the Duke, who was then 
on Ids way from Rome ; for, w’hcn lie was chosi'n, he 
was nmhassa<li)r at the court of the II‘»ly Fatli'T, at 
Rome,—tin? Holy Father Idniself held his court at 
Avigtuui. When Messer Marino Faliero, the Duke, 
was about to land in this eity, on tin* 5ih day of Oc¬ 
tober, 1364, a thick Jiuze came on, and duikenod the 
air; and he was enforced to land on the place, of Saint 
Mark, between the two columns, on the spot where 
evil doers arc put to death; and all ihunght that this 
was the worst of tokens.—Nor must I Gugel to wTiie 
that whieli I liave read in a chroiiieh*.—When Messer 
Marino Faliero was podesla and Cuplaiii of Treviso, 
he bishop (h‘la)od coming in with the holy sacrament, 
m a day >v1h’h a procoRsion was to lake place. Now 
dn5 said Marino Kaliero was so very proud and wralh- 
.iil, that ho bulleted the bishop, and almost struck him 
-o the ground. And ihcrefon*, Heaven allowed Ma¬ 
rino Faliero to go out of his right senses, in order that 
'le might l>ring himself to an evil ilealh. 

When this l>uke hud held the dukedom during nine 
months and six days, he being wieked and amhitiotis, 
sought Ut make himself lord of Venice, in the manner 
which 1 have read in an ancient chronicle. When the 
Thursday arrived upon wliieh they w'erc wont to hunt 
tiie bull, the buU-liuiil took place as usual; and, ac¬ 
cording to the usage of thoRc timcR, after the bull-hunl 
had ended, they all proceeded unto the palace of tixa 
Duke, and assembled together in one of his halls; and 
they disported tliemsolves with the women. And until 
the first hell tolled they danced, and then a banquet 
was Rerved up. My I.iord the Duke paid the expenses 
thereof, provided lie" had a Duchess, and after tlw ban¬ 
quet they all returned to their homes. 

Now to this feast there came a certain Ser Michele 
Steno, a gentleman of poor estate and very young, but 
crafiy and daring, and who loved one of the damsels of 
the Duciiess, Ser Michele stood among the women 
upon the solaio; and he behaved indiscreetiv, so that 
my Lord the Duke ordered that he should be kicked off 
the Rolajo; and the esquires of the Duke filing him 
down from the solajo accordingly. Ser Michele thought 
that such an affront was beyond all bearing; and when 
the feast was over and alf other persons had left the 
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patace, he, oontinuioK heated with anger, went to the 
hall of audience, and wrote certain unseemly words 
relating to the Duke and the Duchess, upon the chair 
in which the Duke was used to sit; for m those days 
the Duke did not cover his chair with cloth of seudal, 
Drt he sat in a chair of wood. Ser Michele wrote 
thereon Marin Falier, the hutiband of the fair wife; 
others kiss her^ but he keeps kcr^ In tlie morning t)ic 
words were seen, and the maUor was considered "to i)e 
Very scandalous; and the Senate commanded the Av- 
vogadori of the Commonwealth to proceed therein with 
tho groalesl diligence. A largess of great amount was 
immediately prolfercd by tho Avvogadori, in onlcr to 
discover who had \vrilt<‘n those words. And at len<»fh 
it was known that Mio.htdo St(‘no had written ihJin. 
ft Whs resolved in the Council of Forty tliat he should 
l>e arrested; and ho then confessed, rliat in a fit of vex¬ 
ation and spite, occasioned by liis being thrust oil' the 
solajo in tho presence of his mistress, he had written 
tho words. Therefore the Council debated thereon. 
And the Council took his youiii into conshh^ration, and 
that he was a lover, ainl tliorefore lliey adjudged that 
he should be kept in close conhnciuent, during two 
months, and that afterwards he should be banished from 
Venice and the slate during one year. In coiiseipicnce 
of this merciful sentence the Duke berame exceedingly 
wroth, it appearing to him that the ConiieiJ had not 
acted in such a manner as was refpiired hy the respect 
due to his ducal dignity^ and ho said tiiat they ouglit 
t<» have condemned Her Mi<;hcle to be hanged by tin- 
neck, or at least to he banished for life. 

Now It was fatetl that my Lord f )uke Marino was to 
have his head cut olT. And as it is neecsstiry, when 
any etieet is to ho brought about, that the cau>c of such 
etfecl must happen, it therefore came to jiass, that on the 
very day after sentence, had been pronounced on Her 
Michele Stcrio, being l!ic first day ol Lent, a genihunan 
of the house of Barbaro, a elioleric genlieman, went to 
the arsenal and reipiired certain tilings of the masiers 
8f tho galleys. This he did iii llie presence of the 
iulniiral of the ar.senul, and he, hearing the rr{|uesl, 
answered,-—No, it cannot he dour.—High words uros<‘ 
ietween ilie gemiletnan and the udniirai, and tfie gen- 
leman struck him with lus fist just above the ey<', and 
IS he happened to have a nog on {lis tingrr, the ring 
'lit the uilmiral and drew blood. The. adniirai, all 
iruisod and bloody, ran slraiglilto tiu* Duke to <-.oin- 
dain, and with the intent of firuying liiin to lunicl .some 
leayv punishment upon the gentleman of Ca Harharu. 
—“ VVhat wouldst thou have me. dolbrlln'e?” answered 
he Duke;—“ think upon liio shameful gibe vvhicli hath 
lee.n written concerning iric; and think on the maimer 
n which they have punished that ribald Mielielc Hteno, 
vho wrote it; and sue how the Council of Forty re.sL 
•ur person.”—Upon this the admiral answered 
My Lord Duke, if you woulil wisli to make yourselfa 
rince, and to cut all llioso ciickoldy gentlemen to piece.s, 
have the heart, if you do but ht.d]) me, to make you 
rince of all this state; and then you mnv punish them 
U.”—Hearing this, the Duke .said ;—“ How can sindi 
matter be brought about ?'*—and so they discoursed 
iicreon. 


bellii, theae nizteen or seventeen, with tiheir followcnrsf 
were to come to San Marco, through tho streets which 
open upon tlie Bazza. And when tho noble and 
ing citizens should come into the Piazza, to know the 
cause of the riot, then the conspirators were to cut 
them in pieces; and this work being finished, my Lord 
Marino Falicro the Duke was to lie proclaimed Uie 
Lord of Venice. Things having been thus selUed, 
they agreed to fulfil their intent on Wednesday, the 
fifteenth day of April, in llie year 1365. So covertly 
did they plot, that no one ever dreamt of their machi¬ 
nations. 

But the Lord, who hath always helped this most 
glorious city, and who, loving its riglitcuusiicRs and 
iinlincss, haiii nev(;r forsaken it, inspired one Bcltramo 
Bergamasco to bo the cause of bringing the plot to light 
in the following manner. This Bellramo, who be¬ 
longed to Ser Niccolo Lioni of Santo Slefano, had 
heard a word or two of what was to take place ; and 
.so, in the before-mentioned month of April, he went 
to the house of tho aforesaid Scr Niccolo Lioni, and 
told him all the particulars of the plot. Ser Niccolo, 
when he heard all these things, was struck dead, as it 
were, with aliright. He heard all the particulars, and 
Beltramo prayed him to keep it all secret; and if he 
loJil Scr Nictjolo, it was in order that Ser Niccolo 
might stop at liome on the fifteenth of April, and thu.s 
save hi« life. Bcltramo \va.s going, but Ser Niccolo 
ordereii hi^ servants to lay hands upon him and lock 
him up. Ser Niccolo then went to tiic house of Mes¬ 
ser Giovanni Gradeiiigo NasonI, who afterwards 
lieeaine Duke, and wlio also lived at Santo Slefano, 
und told him all. 'J'lie mutter seemed to him to be of 
the very greatest importance, as indeed it was; and 
they two went to the house of Scr Marco Conaro, who 
lived at Han Felice ; and, having spoken with him, they 
all three then determined to go back to the house of 
Ser Niccido T.ioni, to e.xamiuc the said Heltramo ; and 
fiaviiig questioned him, and heard all that he had to 
say, they left iiini in confinement. And then they all 
tlirei^ went into tlie sacristy ofSaii >Salvaior<', and sent 
flieir men to Kiiinmon the Councillors, tho Avvogadori, 
llie <'a|>i do’ Dicei, arui those of the Great Council. 

When all were assembled, the whole story was told 
to lliemi. They were siruek dead, as it were, with 
affright. They determined to send for Beltramo, He 
wu< brought in before, them. Tlioy cxamineil him, and 
use.erlaiiied that tlie iiiatier was true; and, although 
th»!V were exceedingly lr«uihle,d, yet they dclemiinod 
upon ihcir measures" And they sent lor the Capi dc’ 
iiiiaraiiln, tin* Hi.gnori di Notte, the Capi de’Sesliori, 
ami the Cmqiie della Pace ; ami they were ordered to 
associate to their im n other goisl men and true, who 
proceed to llu; houses of the ringleaders of the 
cons|>iracy and secure lluuri. And they Hccurcd the 
foreman of the arsenal, in order that the conspirators 
might not do ini’-ehief. 'IWurds ifigiitfall they assem- 
hled ill the pa!aci‘. When they were assembled in 
the palace, they caused the gatc.s of the quadrangle of' 
tho palaci* to be shut. And they sent to Ijie keeper of 
the bell tower, and flu bade the lolling of (he bells. All 
this was earned into oftect. The bi'tore-menlioned 


The Duke called for his nephew, Ser Bertuccio Fa- eonspiratf»rs were secured, and they were brought to 
ero, who lived with him in tin? palace, and they com- the palace ; and as the Council of Ten saw that the 
uined about this plot. And, witlioui leaving the place, Uuko was in the plot, they resolvcil that twenty of the 
aey sent for Pliilip Calendaro, a .seaman of groat re- leading men of the slate ahouid b<« a.ssociate.d to them, 
iite, and for Hertuccio Israello, who was exceedingly for the purpose of consultation and deliberation, but 
uly and cunning. Then taking counsel among them- hat tfiey should not be allowed to ballot, 
elves, they agreed to call in some others; and so for The counsellors were tho following: Ser Giovanni 
svcral nights successively, thev met witli the Duke at Mocenigo, of the Sestiero ofSan Marco ; Ser Alinoro 
cine in his palace. And the following men were called Venicro da Santa Marina, of the Sesticro of Castello; 
\ siiigiy; to wit;—Niccolo Fagiuolo, Giovanni da Ser Toinma.so Viadro, of the Sesliero ofCanercgio; 
lorfu, Stefano Fagiano, Niccolo dalle Bendi;, Niccolo Scr Giovanni Sanmlo, of tho Scstiero of Santa Croce ; 
•iondo,and Stefano Trivisano.—It was eoneertod that Si‘r Pi«tr») 7V»viaano, of the Scsticro of San Piiola ; 
xtecn or seventeen loaders should bo stationed in va- Scr Pantalioiie Harbo il Grande, of the Sesliero of Os- 
ous parts of the city, each being at the head of forty sodiiro. The Avvogadon of the Commonwealth wore 
inn, armed and prepared; but the followers were not Zufrodo Morosini, and Sor Orio Posqualigo; and theso 
> know their destination. On the appointed day they did not ballot. Those of the Council of Ten were Ser 
ere to make affrays among themselves hero and there, Giovanni Marcello, Ser Tommaso Sanudo^ and Ser 
I order that the Duke might have a pretence for lolling Micheletto Dolfmo, the Heads of the aforesaid Council 
le bells of San Marco: mese bells are never rung but of I'en. Ser Luca do Legge, and Scr Fietro da Mosto, 
f the order of the Duke. And at the sound Cf{ the inquisitors of the aforosaid Council. And Ser Marco 
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Pidaiu, Ser Muiao Veniero, Ser Lanclo Lombardo, couodllor, was not present when the aforesaid amteBO* 
and Ser Nicoletto Trivisano, of ^t’ Angelo. was pronounced; twcause he was unwell and remained 

■^Lats in the night, just before the dawning, they at home. So that only fourteen balloted; that is to 
diose a junta of twenty noblemen of Yenice from say, fire councillors, and nine of the Council ofTen. 
among the wisest and the worthiest and the oldest. And it was adjudged, that ail the lands and chattels o^ 
They were to give council, but not to bidiot. And they the Duke, as well as of the other traitors, should hV 
would not admit any one of Ch Faliero. And Niccolo forfeited to the state. And, as a grace to the Duke, it 
Faiiero, and another Niccolo Faliero, ofSanTommaso, was resolved in the Council ofTen, that he should be 
were expelled from the Council, because they belonged allowed to dispose of two thousand ducats out of his 
to the family of the Doge, And this resolution of own pro|ierty. And it was resolved, that all the coun- 
creating the junta of twenty was much praised cillors and all the Avvo°aduri of the commonwealth, 
throughout the state. The following were the mem- tliose of the Council of Ten, and the members of the 
bers of the junta of twenty:—Ser Marco Qiustiniaui, junta who had assisted in passing sentence on the 
Procuratore, Ser’ Andrea Erizzo, Procuratore, Ser Lio- Duke and the other traitors, should have the privilege 
nardo Giustiniani, Procuratore, Ser’ Andrea Contarini, of carrying arms both by day and by night in Vetijce, 
Ser Simone Dandolo, Ser Ni<s;oloVnlpe, Ser Gioran- and from Grade to Cavazere. And they were also to 
ni Loredano, Ser Marco Diedo, Ser Giovanni Graden- be allowed two footmen carrying arms, the aforesaid 
igo, Ser Andrea Comaro, Cavaliere, Ser Marco So- footmen living and boarding with them in their own 
ranzo, Ser Rinieri da Mosto, Ser Gazano Marcello, houses. And ho who did not keep two footmon might 
Ser Marino Morosini, Ser Stefano Belegno, Ser Nic- transfer the privilege to his sons or his brothers; hut 
colo Lioni, Ser Filippo Orio, Ser Marco Trivisano, only to two. Permission of carrying arms was also 
Ser Jacopo Bragadino, Ser Giovanni Foscarina. granted to the four Notaries of the Chancery, that is 

These twenty woreaccordinglycallcd iutothe Coun- to say, of the Supremo Court, who took the deposi- 
cil ofTen; and they sent for niy Lord Marino Faliero tions; and they were Amedio, Nicoletto di Ixirino, 
the Duko ; and my Lord Marino was then consorting Stoffauello, and Pietro de Compostelli, the secretaries 
in the palaco with people of great estate, gentlemen, of the Signori di Nolle. 

and other good mon, none of whom knew yet how the After the traitors had been hanged, and the Duke 
fact stood. ^ had his head cut oflj the state remained in great 

At the same time Bcrtuccio Israollo, who, as one of trimquillily and peace.. And, as I have read in a enron- 
the ringleaders, was to head the conspirators in Santa iclc, the corpse of the Duke was removed in a barge; 
Croco, was arrested and hound, aai} brought before the with eight torches, to his tomb in the church of San 
Council. Zanello del Brin, Nicoletto di Rosa, Nico- Giovanni e Paolo, whore it was buried. The tomb is 
letto Alberto, and the Guardiaga, were also taken to- now in that aisle in the middle of the little church of 
gether, with several seamen, and people of various Santa Maria della Paco, which was built by Bi.shop 
ranks. These were examined, and the truth of the plot Gabriel of Bergamo. It is a coffin of stone, with these 
was ascertained. words engraved thereon; “Heir.jarct llomnius Mari- 

On the sixteenth of April, judgment was given in the ««* Ftdfiro Dux.”—Aad they did not paint his portrait 
Council ed’Ten, that Filippo Calendaro and Bertuccit in the hall of the Great Council;—But in the place 

Israello should bo hanged upon the. rod pillars of the where if oiiglii to have boon, you see these, woriis;_ 

balcony of the palace, from which the Duke is wont Ui “ liir eat Inaia Marini FaUlta, iccapituii pro crimimhua'* 
look at the bidl-hunt: and they were hanged with gags —and it is thought that his house was granted to tlio 
in their mouths. church of Sant’ Apestolo; it was that great one near 

The next day the following wore condemnedNic- the bridge. Yet lbi.s could not be the case, or else the 
colo Zuccuolo, Nicoletto Blondo, Nicoletto Doro, Mar- family bought il baek from the church; for it still bc- 
co Giiida, Jacomello Dagolino, Nicoletto Fidele., the longs to Ck Faliero. I must not refrain from noline, 
son of Philip Calendaro, Marco Torello, called Israello, that .some wished to write the following words in the 
Stefano Trivisano, the inoney-r.banger of Santa Mar- place where his portrait ought to have been, as afore- 
ghorita,and Antonio dalle Bende. These were all said“ Afarinus Faktro Dux, trmeritaa me cepii, 
taken at ChiozzB,forthoy were endeavouring to escape, paaiaa lui, dreapilaiua pro criminibua.^—Others, also, 
Afterwards, by virtue of the seiiionco which was passed indited a couplet, worthy of being inscribed upon his* 
upon them in the Council ofTen, they were hanged on tomb. 

aaccessive day^ some singly and some in couples, upon .. venetsm Wic. p,*.™ ,„i 

the columns ot the palace, bcpnnmg from the red cot- Sccpira, tipcut,cei»iim, iwrdidli, atquec«imi.” 

umns, Md so going onwards towards the canal. And fw-thw «cell«nt translation «f the old ehronWetoMr. 

other prisoners wore discharsed, because, although they i wbon™ tii^e peaticr will find himicif indebted for a veraion 

had heen involved in the conspiracy, yilt they Ld noV ^ ’“*■ 

assisted m it: for they were given to understand by 

some of the heads of ttie plot, that they were to come' —— 

armed and prepared for the service of the state, and J m 

in order to secure certain criminals, and they knew' 

nothing else, Nicoletto Alberto, the Guardiaga, and “ At, giovane Doge Andrea Dandolo succedetto un 
Bartolommeo Ciriuola and his son, and several others, vocchio, il quale tarJisi pose al timone della repubblica, 
who were not guilty, were discharged. ma sompro prima di quel, che fncea d’uopo a liu, ed alia 

On Friday, the sixteenth day of April, mdgment patria; egli ft Marino Faliero personnaggio a roe noto 
was also given, in the aforesaid Council of Ten, that per antioa dimestiehezza. Falsa era I’opinione intomo 
my Lord Marino Faliero, the Duke, should havo his a lui, giaechft ogli si mostrb fornilo piii di coraggio 
head cut olT, and that the execution should bo done on che di sonno. Non pago della prima dignitk enlrb 
the landing-place of the stone staircase, where the con sinistra piedo nel pubblico Palazzo: imperc’iocchft 
Dukes take their oath when they 6rst enter the palace, questo Doge del Veneti, magistrato sacro in lutti i se- 
On the following day, the seventeenth of April, the coll, che dagli antichi fu sempre venerate qualnume in 

doors of the palace being shut, the Duke bad his head quella cittii 1’ altr’ jeri fu decollate nel vestibolo dell’ 
cut oH; about the hour of noon. And the cap of estate iatesso Palazzo. Discorrerci fin dal principio le cause 
was taken from the Duke’s head before ho came down di un tale evento, so cosi vario, cd ambiguo non ne 
stairs, mea the execution was over, il is said that fosse il grido. Ncssuno peri) lo scusa, tutti affiermano, 
one of the Council of Ten went to the columns of the che egli abbia voluto cangiar qnalche cosa ncll’ordine 
palaee over against the place of St. Mark, and that he della repubblica a lui tramandato dai maggiori. Che 
showed the bloody sword unto the people, crying out desidorava egli dipiii? lo son d'awiso, che egli abbia 
with a loud voice—“The terrible doom hath fallen ottemito cib, che non si concedetto a nessiin altro- 
upon the tnitor!’’—and the doors were opened, and mentre adempiva gli ufficj di legato presso il PonUfice! 
the FMple all rilled m, to see' the corpse of the Dirice e sulle rive del Rodano traUva la pace, che in prima 
who had been jmheaded. di Ini avevo indamo tentato di conchindere, gh Ri con- 

It must be known, tbst Ser Gievanni 8anudo,the ferito 1’ onore del Ducato, che nft ehiedeva, nft s’ai^iel- 
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fio vidi, ove i suoi antenaU avevano ricevutigrandissimi , 5Stnr<r yty 
■ U’ori in mezzo alie pompe trioiifali, ivi egli iu trascina- ‘ 
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to m raodo Bomle, e spoghato delle insegne ducali, “A ces attaques si fr6quentes que le gouvomement 
pcj-dette la testa, e macchio col propnosangue ie sogiio dirigeail contre le clergd, b ces luttcs 6tablies cntre lea 
del tempto, 1 atrio del Palazzo, e le scale mannoree differens corps constiiues,^ ces entrcpmesde la masse 
refute spesso volte laustri o dalle solemn festivity, o do la noblesse contre les d^positairos du pouvoir, b 
dalle osuii spoglie. Ho potato il luogo, ora noto il toutes cos propositions d’innovation qtii se terminaient 
tempo: bl anno del Natale di Cristo 1S65, fit il giorno toujours par des coups d’etat; il faul ajouter uno autre 
18 d Apnle. oi alto e a gndu sparse, che se alcuno cause, non moins propre b propagor le m^pris des a»- 
. esammera la disciplma, e le costumanze di quolla cittb, ciennos doctrines, Cexchi de la corruption, 
e mutamento di cose venga minacciatodalia “Cette Uborte de mcours, qu’on avail lons«lempa 

morm di un mI uomo (quantunque molti altri, come vaQi6c comme le charmc principal do la societd de 
narrano, essendo complici, o subirono i* istesso suppU- Venise, ctait devenue un di^sordre scandaleua; le lien 
CIO, 0 lo aspettano) si accorgerb, die nulla di piu grande du mariage etait moins sacr^ dans ce pays cathoHque 
caweime m nostri tempi nell Italia. Tu forso qiii que dans ceux oti les lois civiies et rehgieuses per- 
attendi u mio giudiao; assolvo il popolo, se credere alia mettent de le dissoudre. Fame de pouvoir rompre le 
fama, bench6 abbia potato e i^stigure piti mitaniente. ^ contrat, on supposait ou’il n’avait jamais exists, et lea 


moyens de uallite, ailegues avoc impudeur par les 
epouz, etaient odrnis avec la inOmc farilile par aes ma¬ 
gistrals et par des prdtres egalemcnt corrompus. Ces 
divorces colores d’un autre nom devinrent si fr6quents, 
iniori. Com- ue I'acto le plus important de la eocicte civile se trouva 
1 quell’infelice tie la competence d un tribunal d exception, ct que ce 


fama, 

e con maggior dolcezza vendicare ,ii suo doloro: ma 
non cosl facilmente, si modera un’ ira giusta insieme, e 
grande in un numeroso popolo principalinentc, nel 
Itoso, ed instaoile volgo aguzza gli stimuli 
con rapidi, e sconsigiiati claniori. Com< 

palisco, e nell’istosBO tempo mi adiro con quell’infelict ...... 

uomo, il qt^e ad orno di un’ insolito onore, non so che fut a la police do reprimer lo scandale. Le consoil des 
cosa si voiesse negli estromi anni della sua vita; ia dix ordonna, cn 1782, quo toute femme qui intenterait 
oalamitb di lui diyiene sempre piu grave, pcrchft dalia uno dcniande on dissoIuti»>n de mariage serait obligee 
sentenza contra di esso promulgata aperiri, die ogli fu d’on attendro le jugoment dans un couvent que le tri- 
non solo inisoro, ma insanq, e demonte, e chc con vane bunal designerait.* Biout6t aprt^s il ^voqua aevant lui 
artisi usurpbper tanti anni una falsa fama disapimza. touLes les causes dc cottc nature.t Cet eimpi^lem<Hit 
Ammoniscqi Oogi, i quali gU succedcranno, che questo sur ia jurisdiction occlesiastique ayant oct:asionn6 des 
e un esempio {K)sto innanzi ai loro occhi, quale spccchio rticiamations do la part do ia cour do Rome, lo conseil 
nel qualo veg^ano di esserc non Signori, ma Duci, se reserva le droit do debouter les 6poax do leur de- 
Mzi nemmeno Duel, maonorati servi della Repubblica. mande; etconsentit U la renvoyer devant I’officialit^, 
1 u sta sano; o giacchd fluttuano le publicche cose, toutes les foies qu’il ne I’aurait pas rcjetee.J: 
siorziam^i governar modestissimamenle i privati “ IJ y eut un rnomom oh sans douto le nmversement 


ndstri alfarl. 
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des fortunes, la perte des jeunes gens, les discordos do- 
mestiques, detcrmlnftreiit lo gouvernement h s’^carter 
dea maximes qu’il s’etait faites siir la JiberW; de mmurs 
qij’il porniettait li ses siijets: on chassa de Venise toutes 
!o 8 courtisanes. Mais lour absence no sufHaait pas pour 


The above Italian translation from the Latin epistles 

of Petrarch, proves— ___ .... 

Istly, That Marino Faliero was a personal friend of] amener aux bonnes mmurs toute une population ^le^e 
Petrarchs: “aniicadimestichezza,” old intimacy, is tlie Ians la plus honteuse licence, Le dcsordre p^ndtra 
phrase of the poet. dans I’interieur des families, dans les cloftres; et I’on se 

*ul^ 'I'bat Petrarch thought that he had more cou- crui obligtf do rappcler,d’indcmniscrmdme§ des femmes 
rage than conduct, “ piii di coraggjo che di senno.” cjui surprenaient quelqiiofois d’importants secrets, et 
Sdly, Tliat there was some jealousy on th« part ofi r|u’on pouvail employer utilement h ruiner des hommes 
i^trarch; for he says that Marino Paiiero was treating que leur fortune aurait pu rondre dangereux. Depuis, 
of the peace^which he hmuself had “ vainly attempted la licence est toujours allce croissant, et I’on a vu non 

sculoment des rat>res trafiquer de la virginitd de lours 
4thly, That tho honour of the dukedom was con- filles, mais la vendre par un contrat, dont Tauthenticit^ 
ferred bim, which ho neither sought nor expected, etait garantic par la signature d’un officier public, et 
die ne chiedeva nds’ aspettaya,” and which had never I’execution miae sous la protection des lois.H 
been granted to any otlier in like circumstances, “cib “Les parloirs des couvents oil etaientrcnlerm^es les 
OTo non SI concedetto a nossun altro“ proof of the filles nobles, ies malsons dos courtisanes, quoique la 
nigh este^in which he must have been held.” police y entretint soigneusement un grand nombre de 

6thly, That he had a reputation for wisdom, only survoilfans, etaient Ies seuls points de reunion de la so- 
loiteited^ by the last enterprise of his life, si surpo ciet6 de Venise, et dans cos deux endroils si diveni on 
per tanti anni una falsa fama di sapienza. —“ He had ^tait egalomcnt lihre. La musique, les collations, la 
usu^ed fw so many years a false fame of wisdomgalanterie, n’etaient pas plus interdites dans les parloirs 
ramer a dimcuU tiwk, I should think. People are gone- que dans les casins. ii y avail un grand nombre da 
rally found out before eighty years of age, at least in a casins destines aux reunions ptibliques, oh le jcu 4tait 
republic. ... . , ,. . principaie occupation de la societd. C’etait un sin- 

r rom these, and the other historical notes which I gulicr spectacle de voir autourd’une table des personnes 
nave collected, it n*4y be inferred that Marino Faliero des deux sexes en masque, et de graves personnages en 
possessed ^^y of the qualities, but not the success of robe de magistrature, implonintTo hasard, passant des 
a hero; and that ma passions were too violent. The angoisses du d^sespoir aux illusions do I'csp^rance, et 
paltry and ignorant account of Dr. Moore falls to the cela sans proferer une parole, 
ground. Petrarch says, “that there had been no “Les riches avaienl des casins particuUers; mats ilg 
peater event m his times, {our times literally,) “ nostri y vivaient avec myslhre; leurs femmes d61aiB86eB trou- 
lempi, m luly. He also differs from the historian in vaient un d^dommagement dans la liberty dont elles 
saying tliat Faliero was “on the banks of the Rhone,” 
instead of at Rome, when electiid ; Uie other accounts ^ , 

jny, that the deputation of the Venetian senate mot ***“ 

him at Ravenna. How this may have been, it is not t iwd. mpSebe du si AoQi. 

for me to decide, and is cd* no freat imnortiuice Had J d«i 8 Septemhre, i?». 

thfl man Ka k ” j .l ’r /•. * Ledferetde rtppti Im cUaicnSliaoui ]« nom d« IWinirtfj 

man SUCXieeded, he would h&ve changed the face of 1 nMCclKcri. Oo tour aiiditRS «n fondt et dee meteone e p p e M ee Care resi- 
veiuce, and penis^ of Italy. Aa it is. what ore thev' UdSaominatieo iajuHause d« Cetranwimt. 

both? ^ / "I I fi ^rer, JD^ter^tiontU reniM,toB. Ii. et M. TWtm 

I oe t*IkUit, tom. i. ebap. 9. 
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APPENDIX TO MARINO FAXJERO. 


jouissaient; 1& corruption dea tnoeurs lea avait privies 
de tout ieur empire ; on vient de parcourir toutc rhi»* 
two de VeniBOi et on ne )es a pas vues tine soule fois 
exercer la moindre inSuenco.” 


V. 

Sxtract from the History of the Republic of Venice^ by 

P, Daru^ Member of the French Academy^ vol. v. b. 

xxxiv. p. 95, Ac. Paris Edit. 1819. 

“To these attacks, so frequently pointed by the 
government against the clergy,—to the continual strug¬ 
gles between the diflcreiit constituted bodies,—to these 
enterprises carried on by the mass of the nobles against 
the depositaries of power,—to all those projects of inno¬ 
vation, which always ended by a stroke of state policy ; 
we must add a cause not less fitted to spread contempt 
for ancient doctrines; this tom the excess of corrupt 
Uon^ 

“That freedom of manners wliich had been long 
boasted of as the principal charm of 'Venetian society, 
had degenerated into scandulous licentiousness; the tic 
of marriage was less sacred in that Catholic country, 
than among those nations where the laws and religion 
admit of its being dissolved. Because they could not 
break the contract, thev feigned that it had not existed ; 
and the ground of nullity, immodestly alleged by thi 
married pair, was admitted with etiual facility by priests 
and magistrates, alike corrupt. These divorces, vidled 
under another name, bocotne so fri!qiient,tbttt the most 
important act of civil fiocicty w^as discovered to be 
amenaiilc to a tribunal of exceptions; and to restrain 
the open scandal of such proceedings became ihi' olfice 
of the police. In 1?B2 the Council of Ten decreed, that 
every woman who should sue for a dissoiuiion of her 
marriage Bbuuld be compelled to await the decision of 
the judges in some convent, to be named by the court.* 
Soon auerwards the same council summoned ail causes 
of that nature beforo ilself.f This infringement on 
ecclosia.stical jurisdiction having occasioned some re¬ 
monstrance from Borne, the council retained only the 
right of rejecting the petition of the married persons, 
and consented to refer such causes to the ht>Iy office us 
it should not previously have rejected.^ 

. “ There was a moment in vriiich, doubtless, the de¬ 
struction of private fortunes, the ruin of youth, flic do¬ 
mestic discord oi^casiotied by these abuses, determined 
the govornment to depart from its established maxims 
concerning the freedom of manners allowed the subject. 
All the courtesans were banished from Venice; but their 
absence was not enough to reclaim and bring back 
good morals to a whole people broiiglit up in iho most | 
scandalous licentiousness. Depravity reached the very 
iKisoms of private families, ana even infi> the cloister; 
and they found tfiemselves obliged to recall, and even 
to indemnify^ women who sometimes gained posses¬ 
sion of important secrets, and who rnigfit bo usefully 
employed in the ruin of men whose fortunes might 
have rendered them dangerous. Since that time licen¬ 
tiousness has gone on increasing, and we have seen 
motliers, nut only selling the innucenco of their daugh¬ 
ters, but selling it by a contract, authenticated by the 
signature of a public officer, and the performance of! 
which was secured by the protection of the laws.{| 

"The parlours of the convents of noble ladies, and 
the houses of the courtesans, tliough the police carefully 
kept up a number of spies about them, were the only 
assemblies for society in Venice; and in these two 
pl^es, so different from each other, there was equal 
veedom. Music, collations, gallantry, were not more 
forbidden in the parlours than at the casinos. There 
were a number of casinos for the purpose of public 
assembbes, where gaming was the principal pursuit of 


the company. It was a sU^ge sight to see persotts of 
either sox masked, or grave personages in their ma^s- 
terial robes, round a table, invoking chance, and givmg 
way at one instant to the agonies of despair, at the next 
to the illusions of hope, and that without uttering 4 i^. 
single word. . . ^ 

" The rich had private casinos, but they lived incog- 
nito in them; and the wives whom they abandoned 
found compensabon in the liberty they enjwed. The 
corruption of morals had deprived them of their em¬ 
pire. We have just reviewed the whole history of 
Venice, and we have not once seen them exercise the 
slightest influence.” 

From the present decay and degeneracy of Venice ’ 
under the barbarians, there are some honourable indi¬ 
vidual exceptions. There is Pasqualigo, the last* and 
alas! postftumous son of the marriage oi the Doges with 
the Adriatic, who fought his frigate with far greater 
gallantry than any of his French coadjutors in the me¬ 
morable ttcl ion off Lissa. I came home in the squadron 
with the prizes in 1811, and recollect to have heard Sir 
William Host<;, and the other officers engaged in that 
glorious conflict, speak in tiie highest terms of Pasqua- 
IigoV behaviour. There is the Abbate JMorelli. I’bere 
is Alvise Quorini, who, afler a long and honourable 
diplomatic career, finds some consulatioii for the wrongs 
of hi.s country, in tlie pursuits of literature, with bis 
nephew, Vittor Benzon, the son of the cch^brated beauty, 
the heroine of “La Bioiidiiia in Gondolctla.” There 
are th<> patrician poet Morosini, and tlie poet Lanibe* 'I, 
the author of the “Biondiiia,” &c. and maiw other 
esiiniable productions; Rud, not least in an English- 
maifs eslinialion, bladanie Michelli, the translator of 
Shakspeare. I’hero are the young Dandolo, and the 
imjirovvisatore Carrer, and Giuseppe Albrizzi, the ac- 
coinpli.shed son of an accoiiqili-sheO mother. There is 
Aglietti, an<l, wore there nothing else, there? is the im¬ 
mortality of Canova. Cieognara, Musloxiihi, Bucati, 
Sic. Ac. 1 do not reckon, becunso flic one is a Greek, 
and the others wen? born at least u hundred miles oif, 
which, througliont Italy, constitutes, if not a foreigner^ 
at least, a stranger^ {forcstierv..) 


VI. 


Fxtrait de Vouvrage-^^Ilistoire lUf/rnire (Vltalie, par 
P. £a. Gingutne, torn. ix. cliap. xxxvi. p. 144. Edi¬ 
tion de Paris, MUCCCXIX. 

" II y a line prediction fort singuii^re sur Venise: ‘ Si 
tu no cnanges pas,’ dit-i:lle h cette republique alli^re, ‘ ta 
iberte, qui dcjii sVniUit, ne complcra pas un si^cle aprds 
la milli^ine annee,’ 

“Kn fuisaiit reinonter I’cpoque de la liberty Veni- 
tieiiiic jusqu’h rctablisseincnt dn gonvernemeiit sous Ic- 
quel la rcpnbliqne a flenri, on trouvera que Selection du 
premier l)ogo date do 697, el si I’on y ajoute un si^cle 
aprt's mille, c’esi-h-dirc onze cents aiis, on trouvera 
encore que le sens de la prediction est liileralemcnt 
celui-ci: ‘Taliberie ne conipterapas jusqu'h I’an 1797.* 
Rappelc?z-vous maintenaut que Vciuso a cesse d’etre 
iibre en fan cinq do la Republique fran^aiso, ou en 
1799; vous verrez qu’il n’y out jamais de prediction plus 
predse et plus poncluellcment suivie de I’eflct. Vous 
noterez done commo trbs reinarquables ces trois vers de 
i’AIamani, adresses h Venise, que personne pourtant 
n’a remarques: 

* Se non cangi penaler, I’un secol tolo 
Non contera itofira ’] tniU««imo anno 
Tua itbertft, ehe ra fug^udo a tolo.* 

Bien des prophdtieis ont pass^ pour telles, et bieo dee 
gene ont ete appel^e propk^tes a moiUeur march^' 


vn. 

* Cormt)ond«m!«.r M. ScUlck* Preach ehergA d’efihirM. Despatch Sxtraet from the Literary Sfistory of Ltaly^ by P. jt. 
“Sd^Tei’AlS. siet GingtUni, vol. ix. p. 144. Paris Edit. 1819. 

I u.rir%rir“»i*‘i!?f.. them m «»(re 4««a,r*. „ “Theux is one very singular prophecy COTceming 

A fuad and «oma bouaca cidied Coat rompona were aaai^ad Venice 7 ^If thoU dost nOt change,’It Says tO that pfOUa 
I h.n_e.-i^.hri;«.,pp.ii,.to..f ,Cy.^a , ubepty, which IS areedv on the wing, wQl 

not reckon a century more than the tnonsondth year.’ 



t* if we carry )>ack the epm^a Venetian freedom t' notion that he coi/ld have been introduced, since there 
the ©elablialimoiil of the government under which tlje re- has been nothing 1 have »o carefully avoided aa any 
public flourished, we shati find that the date of iho elec* kind of inter<M>urse with his countrymen,—-excepting 
lion of die first Doge is 697; and if wc add one centiirv the very few' who were a considcraole lime resident 
t%a thousand, that is, eleven hundred years, wo shall in Venice, or had been of my previous acquaintance, 
ilia , the sense of the prediction to be literally tiiis: ‘Th) Whoever made him any such offer was possessed eff 
liberty will not iMt till 1797.’ Recollect that Venice tnapudence equal to that of making such an assertiim 
ceased to bo free in the year 1796, the fifth year of tin without having had it. The fact is, that I hold in utter 
French republic; and you will perceive that there neve abhorrence any contact with the travelling English, as 
was prediction more pointed, or more exactly followed my friend the ConsuNGoncral Hopimor, and the Coun- 
by the event. You will, therefore, note as very remark- toss Benzoni, fin whose house the Cuiiversaziono most- 
able the three lines of Alatiianni, addressed to VenicO; ly frequented W them is held,) could amply testily, 
which, however, no one has pointed out: were it worth while. 1 was persecuted by these lourisis 

‘ 8e nou cwigi peiiiler, I’mi wcoi solo even to my ridiiig-ground at Lido, and redurod to the 

Nonconter&iiipra, UinUtvaimoaiino most disaurcoabie circuits t(» avoid tliem. At Madam 

'ru.lli»rU,cl..T.i..gen.toarolo.- B.inzoui’s 1 rei.fat.-dly refused to l.e ii.trodueed 1 

Many prt^hecies have paased for such, and many men themof a thiMisand such presentations pressed upon 
have been called prophets for much less.” me, I accepted two, and lM>ih were to Irisfi womi'ii. 

If the Poge'f prontKKf •ftem WMiuricAble» tocAtotho above, meide by should hardly have descended to speak of such 
AiamftnaliWtthuuuredandicvctuyyeuraag' trifles publicly, if the impudence of this sketciier” 

had not forced me to a refutation of a diHingotiuous 
and gratuitously iniperUnoiit assertion;—.so im^anl to 
The author of “Sketches Descriptive of Italy,” etc. be, for what could it import to llu; reader to be told 
one of the hundred lours lately published, is extremely that the author “ had repeatedly de<‘liiied an inlroduc- 
anxfous to disclaim a possible charge of plagiarism j tion,” even had it been true, whhdi, for the reasons I 
from “ Childc Harold” and “ Beppo.” lie adds, that have above givmi, is scarcely possible. Kxeept Lords 
.Ktill less could this presumed coincidence arise from Uuisdowne, Jersey, and J^auderdaln; Messrs. Scott, 
“my conversation,” oh he had repeatedly declined an laminjuid, Sir Humphry Davy, llie late M. Lewis, W. 
introduction to me wkUe in llalu, tlankes, Mr. lloppnor, Thomas iMoor*^, Lord Iviimaird, 

Who this person may be, 1 know not; but he must lis hrothi r, Mr. Joy, and Mr. ll<»hliouse, 1 do not n- 
have been deceived hv all or any of those who “ re.pcuu collect to have exclianged a wor4l with aiiotlmr Kngiish- 
eilly offered to introtiuce” him, as 1 have invariably msm since 1 loft their cotiiitry; and almost al! these i 
ndiiscd to receive any Flnglish with whom I was not ia<l known before. The <jtherH—and timl knows flti^re 
previously acquainted, even when they liad letters were sotm* hundreds—who Intred me witli letters or vis- 
mmi England. If the whole assertion i.s n4)t an iiiven- u, I refused to have any e<*fiim*micntioti with, and shnl) 
tion, I request this person nut to sit down with the je proud and happy when that wish becomes mutual. 


SARDANAPALUS. 

A TRAGEDY. 


TO TUE ILLUSTRIOUS GOliTHE 

A STHANCEK TRESUMK. TO OFI'EK THE UOMAOE OP A I.ITEHARV VASMAI. TO MIH 1,1 EOE LOUD, 
THE FIRST or EXISTING WRITER.', WHO HAS CREATED THE LITERATIIKE 
or HIS OWN COUNTRY, AND ILLUSTRATED THAT OF ElIKOI’E. 

TUB UNWORTUy FRODUOTION WBfCIl TUB AUTHOR VENTURES TO INSCRIDB TO HIM IS ENTITLED 

SARDANAPALUS. 


PREFACE. throughout the world,and is slill so in tliu more civiUsod 

(Mirts ofit. But “Nous avons change tout eda,” and are 
In publishing the following Tragedies I have only to reaping Uie adv.mtagiw of the change. The writer is 
repeat that they were not composed witli iho rniMR far from cmiceiving dial any tiling he can adduce by por- 
remote view to the stage. sonal prorept or oxariiple can at all approach his regular, 

On tlie attempt matle by the Managers in a former or even irregular predooesaura; he U merely giving a 
instance, the |)nblic opinion has been already expressed, reason why he preferred tlie more regular formation of a 
With regard to my own private feelings, as it .seems structure, however fiieble, to an entire, abandonment of ail 
that they arc to stand for nothing, I shall say notliing. rules whatsoever. Where he has failed, the failure is in 
For the historical foundarirm of the following com(K>. the architect^—and not in the art. 
sitions, the reader is referred to Ute Notes. ___ 

The Author has in one instance attempted to preserve, 

aiKl in the odier to approach the “ unities.xmceiving In this tragedy it has licen my intenlinn to fiillow the 
that with any very distant departure from them, there account of Diodorus Siculus; reducing it, however, to 
may be poetry, but can be no dranui. He is aware of such dramatic regularity as I best could, and trying to 
the unpopularity of tliis notion in present English litera- approach the umtiee. I therefore suppose the rebellion 
ture ; but it is not a system of his own, bi-ing merely an to explode and succeed in one day by a sud*m coiupira* 
opinion, whidi, not very long ago, was tlie law ofUturalure, cy instead of the long war die history. 
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DEAMATIS PERSONAS. 

MEN. 

SAmDANAMUn, King of Ninaxk and Amyria, 
Abbacci, the Mede viho mpircd to the Throne. 
Bei.E(bi, a Chaldeem and Soathiojier. 

Salbmehxb, the King’* BroSur-m-lam. 

Altada, on Ateyrian Officer of the Pcdaee. 

Pawia. 

Zamei. 

Sjtero. 

Bale A. 

WOMEN 

Zabtba, the Queen. 

Mvrbha, an Ionian fcmnk Slave, and the Favourite of 
SABBAKAPALVIj. 

VTomen compneing the Harem of SAKnAEAi'AHrs, 
Guard*, Attendants, ChaUean I’riesta, Medea, 

Scene—a Hall in the Royal Palace of Nineveh. 
ACT I. 

Scene I. —A Hall in the Palace. 

Salemenea, {aotus.) He hath wrong’d bi« queen, bul 
atill he is her lord; 

He hath wrong’d my sister, still he is my brother; 

Ho hath wrong’d his peo|)le, still he is their sovereign, 
And lmu.st be his friend as well ns subject; 

Ho must not perish thus. 1 will not see 
The blood of Nimrod and Serairamis 
Sink in the carlli, and thirteen hundred years 
Of empire ending like a shepherd’s tale; 

He must be roused. In his effeminate heart 
There is a careless courage which corruption 
Has not all quench’il, and latent energies, 

Repre.ss’d by circumstance, but not destroy’d— 

Steep'd, but not drown’d, in deep voluptuousness. 

If born a peasant, he had been a man 
To have reach’d an empire; to an empire bom, 

He will bequeath tionc; nodiiug bul a name, 

Which his sons will not prise in heritage:— 

Yet, not all lost, oven yet ho may redeem 
His sloth and shame, by only being that 
Which he should be, as cattily as the thing 
He should not bo and is. Were it loss toil 
To sway his nations than consume his life ? 

To heatl on army than to rule a harem ? 

He sweats in palling pleasures, dulls his soul. 

And saps his goodly strengUi, in toils which yield not 
Health like tire chase, nor glory like the war- 
lie must be roused. Alas! there is no sound 

[Nound of soft music heard from within. 
To rouse him short of tluindcr. Hark! the lute, 

The lyre, the timbrel; the lascivious Unkluigs 
Of lulling instruments, the sofloning voices 
Of women, and of beings less than women, 

Must chime in to the echo of his revel, 

'While the great king of all we know of earth 
Imlls crown’d with roses, and his diadem 
Lies negligently by to be caught up 
By the first manly hand wbidi dares to snatch it 
where they come! already I perceive 
The reeking odours of tlie perfumed trains. 

And see the bright gems of the glittering girls, 

At once his chorus and his council, fiash 
Along the gallery, and amidst the damsels, 

As femininely ga^’d, and scarce less female. 

The grandson k Somiramis, the man-queen. 

Be comes! Shall f await him? yes, and front him, 

And tell hisB what all good men tell each other, 
Bpeokhu and Ins. They come, the slaves^ 

Lad by &al|K>aarch subject to his slaves. 


Scene II.—jEnfer SAnBAKAPAtcB fffiiminaldy dressed, 
his head crowned with Jlmvers, and lus robe negligently 
Jhwing, attended by a tredn rf women and young slaves. 

Sar. {speaking to same of Ms attendants.) Let tlje 
pavilion over the Euphrates Jl>' 

Be garlanded, and lit, and furnish’d forth 
For an especial banquet; at the hour 
Of midnight we will sup there: see naught wanting. 
And bid the gallery be prepared. There is 
A cooi’mg breeze whidi crisj>s the broad clear river: 
We will embark anon. Fair nymphs, who deign 
To share the soft hours of Sardanapaliis, 

We ’ll meet again in tliat die sweetest hour 
When wo shall gather like the stars above us, 

And you will form a heaven as bright as theirs; 

Till then, let each be mistress of her time. 

And thou, my own Ionian Myrrha,' choose. 

Will thou along with them or mo ? 

Myr. My lord- 

Sar. My lord, my life! why answerest thou so coldly? 
It is llie curse of kings to be so answer’d. 

Rule thy own hours, thou r.ilesl mine—say, wouldsl tliou 
Accompany out guests, or charm away 
The moments from me ? 

Myr. The king's choice is mine. 

Sar. I pray thee say not so: my cldcfest joy 
Is (0 contribute to tliine every wish. 

1 do not dare to breathe my own desire, 

Lest it should clash with tliino; liir thou art still 
Too )irom;>t to sacritice thy thoughts fir others. 

Myr. I would remain : I have no happiness 
Save in beholding tliinc; yet—— 

Sar. Yet! whtil VET? 

Thy own sweet will shall he tlie only barrier 
'Wtiich ever rises betwixt thoo and me. 

Myr. I think the pre.scnt is the wonted hour . 

Of council; it were better I retire. 

SA. (comes forward and soys,) The Ionian slave says 
well; lot her retire. 

Sar. Who answers ? llow now, brother ? 

SA. The tjucm's brother. 

And your most faitliliil v.xssal, royal lord. 

Sar. (addressing his trmn.) As I have said, let all 
dispose their hours 

Till midnight, wlicn again we pray your presence.. 

[ ITie court retinng. 
(To MyniiHA, tti/io is going-.) Myrrha! I thought thou 
wouldst remain, 

Myr. Great king. 

Thou didst not say so. 

Sar. Bul thou lookedst it; 

I know each glance of those Ionic eyes, 

Which said thou wouldst not leave me. 

Myr. Sire! your brother- 

Sal. His eomort's brother, minion of Ionia! 

How darcst thou name me and not blush ? 

Sar. Not blush! 

Thou hast no more eyes than heart to make her crimson 
Like to tire dying day on Caucasus, 

Where sunset lints the snow with rosy shadows. 

And then reproach her witli thine own cold blindness, 
Which will not see it. What, in tears, my Myrrha ? 

SA. Let them flow on; she weeps for more than one 
And is herself the cause of bitterer tears. 

Sar. Cursed be he who caused those tears to flow! 
SA. Curse not thyself—millions do that already. 

Sar. Thou dost forget thee; make me not remembei 
I am a monarch. 

SA. Would thou couldst! 

Myr. My sovereign, 

I pray, and thou, too, prince, permit my absence. 

Sar. Since it must be so, and th'is churi has check’d 
Thy gentle spirit, go; bul recollect 
That wo must fbrtliwith moot; I had rather lose 



An empire than thy preience. {Eseit MrnBBA. 

Sal. It may bo, 

Thou wih lose both, and both for ever! 

Sar. Brotlier, 

l«can at least command myself, who listen 
i'o lanfjuage such as Uiis; yet urge me not 
Beyond ray easy nature. 

Sfd. ’T is beyond 

That easy, far too easy, idle nature, 

Which I would urge thee. O that 1 Could rouse thee! 
'I'hoiigh’t were against myself. 

Sar. By die god Baal! 

The man would make me tyrant. 

Sat. So thou art. 

ThiiiWst thou there is no lyrrany but that 
()f blood and chains ? the despotism of vice— 

The weakness and tho wickedness of luxury— 

The negligence—tho apathy—tho evils 
Of sensual slotli—produce ten thousand tyrants, 

Whose delegated cruelty surpa-sses 
The worst acts of one energetic master. 

However harsh and hard in his own hearing. 

The false and flmd examples of thy lusts 
(.'orriipt no less than they oppress, and sap 
III the same moment all thy pageant power 
And those who should sustain it; so that whether 
A foreign Ibe invade, or e-ivil broil 
! Hstraci within, both will alike prove fatal: 

'I'lin first thy subjects have no heart to conquer; 

'rhe last they rather would assist than vanquish. 

Sar. W'hy what makes thee the niouth-pieco of the 
people 1 

Sal. b'orgivnness of tho queen, ray sister's wrongs; 

A natural love tinto my infant nephews; 
l•'ailh to the king, a faith he may need shortly, 

111 more than words; respect for Nimrod’s line ; 

V\iso, another thing Ihoii knowest not. 

S(rr. What’s that? 

Sal. To thee an unknown word. 

‘Sar. Yet speak it; 

I love to leam. 

Sal. Virtue. 

Sar. Not know tho word! 

Never was word yet rung so in my ears— 

Worse tlian the rabble’s shout, or splitting trumpet; 

I 'vc heard thy sister talk of nothing else. 

Sal. To change the irksome tlierae, then, liear of vice. 
Sar. Kroin whom? 

Sid. Kven from the winds, if thou couldst listen 
tJnto the echoes of tho nation’s voice. 

Sar. Come, 1 ’m indulgent, as thou knowest, patient, 
As tlva, hast often proved—speak out, what moves thee? 
Sal. Thy peril. 

Sar. Say on. 

Sal. ThiB, then: nil the nations, 

For they are many, whom thy father left 
111 heritage, arc loud in wrath against thee. 

Sar. 'Gainst me! What would the slaves ? 

Sal. A king. 

Sar. And what 

Am I then ? 

Sal. In their eyes a nothing; but 
In mine a man who might be something still. 

Sar. The railing drunkards! why, what would tliey 
have ? 

Have they not peace and plenty? 

Sal. Of the first 

More than is glorious; of the last, far loss 
Than the king recks of. 

Sar. Whose then is the crime, 

But the false satraps, who provide no better ? 

Sid. And somewhat in the monarch who ne’er looks 
Beyond his palace walls, or if ho stirs 
Beyond them, ’t is but to some mountain palace. 

Till suimner heats wear down. O glorious Baal! 


Who built up this vast enqiire, and wort mads 
A god, or at tho least shinest like a god 
Through the long cenlnricB of tliy renown, 

This, thy presumed descendant, ne'er beheld 
As king tlio kingdoms thou didst leave as hero, 

Won with tliy blood, and toil, and time, and peril 
For what ? to furnish imposts fisr a revol, • 

Or multiplied extortions for a minion. 

Sar. 1 understand thee—llion woiddst have mo go 
Forth as a conqueror. By all tlic stars 
Which the Chaldeans read—tho restless slaves 
Deserve that I should curse them with their wishes, 
And lead them forth to glory. 

Sal. Wherefore not ? 

Semiramis—a woman only—led 
These our Assyrians to die solar shores 
Of Ganges. 

Sar. ’Tis most true. And luiw return’d? 

Sal. Why, like a man—a hero; baffled, but 
Not vanquish’d. With but twenty guard.s, she made 
Go'kI her retreat to Bactria. 

Sar. And how many 

I.eft she behind in India to tlio vulturos? 

Sal. Our annals say not. 

Sar. Then I will say for them— 

That she had better weveti within her palace 
Some twenty garments, than with twenty gtiarils 
Have lied to Bactria, leaving to llie ravens, 

Anil wolves, and men—the fiercer of tlie three, 

Her myriads of fimd suh)eets. Ts thin glory ? 

Then Id me live in ignominy ever. 

Sal. All warlike spirits have not the same fate. 
Semiramis, the glorious parent of 
A hundred kings, although she fail'd in India, 

Brought I’ersia, Media, Bactria, to the realm 
Which she once sway’d—and thou might'nt sway. 

Sar. I sieoy them— 

Site but siilalitcd them. 

Sal. It may bo ere long 

That they will need her sword more than your sceptre. 

Sar. There was a certain BacehiLs, was there not ? 

I've heard my Greek girls .speak of sucli—they say 
He was a god, that is, a Grecian g«i. 

An idol foreign to As3yria’.s worship. 

Who conquer’d this samt; golden realm of Ind 
Thou prat’st of, whore Semiramis was vanquish’d. 

Sal. 1 have. Iieanl of siieli a man; and thou perceiv’at 
That lie is deem’d a god for wlial Ire did. 

.Sar. And in 1 m.s godship I will honour him— 

Not much as man. What, ho! my cupbearer! 

Sul. What means tho king ? 

Sar. To worship your now god 

And ancient conqueror. Some wine, I say. 

Enter Cupbearer. 

Sar. {iMremng the Cupbearer.) Bring motile golden 
goblet lliick witli gems. 

Which bears the name of Nimrod’s chalice. Hence 
Fill full, and bear it quickly. [Exit Cupbearer 

Sal. Is this moment 

A fitting one for the resumption of 
Thy yet unslcpt-off revels ? 

Re-enter Cupbearer, with wine. 

Sar. {taking the cup from him.) Noble kinsman, 

If these barbarian Greeks of die far shores 
And skirts of these our realms lie nut, tliis Bacchus 
Conquer'd the whole of India, did ho md ? 

Sal. He did, and thence was deem’d a deity. 

Sar. Not so:—of all his conquests a few columns 
Which may be his, and might be muic, if I 
Thought them worth purchase and conveyance, are 
The landmarks of the seas of gore he shed, 

The realms be wasted, Slid the hearts ho brcAe. 

But here, here in this goblet is tiiis title 
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To immorraiity—the immortal gr^^)6 
From which ho first expressM 3ic soul, and gave 
To gladden that of man, as some atrmeroent 
For the victonous mischiefs he had done. 

Had it not been ibr fiuH, he would have been 
A mortal still in name as in his grave ; 

And, like my ancestor Semirarais, 

A sort of semi-glorious human numstcr. 

Here’s Uiat which deified him—let it now 
Humanize tliee; nty surly, chiding brother, 

Ple<lge me to the Greek god! 

8^ For all tliy realms 

I would not so bla?phomo our country’s creed. 

Sar. That is to say, thou thinkost him a hero, 

That he shod bloud by oceans ; and no g(Mi, 

Bticanse he turn’d a fruit to an enchantment, 

Which cheers the sad, n'vives the old, inspires 
Th<5 young, makes Weariness fi>rget his U>il, 

Ami Fear her danger ; o|»en« a new worM 
When this, the present, palls. Well, than / pledge tho( 
And him os a true man, who dkl his utmost 
In g04>J or evil to surprise mnnkind. 

Sul. Wilt thou r<5surne a revel at Uiis hour ? 

S(tr. And if I tlid, ’t were better than a trophy, 

Hciiig l)f>uglit without a tear. Hut that is not 
My present purpose: smeo thou wilt not pltvlgo mo, 
thmtiiiuc what tlnm pleasest. 

( 7V> the Cupbeurcr.) Hoy, retire. 

[JSjeit Cupltaarer. 

Sid. I would Init have recall’d thco from thy dream 
Bettor by me awaken’d than r«l»«Hinn. 

Sitr. Who should rebel? or why? what cause? pretext^ 
f am the lawful king, doscendeil fn)in 
A race of kings who knew no [)re<loc«s8or8. 

What have 1 d4>no to thee, or to the [►eophi, 

That thou shoiildst rail, or they rise up against nu*? 

SrU. Of what th<Mi hast done to me, I s{>euk not. 

Sar. Bui 

Thou Uiink'st that I have wrong’d the qn<*rn: Ls’lnot so^ 

Sal, Think ! Thou hast wrong’d htir! 

Sar. PatMuicc, prince, ami hear mt 

She has all power nisi splendour of her sUition, 

Rosfiect, the tut4?lttgc of Assyria’s heirs, 

Tin* )i«>mago aii<l the appanage of sovereignty, 

I married her as mrmarchs wed—for slate, 

And U»v<m 1 her as timst husbands love ilu'iir wives. 

If she or thou supposedsl. ( cfnild link me 
Hike a Chaldean peasant to his mate. 

He knew nor me, nor monarehs, n<nr mankind. 

Sal. I pray thee, change the theme: my blood disdains 
Oomplainh and Salemenos’ sister seeks not 
Reluctant love even from Assyria’s lord! 

Nor Would she deign to accejit divided passion 
With foreign slrum|>et8 and Ionian slaves. 

The queen is silent. 

iS^ur. And why not her brother ? 

SiU. I rmly echo thee U»e voice of emigres, 

Wliich ho who long neglects not long will govern. 

Sar. The ungrateful and ungra4:ioiis elavo.s! they 
murmur 

Because T have not shed tlieir blood, nor led them 
To dry into the desert’s dust by myriads, 

Or whiten with tlicir Isincs Uic banks ofG^uigCH; 

Nor decimated them witii savage laws, 

Nor sweated them to build up pyramids, 

Or Babyltmiai) walls. 

SaL Vet tliese are trophies 

More wortliy of a people and tlieir prince 
Than songs, and lutes, and feasts, and concubines, 

And lavish’d treasures, and cemtenmed virtues. 

Sar. Or ibr my trophies I have founded cilies: 

There’s Tarsus and Anchiidus, both biuU 

In one day—what could that blood-loving beldame. 

My martial graiidam, chaste fiSkmirambi, 

U^ aWNie, exceed deatre^ them ? 


Sal. ’Tis most true; 

I own thy merit in those founded cities, 

Built for a whim, recorded with a vorse 

Which shames both them and thee to coming ages. 

Sar. Shame me! By Baal, tho cities, though well buil^ 
Arc not more goodly than the vorse ! Say what * 
Thou wilt ’gainst me, my mode o( life or rule, 

But nothing ’gainst the truth of that brief record. 

Why, those few lines contain tho history 
Of ^1 things human; hear—“ Sardanapalus, 

The king, and son of Anacyndaroxes, 

In one day built Anchialus and Tarsus. 

Eat, drink, anti love; the rest’s not wortli a fillip.” * 

Sal. A worUiy moral, and a wise inscription, 

For a king to put up befere his subjects! • 

Sar. Oh, thou wouldst have me doiditloss set up 
edicts— 

“Oliey the king—contribute to his treasure— 

Recruit his phalanx— s{mU your blood at Mdding— 

Fall down and wor.sii)p, or get up and toil.” 

Or thus—“ Sardanapalus on this spot 
Slew fifty Uiousand of iiis enemies. 

These arc tlieir sepulchres, and this his lro(ihy.” 

1 leave such thin^ to conquerors; enough 
For me, if I can make my subjects feel 
I’hc weight of human misery less, and glide 
Ungroaning to the trnnb; T take no licence 
Which I deny to them. We all arc men. , • 

Sat. Thy sires have been revered as gods— 

Sar. In dust 

Atid death, where tJiey are neither god.s nor men. 

Talk not of such to me! the worms are gods ; 

At least Uicy banqueted upon your gods, 

And died for lack of fiirlbcr nutriment. 

Those gods were merely men; look to their issue- 
fee) a thousand mortal tilings aliout me, 

Inf nothing g4>tllike, unless it may In? 

The ihiug whicli y(»u eoiulemn, a dis|K»silkm 
To love jiTi»l to he merciful, to pardon 
Tlio follies of my Kpreies, and (dial’s human) 

To Ik* indulgent to iiiy own. 

Sfd. Alas! 

Tho doom of Nineveh is seal’d.—Wo—Wo 
To the unrivall’d city! 

Sar. What dost dread ? 

Sal. Thou art guanlod by thy foes: in a few hotnv 
Tho tem|>e8t may break out which overwholms thee. 

And thine and mine; and in another day 
What is sliall be tho past of Belus’ race. 

Star. What must we dread ? 

Sal. Ambitious treachery, 

iVhteh has environ’d thee with snares; but yet 
There is resource: emjiowcr me with thy signet 
~'o quell the macliinatioiis, and 1 lay 
The heads thy chief foes befin^ thy feet. 

*Var. The heads—how many ? 

Sal. Must I stay to number 

iVhcn oven thine own’s in peril ? Let me go; 
jiivc mo thy signet—trust me with the rest. 

Sar. I will trust no man with unlimited lives. 
tVlicn we take those frean others, we nor know 
^hat we have taken, nor tlie thing we give. 

Sal. Wouldst thou not take their lives who seek for 
diinc? 

Sar. That’s a hard question—^But, I answer Yes. 
*annot the thing bt: done without? Who are they 
Yhotn thou mjspectest?—Let them be arrested. 

Sal. 1 would thou wouldst not ask me; the next moment 
i/Vill send my answer through thy babbling trot^ 

>f paramours, and thence ily o’er the pala^, 

?ven to the city, and so baffle all.— 

Trust me. 

Sar. Thou knowest I have done so ever, 

[’ake thmi the signet. [Gitwt lit signet. 

Sal. I have one more request.— 



Sitr. Name it. 

Sal. That thou this night forbear the banquet 
(n the fiaviiion over tlie Euphrates. 

Sar. Forbear the banquet! Not for all the plotters 
Tiiat ever shook a kingdom! Let tiiera come, 

And do their worst: I shall not blench for them; 

Nor rise the sooner; nor forbear the goblet; 

Nor crown me witli a single rose the less; 

Nor lose one joyous hour.—I fear them not. 

Sal. But thou wouldst arm thee, wouldst thou not, il 
needful ? 

Snr. Perhaps. I have the goodliest armour, and 
A sword of such a temper; and a bow 
'And javelin, which might furnish Nimrod forth: 

A little heavy, but yet not unwieldy. 

And now 1 think on’t, ’tis long since I Ve used them. 
Even in the chase. Hast over seen them, brother'' 
Sal. Is this a time fur such fantastic trifling ?— 

If need be, wilt thou wear them ? 

Siff. Will r not? 

Ob! if it must be so, and these rash shaves 
Will not be ruled with less, I ’ll tise the sword 


They hmi conjured up stern Nimrod from his tudies, 

• The migltty hnntcr.” I will turn these realms 
To one wide desert chase of brutes, who toent; 

Rut vmtJd no more, by their own choice, be htunan. 
IVhat they have found me, they belie; that which 
They yet may find me—shall defy their wish 
To Sfieah it worse; and let them thank themselves. 

Sal. Then thou at last canst feel? 

Sar. Feci! who feels not 

j Ingratitude 1 

Sal. I will not pause to answer 

With words, but deeds. Keep thou awake Uiat energy 
Wliich sleeps at times, but is not dead within thee. 
And thou may’st yet be glorious in tliy reign, 

As powerful in thy realm. Farewell! 

{JEml S.\r.EME!rF.s. 

Sar. (solus.) Farewe 

He’s gone; and on his finger bears my signet, 

Vniicli is to him a sceptre. He is stern 
As I am hetalless; and the slaves deserve 
To feel a master. What may he the danger, 

I know not: ho hath (bund it, let him quell it. 


'I'lll iliey shall wish it turn’d into a distatf. 

Sal. They say, thy seeptre’s turn’d to that already ? 

Sar. That’s false! but let them say so; tlie old Grcek-s, 
Of whom our captives often sing, related 
The same of their chief hero, Hercules, 

'leeanse he loved a Lydian queen: thou seost 

The populace of all the nations seize 

Each calumny they can to sink their sovereigns. 

Sal. They did not speak thus of thy lathers. 

Sar. No; 


Must I consume my life—this little life— 

In guarding against all may make it less? 

It is not worth so mucli 1 It were to die 
Before my hour, to live in dread of death. 

Tracing revolt; suspecting all about me, 

Because they are near; and all who are remote. 
Because they are far. But if il should be so— 

If they should sweep me olf from earth and empire 
Why, what is eartli or oiiipiro rtf the eartli ? 

I have loved, and lived, and multiplied my image; 


They dared not. They were kept to toil and combat, 
And never changed their chains but for tlioir armour: 
Now they have jtcace and pastime, and llie liecnco 
To revel and to rail; il irks me not. 

I woiilii not give tlie smile of one fair girl 
For all the popular breath that e’er divided 
A name from nothing. What arc the rank tongues 
Ol' tills vile herd, grown insolent with feeding. 

That I should prize their noisy praise, or dread 
Their noisome clamour? 


I'o die is no less natural than lliose— 

Acts of this clay! ’T Is true I have not shed 
Blood as I might have done, in oceans, till 
My name became the synonyme of death— 
A terror and a trophy. But for tliis 
I fcol no peiiilonco; my life is love: 

If I must shed blood, il shall Isi by force. 

Till uow, no drop from an Assyrian vein 
Hath flow’d for me, nor hath IJie smallest coin 
Of Ninivch’s vast treasures e’er been lavisli’d 


Sal. you have s-aid they aro men; 

As such their hearts are something. 

Sar. So my dogs’ arc; 

And bettor, as more faitlifiil .•—but, proceed; 

Thou bast my signet:—since they arc tumultuous, 

Let tliem be temper’d, yet not roughly, till 
Necessity enforce it. I iiate all pain. 

Given or received; we have enotqjh wifliin us. 

The meanest vassal as the loftiest monarch. 


On objects which could cost her sons a tear: 

If then they hate mo, ’t is hecaiiso I hale not: 

If they rebel, "t is because I oppress not. 

Oh, men 1 ye must be ruled wiili scythes, not sceptres. 
And mow’d down like the grass, else all wo reap 
Is rank abimdanee, and a rotten liarvest 
Of discontents infecting the fair soil, 

Making a desert of fertility.— 

I ’ll think no more.-Within there, lio! 


Not to add to each others natural burden 
Of mortal misery, but rather lessen, 

Uy mild reeiprocal alleviation. 

The fatal ficnalties imposed on life: 

Hilt this they know not, or they will not know. 

I have, by Baal! done ^1 1 cmild to sooth them; 

I made no wars, I added no new imposts, 

I interfered not with their civic lives, 

I let them pass their d.ays as best might suit them. 
Passing my own as suited me. 

Sal. Thou stopp’st short 

Of the duties of a king; and therefore 
They say thou art unfit to be a monarch. 

Sar. They lie.—Unhappily, I am unfit 
To be aught save a monarch; else for mo 
The meanest Medo might bo the king instead. 

Sal. There is one Mode, at least, who seeks to be so. 
Sar. What mean’st thou?—*1 is thy secret; thou 
desirest 

Pew questions, and I’m not of curious nature. 

T^e the fit steps; and, since necessity 
Requires, I sanction and support Uiee. Ne’er 
Was man who more detared to rule in peace 
The peaceful only; if they rouse me, better 


I Enter cm JUtendant. 

Sar. Slave, tell 

The Ionian Myrrhn we would crave her presence. 
AUerul. King, she is hero. 

Mvkkha erUert. 

Sar. {apart to Atlmdant.) Away 
(AMremmg Mvbrha.) Beautiful being 

Thou dost almost anticipate my heart; 

It flirobb’d for thee, and hero thou comest: let me 
Deem that some unknown influence, some sweet oracle, 
Communicates between us, though unseen. 

In absence, and attracts us to cash other. 

Myr. There doth. 

Sar. I know there doth, but not its tutme; 

What is it? 

Myr. In my native land a God, 

And in my heart a feeling like a God’s, 

Exalted; yet 1 own ’tis only mortal; 

For what I feel is humble, and yet happy— 

That is, it would be happy; but- 

(ly^rnmHA peatm. 
There conies 


Sv, 



For erer ■omothing between i» anti what 
We deem our happineaa; let me remove 
The barrier which that hesitating accent 
Proclaims to thine, and mine is seaVd. 

Miir. My lord!— 

iSnr. My lord—my king—sire—sovereign; thus it is— 
For over thus, address’d with awe. I ne’er 
Can see a smile, unless in some broad banquet's 
liitotticating glare, when the buCoons 
Have gorged themselves up to equality, 

Or I have quaF’d me down to their abasement. 
Myrrha, I can hoar all these things, those names, 

Lord—king—sire—monarch—nay, time was I prized 
them. 

That is, [ suffer’d them—from slaves and nobles 
But when they falter from the lips I love, 

The lips wliich have been press’d to mine, a chill 
Comes o’er my heart, a cold sense of the falsehood 
Of this my station, which represses feeling 
In those for whom 1 have felt must, and makes mo 
Wish that 1 could lay down the dull tiara. 

And share a cottage on the Caucasus 
With thee, and wear no crowns but those of flowers. 
Mur. Would that we could! 

Sar. And dost thmi feel this ?—Why ? 

Myr. Then tliou wouldst know what thou canal never 
know. 

Sar. And that is- 

Myr. The true value of a heart; 

At least, a woman’s. 

Sar. I have proved a tliousand— 

A tliousand, and a thousand. 

Myr. Hearts? 

Sat, I think so. 

Myr. Not one! the time may come thou inay'st. 

Sm. It will. 

Hear, Myrrha; Salcmenes has declared— 

Or why or how he hath divined it, Belus, 

Who founded our groat realm, knows more than I— 
But Salemenes hath declared my throne 
In peril. 

Myr, He did well. 

Sar. And say’st thmi so 1 

Thou whom he spurn’d so harshly, and how dared 
Drive from our presence with his savage jeersi 
And made thee weep and blush ? 

Myr. I should do both 

More frequently, and he did well to call me 
Back to my duty. But thou spakest of peril— 

Peril to thee' —— 

Sar. Ay, from dark plots and snares 

From Modes—and discuntented troops and nations. 

1 know not what—a labyrinth of tilings— 

A maze of mutter’d tlireats and mysteries; 

Thou fcnow’st the man—it is his usual custom. 

But he is honest. Come, wo ’ll think no more on't— 
But of the midnight festival. 

Myr. T is Ume 

To think of aught save festivals. Thou hast not 
Spum'd his sage cautions ? 

Sar. What?—and dost tliou fear? 

Myr. Fear?—I’m a Greek, and how should I fear 
death ? 

A stave, and wherefore should I dread my freedom ? 
Sar. Thon wherefore dost thou turn so pale? 

Myr. I love. 

Sar. And do not I ? I love thee far—far more 
TIum either the brief life or the wide realm, 

Which, it may be, are menaced;—^yet I blench not. 

Myr. That means thou lovest nor thyself nor me; 
For he who loves another loves himself 
Even (in' that other’s sake. Tiiis is too rash; 

Kingdoms and lives are not to be so lost. 

Car. Lost!—why who is the aspiring chief who dared 
Assume to win them? 


Myr. Who is he should dread 

To try BO much? Wlicn he who is their ruler 
Forgets himself will they remember him ? 

Sar. Myrrha! 

Myr. Frown not upon me: you have snuled 

Too often on mo not to make those frowns 
Bitterer to bear than any punishment 
Which they may augur.—^King, 1 am your subject! 
Master, I am your slave! Man, I have loved you!— 
Loved you, I know not by wliat fatal weakness, 
Although a Greek, and born a foe to monarchs— 

A slave, and haling fetters—an Ionian, 

And, therefore, when I love a stranger, more 
Degraded by that passion than by chains! 

Still I have loved you. If that love were strong» 
Enough to overcome all former nature, 

Shall it not claim the privilege to save you ? 

Sar. Save mo, my beauty! Thou art very fair, 

And what I seek of thee is love—not safety. 

Myr. And without love where dwells security ? 

Sar. I speak of woman's love. 

Myr. The very first 

Of human life must spring from woman’s breast. 

Your first small words are tauglit you from her lips, 
Your first tears quench’d by her, and your last sighs 
Too often breathed out in a woman’s hearing. 

When men have shrunk from the ignoble care 
Of watching the last hour of him who led them. 

Sar. My clo(|uent Ionian! tlioii speak’st music; 

The very chorus of the tragic song 
1 have heard tliee talk of as the favourite |iastime 
Of thy far-falher land. Nay, wi'op not—cabn thee. 

Myr. I weep not.—But 1 pray thee, do not speak 
About my fathers or their land. 

Sar. Yet oft 

Tfiau speakest of tliem. 

Myr. True—true: constant though! 

Will overflow in words unconsciously; 

Blit when another speaks of Greece, it wounds me. 

Sar, Well, tiicn, how wouldst thou save me, as thou 
saidst? 

Myr. By teaching thee to save tliysellj and not 
Thyself alone, but these vast realms, from all 
The rage of the worst war—the war of brethren. 

Sar. Why, cliild, I loathe all war, and warriors; 

I lire in peace and pleasure: what can man 
Do more ? 

Myr. Alas! my lord, with common men 
There needs too oft the show of war to keep 
The substance of sweet peace; and for a king 
T is sometimes better to be fear’d tliaii loved. 

Sar. And I liave never sought but for the last. 

Myr. And now art neither. 

Sar. Dost Ihou say so, Myrrlia ? 

Myr. I speak of civic popular love, self love, 

Which means tiiat men ore kept in awe and law. 

Yet not oppress’d—at least they must not think so; 

Or if they tliink so, deem it necessary, 

To ward off worse oppression, their own passions. 

A king of feasts, and flowers, and wine, and revel, 

And love, and mirth, was never king of glory. 

Sar. Glory! wliat’s that 7 

Myr. Ask of the gods thy fathers. 

Sar. They cannot answer; when tiie priests speak 
for them, 

'T is for some small addition to the temple. 

Myr, Look to the annals of thine empire’s founders. 
Sar. They are so blotted o’er with blood, I cannot. 
But what wouldst have ? the empire has been founded. 

I cannot go on multiplying empires. 

Myr. Preserve thiine own. 

Sar. At least I will epjoy it. 

Come, Myrrha, let us on to tlie Euphrates; 

The hour invites, the galley is prepared, 

And die pavilUun, deck’d our return, 



In fit ndimment Ibr the evening banquet, 

Shall blaze with beauty and with light, until 
It seems unto the stars wliich are above us 
Itself an opposite star; and we will sit 
Crown'd with fresh flowers like- 

Myr- Victims. 

Sar. No, like sovereigns, 

The shepherd king of patriarchal times. 

Who knew no brighter gems than summer wreaths. 
And none but tearless triumphs. Let us on. 

Enter PAifta. 

Pan. May the king live for ever! 

Sot. Not an hoar 

l.ongfer than he can love. How ray soul hates 
This language, which makes life itself a lie. 

Flattering dust witli eternity. Well, Ponia! 

Be brief. 

Pan. I am charged by Salemones to 
Reiterate his prayer unto the king. 

That for tliis day, at least, he ivill not quit 
The palace; when the general returns. 

He will adduce such reasons as will warrant 
His daring, and perhaps obtain the pardon 
Of his presumption. 

Sot. Wlat! am I then coop’d ? 

Already captive? can I not even breathe 
The breath of heaven ? Tell prince Salemcnes, 

Were all Assyria raging round the walls 
In mutinous myriad.s, I would sflil go forth. 

Pan. I must obey, and yet— 

Myr. Oh, monarch, listen.— 

How many a day and moon thou hast reclined 
Within these palace walls in silken dalliance, 

And never shown thee to thy people’s longing; 

Leaving thy subject’s eyes ungratificd, 

*'lVc satraps uncontroll’d, the gods unworshipp’d, 

And ail tilings in tlie anarchy of sloth. 

Till all, save evil, slumber’d through tho realm! 

And wilt thou not now tarry for a day, 

A day which may redeem thee? Wilt tliou not 
yield to tho few still faithful a few hours. 

For them, for thee, for thy past father’s race. 

And for tliy son’s inheritance ? 

Pan. ’T is true! 

From the deep urgency with which tlie prince 
Despatcli’d me to your sacred presence, I 
Must dare to add ray feeble voice to tliut 
Wliich now has spoken. 

Sar. No, it must not be. 

Myr. For tho sake of thy realm! 

Sar. Away! 

Pan. For that 

Of all thy faithful subjects, who will rally 
Round thee and thine. 

Sar. These are mere phantasies; 

There is no peril:—’tis a sullen scliomo 
Of .Salonienes to approve his zeal. 

And show liirnself more necessary to us. 

Myr. By all that’s good and glorious take this counsel. 

Sar. Business to-morrow. 

Myr. Ay, or death to-night. 

Sar. Why let it come then unexpectedly 
’Midst joy and gentleness, and mirth and love; 

So let me fall like the pluck’d rose!—far better 
Thus than be wither’d. 

Myr. Then thou wilt not yield. 

Even for the sake of all that ever stirf’d 
A monarch into action, to forego 
A trifling revel. 

Sar. No. 

Myr. Then yield for mins; 

For my sake! 

Sar. Thine, my Myrrha! 

Myr. *Tisthe&M 


Boon which I ever ask’d Assyria^ king. 

Sar. That’s true, and wer’t my kingdom must be 
granted. 

Well, for thy sake, I yield me. Pania, hence! 

Thou hear’st me. 

Pan. And obey. [JEcit Pavia. 

Sar. I marvel at thee. 

What Is thy motive, Myrrha, thus to urge me ? 

Myr. Thy safety; and the certainty that naught 
Could urge the prince thy kinsman to require 
Thus much from titee, but some impending danger. 

Sar. Aud if I do not dread it, why shouldst thou? 
Myr. Because thou dost not fear, I fear for thee. 

Sar. To-morrow thou wilt smile at these vain iancioa. 
Myr. If tlie worst come, I sliall bo where none weep. 
And that is bettor than tlie power to smile. 

And tliou? 

Sar. I shall be king, as heretofbro. 

Myr. Whore? 

Sar. With Baal, Nimrod, and Semiramis, 

Sole in Assyria, or with them elsewhere. 

Fate made me what I am—may make mo nothing— 
But either that or nothing must I be; 

I will not live degraded. 

Myr. Hadst thou felt 

Thus always, none would ever dare degrade Uiee. 

Sar. And who will do so now ? 

Myr. Dost thou suspect none ? 

Sar. Suspect!—that’s a spy’s office. Oh ! wo lose 
Ten thousand precious moments in vain words. 

And vainer fears. Within there!—^ye slaves, dock 
The hall of Nimrod for tlie evening revel: 

If I must make a prison of our palace. 

At least wo ’ll wear our fetters jocundly; 

If the Euphrates be forbid us, and 

The summer dwelling on its beauteous border. 

Hero we are still unmenaced. Ho! within there! 

lExU SARDAirAPAl,Vf. 
Myr. {tolua.) Why do Hovcfliis man? My country’s 
daughters 

Love none but heroes. But I have no country! 

The slave hath lost all save her bonds. I love him; 
And that’s tiic heaviest link of the long chain— 

To love whom we esteem not. Be it so : 

Tho hour is coming when he ’ll need all love, 

And find none. To fall from liim now were baser 
Than to have stabb’d him on his throne when higliest 
Would have been noble in my county’s creed: 

I was not made Cir either. Could I save him, 

I should not lovo him bolter, but myself; 

And I have need of tho last, fi>r I have fallen 
In my own thoughts, by loving this soft stranger; 

And yet nrethinks I love hhn more, perceiving 
That'hc Ls hated of his own barbarians. 

The natural Iocs of all the blood of Greece. 

Could I but wako a single tliought liko those 
Which even the Phrygians felt when battling long 
’TWixt 11 ion and the sea, within his heart. 

He would tread down the barbarous crowds, and 
triumph. 

He loves me, and I love him; the slave loves 
Her master, and would free him from his vices. 

If not, I have a means of freedom still. 

And if I cannot teach him how to reign, 

May show him how alone a king can leave 

His throne. I must not lose him from my sight. [Exit- 

ACT II. 

Scehb I.—Tfts Portal of the same Ball of the Peieta. 

Eeleeet, (mba.) The fun goes down: methinkt he 
sets more slowly, 

Taking his last look cf Assyria’s empirt. 
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Bon Ted he glaree unengst those deepening chsjds, 
like the blo^ he predicts. If not in vain, 

^ou sun that sinkest, and ye stars which rise, 

1 have outwatch’d ye, reading ray by ray 
The edicts of your orbs, which make Time tremble 
For what he brings the nations, H is the furthest 
Hour of Assyria’s yean. And yet how calm! 

An earthquake should announce so great a fall— 

A summer’s sun discloses it. Yon disk, 

To the star-read Ciialdean, bears upon 
Its everlasting page the end of what 
Seem’d everlasting; but <di! thou frue sun! 

The burning oracle of all that live, 

Am fountain of bU life, and symbol of 
Him who bestows it, wherefore dost thou limit 
Thy lore unto calamity 'I Why not 
UnRild the rise of days more worthy thine 
All-glorioua burst from ocean? why not dart 
A beam of hope athwart the future years, 

As of wrath to its days ? Hear me! oh! hear me! 

I am thy worshipper, thy priest, thy servant— 

I have gazed on thee at thy rise and fall. 

And bow’d roy head beneath tliy mid-day beams, 

When my eye dared not moot diee. I have watch’d 
For thee, and after thee, and pray'd to thee, 

And sacrificed to thee, and reed, and fear’d thee, 

And ask’d of thee, and thou host answer’d—but 
Only to thus much: while I speak, he sinks— 

Is gone—and loaves his beauty, not his knowledgo, 

Tu the dciighted west, which revels in 
Its hues of dying glory. Yet what is 
Heatli, BO it bo but glorious ? ’T is a sunset; 

And mortals may be happy to resemble 
The gods but in decay. 

Enter Akbaces, hi/ an inner door. 

Art. IJeloses, why 

fjo rapt in thy devotions? Dost thou stand 
Gazing to trace tiiy disappearing god 
Into some realm of uiidiscovor’d day ? 

Our business is with night—'t is come, 

Bd. But not 

G<Hie. 

Arb. Let it roll on—we are ready. 

Bd. Yes. 

Would it were over 

Arh. Does the pro|)het doubt. 

To whom the very stars shine victory? 

Bd. I do not doubt of victory—but the victor. 

Arh. Well, lot thy silence settle that. Meantime 
1 have profmred as many glittering spears 
As will out-sparkle our allies—your planets, 

There is im more U> thwart us. The she-king, 

That less than woman, is even now upon 
The waters with his female mates. The order 
Is issued fur tlie feast in the pavilion. 

The first cup which ho drains will be tlie last 
Quatf’d by tlie line ofNimrod. 

Bd. 'T was a bravo one. 

Arh. And is a weak one—’t is worn out—we H mend it. 

Bd. Art sure of that ? 

Arh. Its founder was a hunter— 

I am a soldier—^what is Uiore to fear ? 

Bd. Tho soldier. 

Arh. And the priest, it may be; but 

If yon tliought thus, or tliink, why not retain 
Your king of concubines ? why stir mo up? 

Why spur me to this enterprise? your own 
No less than mine? 

Bd. Look to tho sky! 

Arh. I look. 

BshWtat seost thou T 

: A fqir summer’s tw2i|^t, and 

Tbe iMMng of the Am- 

Bm. n.. And midat them, mark 


Yon earliest, and the brightest, which so quivers, 

As it would quit its place in the blue ether. 

Arh. Well? 

Bd. ’T is thy natal ruler—thy birth planet. 

Arb. {touching hit tcahbard.) My star is in tins scab-' 
bard; when it shines. 

It riioll oul-dazzle comets. Let us think 

Of what is to be done to justify 

Thy planets and their portents. When we conquer. 

They shall have temples— a.y, and priests—and thou 

Shalt be the pontiff oft—what gods thou wilt; 

For I observe that they are ever just. 

And own the bravest far tlie most devout. 

Bd. Ay, and the most devote fur brave—tliou hast not 
Seen mo turn back from battle. ' 

Arh. No; I own tliee 

As firm in fight as Babylonia’s captain. 

As skilful in Chaldea's worship; now. 

Will it but please time to forget the priest, 

And be the warrior? 

Bd. Why not both ? 

Arb. The better? 

And yet it almost shames me, we shall have 
So little to oflbet. This woman’s warfare 
Degrades the very conqueror. To have pluck’d 
A bold and bloody despot from his threne, 

And grappled with him, clashing steel with steel. 

That were heroic or to win or fall; 

But to upraise my sword against this silkworm. 

And hear him whine, it may be—- 
Bd. Do not deem it: 

He has that in him which may make you strife yet; 
And were he all you think, his guards are hardy, 

And headed by the cool, stem Salemoncs. 

Arb. They 11 not resist. 

Bd. Why not? they are soldiers. 

Arb. True,' 

And therefore need a soldier to command them. 

Bd. Tliat Salemcncs is. 

Arb. But not their king. 

Besides, ho hates tlie cfleminate thing that governs. 

For the queen’s sake, his sister. Mark you not 
He keeps aloof from all llio revels ? 

Bd. Bui 

Not from the council—llicre he is ever constant. 

Arb. And ever thwarted; what would you have more 
To make a rebel out of? A fool reigning, 

Hi.s blood disbononr’d, and litniself disdain’d; 

Why, it Ais revenge we work for. 

Bd. Could 

He but be brought to think so .''this; I doubt of. 

Arb. What, if we soumi him ? 

Bd. Yes — if tlie tine served. 

Enter Bauea. 

I 

Bat. Satraps! Tho king conpuanda your presence at 
The feast to-night. 

Bd. To hear is to obey. 

In tho pavilion? 

Bd. No; here in die palace. 

Arb. How! in die palace? it was not dius mder’d. 
Bd. It is so order’d now, 

Arh. And why? 

Bd. 1 know not. 

May I retire? 

Ad>. Stay. 

Bd. {to Arh. atide.) Hush! let him go his way. 
{AJtemateh/ to Bd.) Yes, Balsa, tha^ Iho monarch, 

I kiss the hem 
Of his imperial robe, and say, his slaves 
Will take tho cruiiu he deigns to scatter from 
His royal table at the hour—was’t midnight? 

Bd. It was: the place, the hall cf Niimod. Lords, 

I humble me before you, and depart. [Emt Baua 
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Arb. I like not this same sudden change of place ; 
There is some mystery; wherefore should he change it? 

Bel Doth he not change a thousand times a day? 
Sloth is of all things the most fancifni— 

And moves more parasongs in its intents 
I'han generals in their marches, when they seek 
To leave their foo al fault.—Why dost thou muse ? 

Ari5». He loved that gay pavilion,—it was ever 
His summer dotage. 

JBeL And ho loved his queen— 

And thrico a thousand harlotry besides— 

And he has loved all things by turns, except 
Wisdom and glory. 

Arb, Still—I like it not. 

Ifhethas changed—why, so must we: tlie attack 
Were easy in the isolated bower, 

Beset with drowsy guards and drunken courtiers; 

But in the hall of Nimrod- 

Bd, Is it so ? 

Mothuught the haughty soldier fear'd to mount 
A throne loo easily^nioes it dtsap{K>inl ihce 
To fmd tliore is a slipperier step or two 
I'ltan what was counted on ? 

Arh. When the hour comes, 

'rhou shall perceive how far I four or no. 

I'ltou hast soon my Ideal stoke—and gaily play'd for— 
Hut hero is more upon the die—a kingdom. 

Bvl. 1 have fi>relold already—thou wilt win it: 

Then on, and prosper. 

Arb. Now were I a s(X)thsaycr, 

I would have boded so much to myself. 

Bu( bo the stars obey’d—I cannot quarrel 
With Uioiu, uor tlieir iiilerpreter. Who’s here? 

EfUer Salemenes. 

SfU, Satraps! 

^ * Bd. My prince! 

Sal. Well met—I sought yc both. 

But elsewhero than the palace. 

Arb. Wherel«>re so? 

Sal. ’T is nut the hour. 

Adi. The hour!—what hour? 

Sal. Of nndnigljt. 

Bel. Midnight, my lord ! 

Sat. What, aro you not invited ? 

Bel. Oh! yes—we had forgotten. 

Sal. Is it usual 

Thus to forget a sovoreign’s invitation ? 

Arb. Why—we but now received it. 

Sal. *l’hen why here ? 

Arb. On duty. 

Sal. On w'hat duty ? 

Bel. On the slater’s. 

Wc have the privilege to approach the presence; 

But found the iiioiiai^ ffosent. 

Sal. •- And I loo 

Am upon duly. 

Arb. May wo crave its purfjorl ? 

Sal. To arrest two traitors. Guards! Within there! 

Elder Guards. 

Sal. {carUinuing.) Sutra{>5, 

Your swords. 

Bel. {ddiveting hut.) My lor<l, behold niy sciiiutm*. 
Arh. {drawing his sword.) Take mine. 

Sal. {advanctng.) I will. 

Arb. But in your heart the blade— 

The hilt quits not this hand. 

Sal. {(I'awing.) How! dost thou brave me ? 

’T is well—tliis saves a trial, and false mercy. 

Soldiers, how <h>wn the rebel! 

Arb. Soldiers! Ay— 

Alone you dare not. 

Sol. Alone ! foolish aiavo— 

2K 


What b there in thee that a prince should shrink from 
Of open force ? We dread thy treason, not 
Thy strength: thy tooth b naught without its venom— 
The serpent’s, not the lion’s. Cut him down, 

Bd. (interposing.) Arbaces I Are you mad ? Have 1 
not render’d 

My sword ? Then trust like mo our sovereign’s justice. 

Arb. No—1 will sooner trust tlie stars thou prat’st o( 
And this sUght arm, and die a king at least 
Of my own breath and body—so for that 
None else shall chain them. 

Sal. {to the Guards.) You hear him and me. 

Toko him not,—kill. 

[The Ottards attack Aubaces, who flefends himself 
valiantly ami dexterously till they waver. 

Sal. Is it oven so; and must 

I do the hangman’s office ? Recreants! see 
How you sliould fell a traitor. 

[SALCMEfTEs attacks Akbaces. 

Enter Saroanafai.U8 and TVain. 

Sar. Hold your liands— 

Upon your lives, I say. Wliat, deaf or drunken? 

My swor<l! O tool, I wear no sword; here, Adlow, 

Give mo thy weapon. [To a Guard, 

[SAMDAJVAPAMrs sntdchcs a smird from one of the 
soblierS) ami muhtui bdoM-cn tlte comlMftants-^hey 
Sf^taralc. 

Sar. In my very palace! 

What hinders me from cleaving you in twain, 

Audacious brawlers ? 

Bvl. Siro, your justice. 

Sal. Or— 

Your weakness. 

Sar. {rtdsing (he sword.) How? 

S(d. Strike! so tho blow’s re})eated 

Tr|Hjii yon traitor—whom you spare a inomout, 

I trust, for torture—I’m content. 

Sar. What—him! 

Who dares a.s.sail Arbaces? 

S(d. I! 

Sar. ]udcc<n 

Prince, you forget yourself. Upon what warrant? 

S(d. {showing thr signet.) Thine. 

Arb. {confused.) The king’s! 

Sid. Yes! and let the king confirm it. 

Sar. I parted not from this for such a puiq>oso. 

S(d. You parted with it f<»r your safety—1 
Employ'd it for the best. Pronounce in person. 

Here I am but your slavo—a moinent post 
1 was your representative. 

Sar. Then shoatlio 

Your .swords. 

[Akbaces arul Salkmenes return tkm swords to 
the scaldiords. 

Sid. Mine’s sheatlu d : I pray you sheatlic not yours 
’T i.s the sol© sceptre hTi you now witli safety. 

Sar. A heavy one; tlic hilt, hio, hurts my hand, 

{'To a Guard.) Here, fellow, take thy woajKin bock. 
Well, sirs, 

Wlml doth this mean ? 

Bel. The prince must answer Uiat. , 

Sal. Truth upon my part, treason Ufioii tlioirs* 
jS'ar. Treason—Arbaces I treachery and Beleses! 
I'liat were an union 1 will not believe. 

Bel. Where b Uie proof? 

Sal. I ’ll answer that, if once 

The king demands your fellow-traitor’s sword. 

Arb. {to Sal.) A sword which hath been drawn as 
oil as thine 
Against hb foes. 

Sal. And now agaiti.$t hb brother, 

And in on hour or so agamst hinuielf. 
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Act II. 


Sar. That is not (Knaible: he dared not; no— 

No—I’ll nothear of such things. These vain bickerings 
Are spawnU in courts by base intrigues, and baser 
Hirelings, who live by lies on good men’s lives. 

You must have been deceived, my brother. 

Sal First 

Let him deliver np his weapon, and 
Proclaim himself your subject by that duty, 

And I will answer all. 

Sar, Why, if I thought so— 

But no, it cannot bo: the Mode Arbaces— 

The trusty, rough, true soldier—the best captain 

Of all who discipline our nations-No> 

1 ’ll not insult him thus, to bid him render 
The Bcamitar to mo he never yielded 
Unto our enemies. Chief, keep your weapon. 

Sal. (delivering back the signet.) Monarcli, take back 
your signet. 

Sar, Noi retain it; 

But use it with more moderation. 

Sal. Sire, 

I used it for your honour, and restore it 
Because I camiot keep it with my own. 

Bestow it on Arbaces. 

Sar. So I should: 

Ho never ask’d it. 

Std. Doubt not, he will have it. 

Without that hollow semblance of respect. 

Bel. I know not what hath prejudiced the prince 
So strongly ’gainst two subjects, tlian whom none 
Have been more zealous for Assyria’s weal. 

Sal. Peace, iactioiLS priest, and faitliless soldier! thou 
Unit’st in thy own |>erson the worst vices 
Of the most dangerous orders of mankind. 

Keep thy smooth words and juggling homilies 
For those who know thee not. Thy fellow’s sin 
Is, at the least, a bold one, and not temper’d 
By the tricks taught thee in Chaldea. 

Bd. Hear him, 

My liege—the son of Belus! ho blasphemes 
The worship of the land, wliich bows the knoo 
Before your fathers. 

Sar. Oh! Eir that I pray you 

Lot him have absolution. I dispense with 
The worship of dead men; feeling that 1 
Am mortal, and believing that the race 
Prom whence I sprung aro—what 1 sen them—ashes. 

Bd. King! Do not deem so: llioy are with tlic stars, 
And- 

Sar. You shall join them there ere tliey will rise. 

If you preach farther—Why, this is rank treason. 

Sal. My lord! 

Sar. To school me in the worship of 

Assyria’s idols! Let him be released— 

Give him his sword. 

Sal. My lord, and king, and brother, 

I pray ye pause. 

Sot. Yes, and be serrooriizod. 

And diim’d, and deafen’d with dead men and Baal, 

And all Chaldea’s starry mysteries. 

Bd. Monarch! respect them. 

Sar. Oh! for that—^I love them ; 

I love to watch them in the deep blue vault, 

And to compare them with my Myrrha’s eyes; 

I love to sec their rays redoubled in 
The tremulous silver of Euphrates’ wave. 

As the light breeze of midnight crisps the broad 
And rolling water, sighing through die sedges 
Which fringe his bamis; but whether they may be 
Qods, as some say, or the abodes of gods. 

As others hold, or simply lamps of night, 

WorlAh or the lights of worlds, I know nor care not. 
There’s something sweet in my uncertainty 
1 would not change for your Chaldean lore; 

Berides, I know of diesc all clay can know 


Of aught above it, or below it—nothing. 

I see Acir brilliancy and feel their beauty— 

When they shine on my grave I shall know neither. 
Bd. For neither, sire, say better. 

Sar. I will WMt, 

If it so please you, ponUfT, for that knowledge. 

In the mean time receive your sword, and know 
That I prefer you service militant 
Unto your ministry—not bving either. 

Sal. (aside.) His lusts have made him mad. Then 
must I save him. 

Spite of himself. 

Sar. Please you to hear me. Satraps! 

And chiefly thou, ray priest, because 1 doubt thee 
More than the soldier; and would doubt thoe all 
Wert thou not half a warrior: let us jiart 
In peace—I ’ll not say pardon—wliicli must be 
Earn’d by the guilty; tills I ’ll not pronounce ye. 
Although upon this breath of mine depends 
Your own; and, deadlier for ye, on my fears. 

But fear not—for that I am soft, not fearful— 

And so live on. Were I the thing some think me. 
Your heads would now be dripping the last drops 
Of their attainted gore from the high gates 
Of tliis our palace, into Ihc dry dust. 

Their only portion of the coveted kingdom 
They would be crown’d to reign o’er—^let that jiass. 

As I have said, I will not deem ye guilty, 

Nor doom ye guiltless. Albeit bettor men 
Than ye or I stand ready to arraign you; 

And should I leave your fate to sterner judges. 

And proofs of all kinds, I might sacrifice 
Two men, who, whatsoe’er tliey now are, were 
Once honest. Ye aro free, sirs. 

Aril. Sire, this clemency- 

Bd. (mterriipting him.) Is wortliy of yourself; and, 
although miioceiit, 

Wc tliank— 

Snr. Priest! keep your thanksgivings for Belus ; 

Uis offspring needs none. 

Bd. But being innocent- 

Sar. Bo silent—Guilt is loud. If ye are loyal, 

Ye aro injured men, and should bo sad, not gralefiil. 

Bel. So we should he, were justice always done 
By cartlily power oiniiipolent; hut imirsieticc 
Must oft receive her riglit as a mere favour. 

Sar. That’s a gisid seiileiice llir a homily, 

Though not for this occa-sion. Pritliee keep it 
To plead thy sovereign’s cause before, his people. 

Bd. 1 tiust there is no cause. 

Sar. No cause, perhaps; 

But many caiMcrs:—if ye meet with such 
In tlie exercise of your inquisitive function 
On eartli, or should you read of it in heaven 
In some mysterious twinkle of tho stars. 

Which are your chronicles, 1 pray you nolo. 

That there arc worse tilings betwixt eartli and heaven 
Than him who rulelh many and .slays none; 

And, hating not liimself, yet loves his follows 
Enough to spare even those who would not spore liini 
Were they once masters—hut that’s doubtful. Satraps! 
Your swords and persons are at liberty 
To use them as ye will—but from this hour 
I have no call for either. Salemcnes ! 

Follow me. 

[Exeunt Sardakapalcs, Salemeiveb, and the 
Train, 4‘e. leaving Arbaces and Bei.eses. 

Arb. Bcleses! 

Bd. Now, what think you ? 

Arb That wo are lost. 

Bd. That we have won the kingdom. 

Arb. What? thus suspected—with the sword slung 
o’er us 

But by a single hair, and that still wavering, 
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To bo blown down by his imperious t>rcatli 
Which spared us—why, 1 know not. 

Seek not why; 

But let us profit by tl»o interval. 

The hour is still our own—our power the same— 

The night the same we destined. Ho hath changed 
Nothmg except our ignorance of all 
Suspi^don into such a ct^rtainty 
As must make madness of delay* 

Arb. And yet— 

BeL What, doubting still ? 

Arb. He spared our lives, nay, mor< 

. Saved tliem from Salement's. 

BvL And how long 

Wili*ho so Ri>are? till the first drunken minute. 

Arlh Or sober, rather. Yet ho did it nobly ; 

Gave royally what he had forfeiled 

B«lS(;]y_ 

Bel. Say bravely. 

Arb. Som(iwhat of both, perhaps 

But it has touch’d me, anti, whate’er betide, 

I will no furtlicr on. 

Bel. Anti lose Uie world! 

Arb. Lose any tiling except my own esteem. 

Bd. I blush that we should owe our lives to such 
A king of distafls! 

Arb. But no leas wc owe them ; 

And I should blusli fir more to take lh(5 grantor’s! 

Bd. 'I'hou inay’sl endure whaleVr lliou tvill, tin* stars 
Ilavf- wriuen otherwise. 

Arb. Though Uicy canics tlown, 

And marsliairil mo the way in all their brightness, 

I would not follow* 

Bet. This is weakness—worse 

Than a seared btiklam’s dreaming of the dead, 

And waking in tlie dark.—Clo to—«o to. 

* Arb. MethougJit he looliM like Nirimnl as ho spoke, 
Plven as the prrsid imperial statue stands 
liOoking the monartdi of the kings aroiuul it, 

And sways, wliilti they but ornament, the tcm(de. 

Bii. I told you (hat you ha<i loo imudi despised liini, 
And (hat there was some, royalty within him— 

What then ? ho is tho nobler foe. 

Arh. But wo 

The meaner:—Would he had not .spared us! 

Bd. So— 

Wouldsl thou bo sacrificed thus rca<hly ? 

Arh. No—but it had been betUT to have died 
Than live imgratcful. 

Bd. <))>, the souls of some men! 

Thou wouklst digest what .stmie call treason, and 
Fr»ol« treachery—and, behold, iiptui the sudden. 

Because, for something or for nothing, liiis 
Rash reveller steps, ostmitaliously, 

’I'wixt dice and Saleiucncs, thou art turn’d 
Into—what shall 1 say 7—Sardauapalus! 

1 know no name more ignominious. 

,^r6. But 

An liour ago^ who dared to term mo such 
Hod held his life but lightly—a.s it is, 

I must forpvc you, even an he forgave us— 

Semiramis herself would not have done it. 

Bd. No—the quocn liked no sharers of th(5 kingdom. 
Not even a husband. 

Arb. I must serve him truly— 

Bel. And humbly? 

Arb. No, sir, proudly—being honest. 

I shall be nearer thrones than you to heaven; 

And if not quite so haughty, yet more lofiy. 

You may do your own »loemiug—^you have codes, 

And mysteries and corollaries of 

Right and wrong, which T lack for my direction, 

Ai^ mvmt fmrsue hut what a (iliun heart teaches. 

And now you know me. 

Bd. Have you finish’d ? 


Arb. 

Witli you. 

Bel. And would, perhaps, betray as well 
As quit me ? 

Arb. That 's a sacerdotal thought, 

And not a soldier’s, 

Bel. Be it what you wilt— 

Truce with tliese wrimglings, and but hear me. 

Arb. No— 

There is more peril in your subtle spirit 
Than in a phalanx. 

Bd. If it must be so— 

I’ll on alone. 

Arb. Alone! 

Bd. Thrones hold but one. 

Arh. But this is fill’d. 

Bd. With worse tlian vacancy— 

A despised monarch. Look to it, Arbac^: 

I have still aided, cherish’d, loved, and urged you; 

Waa willing even to serve you, in tlie hope 
To serve and save Assyria. Heaven itself 
Scorn’d to consent, and all oventa ware friendly, 

Even to the last, till that your spirit shrunk 
Into a shallow sofiiicss; hut now, rather 
'riiun s»‘e my country languish, I will be 
Her saviour or tlio victim of her tyrant 
Dr one or bolli, f»r Komotimes both are one; 

And, if I win, Arbacos is my servant. 

Arb. Vour servant! 

Bd. W^liy not? bettor tlian bo slave, 

The j>ar<hn\l slave of die iSardana[)alus. 

EiUer Pania. 

Pan. My lords, I bear an order from tho king. 

Arb. Ji is obey'd ore spoken. 

Bd. Notwithstanding, 

*ct’s liear it. 

Paji. Fortliwith, on tliis very night, 

lepair to your respective satrapies 
)f Bahykm <ind Media. 

Bd. Witli our troops ? 

Pan. My ordi^r is unto tlic satrajis and 
.’In ir household train. 

Arh. But— 

Bd. It must be ol>ey*d; 

lay, wc depart. 

Pan. My order is to see you 

leparl, and not to bear your answer. 
lid, {aside.) Ay! 

rVell, sir, wc will accompany you hence. 

Pan. i will retire to marslial forth tho guard 
f iionoiir wliich liefits your rank, and wait 
our leisure, so tliat it the hour exceeds not. 

[Exit Pakia. 

Bd. Noxo then obey! 

Arb. Doubtless. 

Bd. Yos, to tho gates 

hat grate tho palace, wdiich is now our prison, 
o fiirthor. 

Arb. Thou hast har{>^<l the trutli indeed! 

'he realm itself in all its wide extension, 
awns dungeons at each step for thoe and mo. 

Bd. Grave.s! 

Arh. If I thought so, this gf>od sword should dig 
!)(} more Uiaii mine. 

Bel. It shall have work enough. 

[?t me hope better than thou augurest; 
i present Id us hence os best we may. 
hoii dost agree with rnc in understanding 
his order as a sentence ? 

Arb. Why, what other 

iterpretation should it bear ? it ia 
he very policy of orient monarchic— 

'ardon and poison—favours and a swwd— 
distant voyage, and on eternal sleep. 



SARDANAPALUS. 


iUCT jU.. 




Row many satraps in his fitther’s time— 
for he I own is, or at ieast wat, bloodless— 

Bel. But toUl not, can not bo so now, 

Arb. 1 doubt it. 

Bow many satraps have I seen set out 
In his sire’s day for mighty vice-royaJiies, 

Whose tombs are on Uieir patli! 1 kuow not how, 

But they all sicken’d by the way, it was 
SSo long and heavy. 

Bel. Let us but regain 

The free air of tlte city, and wo ’ll shorten 
The journey. 

Aii. T will be shorten’d at the gates, 

It may be. 

Bel. No; they hardly will risk that. 

They mean us to din privately, but not 
Within the palace or tlie city walls, 

Where we are known and may have partisans: 

If they had meant to slay us horo, we were 
No lunger with the living. Let us hence. 

uirb. If I but thought he did not mean my life- 

Bel. Fool ! hence—what else sliould despotism 
alarm'd 

Mean ? Let us but rejoin our troops, and march. 

Arb. Towards our provinces ? 

Bel. No j towards your kingdom. 

There's time, tliere’s heart, and hope, and power, and 
means, 

Wliich their half measures leaves us in full scope.— 
Away! 

Arb. And 1 even yet repenting must 
Relapse to guilt! 

Bd. Self-defcnco is a virtue, 

Solo bulwark of all right. Away, I say! 

Lot’s leave this place, the air grows thick and choking, 
And the walls have a scent of nightshade—hence.' 

Lot us not leave tliem time for furllier council. 

Our quick departure proves our civic seal; 

Our quick departure hiudors our good escort, 

The worthy I'aiiia, from anlicipaiing 
The orders of some partcsaiigs from henco; 

Nay, there’s no otlier choice, but-hence, I say. 

[JEr/t wit/t Aim ACES, wbo/vllom reluctarUli/. 

Enter Sakuanapalus and Saeemenes. 

Sar. Well, all is remedied, and without bloodshed, 
That worst o( mockeries of a remedy; 

We arc now secure by these men’s exile. 

Sal. Yes, 

As ho who treads on flowers is from tlio adder 
Twined round tlieir roots. 

Sar. Why, what wouldst have mo do? 

Sd. Undo wliat you have done. 

Sar. Revoke my pardon? 

Sal. Replace the crown now tottering on your temples. 
Sar. That wore tyrannical. 

Sal. But sure. 

Sar. We are so. 

Wliat danger can tliey work upon tiie frontier? 

Sal. They are not there yet—never should they be so, 
Were I well listen’d to. 

Sar. Nay, I have listen’d 

Impartially to tlice—why not to them? 

Sal. You may know that hereafter; as it is, 

I take my leave to order forth the guard. 

Sar. And you will join us at the banquet? 

S(d. Sire, 

Dispense with mo—I am no wassailor: 

Command me in all service save the Bacchant’s. 

Sar. Nay, but ’tis fit to revel now and then. 

SaL And fit that some should watch for those who 
revel 

Too oft. Am I permitted to depart? 


Sar. Yes-Stay a moment, my good Salemenes, 

My brother, my best sutqect, better prince 

Than I am king. You sliould have been the monarch, 

And I—^I know not what, and care not; but 

Think not I am insensible to all 

Thine honest wisdom, and thy rough yet kind, 

Though oft reproving, sufferance of my follies. 

If I have spared these men against tliy counsel, 

That is, their lives—^it is not that I doubt 

The advice was sound ; but, lot them live: wo will not 

Cavil about tlieir lives—so let them mend them. 

Their banishment will leave me still sound sleep. 
Which their death had not left me. 

Sal. Thus you run 

The risk to sleep for ever, to save traitors—. * 

A moment’s pang now changed for years of crime. 

Still let them be made quiet. 

Sar. Tempt me not: 

My word is past. 

Sal. But it may be recall’d. 

Sar. ’T is royal. 

Sal. And should therefore bo decisive. 

This half indulgence of an exile serves 
Bui to provoke—a pardon should be full, 

Or it is none. 

Sar. And who persuaded me 

After 1 had repeal’d them, or at Ictist 
Only dismiss’d them from our presence, who 
Urged me to send them to their satrapies ? 

Sal. True ; that 1 liad forgoUeii; that is, sire. 

If they e’er reach’d their satrapio.s—^why, tlicn. 

Reprove me more for niy advice. 

Sar. And if 

They do not reach thorn—look to it!—in safety, 

In safely, mark me—and security— 

Look to thine own. 

Sal. Permit me to depart; 

Their safet!/ shall he cared for. 

Sar. diet thee henco, then; 

And, prithee, think more gently of thy brotlier. 

Sal. Sire, I shall ever duly servo my sovereign. 

[Exit Salemenes. 

Sar. {eolut.) Tlint man is of a temper too severe; 
Hard bat as lofty ns the r<x*k, and free 
From all the taints of common earth—while I 
Am seller clay, impregnated with flowers. 

Hut as our mould is, must the produce be. 

If I have err’d this lime, ’t is on the side 
Where error sits most lightly on tliat sense, 

11 know not what to call it; but it reckons 
With me ofttimes for pain, and sometimes pleasure; 

A spirit which seems placed about my heart 
To court its throbs, not quicken them, and ask 
Q.ucstiuns which mortal never dared to ask mo. 

Nor Baal, though an oracular deity— 

Albeit his marble face majestical 
Frowns as the sliadows of the evening dim 
His brows to changed expression, till at times 
1 think the statue looks in act to speak. 

Away with these vain tlioughts, I will ho joyous— 

And here comes Joy’s true herald. 

Enter MrsNHA. 

Mffr. King! the sky 

Is overcast, and musters muttering thunder, 

In clouds that seem approaching fast, and show 
In forked flashes a commanding tempest. 

Will you then quit tile palace ? 

Sar. Tempest, sayst thou? 

Sfyr. Ay, my good lord. 

Sar. For my own part, I should be 

Not ill content to vary the smooth scene. 

And watch the warring elements; but this 
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Woukl little Slut the silken garments and 
Smooth faces of our festive friends. Say, MyrAa, 

Art thou of tlwjse who dread the roar of clouds ? 

Mi/r. In my own country wo respect ilieir voices 
As auguries of Jove. 

Sar, Jove—ay, your Baal— 

Ours also has a property in thunder, 

And ever and anon some falling bolt 
Proves his divinity, and yet sometimes 
Strikes his own altars. 

Mj/r. That were a dread omen. 

jS'ot. Yes—for tJie priests. Well, wo will not g< 
forth 

Beyond the palace wails to night, but make 
Our Teast viilhin. 

iM^r. Now, Jove be praised! that ho 

Hath heard tlje prayer lliou wouldst not liear. The 

g(Hl3 

Are kinder to Uieo than Uioii to thyself, 

AikI flash tins storm between thee and tliy foes, 

To shield tlico from tliem. 

Sar, Child, if Ujcre bo peril, 

Methuiks it Is the same witliiu these walls 
As on the river’s brink. 

Mi/r. Not so; llicsc walls 

Arc hi^'h and strong, an<l guarded. Treason has 
To pi*n«itralo through many a winding way, 

And m.issy [>ortal; but in the pavilion 
rhtjrc 110 bulvva’'k. 

S(ir. No, nor in Uie palace, 

Sor in tiie flirtress, nor Uj»on tlic top 
)f clou*J-fenced Caucasus, where the eagle sits 
Nested in pathless clefis, if treachery be: 
hjveu as tlie arrow tiuds the airy king, 

The steel wil! rc a<-li tl>e eartlily. Hut be calm: 

The men, or inuiKJeiil or guiltv, are 
Vanish’d, and far up m their way. 

They live, then? 

Siir. So sanguinary ? Tfiou ! 

]\It/r. ] would not slirink 

^'rom just infliction of iliu: punishment 
)n those who seek your hf*: wer’t otherwise, 
should not merit mine. Hesiiles, you licard 
The princely yalomenes. 

Sar, Tliis h strange ; 

The gentle and the austere are botli against me, 

Vud urge mo to revmige,. 

J\fi/r. ’Tis a Greek virtue. 

Sur, Hut not a kingly one—I’ll none on’t; or 
f ever I indulgi; in’t, it shall he 
Vitli kings—my cijuals. 

ATyr. These men souglil to he so 

Sar, Myrrha, tliis is icM femimne, aiul springs 
?roin fear— 

Afyr. For you. 

Sar, No rnatt^rr, still ’tis fear, 

have observed your sex, once roused to wrath, 

Vre timidly vindictive to a pitch 
)f persfiverance, whi(;h T would not copy, 
thought you were exempt from tiiis, as from 
The diildloss helplessness of Asian women. 

Mi/r. My lord, I am no boaster of my love, 

•Jor of my attributes; I have shared your splendour, 

Ind will partake your fortunes. You may live 
^o tind one slave more true Uian subject myriads; 
hit this the gods avert! I am content 
’o be beloved on trust for what I feol, 
tatlier than prove it to you in your griefs, 

Vhich might not yield to any cares of mine. 

Sar. Grief cannot come where perfect love erists, 
Except to heighten it, and vanish from 
?hat which it could not scare away. Lot’s in— 
i’he hour approaches, and wo must prepare 
?o meet the invited guests, who grace our feast. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT nr. 

SoEWE L—7%e HaUof the Palace iUumncaed~~SAKtiX~ 

NAPALUs and hit Cfuetta at Storm unthotO^ 

and Thunder occasionally lieard during the Banquet* 
Sar. Fill full! why this is as it should be: here 
Is my true realm, amidst bright eyes and faces 
Happy as fair! Here sorrow cannot roach. 

Zam. Nor elsewhere—where the king is, pleasure 
s)>arkios. 

Sar. Is not tliis better now than Nimrod’s huntings, 
Or my wild graiidam’s chase in search of kingdoms 
She could not keep when conquer’d ? 

Alt. Mighty though 

Th^'y were, as all thy royal lino liavo been, 

Yet none (jf those who went before have reach’d 

The acmd of Sardanapalus, who 

Has placed his joy in peace—the sole true glory. 

.Sar, And pk^ure, go<Kl AUado, to wliich glory 
Is l)ut tlic patli. What is it that we seek? 

Enjoyinent! W’^o have cut the way short to it, 

And not gone tracking it through human ashof^ 

Mailing a grave witli every footstep. 

Zam. No; 

Ail hearts are hafipy, and all voices bless 
The king of peace, who holds a world in jubilee. 

Sar. Art sure of that ? I have heard otherwise; 

Some say that there be traitors. 

Zawi. Traitors they 

Wlio dare to say so!—’T is impossible. 

WJiai cause? 

Sar. 'What cause? true,—fill the goblet up; 

Wo wil! not think of them: there are none such, 

Or if there be, they arc gone. 

AU. Guests, to my pledge! 

Down on yoiir knoe?-, and <lrink a mrasurc to 
The safely <>f the king—the monarch, say 1? 

The god Sardanafialus! 

[Zamm uiul the Quvstt kneels and exclaim”^ 
Mighlirr than 
Iis father Haal, tin* c-kI MurilanajwiluK ! 

thunders as they hied; some start up in 
conj'uslort. 

Zam. Why do you ri ^e, my friends ? in that strong peal 
lis father gwls consimted. 

3Iiyr. Menaced, rather, 

ving, wilt thou l»i;ar this mail inijiii^ty? 

Sar. Iniiuely ! —nay, if llio sires who reign’d 
h’fore mo can Ik^ gods, 1 ’ll not disgrace 
Their lineage. Kut aris<\ inv pious friends ; 
loard your iKwotion fiir the tliunden;r tlu're ; 

1 st^ck but to bo lovo^l, not worshipp’d. 

AU. Both— 

l^olli yon must ever be hy all true subjeels. 

Sar. JMethiuks the ihnnderi* still incrijaso: it is 
An awful night. 

Myr. Oh yes, for those who have 

No palace to protect their worshippers. 

Sar. That’s true, riiy Myrrha; and could T convert 
My realm to one wide shelter for the wretched, 

VI do it. 

Myr. Tiiou’rt no g»xl, tlicn, not to be 
Able to work a will so good ant! general, 

As Uiy wish would iinjdy. 

Sar. And your gods, then, 

Wlio can, and do not? 

Myr. Do not speak of that, 

lest we provoke them. 

Sar. True, they love not censure 

Better than mortals. Friends, a thought has struck me: 
^cre there no temples, would flierc, tliink yc, bo 
Air worshippers ? that Is, when it is angry, 

And pelting as oven now. 

Myr. The Persian prays 

U|K>n Ilia mountain. 
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S®’. Yes, when the Bun shines. 

Myr. And I would ask if this your palaco were 
Unroord and desolat^ how many flatterers 
Would lick the dust in which the king lay low ? 

AU. The iair Ionian is too sarcastic 
Upon a nation whom she knows not well; 

The Assyrians know no pleasure but their king’s ; 

And homage is their pride. 

Nay, pardon, guests, 

The fair Greek’s readiness of speech. 

AU. Pardon! sire: 

Wo honour her of all things next to tlieo. 

Hark! what was that ? 

Zam. That! nothing but the jar 

Of distant portals shaken by the wind. 

Alt, It sounded liko the clash of»hark again! 

Zam. The big rain f>aftoring on the roof. 

Sar. No more 

Myrrha, my love, hast thou thy shell in order ? 

Sing me a song of Sappho, her, Uiou know’st, 

Who in thy country threw—— 

Ertfer Pania, with kistnvortl and f^armenis hhody^ and 
disordered. The Guests rixe in confusiott. 

Pan, (to the Guftrds.) Loolt. to tlio p(»tai.s; 

A.nd with your best speed to the walls without. 

ITour arms! To arms! tiio king’s in danger. Monarch 
Excuse this haste,—’tis faitli. 

Sar. S[>eak on. 

pan. Il is 

Salemencs fear’d ; llio faithless satraps— 

Sar. You are wouuded—give some wine. Take 
breath, gowl Paiiia. 

pan. ’Tis ii(»thing—a more flesh wound. I am worn 
More with my speed to warn iny aov<?reign, 

Than hurt in his defence. 

Ttfyr. Well, sir, tlie rebels? 

Pan. Soon as Arbaocs and !JeIes(!s reach’d 
Dioir Btation.s in the city, Uiey refusc<l 
To march; and on inv attempt to use the power 
Which I was delogaltid with, tlicy c'all’d 
Jpon their tnx)ps, who ro^e in tierce defiance. 

Myr. All? 

pan. Too many. 

Sar. Spare not of thy free sj>cech, 

Po spare mine cars the truth. 

Pan. My own slight guard 

Wore faithful, and what’s ieO of it is still so, 

Myr. And are tlc'se all the force sliU faithful? 
pun. No— 

riw! Bactrians, now h:d on by Salcmenes, 

Yho even tlien was on his way, still urged 
?y Hlrong suspicion of the Median < 

\rc nniiierous, and make strong head against 
Phi* rebels, fighting ineh by ineh, and forming 
Vn ori) around the palace, wh<‘r«! they mean 
Po centre all their force, and save the king. 

He heaifaicii.) I am churgefl to— 

Myr. ’1’ is no time for hesitation. 

Pan. Prince Salomenos doth implore the king 
Po arm himsolfj allhongh but for a moment, 

Ind show himself unto the soldiers: his 
5oIe presence in this instant might do more 
Phan hosts can d<' in his behalf. 

Sar. What, ho! 

Ay armour there, 

Mtfr. And wilt thou ? 

Sar. Willi not? 

lo, there!—but seek not for the buckler: ’t is 
Poo heavy:—a light cuiras.s and my sword. 

Yherc are the rebels ? 

pfOL Scarce a furlong’s lengtfi 

i'rom Ui^^utwafd wall, the fiefcest conflict rages. 

Snr. Tfc I may charge on horseback. Sfero, ho! 


Order my horse out,—There is space enough 
Even in our courts, and by tho outer gate, 

To marshal half tlm horsemen of Arabia. 

[Exk Si'T^RO for the armour. 

Myr, How I do love tliee ! 

Sar. 1 ne’er doubted it. 

Myr. But now I know thcc. 
tS'or, (to hit Auemlant .) Bring down my spear to—• 
Where’s Salemenes ? 

Pcot, Where a soldier should be, 

In the Uiick of the light. 

Sar. Then hasten to hin>~Ifl 

The path still open, and communication 
l.efl ’twixt the palace and the piialanx ? 

Pan *T was i 

When I late loll him, and I have no fear: 

Our troops were steady, and the phalan.! form’d 
Sar. Tell him to spare liis person for the present. 

And that I will not .spare my own—and say, 

I come. 

Pan. There’s victory in tho very word. 

[Exit Pania. 

Sar. Altada—Zumes—fortli, and arm ye ! There 
Is alt in rcadine«!s in lh<‘ armoury. 

Si*o tliat the women arc bestow’d in safldy 
11 llic remote npartments: lot a guard 

sot before them, wifli .strict charge to quit 
The post hut with llieir lives—command it, Zamos. 
Altada, arm yonrsellj and return here 
Your ])osl is near our person. 

j \EiTunt Zamks, Ai.taoa, and all savt' MynniiA. 
Enter Sf’Kiio and others vnth (he Kinffs ArinSi ■ 
S/k King! your armour. 

Sur. {artniny Give mo the cuirass— bo: my 

baldric; now ■ 

My sword : 1 had f »rgot the helm—where w il? 

That’s well—^iio, ’t is loo heavy: you mistake, too— 
t wa*? not thi.s 1 meant, but that which bears 
ti diadoin around it. 

Sjk Sirt’j I deem’d 

riiat loo eonspiciiotis fr<iin the precious stones 
I risk your sacred brow Ixmeatli—and, trust me, 

I'his is (»f iH'tter metal, though less rich. 

Sar. Y^rtideejn’il! Are you too turn’d arobel? Fellow 
Your part i.s to obey: rotiim, and—no— 
is too late—1 will go forth witliout it. 

Sfe. At least wear tliis. 

Sur. Wear Caucasus! why, ’l is 

Y mountain on my tcmjdeg. 

Sfe. Sire, the meanest 

Mjhlier goes not forth thus exposed to battle. 

II men will rerogrnzo yon—for the storm 
las ceascfi, and tlu; moon breaks ibrth in her bright- 
ne.ss. 

Sur. I go furtli to bo recognized, and thus 
ihall l»e so s^Kiner. Now—my spear ! 1 ’m .arm’d. 

\Jn yoiny: ntnps shorty and. turns io Sfkbo. 
•foro—1 had forgotten—bring the mirror,* 

Sfe. Tlic mirror, sire ? 

»Sar. Yes, sir, of iioilsh’d lA-ass, 

Irought from the spoils of India—but be speedy. 

\ExU SfEKO. 

Sar. Myrrha, retire unto a place of safety. 

A’hy went you not forth with the other damsels? 

Myr. Because my place is liero. 

Sar. And when I am gone— 

Myr. I fo)h>w. 

iVrtr. Vou! to balllo ? 

Mtfr, If it were so, 

T wore not the first Greek girl had trod the path, 

II await here your retnm. 


‘Such lUcmirror Oiho held 
III Ibc Illyrt.iM ftchl.”—Sr« Jurenal. 



Act ni. 


SARDANAPAL0S. 


2t» 


Sar» The place 

Is BpaciouS) and the fir»t to bo souglit. out, 

If they prevail; and, if it should be su^ 

And I return not¬ 
ing. Still we meet again. 

Sar. How? 

A(yr, In the spot where all must meet at last- 
In Hades! if tlicro be, as 1 believe, 

A shore beyond the Styx: and if tliere bo not, 

In ashes. 

Sar. Barest thou so much ? 

Myr. 1 dare all tilings 

Except survive what 1 have loved, to be 
A rebel’s booty: forth, and do your bravest. 

Re-enter Sfeko wUU tlu; ^nirror. 

Sar. (Itwking at Umself.) This cuirass fits me wt 
the baldric bettor, 

And tlie holm not at all. Methinks I scctn 

[Flings aumy thr helmet after trying U again 
Passing well in these Uiys; and innv to provti ih'-m. 
Altada! Where’s Altada ? 

Sfe. Waiting, sire, 

Without: lie has your shield in r(^a<liness. 

Sar. True; 1 forgot he is my .sliield-bearer 
By right of bloo<l, deriveil from age to ago. 

Myrrha, embrace me-yet once more—once more— 
T-ove me, whate’er betide. My cluofest glory 
Shall be to make me worthier of yo>ir love. 

Myr. Go fortli, and con(jucr! 

[Exevid Sarpanapai.its and Skkrc 
Now, I am alone, 

All are gone forth, and of that all Ijow few 
Perhaps return. Let liim but vauijuish, and 
Me perish! If he vaivpiisli not, T perisli; 

For I will not outlive him. Ht; has wound 
s»yW»out my heart, I know not liovv nor v\hy. 

Not for that he is king; for now Ins king<l(>m 
Rocks undenieatli his throne*, and the earth yawns 
To yield him no more of it than a grav<‘; 

And yet 1 love him more. Uh, mighty Jove! 

Forgive this monstrous love tor a barbarian, 

Who knows not of Olympus! yes. I love him 

Now, now, far more than-Ilark—to tlie war shout! 

Methinks it nears me. If it sliould be .so, *■ 

[She draws forth a smail vial. 
This cunning Colchian |mmsou, which my father 
LearnM to compound on Kuxiuc shon;s, and taught me 
How to preserve, shall free me! It luid freed me 
liong ore Uiis hour, Imt that f loved, until 
I half forgot 1 was a slave:—whore all 
Are slaves save one, and proud of servitude, 

So they are served in turn by something lower 
In the degree of bondage, we forget 
That shackles worn like ornaments no less 
Arc chains. Again that shout! and now the cla.«t)i 
Of arms—and now—and now- 

EnUr Altada. 

‘m. Ho, Sfero, ho! 

Myr. He w not hero; what wouldst thou with him ? t 
How 

Goes on the conflict ? * 

Alt. Dubiously and fiercely. 

Myr. And the king? 

AU. Like a king. 1 must find Sfero, 

And bring him a new spear and his own holmot. 

He fights till now barelieadod, and by fur 
Too much exposed. The soldiers knew his fac<^, 

And tile foe too; and in the moon’s broad light, 

Hi.s silk tiara and his flowing hair 
Make liim a mark too royal. Every arrow 
Is pointed at the fair hair and fair featurc5^ 

And the broad fillet which crowns both. 

Myr. Ye gods, 


Who fulminate o’er my father’s land, protect liim! 
Were yo»i sent by the king? 

Ait. By Salemeiies, 

Who sent me privily upon this charge. 

Without the knowl^ge of the careless sovereign. 

The king ! Uie king fights as he revels! ho ! 

- What, Sfero ! I will smjk tlie armoury— 

He must bo there. [E<cU Altada. 

Myr. ’Tis no disiionour—*no— 

T is no dislionour to have lov«‘d tliis man. 

I almost wish now, what 1 never wish’d 
Before, that he were Grecian. If Alcides 
Were shamed in w’curing l.ydian Oniphalo’s 
Shc-garb, and wii.'Iding her vile distaff; surely 
I He, vvljo springs up a Hercules at on<!e, 

Niir.sed ill efl'eminatc arts from youth to raaiihooil, 

And rushes from the bmiquet to the battle, 

As though it were a bed of love, deserves 
Tiiat a Greek girl should lie his purunumr. 

And a Greek bard his iinii.<ti'cl, a Gri^dv tomb 
iis monument. How goi's the .sliile, sir ? 

Enter an OJieer. 

Often. Losl, 

^ost almost. pa.st recovery. Zames! Where 
s Zames? 

Myr. Posted with the guard appointed 
To watch before the apartment of the women. 

[ExU Ojia r. 

Myr. (wZtf.s*.) lie’s gone ; and told no more than 
lliai. ail’s lust! 

/Vhat m'od have 1 to know more? In tliosc words, 
Those little words, a kingdom and a king, 

A lino of tliirteen ag(‘s, and tlie lives 
)f thousands, and llie fortuix^ of all lefi 
A’illi life, arc iiHTgtsI ; and I, too, witli Uic great, 
jke a .sniail hnhidc breaking witli the wave 
tVhich bort^ it, shall bo nothing. At the least 
Vly fate is in my kr.oping: no proud victor 
Bhall count me with his spoils. 

Enter Pakia. 

Pan. Away with me, 

dyrrha, without delay: 'vo ruu.st not lose 
\ tiioineiit—all lliat’s lefi, u.s now. 

Mi/r. Tlie king? 

Pan. Sent iiie her*.* to conduct you h(:nc(‘, Ix'yond 
Phe river, by a secret pa.'-sagc, 

]\Jyr. Then 

.e liv'es— 

7Vrt. And eliarged m<5 to secure your life, 
ml heg you to llvi* on for Ids sake, till 
le can rejoin you. 

Mt/r. Will he then give way? 

J*nn. Not till the last. Still, still lie docs whale’er 
lospair i;nn do; and step by step dis|iutes 
'he very ]»alacc. 

Myr. They arc licre, then;—ay, 

heir shouts corn*? ringing Ihrougli the ancient h(dls, 
h.*ver profiined by rebel eehoe.s till 
his fatal niglit. Farewell, Assyria’s line! 

Farewell to all of Nimrod! Even the nann*- 
Ih now no m*)rc. 

Pan. Away with mo—away! 

Myr. No; I’ll die hero!—Away, and tell your king 
loved him to the last. 

Inter Sakdasapalits awl Sallmdnes u'ith soltlirrs. 
*’ania quits AIvuaha, and ranges himself with them. 
Sar. Since it is thus, 

Ve ’ll die where wc wore bom—in our own halls, 
erry your ranks—stand firm. I have de.spatched 
trusty satrap for the guard of Zames, 

1 fresh and faithful: tliey ’ll be here anon. 

I is not over.—Pania, look to Myrrha.* 

{Pania returns (owarda Mvkkha. 
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Sal, We have breathing time; yet once more charge 
my fnends— 

One for Assyna! 

Sar,^ Rather say for Bactria! 

My ftuthful Bactrtans, I will henceforth be 
Kii^ of your nation, and we ’ll hold together 
This realm as province. 

S(U, Hark! t}»cy come—4hoy come. 

Enter Belcsks and Arbaces V)iih the Rebels. 

Arb. Sot on, wo have them in the toil. Charge! 
Charge! 

Bd. On! on I—Heaven fights for us, and with us.— 
On! 

cltarge the King and S^lemenes with th 
'VroopSy taho defend Htcntsclaes till the Arrii>al of 
ZameSy with the (huxrd before menixatu'd. 'Vke. 
Reltels are then dritJen vaulpursued by Sale- 

MENKS, 4'^. As die. King w gotug to join the 
pursnil, Brleses rrtmes him. 

Bel. Ho! tyrant— I will end Uus war. 

S(tr. Even so, 

JVly warlilic priest, and jirccious prophet, and 
tiruteful and trusty subject:—^yield, I pray Ihcc. 

I would reserve thoo for a litter doom, 

Rather ihan dip my hand.s in holy blood. 

Bel. Thine hoiv is come. 

Sar. No, thine.—Vo lately read, 

Though but a young astrologer, the stars; 

And, ranging round tlic zodiac, found Uiy fate | 

In tlie sign of the Scorpion, which proclaims I 

That thou wilt now bo crush’d. | 

Bd. But not by thee 

[They Jight ; Bec.eses is uunin/bd aiul disarmed. 
Sar. (rttising his sword to despatch /urn, exclaiim)^ 
Now call upon thy planets, will thi'y shoot 
Prom llie aky to jjrtiserve llunr r and cj-cdit? 

\A juirty of Rebels enter arui rvst:ut Belesfs. 77i#i/ 
assfdl the King, whoy in tuTHy is rmeueAl by a Party 
of his Soldiers, who dAi'c the Jtdicls <ip'. 

The vtllaia was a prophei after all 
(ipon thorn—ho! there—victory is ottrs. 

[Exit in pursuit. 

Myr. (to Pan.) Pursue ! Wiiy stand’st thou liere, 
and leavest tlu* ranks 

Of fellow-soldiers compiering without ihco? 

Pan. The king’s cominuiid wiis not to (juil tlioo. 

Myr. Me! 

Think not of me—a single soldier’s arm 
Must not bo wanluig now. i ask no guard, 

( need no guard: wiiai, witii a world at Btake, 

Keep watcli upon a woman ? Hence, I say, 

Or lliou an shamed! Nay, tlien, I will go Cortii, 

A fooble female, ’midst their desperate stnfe, 

And bid thee guard me tlierc—where thou shouldsi. sliieUl 
Thy sovereign. [Exit Mvaiuia. 

Pan. Yet slay, damsel! She’s gone. 

(f aught of ill betide her, letter 1 
Had lost my life. Ssjxlanapalus hdds her 
Fm* dcu’cr tlian lus kingdom, yet ho fights 
For that too; and can 1 do less dian he. 

Who never hash’d a scimitar till now ? 

Myrrfaa, return, and f obey you, tliougJi 
In disobedience to tho monarch. [Exit Panja 

Enter Altada and Sfero by an (y^ipysite door. 

AU. Myrrha! 

What, gone ? yet she was here when the fight, raged, 
And Pania also. Gan aught have befallen thi*m ? 

Sfe. I saw both safe, when late tlic rebels hed: 

They probably are but retired to make 
Their way back to the harem. 

AU. , If the king 

Prove victor, os it seems oven now lie must, 

And miss bis own Ionian, wo are doom’d 


To worse than captive rebels. 

Sfe. Let us trace them, 

She cannot be fled far; and, found, she makes 
A riclicr prize to our sofl sovereign 
Than lus recover’d kingdom. 

AU. Baal himself 

Ne’er fought More fiercely to win empire, than 
His silken son to save it; he defies 
All augury of foes or friends ; and like 
The ch>se and sultry summer’s day, which bodes 
A twilight tempest, bursts fortli in such thunder 
As sweeps tlie air and deluges Uic earth. 

Tlie man’s inscrutable. 

Sfe. Not more than others. 

All arc the sons of circumstance; away— 

Lot’s seek the slave out, or prepare to bo 

I'ortured for his infatuation, and 

fondcmii’d witliout a crime. [Exeunt 

Enter SAi.EMErtES and Siddiers, ^c. 

Sal, I'he triumph is 

blattering: they arc beaten backward from the palace 
A.nd wo have open’d regular access 
To the troops station'd on the otlicr side 
Ouphrates, who may Ktill bo true; nay, must be, 

When tliey hoar of our victory. But where 
s the chief victor? where’s tlie king? 

E7iter Sardanapalus, cum suis, ^c, and Mvrkua. 

Sar. Here, brother. 

Sal. Unliurt, I hope. 

Sar. Not ijuite; but lot it pass. 

WeVc clear’d the palace- 

Sal. And I trust tlio city. 

)ur numbers gather; and I’ve ordered onward 
\ cloud of Partliians, lutherlo reserved, 

All fresh luid fiery, to be pour’d Ujion them 
II their retreat, wliicli wksi will be a flight. 

Sar. It is already, <'r at least lli<“y march’d 
buster than 1 could follow with niy Kaclriuns, 

Who spared no sjiot'd. 1 am spent: give mo a scat. 

Sal. There stands tlie throne, sire. 

Sar. ’T is no place to ri:st on, 

ibor mind nor body: let me have a eouch, 

[Thn/place a siui. 

A poasaui’s .stiMil, I eare not what; so—now 

breathe more freely. 

Sal. This groat hour has proved 

'The brightest and most glorious of your life. 

Sar. And the most tirc.sonie. Where’s my cupbearer 
Bring me somc^ water. 

Sal. {smilhig.) ’T is the first time he 
5ver had such an order: even I, 

Your most austere of counBcUors, would now 
Suggest, a purplcr beverage. 

Sar. Blood, doubUe8.s. 

But tlierc’s enough of that shed ; os for wine, 

1 have loarn’d to-night tho jiricc of the )mre element 
Tlirice have I drank of it, and thrice renew’d. 

With greater strength than the grape ever gave me. 

My charge U|»on tho rebels. Where’s tho soldier 
Who gav»< we water in liis helmet? 

One of the Guards. Slain, sire! 

An arrow pierced his brain, while, scattering 
The last <lrop.s from his helm, ho stood in act 
To place it on iiis brows. 

iSor. Slain! unrewanlcd! 

And slain to servo my thirst: that’s hard, poor slave! 
Had he hut lived, 1 would have gorged him with 
Gold: all die gold of oarth could ne’er repay 
I'hc pleasure of tliat draught; for I was parch’d 
As I am now. [ They bring water—he drinks. 

I live again—from henceforth 
The goblet I reserve for hours of love, 

But war on water. 
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Sal. And tliat bandagp, sire, 

Which girds your arm ? 

Sar. A mTutcIi fiom brave Belcses 

Mgr. Oh! ho is wounded! 

Sar. Not too much of tliat 

And yet it feels a Utile stiff and jiainful, 

Now I am cooler. 

Mgr, You have bound it with— 

Sar. The fillet of my diadem ; the hist time 
That oriiamont was ever aught to me, 

Save an incumbrance. 

Mgr. {to the Atii’iidunts.) Suininon »[>codi!v 
4 . lc«!cU of Uio most skilful: pray, retire ; 

I will imbinil yottr wound and N.nd it. 

Sar.* Do so, 

Por now it throbs sufficiently: but what 
fCnoVst thou of wounds ? yet when.'f>re do I ask ? 
Cnow’st tliou, my brother, where I li^^htcd on 
riiis minion ? 

Sal. Herding \\illi the oUior funalcK. 

aike frigbtcnd antelopes. 

Sar. No : like ffic dam 

)f tlic young lion, foinininoly raging, 

And feminiiirly moaiieth furiously, 
iceause all passions in excess are fema!<‘,) 

\gaiiist tlie ie.mier Hying with Ih.t cuI*, 

?he urged on with her voire antl geKiure, and 
ter flouting hair and Hasliiiig eye.s, the soldiers, 

II tlic pursuit. 

SfU, Indeed! 

AVr, You see, this night 

1 a»le v.'orriors of more than ine, f p.iu.sed 
‘o look upon lier, and her kindled eiieek ; 
ler laigo bh>ok eyes, that fla'-h'd through lier lung lu 
is 11 .str<*!tiiul u'cr lier.* lier blue veins tlial rose 
klong her luosl, transparejii br-nv; lier ii(»siul 
tiljfled fnun its syniinrtrv; ia’.r lips 
inart; her voici* (hat <*love fih*(>i*<;h ail the dtp, 
lS a line’s pierceth flironeh Ihe cynihal's el.tsh, 
irr'd but not drown’d by (he loud hranhn;' , tier 
fiived anus, more da/./.hug with (heir own boi 
wlntenes.s 

'luui the st.ei) lu'r hand lield, wlurb she liuivlil up 
I’oiu a dea<l soldiers ^.u-asp: ail (lieso tlmigs niuwlu 
*'r seem unto tiie troops a proplei'e.ss 
f vu'tory, or Yielory brrseH^ 
oiTie dowii to liaii us hers. 

Saf (lUfiik.) This is 100 aulch. 

gam (lie love-fit s on him, and all's lost, 
nless \vc turn his tlioughls. 

{ylhiifL) Hut pray llice, hire, 
Innk of voui wound—you said evi'u now ’twas painful. 
Sar. 'I’liat V true, too; but I must not tliink of if. 

SiU. \ have look’d to all things ne<*dful, and will now 
evolve reports of progress made in such 
nlcrs as ! had given, anil then return 
o hear your furllier ploxsurfi. 

Sar. Be it so. 

Sal. {in retiring.) Myrrha! 

JSfifr. Prince! 

Sat, Yon have shown a soul tonight, 

'liieh, were he not iny sister’s lord—But now 
have no time: tliou lovest Uio king? 

Myr. I love 

irdanapalus. 

Sid. But wouldst have him king still? 

Af»/r. T would not have him loss than wliat he should b< 
Sal. Well th'*!!, to have him king, and yours, and al 
e should, or should not be; to have him hoc, 

■it him not sink back into luxury. 
ju have more jwiwcr uj>ou his spirit Uian 
isdom uilliiii tliosc walls, or lii*ice rebellion 
iging without: look well tliat he relap.se not. 

JShfr. There needed not the voice of Saloineucs 
) urge mo on to tliia: I will nut fail. 


Ail that a womau’tt weakuosis ca n -- — 

Is power 

Omnipotent oVr such a hoart as his; 

Exert it wisely. [A’aa/ Salrmjekes. 

Sar. Myrrha! what, at whispers 

With my stern brother ? I shall soon bo jealous. 

Myr. (amiUn^.) Yon liavo cause, sire ; for on tlie 
earfli there breathes not 
A man more, worthy of ji woinorfs love— 

A soldiers trust—a sulijeet's reverence— 

A king's esfuetu—the whole wollds admiration! 

Sar. Praise him, but not so warmly. 1 must not 
Hear those sweet lips grow eloi|ueiit in aught 
That (brows inc into sliade ; vet yuii speak truth. 

.Myr. Aiul now retire, to liavi* your wound iotik’d to. 
V;iy, lean on ino. 

Sar. YeSf love 1 but not from pain. 

f offmc'S. 


ACT IV, 

■'CrNF I.—'SaKH iT> \ M'S shi.'J.HHV; upon o 

(^oitr/i.fiml orrasinnai/y (lislniUii in his S/uniherSf wtth 
Mvititn \ VHitc/mii:, 

Alyr. ('iiihi, L'lnlrj!'.) 1 have stolen njion his rest, 11 
fsi it hf, 

Wiiii’tj dius (Min'MlstN slnmher: sliali 1 walie him? 

No. lir so.'jni rahiif'r. Oh, ijn»u (.hi*! of (tuiti! 

Wl.ose reivii o'er seal’d evelids and sol? dreuiiis, 

Or derj., diTp sU-fp. s » as to ho uufatboin'd, 

lilso (liy hi<»l}i«*r, |)«a(h—so still -—-mi siirless— 
tlieu we :i‘*o happnsi, us it may Ik*, wo 
Ap“ happKst uf all within dm n*utm 
Oj (liy sti rn, silent, aij.l nii',v;ik<*iniijf twin. 

Ayaoi he move*'—a'.Mm the plav of pain 

Slitmt.s *)Vt Ills as tin- smkien gust 

t 'n-.je (in- reliictuiii '.•do', tlial lay so culm 

It'-o'-.Uli the moiiiilitm s)j.'ido«v; or the Idast 

l».i(!iles the aiiinniti li aves. (hut dto'fpmg clmg 

i’\uri(f\ and mult<»iu'-ss to tiieir love*) I'unghs- 

I must awalio him—vi 1 net v<l: wtiu knuv.t 

I’r »m wliai J rouse iiim? Ji se«‘ms pain hut if 

I ‘pucken him 1.0 ln-.ivier ]iaiu? 'J'he fever 

Of tins mmulluuns niglil, llte {..ihf tuo of 

lii.s vvunud, thouoii ^ligni, muv cau.se all ihLs, and fihako 

Me more lo see Hum itim tu sufllir. No: 

ln*f nainre us»5 her own luuiernal means,— 

AikI I await lo secoinl imI disturb her. 

Sar. {iwakt-niiiy.) N*)l si^ullhongh yc multiplied 
tlie slurs, 

And f'av(^ them to me as u rijalm to share 
Kroni you jind wuh you! J would not sopurcliase 
'IMio empire* tif eteruitv. Heueo—lieiico— 

<>M hunti-r of the earliest hrulcs ! and ye, 

Who hunted fellow-creaUirts as if brutcHl 
Once bioi.tly morUihi—ami now blmKiicr idols, 
if your priests he not! And thou, gliastly beldame! 
J^rippiug with dusicy gore, and trampling on 
Tlie carcasses of Inde—away! away! 

Where am 1? Where the spectres? Wliero—No— 
that 

l.s no false phantom: I should know it ’midst 
All that tlie dead dare gloomily raise up 
From Uieir black gulf to daiiiil the living. Myrrha I 
Myr. Alas! lliou art pale, and on fhy brow the drop 
jialber like night dew. JVIy beloved, husJi— 

Calm thee. Tliy sfKtC'ch sitoms of another world, 

And thou art lovi^ of this. Bt5 of good choeri 
Al) will go well. 

Sar. Thy haw/—so—’iis thy hand; 

’T IS flesh; graBji—clasp—^ypt closer, till 1 feel 
Myself that which i was. 

3iyr. At least know me 
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For what I am, and ever must be—tliine. 

Sar. I know it now. I know tliis life a^ain. 

Ah, Myrrha! I have been where we shall be. 

Myr. My lord! 

S'cw. I’ve been i’ the grave—where worms are lords, 

And kings are-But I did rvot deem it so; 

1 thought H was nothing. 

Mir. So it b ; eicept 

ITiito the timid, who anticipate 
That wliich may never be. 

Oh, Myrrha! if 

Sleef) show sncii thin^ what may not death <lirtclose ? 

3/yf. 1 know no evil death can show, wiiich liib 
lias not already shown to those who live 
Embodied Icaigcst. Ifiiiere ho indeod 
A shore, where mind survives, ’t will be as mind, 

All unincoqjoratc: or if Uiere Hits 
A shadow of this cumbrous clog of clay, 

'Wliich stalks, methinks, between our souls and heaven. 
And fetters us to earth—at least the phantom, 

Whatever it have to fear, will not fear death. 

Sar. 1 fear it nut; but 1 Imve felt—have seen— 

A legion (d* Uio dead. 

And so have I. 

The dust we tread iij>on was once alive, 

And wretclied. Hut prwoed; what liast thou scon? 
Speak it, ’i will lighten thy diniin’d mind. 

MetJiougUl— 

Myr. Yet pause, thou art tired—in pain—exhausted; 
all 

Wliich can impair both strengtli and spirit: seek 
Rather to sleep again. 

Not now—I would not 
Drciun; Uinugh I know it now to be a dream 
What 1 have drenmt:—and canst thou bear to hoar it? 

Myr. I con hear oil tilings, dreams of life or death, 
Which I i>anicipate witJi you, in semblance 
Or full reality. 

Sar. And this look'd real, 

I tel! you; after that these eyes were open, 

I saw them in tlieir tlighl—for then tlicy fled. 

Afyr. Say on. 

Sar^ 1 saw, that is, I flrconi’d myself 

Here—here—even where we are, guests as we were, 
Myself a host that deem’d himself but guest, 

Willing to eijual all in social freedom; 

But, on my riglit hand and my loft, instead 
()1 Uiee and Zaines, and otir accustom’d meeting. 

Was ranged on my left hanii a haughty, dark, 

And deadly face—I could not rccognisic it, 

Yet I had seen if, lliough I knew not where; 

I’he features were a giant’s, and tlic eye 
Was still, yet ligliled; his long locks curl'd down 
On his vast bust, whence a huge quiver rose 
With shaft-heads feather’d from tlie eagle’s wing, 

That peep’d up bristling through his serpent hair. 

I invited him to flU the cup which stood 
Between us, but he answer’d not—I 6 U’d it— 

He took it not, but stared upon me, till 
I trembled at the Ax’d glare of his eye: 

I frown’d upon him as a king should frown— 

He frown'd not in his turn, but look’d upon me 
With the same aspect, which appall’d me more, 

Because it changed not; and I turn’d for refugo 
I’o milder giiestfs and sought them on the right, 

Where thou wert wont to bo. But—• 

[He pau *€ S . 

\Vhat instead ? 

Sar. In thy own chait^—thy own place in the ban¬ 
quet— 

1 sought thy sweet face in the circle—but 
Insteail—a gray-hair’d, wither'd, bloody-eyed. 

And Uood 3 r-handcd, ghastly, ghostly thing, 

Pmaki in garb, and crown’d upon the brow, 

Furrow’d wiUi years, yet sneering with the passion 


(.)f vengeance leering too with that of lust, 

Sateniy veins curdled. 

Myr. Is this all ? 

Sar. Upon 

Her rigid hand—her lank, bird-like right hand—stood 
A goblet, bubbling o’er witli blood; and on 
Her left, another, fill'd with—^whoi I saw not, 

But turn’d frmn it and her. But all along 
I’he table sate a range of crowned wretches, 

Of various aspects, but of one expression. 

Mi/r. And felt you not this a mere vision ? 

Sar. No; 

It was so fialpahlc, I could liave touch’d them. 

I turn’d frrtm one face to anotlier, in 

'riio hope lo had at last one which I knew 

Kro I saw theirs: but no—all turn'd up<Mi me, 

And stared, but neitlicr alo nor drank, but stared, 

'rill I grew Slone, as tlicy seem’d half to be, 

Vet breatliiiig stone, for 1 fell life in tliem, 

Aik) life in me: there was a horrkl kind 
(X sympathy In-tween us, as if they 
Had lost a part of death to come to me, 

And 1 the half of life to sit by tlioiu. 

W'e were in an existence all apart 

From lieavcn or oartli—And ratlier let mo see 

Deatli all Uian sudi a being! 

Aiyr. And Uie end? 

Sar. At last I sale marble, as they, when rose 
The hunter, and the crew; and smiling on mo— 

Yes, the enlarged but noble aspect of 
'i'lie hunter smiled U|>on me—] should say, 

His lips, for his eyes moved not—and llic woman’s 
Thin ii|» relax’d to something like a smile. 

Both rose, and llic crown’d figures on each hand 
Rose also, as if aping their chief shades— 

Mere mimics even in death—but I sate still; 

A desperate courage crept through every limli^ 

And at Uie last 1 fear’d them not, but laugh’d 
Full in their phantom faces. Jiut tlteii—then 
The hunter laid his hand on mine: I took it, 

And grasp’d it—but it melted from my own, 

While he too vanish’d, and left iiutliing but 
The mciiKiry of a hero, ft>r he look'd so. 

Mv’’* And was: Uie ancestor of heroes, (oo, 

And thine no less. 

Sar. Ay, Myrrha, but the woman, 

The female who remain'd, she flew u|K»n me, 

And burnt my lips up with her noisome kisses, 

And, lluiging down the goblets on each hand, 
Methought their poisons flow’d around us, till 
Each form’d a hideous river. Still she clung; 

The oUier phantoms, like a row of statues, 
ood dull as in our temples, but she still 
Embraced me, wlule 1 shrunk from her, as i( 

1 lieu of her remote descendant, 1 
Had been (he son who slew her for her incesf. 

Then—then—a chaos of all loathsome things 
Tlirong’d thick and shapeless: I was dead, yot feeling— 
Buried, and raised again—consumed by womu^ 

~ urged by the flames, mid wither’d in the mr! 

I can fix nothing furUicr of my thougiita, 

Save that I long’d for thee, and sought for thee^ 
n all tliese agonies, and woke and found thee. 

Afyr. So shall thou find me ever at thy side, 

Here and hereafter, if the last may be. 

But think not of these things—the mere creations 
Of late events, acting upon a frame 
Unused to toil, yet overwrought by toil 
^uch as might try the sternest. 

Sar. X am better. 

Now that I see li/iee once more, tchaf was seen 
Seems nothing. 

Snier Salemeitei. 

Sal. Is tlio king so soon twake 7 
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8ar. Yes, broUier, and I would I had not slept; To hear alone, that we must n .m).u sorrows 
For all the predecessors of our line Who have ceased to miiiglo love ? 

Rose up, methought, to drag me down to them. 

My father was among them, too; but he, Rf-enler Salkmen^is and Zarijia. 

1 know not w!)y, kept from mo, leaving me 

Between the hunter-founder of our race, My sister! Courage; 

And her, the homicide and hasband-killcr, Sliaino not our blood with trotiibling, but remember 

Whom vou call glorious. {whence we sprung. The tpieen is present, sire. 

Sal, " So I term you also, ^ leave me. 

Now you have shown a spirit like to hers. Since you ask it. 

By day-break 1 propose that we set forth, [Eant Salemkmes. 

And charge onco more the, rebel crew, who slill Zar. Alone with him! How many a year has past, 

.Keep gathering head, repulsed, but not tjuite (juelfd. Though wo are still so young, since wo have met, 

Sar. How wears tlie night ? Which I have worn in widowhood of heart. 

Rat There yet remain some hours He loved mo not: ycl ho seems lilllo changed— 

Of darkness: use them for your further rest. Cluinged to mo only—would the change were mutual! 

Sar. No, not to-night, if’tis not gone; methought Ho spealis not—scarce regards mo—not a word- 
I passM hours in that vision. Nor Iot)k—^yet Ik? ions s(»ft of voice and as|)ect— 

Myr, Scarcely one; i Indifferent, not austere. JVly lord! 

I watch’d by you: it was a heavy hour, I <S'(rr. Zarina! 


But an hour only. 

Sar. Let us then hold council ; 

To-morrow wo set fortli. 

Sal, But ere that time, 

I )iad a grace to seek. 

*SV. ’T is granted. 

Sal. Hear it 

Kre you reply too readily; and *tis 
For your car only. 

Afyr. Prince, I take my leave. 

[Rxit MvnnnA. 

Sal. That slave deserves her freedom. 

Sar. Freedom only! 

That slave deserves to share a throne. 

Sal. Your patience— 

’T is not yet vjtcant, and’t is of its partner 
I ?omc to speak witJi you. 

Sar. IIow! of the queen ? 

Sal. Even so. 1 judged it fitting f ►r their safely, 
That, ere tlie dawn, she sets fortli with her children 
For Paphlagonia, where our kinsman Cotta 
fioverns ; and there at all events secure 
My nephews and your sons their lives, and with them 
Their just pretensions to the crown in case— 

Snr. I perish—as is probahlet w“ll Uiought— 

I.lit them set forth with a sure escort. 

Sal. Thai 

Is all provided, and the galley ready 
To drop down the Euphrates; but ero they 
Dfjpart, will you not see—— 

;SVir. My sons ? It, may 

Unman my heart, and tlie jH)or }>oys will w’eep; 

And what can I rcjily lo comfort them, 

Save with some hollow lio}>es, and ill-worn smiles ? 

Yon know I cannot feign. 

Sal. But you can feel; 

At least, I trust so: in a word, tlic queen 
Uequests to see you ere you part—for ever. 

Sar. Unto what end ? wliat purpose 7 I will grant 
Aught—all that she can ask—hut such a meeting. 

Sal. You know, or ouglit to know, enough of women, 
Since you have studied Uiem so steadily, 

That what tlicy ask in aught that touches on 
The heart, is dearer to their feelings or 
Their fancy, titan the whole external world. 

I lliink as you do of my sister’s wish; 

But’t was her wish—she is my sister—you 
Her husband—will you grant it 7 

Sar. 'T will be useless: 

But let her come. 

Sol. I go. 

[Exit Sat.emeihcs. 

Sar. We have lived asunder 

Too long to meet again—and now to meet! 

Have 1 not cares enow, and pan^ enow, 


Zar. No, not Zarina—do nor say Zarina. 

That tone—that word—Hiinihilate long yearfl^ 

And tilings which make them longer. 

Sar. *T is too late 

'I’o think of these past dreams. TjOt’s not reproach— 
That is, reproach me not—fir the kuU. time - 
Z«r. And^Vst. J ne’er reproach’d yoti. 

Sot. ’Tis most true; 

And that reproof comes heavier on my heart 
Than—But oiir hearts arc not in our own j»ower. 
Zar. Nor hands; but I gave lioth. 

Sar. Your brother said 

It was your will to see me, ere you went 
From Nineveh with—(i/c hesitates.) 

Zar. Our children; it is true. 

I wish’d to thank you tliat yoit have not divided 
My heart from all tlial’s left it now to love— 

Those who arc yours and mine, who look like you, 

And look upon mo as you look’d ufKin me 

Cirice-But they have not changed, 

Sitr. Nor ever will. 

I fain would have tJicm dutiful. 

Zar. I cherish 

Those infants, not alone from the blind love 
Of a fond mother, but as a fond woman. 

They are now the only tic between u«. 

Sar. Deem not 

I have not done you justice: rather make them 
Resemble your own line than tlieir own sire. 

trust tboin with you—tt> you; fit them fiw 
A ihrore*, or, if that be <l*uiicd——You have heard 
Of this night’s liimuUs ? 

Zar. I had half forgotten, 

And could have wolcoinerl any grk*f save yours, 

Which gave me lo hehoM your face again. 

Sar. The tlirone—I say if not in frar—but *tbi 
Tn peril; they porhaps may never mount it: 

But let thtmi not for this lose sight of it. 

I will dare all things to berpieath it them; 

But if I fail, then tlicy must win it back 
Bravely—and, won, wear it wisely, not as I 
Have wasted down iny royalty. 

Zar. They ne’er 

Shall know from me of aught but what may honour 
Their father’s memory. 

Sar. Rather let them hear 

The truth from you than from a trampling world. 

If they be in adversity, tliey ’ll learn 

Trx> soon tlie scorn of crowds for crownlefui princea, 

And find that all their father’s sins are tljeira. 

My boys!—I could have borne it were [ cliildloM. 

Zar. Oh! do not say sti—do not poison all 
My peace left, by unwrishi^g that thou wert 
A father. If Uiou conquerest, they shall mign, 

And honour him wdio saved the realm for thon^ 
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So iittW cared for as hia own; ami if—— 

Sar. ’T is all cartli will cry otil (hank your fuhcr! 
And they will swell the echo with u cun»e. 

Zai\ That they sliall never do; but rather honour 
The name of him, wlio, dying lik(5 a king, 

In his last hours did more lor his own memory 
Than many monarchs in a length of days, 

Which dale tlic flight of time, hot make no annals. 

5^ar. Oiir annals draw |MTchaiieo unto their clasc; 
But at the least, whaie’cr tins past, their rod 
Shall he like their Ixigiiming—lu'-moruhlc. 

Zar. Yet, he not rus!»—he careful of your life, 

Live but fir those who love. 

Sar. And vvlio are they ? 

A slave, wlio loves from pasRion—I’ll not say 
Ambition—she lias seen thrones sliakc, and loves; 

A few friends, who have revellM till we are 
As one, f»r (Imy are nothing if 1 fill; 

A brothi'r I have injured—children whom 
I have neglected, and a spouse— 

Zar. Who loves. 

Sar. And pardons? 

Zar. I have never thought of lliis, 

Aiul cannot pardon till I have condi'iiinM. 

AV<r. Rly wife! 

Zfir, Now hh'.ssings on lhe<^ for that word! 

T never tlioiiglit to hear it more—from thee. 

Sar. Oh! thou will hear it from my :iiil*je(:tH. Yc.«!— 
These slrives wlioiii 1 liavi; nmtnred, pamper’d, fed, 

And swotn with peace, nod p'»rgM with plenty, till 
They reign themselves—all nKinarch?. in their mansions— 
Now swarm firth in reheiiion, and demand 
Ills dealh, who made their lives a jubilee; 

While the f w upon whom I have no claim 
Are failiifui! This U true, yet monstroas. 

Zar. ’Tis 

Pcrliapa ton natural; for hencfils 
I'lirn poison in bad mmda. 

Sar. And good ones make 

GoimI out of evil. Happier than die bee, 

Wliich hives not but from whoh'some flowers. 

ZoT. Then reap 

Th<‘ himey, nor inquire whence his derived. 

JRe saiisfu-d—you ar«^ not alt ubandenVl. 

Sar. IVIy Iif: insures me that. How long,botlnnk you, 
Wore not T yet a king, Hbould 1 be mortal; 

Tliat is, where mortal.^ mv;, not wh'-rc they must bo? 

Zar. I know not. Hut yet live for my—that is, 
Your childri'ii’s sake! 

Sar. My gentle, wrong’d Zarina! 

f am the very slave of circumstance 
And impulse—borne away willi every breath! 
Mi.splaced upon the throne—mi.splaced in life, 

T know not wliat I could have been, but feel 
I am not what I should be—let it end. 

Hut lake this with tboc: if 1 was tiiiil form’d 
To ]>rize a love like tliine, a mind like tliino, 

Nor dote even on thy bf*auty—as I’ve doteil 
On lesser charms, f>r no cause save that such 
Devotion was n duty, and I hali'd 
All that liKik’d like a cliain fir me or others, 

(Tliis even relicUion iiuisl avouedi;) yet hear 
These words, jierliajis among my last—dial none 
E’er valued more thy virtues, though he know not 
To profit by tlu'm—as tlic miner lights 
Upon a vein of virgin ore, discovering 
Tliat wliich avails him nolliing: In' hath found it, 

But ’l is not his—but sonn^ suficrior’s, who 
Placed lum to dig, but not divide tim wealth 
Which s])arkles at his feel; nor dare he lift 
Nor p(Hse it, but on, upturning 

The sulWyi earth. 

Oh 1 if thou hast at length 
nifrhf fyM th^t ray love i« worth estcum, 

I as^. ii|o more—but lei jp hence togctlier, 


Aral /—let me pay »»ic—shall yot Iw liappy. 

Askviijj is not all tlic eardi—wo’ll find 
A world out of our own—and be more blest 
Than 1 have ever been, or tliou, with all 
An empire to indulge ihcc. 

Enter SAhEMENES. 

Sul. I ratJst part ye— 

The moments, wliich must not be lost, are passing, 

Zur. Inhuman brother! wilt thou thus weigh out 
iistants so higii and ble.st ? 

Sal. Blest! 

Zur. Ho hath been 

So gentle with me, that I cannot tliinU 
>r quilling. 

Sal. So—this feminine farewell 

^rai.^ a.s sueli pariings end, in 7io departure. 
thoii('lii a.s niu<'li, and yit-idral against all 
Mv heller bodiiigs. But it must not be. 

Zitr. Not be? 

Sa/. Uemain, and perish— 

Zar. With my husband— 

Sa/. And cbiUlreu. 

Zar. Alas! 

Sal. Hear me, sistei, like 

/Mf/ si-ter:—all’s prepared to make your saf'ty 
'eilain, mid of the boys loo, our last hopes; 

MoJ a .sin-jii* qfu sdon (»/ men' leeling, 
riM»u:'li tlial were iiiurlj—but *1 is a point of .stale; 
rhe. rel*eis would do m«»re to seize upon 
Tie- otlspring of iheir sovereign, and .so crut 
Zar. Ail! do ii'd name it. 

Sal. Well, then, mark mo; when 

Tliey are s-af; beyond tlu’ M(‘dian''< f'rasji, llio rebels 
Have ini<.‘'’d ilioir ehiej’ aim— llie CAliiietion of 
'rh(i line of Nimrral. ’J'hougli the prestuil king 
KnII, his SOILS live, for vielory and vengeance. 

Zar. Hui could not I ri‘m;un, alone? 

Sdl. What! leave 

Your chiklren, with two parents and yiu orphans— 

In a strange land—so young, so dlslant? 

Zar. No— 

i\ly heart will break. 

Sal. N(>w you know all—decide. 

Sar. Zarina, lie liaih spoken well, and wo 
Mu.-d yielil uwliilo to ibis ncros'ity. 

Remaining heri!, you may lose all; departing, 

Vou sav<^ the bettor part of what is Itfi, 

To both of us, and lo sueli loyal hearts 
As yet beat in tliese kingdoms. 

Sffl. Tho time presses. 

Sar. Go, tlien. If e’er wt meet again, [Huliaps 
I may be worlhior of you—aral, if not, 

RomemlM'r that my faults, though not atoned for, 

Are {-nf/nl. Yet, I dread Uiy nature will 
Grieve more alnivc the blightcnl name and ashos 
VVliicli once wi-re migliliest in Assyria—than— 

Hut I grow woinmiisli again, and must not; 

1 mu.si ioarn sternnesK now. My sins have all 
Been of tlic sofiiT orde r — ■ hide thy tears— 

I do not bid thee not to shed them—Y were 
Easier to stop Euphrates at its source 
Than one tear of a true and tender heart— 

Hut let me not behold them; they unman mo 
Hen^ when I had rematm’d myself. My broUior, 

L«‘ad lier away. 

Zar. Oh, God ! I never shall 

Behold him moro! 

Sal, (.Vriemg to rmulurt her.) Nay, sister, 1 mxat bo 
(4)ey’d. 

Zar. 1 iniiai remain—away! you shall not hoW me. 
What, shall ho die alone?—/Uvo alone? 

Sal. lie siuili w^tdk but lonely you 
Have lived for years. 
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Zar. That’s false! I knew /le liveil, 

An<l lived upon hi« imajjo—let me go! 

Sal. {contiuctin^ furr qff thp Nay, then, I ninsi 

use some fraternal three, 

Which you will pardon. 

Zar. Never. Help me! Oh! 

8;irdanapal(]S, 'wilt thou thus behold tne 
I'orn from tliee ? 

SiU, Nay—-(him all is lost again, 

If that this moment is not gain'd. 

ZrtT. My brain turns— 

My eyes fail—where is he? [iSV/ain«5 

Sar. (fxdmnnin^.) No—set lier down— 

She’s dead—and you have .slain her. 

Sul? ’T is the mere 

Faintness of oVrwTought passion: in the air 
She will recover. Pray, keep back.—I niusf 
Avail myself of this sole moment to 
Bear her to w’horc her children are embark’<l, 
r tlic* royal galley on tl»c river. 

[Salemenes hears herqff'. 

Sar. (jce^e/s.) This, too— 

And this too must 1 sulTer—I, who never 
Intlioled purposely on human hearts 
A v<»lunlary ])ang! Hut tlial is false— 

She loved lilt', and I loved her.—Fatal passion! 

Whv dost thou not expire at onec in hearts 
Which thou hast lighted up at once? Zarina ! 

T must pay dearly for tlie desolation 

N'»w Iironglu upon thoc. JIad I never loved 

Hut tliee, I should have been an unopposed 

Monarch of honouring nations. To what gulfs 

A single deviation from the track 

Of human duties leads even those who claim 

riie homage of mankind as their bom due, 

^ 1)^1 tind It, till they firfeil it themselves! 

Eni£r MrjanriA. 

Sar. Y»>a here ! Wlio call'd you ? 

A7//r. No one—but I heard 

l'’tvr oti a vi'ico of wail and lamentation, 

And lliouglit— 

Sar. Tt firms no portion of your duties 

'I'o enter hero tiil sought for. 

Mifr. Though 1 might, 

Pcrli'ips, recall some softer words of yours, 

(Allhoiigh they too icrrc rhulhii^,) which reproved me, 
Ih'causc i ever droudcil to intrude; 

I’esisling my own wish and your injune!h>»i 
'i'o IkmmI no time n-tr pre.sence, but approach you 
luicjill’d for: I retire. 

Siir. Yet stay—hi'ing here. 

I pr.iy you pardon me;, evimls have sonrM me 
I'lll I wax peevish—heed it not: I shall 
8,w*n bo myself again. 

AA/r. T wail with patience, 

W'hat I shall see vvilli pleasure. 

Sar. Scarce a moment 

Ib f>rc your entrance in this hall, Zarina, 
i^uecn of Assyria, departed hence. 

Afi/r. Ah! 

Sar. Wherefore do you start? 

Mi/r. Did I do so ? 

Sar. ’T was well you enter’d by another portal, 

Klsc you had met. That pang at least is spared 
her! 

M^r. 1 know feel for her. 

Sfir. That is too much, 

And beyond nature—’i is nor mutual 
Nor possible. You cannot pity her, 

Nor she aught bu t -— 

Myr. Dcspis(! llio favourite slave ? 

Not more than I havo ever scorn’d myself. 

Sar, 8corn’d! what, to be the envy of your sex, 


And lord it o’er llio heart of the workl’s lord? 

Mf/r. Were you tho lord of twice tea thousand 
w’orlds— 

A« vou are like to lose (hi' one you sway’d— 

I did abase myself ns much in being 

Your paramour, as fJiough you were a peasant— 

Nav, more, if that the peasant wore a Greek. 

Sar. Vou talk it well— 

-Mi/r. And truly. 

Sar. In the hour 

Of man’s adversity all things grow daring 
Against the failing; imt as 1 am not 
tiuiUi fall'n, nor now disposed to bear reproaches, 
IN'rhaps because I merit lliom too often, 
l<et us (him part while peace is still between us. 

31t/T. Part ! 

Sar, Have not. all past Imman beings parted, 

And must not all the pre.senl one day part? 

A/yr. Why? 

Sar. For your safety, which I will have look'd to 
With a strong escort to your native land; 

And siKth gilts, as, if you had not been all 
A queen, .shall make your dowry wortii a kingdom. 
Mi/r. I pray you talk not thus. 

Sar. Tho queen is gone: 

V*ou need not shame tof;How. I would fall 
Alone—I seek no |)artncr.< hut iu pleasure. 

Afyr. And I m» pleasure hut in parting not. 

You shall not lorcc me from you. 

Stu\ Think well of it— 

I soon may ho to«) late. 

3fi/r. So lot it be; 

For then you cannot sejmrate me from you. 

S((r. And will not; but I thought you wish’d it. 

Mt/r. I'. 

Sar. You spoke of your ahasoment. 

A/yr. And I feel it 

Deeply—morn deeply than all things but love. 

Snr. Then lly from it. 

M}/r. ’T will not recall tho past— 

’T will ni>l restore my honour, nor my h«‘arl. 

No—here 1 stand or fall. If that you conquer, 

I live to joy in your great triumph; sJioiild 
Your 1oi ho. different, I 'Ji not weep, but share it. 

Vou {lid not doubt nu' a few hours ago. 

Sar. Vour courage never—nor your love till now; 
And none coukl make me doubt it save yourself. 

'Pilose words- 

Afyr. Were words. 1 pray you, let tho proofs 

5i; in tlie past act.s you were pleased to praisa 
This very night, and in iny fiirlber bearing, 

Hcskle, wluToviT you are tiorne by fate. 

.S’er. I am (Content: and, triisling in my cause, 

Think wo may yet be victors and return 
To peace—the only victory I covet, 

T{» me war is no glory—cruiquest no 
li'iiown. To be forced thna to uphold my riglit 
sits heavier on niv heart than all the wrongs 
'J'hi'se men would bow' me. down with. Never, never 
ttan I forget this night, even should 1 live 
To add it to the memory of others. 

I thought to have made mine inoffensivo rule 
An era of sweet peace ’midst bloody annals, 

A green spot aundst {Icsert centuries, 

On which the future would turn back and smil^ 

And cultivate, or sigh when it could not 
Recall Sardanapalus’ golden reign, 
r thought lo have made my realm a paradise, 

And every moon an epoch of new pleasures, 

I tiK>k the rabble’s sliouts for love—the breath 
Of friends fi>r truth—tho lips of woman for 
My only guerdon—so they arc, my Myrrha: 

[//e kimt hsr 

FCiss me. Now let them tike my realm and life! 

Th»‘y shall havo both, but never thee! 
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My, No, never! 

Man may despoil his brother man of all 
That ’a ^at or glittering~-d(ingdom3 fall—hosts yield— 
FVienda fail—slaves fly—and all betray—and, more 
Than all, the most indebted—but a heart 
That loves without seif*Love! *T is here—now prove it, 

E-nier SaLEMEirss. 

Sal. I sought you—How! she hero aga'm ? 

Sar. Return not 

Now to reproof: mothinks your aspect speaks 
Uf higher matter than a woman’s presence. 

Sid. The only woman whom it much imports me 
At such a moment now is safe in absence— 

The queen’s embark’d. 

Sar. And well ? say that much. 

Sid. Yes. 

Her transient weakness has pass’d o’er; at least, 

It settled into tearless silence: her 

Pale face and glittering eye, after a glance 

Upon her sleeping children, were still fix’d 

Upon the palace towers as tlio swifl galley 

■Stole down the hurrying stream beneath tlie stoiiight; 

But she said nothing. 

Sar. Would I felt no more 

Than she hc^ said! 

•Sid. *T is now too late to feel! 

Your feelings cannot cancel a sole pang: 

To change them, my advices bring sure tidings 
That the rebellious Modes and Clialdees, marshall’d 
By their two leaders, are already up 
In arms again; and, Berrying their ranks. 

Prepare to attack : they have a{>parent]y 
Been join’d by other satraps. 

Sar. What! more rebels ? 

I^ct US he first, then. 

Sal. Th«rf were hardly (mideiit 

Now, though it was our first intention. If 
Bpr noon to-morrow we are joui’d by tlioso 
I ve sent for by sure messengers, wo shall bo 
In strength enough to venture an attadc, 

Ay, and pursuit too; but till then, my voice 
Is to await the onset. 

Sar. I detest 

That waiting; tliough it seems so safe to fight 
Behind high walls, and hurl down foes into 
Deep fosses, or behold them sprawl on spikes 
Strew’d to receive them, still I like it not— 

My soul seems lukewarm; but when I sot on them, 
Though they wore piled on mountains, I would have 
A pluck at tliem, or jierish in hot blood!— 
l<ot me (lion charge. 

SaL Yon talk like a young soldier. 

Sar. I am no soldier, but a man: speak not 
or soldiership, f luatlie Uio word, and Uiose 
Who pride themsedvos upon it; but direct mo 
Where I may pour upon tliem. 

Sal. You must spare 

To expose your life too hastily ; ’t is not 
Like mine m* any other subject’s breath: 

The whole war turns upon it—with it; tlus 
Alone creates it, kindles, and may quench it— 

Prolong it—end it. 

Sar. Then lot us end both! 

’T were better thus, perhaps, than prolong either; 

I’m sick of one, per^anco of b<^h. 

[A trumpet sounds without. 

Sai. Hark! 

Sar, Let us 

Roply, not listen. 

So/. And your wenmd! 

Sar. ^ ’T Is bound— 

T is heal’d—i had forgotten it. Away! 


A leech’s lancet would have scratch’d me deeper; 

The slave that gave it might bo well ashamed 
To have struck so wetddy. 

Sal. Now, may n<me this hour 

Stiike with a bettor aim! 

Sar. Ay, if we conquer; 

But if not, they will only leave to me 
A task they might have .spared Uieir king. Upon them! 

[lyumpet sounds again. 

Sal. I am with you. 

Sar, Ho^ my arms! again, my arms! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. — The same HaU in the Palace, 
Mvhriia ana Balea. 

Myr. (at a window.) Tho day at last has brokm 
What a ni^t 

Hatli usher’d it! How beautiful in heaven! 

Though varied with a transitory storm, 

More beautiful in that variety! 

How hideous uyioii eartli! wliere peace and hcqie, 

And love and rcvol, in an hour were Irampleil 
By human passions to a human chaos, 

Not yet resolved to separate elements-- 
’TLs warring still! And can tho sun so rise, , 

So bright, so rolling back the clouds into 
Vapours more lovely than the unclouded sky, 

Widi golden pinnacles, and snowy moimtaiiis, 

And billows purplcr than tho ocean’s, making 
In heaven a glorious mockery of the earth, 

8o like we almost deem it perin:uienl; 

So fleeting, we can scarcely call it aught 
Beyond a vision, ’l is so transiently 
Scatter’d along the. eternal vault: and yet 
It dwells upon the soul, and soothes the soul, 

And blends itself into the soul, until 
Sunrise and sunset form tlie haunted cyioch 
Of sorrow and of love ; which they who mark not, 
Know not Uic realms where tliose twin genii 
(Who chasten and who purify our hearts, 

So that we would n(»l change their sweet rebukes 
For all the boisicrous joys tliat ever shook 
The air with clamour) build the palaces 
Whore their fond votaries repose anti breathe 
Briefly;—hut in that brief c<k>] calm inhale 
Enough of heaven to enable them to bear 
I'hc rest of common, hca\'y, human hours, 

And dream them through in placid sufferance; 

Though seemingly employ’d like all Uie rest 

or toiling breatliors in allotted tasks 

Of pain or pleasure, tuw names for me feeling, 

Which our internal, restless agony 
Would vary in the sound, altlimigh Uio sense 
Escayies our highest efforts to be liappy. 

Bid. You muse riglit calmly: and can you so watch 
The sunrise whicli may be our last 7 

Myr. It is 

Therefore that I so watch it, tuvd reproach 
Thc^ eyes, which never may behold it more, 

For having look’d upon it ofl, too ofl, 

Without the reverence and Ac rapture due 
To that which keeps all earth from being as fragile 
As I am in this form. Gome, look upon it, 

The Chaldee’s god, which, when I gaze upon, 

I grow almost a convert to your Baal. 

JSal. As now he reigns in heaven, so once on earth 
He sway’d. 

Myr. Hs sways it now fivr more, tlmn; never 
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Had earthly monarch half iho peace and glory 
Which centres in a single ray d* itis. 

Bat. Surely he is a god! 

Myr* So we Greeks deem too 

And yet I sometimes think that gorgeous orb 
Must rather be the abode of gods than one 
Of the immortal sovereigns. Now he breaks 
Through a!) the clouds, and tills my eyes witli light 
That shuts the world out. I can look no more. 

Bed. HaHc! heard you not a sound? 

Myr. No, *1 was mere fancy; 

They battle it beyond the wall, and not 
As in late midnight conflict in tlie very 
t^hainliers: tlie palace has become a fortress 
Since that insidious hour; and here within 
The very centre, girded by vast courts 
And regal halls of pyramid proportions, 

Wliicli must be carried one by one before 
They penetrate to where they then arrived, 

We are as mudi slmt in even from the sound 
Of peril as from glory. 

Bal. But they reach’d 

Thus far before. 

Myr. Yes, by surprise, and were 

Beat back by valour ; now at once we have 
Courage and vigilance to guard us. 

Bal. May they 

Prosper! 

Myr, That is tho prayer of many, and 
The dread of mure; it is an aiudous Itour; 

I strive keep it from my thoughts. Alas ! 

Ilow vainly! 

Bal. It is said tlie kbig’s demeanour 
In the late action scarcely more appall'd 
Tile rebels than astonish’d his true subjects. 

Myr. ’T is easy to a.stonish or appal 

vulgar mass which moulds a horde of slaves; 

But ho ^d bravely. 

Bal. Slew he not Belesos ? 

I heard the soldiers say he struck liini down. 

Myr. Tho wretch was overthrown, but rescued to 
'IViurnph, perhaps, o’er one who vanqiiisli’d liiiu 
In fight, as ho had sparo<l him in h'ls peril \ 

And by tliat heedless pity risk’d a crown. 

Bfd, Hark! 

Myr. You are right; some sli-sps approacli, but slowly. ] 


Myr. Oh, Jove! 

Bal. Then all is over. 

Sal. That is false. 

Hew down the slave who says so, if a soldier- 
Myr. Sparc him-^-ho’s nonet a mere court Irtitterfly, 
That tiultors in the pageant of a monarch. 

Sal. Let liim live on, Uten. 

Myr. So wilt thou, I trust. 

Sal. I fain would live this hour out, and the event, 
But doubt it. Wherefore did ye bear me here? 

Sol. By the king’s order. When the javelin struck you, 
You fell and fainted; \ was his strict command 
To bear you to tliis hall. 

Sal. ’T was not ill done: 

For seeming slain in that cold divrzy trance. 

The sight might shake our soldiers—bui-~-’t is vain, 

X feel it ebbing! 

Myr. Lot me see the wound; 

I am not quite skilless: in my native land 

*T is part of our instniction. War being constant, 

Wo are nerved to look on such tilings. 

Sol. Best extract 

The javelin. 

llidd! no, no, it cannot be. 


Sal. X am sped, tlien ! 

Myr. With the blood Uiat fast must follow 

The extracted weapon, X do fear thy life. 

S(d. And I not death. Where was the king when y<ni 
Convey’d me from tho spot where I was stricken ? 

Sol. Upon tho same grotuKl, and encouraging 
With voice and gesture the dispirited truo|« 

Who had seen you fall, aod falter’d bock. 

Sal. Whom heard ye 

Named next to the command 7 

SoL I did not hear. 

Sal. Fly, Uien, and teU him, ’t was my Iasi request 
That Zames take my post until the junction, 

So hofied for, yet delay’d, of Ofraianes, 

Satrap of Susa. Leave me here: our troops 
Are not so numerous as to spare your absence. 

Sol. But, prince— 

Sal. Hence, I say! Here’s a courtier and 

A woman, the best chamber company. 

As you would not permit me to expire 

Upon tlic field, I ’ll have no idle soldiers 

About my sick couch. Hence! anil do my bidding! 

[Baxutd the StUtliers.. 

Myr. Gallant and glorious spirit! must the earth 
So soon resign thee ? 

Sal. Gentle Myrrha,’t is 

The end I would have chosen, had I saved 
I The monarch or the monarchy by Ifiis; 

As’t is 1 have not outlived them. 

Myr. You wax (ULler. 

Sal. Your hand; this broken weapon but pn^<»igs 
My pangs, without sustaining life enough 
To make me useful: 1 would draw it forth 
And my life will) it, could I but hear how 
The tight goes. 

Bnler SARDAKArALcrs ami Saldteis. 

j Sar. My best broUier! 

Sal. And the battle 

.3 lost ? 

Sar. (dcepondingly.) You sec me here. 

Sal I’d rather see you thm 

[He draws out dte weaptm from the loound and 
dies. 

Sar. And Ihwi I will he soon ; unless I 
The last frail reed of our beleaguer’d hopes, 

Arrive with Ofraianes. 

Myr. Ihd you not 

Receive a token from your ilying broUicr, 

AppuinUng Zaint^ chief? 

Sar. I did. 

Myr. Where’s Zames ? 

Sar. Dead. 

Myr And AUada 7 

Sar. JJyhtg* 

JVfyr Pania? Sfero? 

Sar. Pania yet lives; but Sfero’s fled, or captive. 

I am alone. 

Afv^. And is all lost? 

Sur. Our walls, 

ThouiU'h tliinly mann’d, may still hold out against 
Their present force, or aught save treachery: 

But i’ the field— 

Myr. I thought’t was the intent 

Of Balemones not to risk a sally 
Till yc were sireiigthen'd by Uie expected succours. 

Sar. / overruled liim. 

Mt/r. Well, the fault’s a brave one 

Sar. But fatal. Oh, iny bmther! I would give 
These rcaints, of which tliuu wert Uie oniamcnt, 

The sword and shield, the 8olc*re<lec*iniiig honour, 

To call back-but I will not weep thee ; 

TluHi sliall be mourn’d for as Uh>u wouldst be mourn’d 


EtUer Soldiers, hearing in Salumcnks wounded, with 
a broken Jat'cliri in his itidc; tftey snU him upon one 
of the Couches ttdiich furnish the Apartment. 
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U ^evGs me most th&t thou couldsl quit this life 
Believing thi^ I could survive tiiou 
Hast died for—our long royalty of race. 

If [ redeem it, I will give thee blood 
or thousands, tears of millions, fur atonement, 

(The tears of all tlie good are thine already.) 

If not, wc meet again 80 <m, if the spirit 
Within us lives beyondthou rcadesl mine, 

And dost me justice now. Let me once clasp 
That yet warm hattd, and fold that throbicss heart 

\Emhrwx8 the bod^. 

To this which beats so bitterly. Now, bear 
The body hence. 

Sol, Where ? 

Sar. To iny projmr chamber. 

Place it beneath my canopy, as though 
The king lay there: wlicn this is done, wc will 
Speak further of the rights due to such ashes. 

[EjecurU Soldms with the body of Saj.£MEN£S. 

Enter Pania. 

Sar, Well, Pania I have you placed the guards, and 
issued 

The orders fix’d on ? 

Pan. Sire, 1 have obey'd. 

Saf. And do tlie soldiers keep Ulcir hearts U[»? 

Pm. Siru? 

Stir. I ’in answer’d! When a king asks twice, and has 
A question as an answer t«> hie question, 

It is a iwrtent. Wliut! they are dislicarten’d? 

Pan. The death of Saleincnes, and ihe shouts 
Of (he exulting rebels on his tall, 

Have made the m — 

Snr. —not droo|)—it should have been. 

We’ll find the moans to rouse tliein. 

Pan. Such a k«s 

Might sadden even a victory. 

Sar. Alas! 

Who can so f<*el it as I feel? but. yel, 

Though coop'd within those wails, tlicy arc strong, and we 
Have those without will break their way through hosts, 
To make llieir sovereign’s dw<*.lling what it was— 

A palace; not a prison, nor a fortress. 

Elder an (^ccr, hastily. 

Sar. Thy faco seems ominous. Speak! 

I dare not. 

Sar. r>are not ? 

Whih?! millions dare revolt with sword in hand ! 

'riial’s strange. I pray theo break tlial loyal silenco 
Which loathes to shock its sovereign; wc can hear 
Worse than tiion hast to tell. 

Pan. Pruce< (l, ihou hoarost. 

OJi. The wall wliich skirted near the river’s brink 
Is thrown down by the suddioi inundation 
Of the Euphrates, which now rolling, swoln 
Pn»m the enormous mountuins where it rises, 

By the late rains of that tcmptisluou'j region, 

O’orlkKxls Its banks, and hath destroyed (ho bulwark. 

P(m. That's a block augury ! it has been said 
For ages, “ Tlmt the city ne’er should yield 
To man, until Uic river grow its foe.” 

Sat. [ can forgive the omen, not tlio ravage. 

How much is swept dowti of the wall? 

OJi. About 

Some twenty stadii. 

Sar. And all tins is left 

Pervious to the assailants? 

Qffi. For the present 

The river's fury must impede the assault; 

But wh:.‘n he slirmks into hLs wonted cliaimcl, 

And may be cross'd by the ai^ustoni'd batis, 

Tht palace is their onvq. 


’ Sar. That siiall be never. 

Though men, and gods, and elements, and omens, 
Have risen uf> 'gainst one who ne’er provoked tliem, 
My fatJicrs' house shall never he a cave 
For wolves to liorde and liowl in. 

Pan. With your sanction 

1 will proceed to the spot, and take such measures 
Fur the assurance of tlie vacant space 
As time and means permit. 

Sar. About it straiglit, 

And bring me hack as speedily as full 
And fair investigation may [lermit 
Report of the true state of this irruption 
Of waters. 

[Exeunt Pania and the Officer, 
Myr. Tlius the very w'aves rise up 
Against you. 

Sar. They are not my subjects, girl, 

And may \h‘ panlou’d, since they can’t bo punish'd. 
Myr. I joy to see this portent shakes you not. 
iSVir. I am ]>ast the fearofjHirtents: tliey can tell mo 
Nothing I have not told myself since midnight: 

Despair anticipates sucli things. 

Myr. Uesjiair! 

Sar. No; not despair precisdy. When we know 
All that can eoino, and how to meet it, our 
Resolves, if firm, may merit a more noble 
Word than this is to give it utterance. 

But what are worils to us ? wc have well nigh done 
With lliOfii and all things. 

Myr. Save one t/ew/—the last 

And greatest lo all mortals; crowning act 
(If all that was—or is—or is to bo- 
Tlie only thing common to all mankind, 

So dilferent in their births, tongues, sexes, natures, 
Hu'‘s, features, climes, times, feeluigs, intellects, 

Wuliout one point ofuni ui save in this, 

I’o which w'l* leud, for which we’r« horn, au<l tliread 
The labyrinth of invslery, call'd life. 

Sar. i.liir clew being well uigh wound out, lot’s be 
clieerfiil. 

They will) have nothing niore lo tear may well 
Indulge a smile al that which ouce. appall’d; 

As ciiildreii at discover'i! bugbears. 

llc’Cnltr Pania. 

Pan. 'T is 

As was reported: I have order’d tliero 
A double guard, withdrawing from the wall 
Where it was strongest the required addition 
To wat<*h the breach oru:asion'(l by tin; watiTS. 

Sur. You Iiuv»^ done your diiiy faithfully, and as 
My worthy Pania! further ties between us 
Draw near a close. I pray you tolvc tills key : 

[Gius a Ixy. 

U opens to a serrol rlianilx'r, placed 
Behml the cuucli ui my u.\ n chaniber. (Now 
Press’d by a ndl-T weiglit tiian c'ro it bme— 

Though a long line of Si)V('rei:iis have lain down 
Along its golden fraim'—as hearing for 
A time, what lato was Salcmcnes.) Search 
Tho secret covert to which Uiis will load you; 

’T is full of treasure; take it for yourself 

And your companions: there’s enough to load yc, 

Though yo be many. Let the slav<» bo freed,too; 

And all the inmates of the palace, of 
Whatever sox, now quit it in an hour. 

Thence launch tlie regal barks, once form'd fur pleoAire, 
And now to serve for safety, and embark. 

The river’s broad and swoln, and uncomnianded 
(More potent thou a king) by those be^egers. 

Fly! and be happy! 

Pan. Under your protection! 

{So you accompany your taUliliil guard. 

Sar. No, Pania! tliai must not be; got time henci^ 
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And leave mo to my fate. 

Pan, *T is the first time 

I ever disobey’d: but now—— 

Snr. So all men 

Dare beard me now, and Insolence witlun 
Apes Treason from without. Ciuestion no further; 

’T is my command, my last command. Wilt thou 
Oppose it? thou! 

Pan. But yet—not yet 

Sar. Well, then, 

Swear that you will obey when 1 shall give 
The signal. 

Pan. Willi a heavy but true lieart, 

1 promise. 

iSpr. *T is enough. Now order hero 
Faggots, jiirie-nniy, arid wither’d leaves, ami such 
I’liuigs as catch lire and blaze with one sole spark*, 
Bring cedar, too, and preri»»ns drugs, and spices, 

And mighty planks, to nourish a tall pile; 

Bring frankincense and myrrh, too, for it is 
For a great sacrifice I build tlie pyro; 

And h<;aj> them round yon throno. 

Pan. My lord! 

Sot. 1 have said it, 

Anti t/ou liave stvitrn. 

Pan. And could keep my faith 

Without a vow 

[RtU Panja. 

3]t/r. What mean you ? 

Sar. Yon shall know 

Anon—what tho whole earth sliall nciVr fi)rgot. 

Panja, mturnins: 'H'ith a JhTuld. 

Pan. IVJy king, in going forth upon my duty, 

I’his iHiratd has been brouglit bcf»rc me, craving 
All nu<!i<!nc<‘. 

Snr. Let him s[)eak. 

livr. A’/ziit Arhaces;- 

•Vor. What, croNxn’d already?—But, proceed. 

Jltr. JJeli'se:-:, 

The anointed Jngii-pricst —— 

Sar. Of wlial god or demon? 

Witii new kings rise now altars, nut, ]iroee.ed; 

"^'on ar«5 sent to prale your master's will, and not 
Reply to mine. 

f/tr. And Satrap Ofratancs— 

Snr. Why, he is our.f. 

Jlrr. (.SVwm’irtg a rhig.) Bo stirc Uiat he is now 
In the eamp of tlio conquerors ; behold 
Ills signet ring. 

S<ir. ^ is his. A w’orlhy triad! 

Poor Salomencs! thou ha^t died in titne 
To see one treachery the loss: this man 
Was thy true friend and rny most trusted subject. 
Proceed. 

J{rr. They olTer thoc tliy ljf<», and freedom 
Of choice to single out a residence 
In any of the furllier provinct^s, 

Guarded and watch'd, hut not confined in person, 

Where tliou shall puss thy days in peace; but on 
Condition that the three young princes aro 
Given up as hostages. 

Sar. {Ironically.) The generous victors! 

Her. I wiut tho answer. 

Sar. Answer, slave! How long 

Have slaves decided on the doom of kings ? 

Her. Since they were free. 

iS'or. Mouthpiece of mutiny! 

Thou at the least shall learn tho penalty 
Of treason, tliougli its proxy only. Pania! 

Lot his head be tlirown Horn our walls within 
The rebels' lines, his carcass down die river. 

Away with him! 

[Paivia and the Guards seinnghmu 
Pan. I never yet obey’d 

2 M 


Your orders with more pleasure than tho present. 
Hence with him, soldiom! do not soil this haU 
Of royalty with treasonable gore; 

Put iiim to rest witliout. 

Her. A single word: 

My office, king, is sacred. 

Sar. And what’s TwtTMi.^ 

That thou shouldst come and dare to ask of me 
To lay it down ? 

Her. I but obey’d my orders, 

At the same peril if r<;fii 8 od, as now 
Incun*’d by my obedience. 

Sar. So there aro 

New monarcUs of an hour’s gr<wvth as despotic 
As sovcr<*ignR swathed iu pur|»le, and entlironed 
From birth to manhood! 

Her. My life waifs your breath. 

Yours (1 speak liumhlv)—but it may Ih‘— 5 ’ours 
May also be in danger scarce l'*ss inimiiieal: 

Would it then suit tho last hours of a lino 
Such as is that of Niinr«Kl, to destroy 
A peaceful hc.rnld, unarm'd, in his ofliite; 

An<l violate not only all that man 

Holds sacred botwoon man and man—but that 

IMore holy tie wdiicli links us with the gods.^ 

Sar. He’s right.—Lei him go free.—My life’s lost act 
Shall iiol b(! one of wrath. Here, fellow, take 

re /its him a gnlden from a table near. 
This golden goblet, let it hold your wine, 

And think ofwic,* or melt it into ingots, 

,\nd think of nolhiug but lh<‘ir sleight, mid value. 

Hi-r. I thank \ovi di*uhly lor my life, and this 
Most g«>rgi*ous gift, whieii renders it inure precious. 

But musi i hear no answer? 

Sar. Y es,—T ask.' 

^An hour’s truce to consider. 

I/rr, But an hour’s ? 

Sar. An hour’s: if at (lie expiration of 
riial lijnc your masters liear no further from me, 

They are to deem that I reject liicir terms, 

,\ii<l act befiltiugly. 

Her. I slmll not fail 

To be a faitlifol legato of your jdeasurc. 

Snr. And, hark ! a word more. 

JliT. I shall not forget it, 

Wliato’cr it bo. 

Snr. {’oiiiinoiid me to Belcses ; 

And toll liim, cro a year exjiiri', 1 summon 
lim hence to meet me. 

Hr. Where ? 

Sar. At Babylon. 

At leas! from tlnmce he will depart to meet me. 

Her. I shall obey you to the letter. 

Herald. 

Sar. Pania !— 

Now, my good Pania!—<|iuek—with what I order’d. 

Pan. .My lord,—tlic soldiers aro already cliargod. 
And, see! they enter. 

[Soldiers etUcTf and form a Pile about the Tyrone, 

Snr. lliglier, iny good soldiers, 

And thickcf yet; and sei* lliat tlie foundation 
} such as will not B[)(*rdily exhaust 
ts own IfKisnhth^ flame; nor yet be quench’d 
With aught officious aid would bring to quell it. 

I.ct the throno form (ho core of it; 1 would not 
.eavc that, save fraught with fire unquenchalde, 

To the newcomers. Frame the whole as if 
’T were to enkindle the strong tower of our 
“nvetcrate enemies. Now if bears an aspect 1 
How say you, Panin, will tiiis pile suffice 
For a king’s obsequies ? 
pan. Ay, for a kingdom’s, 

understand you, now.^ 

Sar. And blame me ? 


t 






Pm. No— 

Let me but fire the {file, and ihare it witli you. 

Mgr. That duty 4 miiK. 

Pan. A woman’s! 

Myr, *T is the soldier’s 

Part to die ^ his sororeign, and why not 
The woman’s mth her lover ? 

Pan* *T is most strange! 

Myr, But not so rarey my Pania, as thou think’st it. 
tn the meantime, live thw.—Farewell! Uic pile 
U ready. 

Pan. I should shame to leave my sovereign 
With but a single female to partake 
His death. 

Sar. Too many far have heralded 
Vie to the dust, already. Get thee hence; 

Sorich thee. 

Pan, And live wretched! 

Sar. Tlunk upon 

rhy vow ’tis sacred and irrevocable. 

Pan. Since it is so, farewell. 

Sar, Search well my chamber, 

Ei'eel no remorse at bearing off tlio gold; 
iemeniber, what you leave you leave tlie slavt^s 
iVho slew me: and when you iiavc borne away 
V.I1 safe df to your boats, blow one* long blast 
Jpon the Irumjwt as you quit iJjc jialaro. 

The river’s brink is too remote, its stream 
Too loud at present to j>orn»it the echo 
?o reach distinctly from its banks. Then fly,— 
knd as you sail, turn bach; but still kct'ip on 
four way along the Euphmtcs: if you reach 
The land of Paphlagonia, where the <]uecn 
s safe with my three sons in Cotta s court, 

:$ay what you saie at parting, and rc.qiiest 
That she remember what I Mid a1 one 
Parting more mournful still. 

Pan. I’hnt royal liand! 

[iCt me Uicn once more press ii to iny lips; 

^iid these poor soldiers who Uirong round you, and 
Would fain die with you! 


I would not leave your ancient first abode 
To the defilement of usurping bondmen; 

If I have not kept your inheritance 
As ye bequeath’d i^ this bright part, of it, 

Your treasure, your abode, your sacred relics 
Of arms, and records, monimionts, and a}>oil6, 

In which t^wy would liave rcvell’d, 1 bear me 
To you in that absorbing clement, 

Which most personifies the sotil as leaving 
The least of matter unconsumed before 
Its fiery workings;—and the light of this 
Must royal of fuinTcal pyres shall be 
Not a mcro pillar f.irm’d of' cloud and flame, 

A b<.'anon in ll»* horizon fir a day, 

And tlien a mount of ashes, but a light 
To Jcs.sen ages, rebel nation.*^ and 
Voluptuous princi's. Time shall quench full many 
A people’s records, and a licro’s acts; 

Sweep empire, after empire, like tliis first 
Of empires, inUv nothing; but even tlion 
Shall spare this deed of mine, and hold it up 
A problem few dare imitate, and none 
Despi.se^but, it may be, avoid the life 
Which led to such a consummation. 

Mvhhua rdar;M with a lighted Turch in one kand^ and 
a Cup in the (dfier. 

Myr. Lu! 

Vc lit the lamp which lights us to the stars. 

Sar. And the cup? 

Myr. ’T is my country’s custom to 

Make a libation to the gods. 

Sar. And mine 

To muktj libations among men. I Ve not 
Forgot thecastoin; and although alone, 

Will drain one draught m memory of many 
A joyous baiMjnot past. 

[S.'tJRUAN.Ai'Ai.us takes the cujiy and ajler drinking 
ami Hi deling the reverml mpy as a dr<^f fails 
cxclaim- 

And tills libation 


[The Sfdtliera and Pania throng round kim^ kissing 
his hand and the hem of his robe. 

Sar. My best! iny last friends! 

Lot’s not unman eacli other; part at once : 

All fajcwells should be sudden, when for ever, 

SIsc they make an oternily of moments, 

And clog the last sad sands of life with tears. 

Hence, and be happy; trust me, I am not 

JVow to be pitied; or far more for what 

Is past titan presentfor tlto future, ’tis 

[n the hands of Uie deities, if such 

Thero be: I shall know soon. Farcwell—Farcwell. 

[Exeunt Pania and Soldiers. 
Myr. These men were honest: it is eontfort still 
That our last looks should be on loving faces. 

Sar. And lovc^ ones, my beautiful!—but hear me! 
If at this moment, for we now are on 
The brink, thou feeleal an inward slirutking from 
Tlus leap tltrough fiamu into the future, say it: 

X shall not love thee less; nay, perhaps more, 

For yielding to thy nature: and there’s time 
Yet for Uieo to escape hence. 

Myr. Shall I light 

One d* the torches which lie heaped beneath 
The over-burning lamp that bums without, 

Before Ba^s siirine, in the adjoining hall? 

Sar. Do so. Is that thy answer? 

Myr. i , , Thou shall see¬ 



ls for the excellent Bcleses. 

Myr. Wliy 

Dwells thy mind ratlicr ui>on that man’s name 
Thai on lus mule’s in vdlany ? 

Sar. The one 

is a mere soldier, a more t<K>l, a kind 
Of human sword in a friend’s hand; tlie otlier 
Is masior-movcr of his warlike puppet: 

But I dismiss them from my iiiind.*^Yet {lausc, 

My Myrrha! dost tliou truly follow me, 

Freely and fearlessly ? 

Myr. And dost thou tliink 

A Greek girl dare not do for h>ve, that which 
An Indian widow liraves for ciisluin ? 

Sar. Then 

We but await the signal. 

Myr. It is long 

In sounding. 

iS’ur. Now, faro well; one last embrace. 

Myr. Embrace, but not tlie last; there is one more. 

Sar. True, tlie commingling fire will mix our ashes. 

Myr. And pure as is my love to thee, shall they, 
Purged from the dross of earth, and earthly passion, 
Mix pale with Uiine. A singlo thought yet irks me. 

Sar, Say k. 

Myr. It is that no kind hand will gather 

The dust of both into one urn. 

Sar. The better: 

Rather let. them be borne abroad upon 
The winds of heaven, and scatter’d into air, 

Than bo polluted more by human hands 
Of slaves and traitors; in this blazing palace, 

And its enormous walb of rooking ruin, 

We leave a nobler monument than Egypt 
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HaA piled in her brick mountains, o’er dead kings, 

Or Hne, for none know whether Aose proud piles 
Be for Aeir monarch, or their ox-god Apis: 

So much for mwuments that have forgotten 
Their very record! 

Myr. Then farewell, thou earA! 

And loveliest spot of earth! farewell, Ionia! 

Be thou sUll free and beautiful, and far 
Aloof from desolation! My lust prayer 
Was for thee, my last Aoughts, save one, were of thee! 
Sar. And Aat? 

Myr. Is yours. 

[The trumpet of PaNtA munds without. 
Sar. Hark! 


Myr. you! 

Sar. Adieu, Assyria! 

I loved iliee well, my own, my faAers’ land, 

And better as my country than iny kingdom. r 

I satiated thee wiA peace and joys; and this 
Is my reward! and now I owe Aee noAmgj 
Not even a grave. [He mirunU the pUi. 

Now, Myrrliul 

Myr. Art Aon ready? 

Sar. As Ae torch in thy grasp. 

IMrnKiiA .firm the pile. 
Myr. ’T is fired! I come. 

[.As Mi’KiiiiA eirrinf't forward to throw herefif inta 
the flames, the Curtain falie. 


NOTES TO SARDANAPALUS. 


Note 1, page 266, Unc 60, 

Atul thoUf own Ionian Myrthn. 

“ The Ionian name had been siili more coinpre- 
honsive, having in/duded the Aeliaians and the llteo- 
tiaiis, who, together witli those t«» whom it was after 
wards coiiliried, would make nearly tho whole of tht. 
Greek nation, tinJ atnong the orientals it wus always 
the gonerul name for the Gr<;eks.”-—Gr/cee. 
vol. 1. p. IftU. 

Note 2, i‘ago lineT 83—86. 

Sartktnnpdins 

The anrl son of Ari<tryn(fur(i.7rs, 

In me day Imilt Anchiahis and Tarsus. 

EcU, <lrmk^ and lotv; the rest's not worth a Jillipf 
“For this cx'pedition Ik* took not only asmall ehosen 
Dody of the phalanx, but all his light troojis. In the 
first day’s mardi Ik* rea<‘lied Aneliiulii.s, a town said to 
* have been founded hy the king of Assyria, Sardana- 
palus. The forttlirations, in tlieir magnilude and ex¬ 
tent, still in Arrian’.s time, bore the character of 
gn-atness, which the Assyrians appear singularly to 
hav«’ afleeled in wfirka of tlie kind. A inonuiiierif 
representing Sardanajialus was fournl there, warranted 
hy an inscription in Assyrian eliar.icler.s, of course in 
the old Assyrian language, wlueli the. Greeks, wh»:thcr 
well or ill, interpreted thus; * Sardanapahis, son ofj 
*AnaeyiKlar5i.\es, in one day founded Ancliialus and 
Tarsiis. Kai, drink, play; all other human joys ar(! 
not worth a tillip.’ Supposing this version nearly exact, 


, (for Arrian says it waa not quite so,) whether the 
purpose has not been to invito to civil order a people 
disposed to turbulence, rather than to recommend iin« 
mofierate luxury, may perhaps reasonably be ques-. 
tioned. Wh.if, imb ed, fiould b« the object of a king 
of Assyria in foundiii*' such towns in a country so diii«> ‘ 
tant from hi.s capilal, and so divided from it by an 
immense extent kI* sandy de.scrta and lofty niotintains, 
imd,still more, how the inhululants eoiiid be at once in 
circuinslane«*s to aliandoii tiiemselves to the intern* 
lerati* joys which their prince has been supposed to . 
lavc recouuncrideil, is not oliviotis: hut it may deservo ' 
observalioM tliat, m that line of coast., tlic southern of 
Lo.sser Asia, niin.s of cities, evidently of an age after 
Alexaiuler, yet barely named in history, at this day 
astoiii.vh tiie adventurous traveller by liieir magnificenco 
md eU'gunri*. Amid tin* liesulation whiidi, und^t a 
singularly Iiaiiiariun government, has for so many cen- 
turie.s heoii daily spreading in the finest countries of 
the globe, whether more from soil and climate, or from 
opf>orlii!>iti(5S for commerce, extraordinary means must 
have lieen found for communities to nourish there, 
wlience it may seem that the measures of Sardana- 
paius w’ere directed liy jusler views than have been 
;ominoiily ascribed to him: hut that monarch having 
leoii the last of a tlynasty, ended by a revolution, 
dilfXjuy on his memory wfiuld follow of course fraoi • 
he policy of hl.s .siicee.s.sor.s and tlieir partisans. 

“ The incoiisisteticy of traditions e.oucermng Sarda- ■ 
lapiilus is sinking in biodoruw’account of him.-Altl- 
W’s Greece, vol. ix. pp. 311, 312, and 313. 


THE TWO FOSCARI, 

AN HISTORICAL TRAGEDY. 


Ttie fMher aoftenfl, hut the govervor *• 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 
MEN. 

FRANCfS Fostakt, /)oge o/‘F eiMCC. 
jAt'oro Foscakf, Son of the lyone. 

James liORROANo, a Patridan. 

AIarco Memmo, « Chief of the Eirty. 
Babiiarioo, a Senator. 

Other SetuUorSy the Council of Ten^ OuartU^ 
AUeiiilanis, ^c. ^e. 

WOIVTAN. 

Mauiwa, Wife of young FostMRi. 

Scene—the Ducal Palace, Venice. 


ACT I. 

Scene I.—-4 Uallin the Ducal Paltm. 

EnU:r Lokkoano and Darbarigo, meeting. 

Ij}t. V\''herf. is file prisoner? 

liar. Reposing from 

Tlie Question. 

Ifor. The hour’s p.a.st—fix’d yesterday 

y«>r tlie resumption of his trial.—Ixct ii** 
j Uejoin our colleagues in the coujieii, tuvl 
' Urge his recall. 

iiar. Nay, let him profit hy 

A few brief minutes l«!ir liis tortured ; 





1W»: 

He was o’erwrought the Q,(jostion yesterday, 

Aiui may die under it if now repeated. 

Zor. Welt? 

Bar. I yield not to you in love of justice, 

Or bate of the ambitious Foscari, 

Father and son, and all their noxious race; 

But the poor wretch has suffer’d beyond nature’s 
Most stoical endurance. 

Zor. Without owning 

His crime ? 

Bar, Perhaps wiUiout committing any. 

But he avow’d the letter to the Duke 
Of Milan, and his sufferings half atone for 
Such weakness. 

Jjor. Wc shall see 

Bar. You, Loredano, 

Pursue hereditary hate too fur. 

. Lor. How far ? 

Bar. To extermination, 

Jjor. When tlicy are 

Extinct, you may say this.—Let’s in to council. 

Bar. Yet pause—the ntwnber of oJir colleagues is no 
Complete yet; two are wanting cre wo can 
Proceed. 

Zor. And the chief judge, the JDoge ? 

Bur. ' No-ho 

With more than Roman fortiiudo, is ever 
First at tlie board in tins unhappy ])roces8 
Against lus last and only sou. 

Zor. True—truo— 

His ^os^. 

Bar, Will nothing move you ? 

Zor. Feels Ac, think you ? 

Bar. He shows it not- 

Zor. I have mark’d tAoi—tin* wrtUch! 

J5ar. But yesterday, I hear, on his return 
To th<! ducal chumhers, as he pass’d tlic tlireshold 
The old man faiiUcd. 

Aer. It begins to work, then. 

Bar. The work is iialf your own. 

Zor. And should bo uU miuo— 

My father and my uncle are no more. 

Bar. I have read their e]>ila]>li, which says Uicy died 
By poison. 

Jjir, When the Doge declared that ho 
Should never (teem lumself a sovereign till 
The death c/ Peter Loie<iano, both 
Tlie brothers sicken'd sliortly:—he is sovereign. 

Bur. A wrblclied one. 

Zor. What should tliey be who make 

Orphans ? 

Bfur, But (lid tlio Doge mal;o you so 7 

Zor. Yea. 

Bar. What solid prooL ? 

Zor. When princes set thcnuselves 

To work in secret, prorifs and ])rocess are 
Alike made diffieiilt; but I have suclii 
Of the first, fltf! shall make iJic second needless. 

Bar. But you will move by law ? 

Zer. By all the laws 

Which he would leave us. 

Bar. They arc such in this 

Our state as render retribution easier 
Than ’inongst remoter nations. Is it true 
That you have written in yovir hacks of commerce, 

(The wealthy practice of our highest nobles,) 

•Doge Foscari, my debtor for the deaths 
Of Marco and Pietro Loredano, 

My siro and uncle ?’ 

Jjjr . It is written thus, 

Bftr. And will you leave it unerased 7 

Zsr. Till balanced. 

Bar, And how 7 

f7\oo Senaiortm^ over the stage, as in their 
uKiy to MaU 6/ the CoutwU of Ten.” 


Zor. You see the number is con^lete. 

Follow me. • {Bait LoasDAJvo. 

Bar. (solus.) Follow thee 1 1 have follow’d long 
Thy jiatli of desolation, as the wave 
Sweeps after that before it, alike whelming 
The wreck that creaks to the wild winds, and wretch 
Wild shrieks widiin its riven ribs, as gush 
The u aters through them; but this son and sire 
Might move the elements to pause, and yet 
Must I on hardily like tliem-^h ! would 
I could as blindly anti remorselessly !— 

Lo, where he conios!—Be still, my heart! they are 
Thy fixts, must be ihy victims: wilt Uiou beat 
For iJiosc who almost broke thee 7 

Enter Gu(uds, with young Foscari as prisoner^ 

Guard. Let him rest. 

Signor, take time. 

jar,. Fos. I tliank thee, friend, 1 ’m feeble; 

But thou raay’st stand reproved. 

Guard. I ’ll stand the hazard 

Jac. F\)s. That’s kind;—I meet some pity, but no 
intTcy: 

This iM the first. 

Guard. And might be last, did they 

W'lio rule l>n}K)ld us. 

Bar. (advanrinrtfilh'Guard.) There is one who docs 
fear not; I will mdther b(' thy judge 
M(»r thy accuser ; tlmugli tho hour is past, 

►Vait fiiiir last siminiotis—J am of “the Ten,” 
ilnd waiting ibr tiial summons, sanction you 
iven by my presence; when the last call sounds, 

A^{5 ’ll in li>geiher.—Look well to die prisoner! 

J(w. Ff)s. What voice is that ?—’T is Barbarigo’s! Ah! 
)ur house’s foe, and one of my few judges. 

Bar. To balance such a foe, if such there be, 

.’’liv father .sits among tliyjudgcs. 

Jur. Foe. True, 

Ic judges. 

Bur. Tlien deem not tbo laws too iiursli 
•Vbiih yield sn mucli mdulgencc to u siro 
\s to ailiov his vou;o in such high matter 
\s the slate’s safety- 

Jac. Foe. And his sim’s. I *m faint; 

.ft me approach, I pray you, f4ir a breath 
>r air, yon wiiulow whh’h o’erlo'*ks tho waters. 

Eiiici- an OJftr/r, W’/iv whispers Bakuakigo. 

Bar. (iotiu' Guard.) T.et him appofacli. 1 must 
ni>t speak with liim 

'urtlier than thus; 1 have transgre<sVI my duty 
a this brief parlt v. and must now nsleora it 
Vitliiri the Council ClKimhor. fA’ai/ Baubakigo. 
[Guard cojuhuiiug Jacoi'O Foscaki to ifw wiwhw. 
Guard. There, sir, ’t is 

|)cn—How feel you? 

Jac. Fos. Like a hoy—Oh Venice! 

Guard. And your limbs 1 
Jar.. Fos. Limh‘:! how often have they borne me 
bounding o'er yon blue lid<?, as I have skimm’d 
'he gondola along in chiklish race, 
nd, inasqiicAl a.s a young goiuloher, amidst 
y gay competitors, noble os I, 
acwl for our pleasure, in the [»rido of strength; 

/Idle tlic fair populace, of crowding beauties, 
lebuian as patrician, checrVl us on 
/itlj dazzling smiles, and wishes audible, 
nd waving kr.rchitfs, and apfdauding hands, 
ven to the goal !— How many a time have I 
ven witli arm still lustier, breast more daring, 

‘he wave all roughen’d; with a swimmer’s stroke 
inging the billows back from my drench’d hair, 
id laughing from my Up tho audacious brine, 

/liich luss’d it like a wine-cup, rising o’er 
he waves as they arose, and prouder still 
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The lo^r they uplified me; and oO, 

III wautonncss of spirit, plunging down 
lnt .0 their green and glassy gulfs, and making 
My way lo shells and sea-weed, all uuseen 
By those above, till they wax’d icarful; then 
Returning with my grasp full of such tokens 
As allow’d that I had searchM tiio lU'pp: exulting, 

With a far-dashiag str(A(i, and drawing deep 
The long-suspended breath, again T spurn'd 
The foam wbicli broke around ute, and pursued 
My track like a sea-bird.—1 was a boy tlien. 

Guard. Be a man now: there never was more noo( 
Of manhood’s strength. 

• Jac. f\>8. {looking J'rorn the latlke.) My licauUful, m; 
♦own, 

My only Venice—//n.s iahredthl Tliy breeze, 

TJiiiie Adrian sea-breeze, how it fans my face! 

Thy very winds feel native to my veins, 

And cool them into calmness! IIow' unlike 
I’he hot gales of the horri<l ('yclades, 

Wliich howl’d about my Candiote dungeon, and 
Made my heart sick. 

Guard. I see the colour coni(!S 

Back t<» your cheek: Heaven send yon strength to betii 
What m<»re may be impo.S‘*tl!—1 dread to think on’l. 

Jac. I^os. They will not b.nush nit' agJtin 7—No—no 
Let, Iheni wring on; I am strong yet. 

Guard, Confess, 

Ami the r.'u^k will be sj>ared you. 

Jkc, I^ns. 1 Cunf'ss’j 

Onct—twice l»etl>re: both times llnry exiled me. 

Guard. And tiic tlinci time uill slay you. 

Jar.. Fos. l,<‘t tliem do so, 

S<» 1 be buried in my birliiplaec.; better 
lie uslies htiro than au;;h! that lives (‘Ne\v)i(‘re. 

Guard. And can you so nmcdi love l)ie soil wliich 
halos von ? 

Jar. Jos. TIm‘ soil ’—Oh no, it is the seed of the soil 
Which perseeules me; hut mv' native earth 
Will fake me as a m<»!li«‘r to Imt arms. 

1 a::k n(» more than a Vb‘n''tian erave, 

A dungeon, wiial tliey will, so it l>e liere. 

Kutc' an Oj/lrn. 

OjTi. Bring in the jn-istmer! 

itunrd. Sijinor, you hear (he order. 

Jar. Fo.<i, Ay, I am nseil to ?uch a summons; 't is 
Tile third linu! they imve tortured me:—then lend mo 
Thine arm. \To the Guard. 

OJfi. Take mine, sir; ’i is my duty to 

Be ni'tirest to your perstm. 

Jac. Fas. Von !— you are lie : 

Who yesterday presided o'er my pangs— ! 

Away 1—1 'U walk alone. i 

Qffi. As you |)leo'‘'e, signor; 

The senti'nce was not of my signua^, hut 
I dared not disobey tlio Council when 
I'hey- 

Jac. Pas. Bade tliee stretch me on their horrid engine. 

I pray thee touch mo not—that, is, just now; 

The time will conic they will rcne.w lliat order, 

But keep off from me till ’l is issued. As 
1 look upon thy hands my curdling limbs 
Quiver with the anticipated wrencliing, 

And the cold drops strain through my brow, as i f. 

But onward—I have borne it—*1 can bear it.-— 

How looks my father ? 

OJi. With his wonted aspect. 

Jac. Pas. So docs the earth, and sky, the blue of ocean, 
I’he brightness of our city, and her domes, 

The mirth of her Piazza, even now 
Its merry hum of nations pierces here, 

Kven liere, into these chambers cd' the unknown 
Wlio govern, and the unknown and the unnumber’d 
Judged and destroy’d in silence,—all tilings wear 


The self-same aspect, to my very sire! 

Nothing can sympathize with Foscari, 

Not even a Foscari.—Sir, I attend you. 

[£areani Jacopo Foscari, Qfficery 

Enter Memmo and another Sfsuttar. 

Mem. He’s gone—wo are too late.*—think you “the 
Ten” 

Will sit for any length of time to-day? 

Sai. They say Uie prisoner is most obdurate^ 
Persisting in his first avowal; but 
More I know not. 

Mem. And that is much; the secrets 

Of yon terrific chamber are as hidden 
From us, tlio pnmiier nobles of the state, 

As from die people. 

Sen. Save the wonted rumours, 

Wliich (lilsc the tales of spectres tliat are rife 
Near ruin’d biiildings) never have been proved, 

Nor wholly disbclioved: men know as little 
Of the state's real acts as of the grave’s 
Ibifathoni’d rnysforios. 

.]\ffni. 35ut with IcngUi of time 

W<' <;ain a s(ej> in knowledge, and 1 look 
Forward to be one ilay of tlie de-comvirs. 

Sen. Or l>ogo ? 

Mem. Wliy, no; not if I can avoid it. 

Sen. ’7'is flic first station of the state, and may 
Be lawfully di'>irod, and lawfully 
AI tain’ll by noble as/)iranLs. 

Metii. To such 

leave it ; tbongb bom noble, iny ambition 
s limited: I M ratlier bo an unit 
M’an iiuiiod an<l imperial “Ten,” 

'riiun .sliine a lonely, thougli a gilded cipJicr.— 

Adioni have wo here? the wife of Fo.scari? 

Ettier Majun.-i, luith a female AUmdant. 

Mar. Vvdiat, no om-?—I am wrong, thoro still are 

tut); 

Jut they are seiiatc»rs. 

Mem. Most noble lady, 

oiinnand us. 

Mur. J cfnrrnarul! —Alas! my life 

las been ono long entreaty, and a vain one. 

Mem. I underslaufl (bee, but 1 must not answer. 

Afar. (ArrrWy.) I'rue—none. dare, answer bore save 
on the rack, 

‘r f|ue.stion save tlio.se - — 

Mem. {mte.rrupliu'j her.) Iligb-bom darnc 1 Indhink 
thee 

Vhere tliou now art. 

Mar. Where I now am!—It was 

4y husband’s falher’y palaro. 

Mem. 7’ho 1 hike’s palace. 

Mur. And lii< son’s prison;—true, I bavo not forgot it ; 
\nd if lliero wi re no oilier nearer, bitterer 
lemcmbrances, woubl (bank the illustrioua IVTemmo 
‘"'or pointing out the pleasures of die place. 

Mem. Bt! ralin! 

Mar. {loohinif up tovmrrls heaven.) I am ; but thou 
eternal God ! 

!!!anst thuu continue so, with .such a world? 

Me.m. Thy bu.sbanJ yet may bo absolved. 

Mar. He in, 

n heaven. I pray you, signor senator, 

^poak not of that; you arc a man of otBce, 

So is the IJoge ; he has a son at stake 
>fow, at this moment, and I have a husband, 

'r had ; they arc there within, or were at least 
An hour since, face to face, as judge and culprit: 

Al'ill he condemn him ? 

Mem. I trust not, 
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Mar. But if 

Ho does not) there are those will sentence both. 

Mem. They can. 

itfor. And witlt them power and will are one 

In wickednessmy husband’s lost! 

Mem. Not so; 

Justice is judge in Venice. 

Mar. If it were so, 

There now would be no Venice. But lot it 
Li^e on, so the good dio not, till the hour 
Of nature’s summons; but “ the Ten’s” is quicker, 

And wc must wait on’t. Ah! a voice of wail! 

[A faint cry tuithin. 

8m. Hark! 

Mem. *T was a cry of— 

Mar. No, no; not my husband’s— 

Not Foscari’s. 

Mem, The voice was— 

Mar. Not fan: no. 

lie shriek! No; that should be his father’s part, 

Not his—not his—he ’ll dio in silence. 

\A faint fproan as^nin within. 
Mem. What! 

Mar. Hie voice! it se(*m’d so: I will not 
Believe it. Should ho shrink, 1 cannot cease 
To love; btil—no—no—no—it must have been 
A fearful pang, which wrung a groan from him. 

Sen. And, feeling for thy husband’s w roiq^, wouldsl 
thou 

Have him bear more than mortal pain, in silence ? 

Mar. We all must bear our tortures. I have not 
Left barren the great house of Foscari, 

Though they sweep bolli the Doge and son from life; 

I Imve endured as mncl) in giving life 
To thoso who will succeed them, as they can 
In leaving it: but mine were joyful pangs; 

And yet they wrung me till 1 rnuh} jjavc shriek’d. 

But did not, for my hope was to bring forth 
Heroes, and would not wcleomo them with tears. 

Mem. All’s silent now. 

Mar. Verhnps all’s ov(*r; but 

I will not deem it: he bath nerved liiinself, 

And now defies tliem. 

JEnter an Qffccr hastily. 

Mem, How now, friend, wlial sock you ? 

OJi. A leech. The prisoner has fainted. 

OfictT. 

Mem. Lady, 

’T were bettor to retire. 

Sen. {qffering to asnist her.) I pray lliee do so. 

Mitr. Off! I will tend him, 

Mem. Vou! Remember, lady! 

Ingress is given to none within those cliambers. 

Except “the Ten,” and their familiars. 

M(tr. Well, 

I kii(»w that none who enter there return 
As they have enter’d—many never; but 
They shall not balk iny entrance. 

Mem. Alas! tliis 

Is but to exjiose yourself to harsh repulse, 

And worse suspense. 

Mar. Who shall oppose me ? 

Mem. 

Whose duly ’l is to do so. 

Mar. ’Tis/fteirduty 

To trample on all human feelings, all 
Ties wiiich bind man to man, to emulate 
The fiend.H, who will one day requite th<mi in 
Variety of torturing! Yet I’ll pass. 

Mem. It is im|K>ssiblc. 

Afar. That shall be tried. 

Despair de&os even despoUsm: there is 
That in my ho/irt w ould makv its way through hosts 
With levell’d spears; and think you a few jailers 


Shall put me from my jiath? Give mo, tlien, way; 
This is die I>oge’s palace; 1 am wife 
Of the Duke’s son, the itmoceni Duke’s son, 

And they shall hear this! 

Mm. It will only serve 

More to exaspcraie his judges. 

Mar. What 

Are judges w'ho give way to anger? they 
Who do so arc assassins. Give me way. 

[JEmt Mariva. 

Sen. Poor lady! 

Mem. *T is mere desperatinn; site 

Will not bo {uliniticd o’er tlic threshold. 

Sen. And 

Even if she be so. cannot save her husband. 

But, sec, the officer relurns. 

[ The. Q/jicer passes over the stage vnth another 
Afan. I hardly i- 

Thouglit lhat “tlio I’en” liad even this touch of pity, 

Or would jK'rniil assistance to this Rufferer. 

S(n. Pilyl Is’t pity to reeall to feeling 
The wroicli tfMi bnppy to escape to death 
By Uni cumpassioiiate ininre, p<M>r nature’s last 
Ri'souree agaiiis! l!ic tyranny of pain? 

ATm. 1 nmvvel tlicy eondemn him not at once. 

Sen. That’s not tlioir poli*’y ; tliey’d have him live, 
Because be. fi-ars not death; and banish Inin, 

Boenuse all rarth, e.v(:*‘pt Ins native land, 

To him is one \sjih‘ prison, and each breath 
(.)f foreign air he fhav.s :'ei nis a slow poison, 
Omsinmng hut lut kiHmg. 

AJrm. Circum-sianco 

(^nifinns his crimes, hut lie avows iheni ih)l. 

Sen. None, enve tlie letter, wlih'h he says was written. 
Address’d to Mthm's dulo’, in the full knowledge 
That, il wotild fa!! itito the senate’s hands, 

.'Iiifl thus li(' sluiuid he reermveyod to Venice. 

ATcm. But as a <*nlprit. 

S(n. Yob, but h» his country ; 

And dial was all he sougln, so be avoitehes. 

AJi-m. The. aeensotmn of the bribes was proved. 

Sen. N"t clearly, and tlie c!iarg<“ oi' homicide 
Has been annullM by the <leatii-bed confession 
(>f Nicolas Eri7./r>, who alew t)ic lau* 

Chief of “the Ten.” 

Mem. Then \Nhy n«>t clear him? 

Sen. That 

They ouglit, to answer; for il is wtll known 
That Alruoro Donato, as I .smd, 

Was stain by Erizzo f(»r private vengeance, 

Altm. There must be more in this strange process 
than 

The apparent crimes of tlie aitcuscd disclose— 

But here come two of “the Ten;” let m retire. 

[Exeunt Memmo and Sen^r. 

£«/:cr liOREDANO and. Barjiarigo. 

Bar. {a/ldrcssiug liOit.) That were too much : 
believe me, ’t was not meet 
The trial should go furtlior at this moment. 

Lor. And so the Council must break uf^ and Justice 
Pause in herffiil) career, because a woman 
Breaks in on our deliberations ? 

They J5(tr. No, 

That’s not the cause; you saw the prisoner’s state. 
Ijot. And bad he not recover’d ? 

Bar. To relapse 

Upon the least renewal. 

tear. ’T was not tried. 

Bar. ’T is vain to mtirmiir; the majority 
In council were against you. 

Lor. Thanks to you, sir, 

And the old ducal dotard, who combined 
The worthy voices which o’erruled my own. 

Bar. 1 am a judge; but must confe.s8 that part 
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Of our Btem duty, which prosicnbos tlie (Question, 

And bids U8 sit and see its sharp udUction, 

Makes mo wish— 

ior. What? 

Bar. That you would aometimet feel, 

As I do always. 

Lcr. Go to, you Vo a child, 

Infirm of feeling as d* purpose, blown 
About by every breatli, shor)k by a sigh, 

And mtjltcd by a tear—a precious judge 
For Venice! and a wortliy statesnian to 
Be partner in my policy ! 

B(ir, He shod 

No tears. 

L/^, He cried out twice. 

Bar, A saint had done so, 

Even with the crown of glory in his eye, ^ 

At such inhuman artifice of pain 
As was forced on him ; but ho did nut cry 
For pity; not a word nor groan escaped iiini, 

And those two shrieks were not in supplication, 

But rung from pangs, and follow’d by no prayers. 

Lor. lie mutter’d many times between liis teeth 
But inarticulately. 

Bar, That I hoard not 

You stcK>d more near him. 

Lor, I did so. 

Bar, Mctliouglil, 

To my surj>riRe too, you were touch’d with mercy, 

And were llio first to call out for assistance 
When he was failing. 

Ij)t. I believed that swoon 

His last. 

Bur. And have I m>t oft heard thee name 
Hih and ills fjilh<‘r’s dealli yt»ur n<‘ar«‘st wish? 

Lrr. If ho dies mnoeent, tluit is to say, 

^ With his guilt uuavow’d, ho ’ll be lamented. 

Bar. What, wouldst thou slay his memory? 

Ijyr, Wouldst thou have 

His state descend to Ids children, as it mu.st, 

If ho die unatlaintcd ? 

Bar. War with them too ? 

i/)r. With all tlieir house, till theirs or mine ore 
nothing. 

Bar. And the deep agony of his pale wife, 

^Kid the. repress’d convulsion of the high 
And princely brow of hi.s old father, which 
Broke forth in a sli^il shuddering, lliough rarely, 

Or in some clammy drops, soon wiped away 
in stern serenity; these moved you not ? 

[Ejcit Loredano. 

He’s silent in his hate, ns Foscari 

Was ill his suffering; and iho poor wretch moved me 

More by h'ls silence than a ihoasand outcries 

Could have eftocted. ’T was a dreadful sight 

When his distract’d wife broke, tlirough into 

Th(5 hall of (»ur trilnmal, and beheld 

What wc could scarcely look upon, h>ng used 

^^o such sights. 1 must think no more of tliis, 

Tjcst I forget in this compassion for 
Our foes their former injuries, and lose 
The hold of vengeance Loredano plans 
For him and me ; but mine would be content 
With lesser retribution than he thirsts for, 

And 1 would mitigate his deeper hatred 
To milder thoughts ; but f »r the present, Foscari 
Has a short hourly re.spitu, granted at 
The instance of the elders of the Coimcil, 

Moved doubtlera by his wife’s appearance in 
The hall, and lus own 8ufterings.~>Lo! they come: 
How feeble emd forlorn! I cannot bear 
To lo<dc on them again in this extremity: 

1 ’ll hence, and try to soften Loredano. 

\Exii Barbarioo. 


ACT II. 

Scene 1.—^ Hail in the Doge’s Pc^xee, 

T/ic Docs £ aiid a Senator. 

Sen. Is i». your pioa^iiire to sign tlio report 
Now, or postpone it till to-morrow ? 

Doge. Now; 

I overlook’d it yesterday: it wants 
Merely tlic signatun;. Give me iho pen— 

\Tiie Doge aiU dotvn ami signs Ote paper. 

There, signor. 

Sirn. {looking at the paper.) You liavo (brgol;it is 
not sign'd. 

IJo^e. Not sign’ll ? All, I pen'oivc niy eyes begin 
To wax more weak with age. I did not see 
That I had dipp’d the pen without effect. 

Sen. {dipping the pen into the ink^ and placing the 
paper Iwforc the Doce.) Your hand, too, 
bhakiis, my lord: allow me, thus— 

D(tge, ’T is done, I thank you. 

Sen. Thus the act confirm’d 

By you and by “tho Ten,” give.s peace to Venice. 

Doge. ’Tis long since she enji»y’d it: may it be 
As long ere she resume her arms! 

Sen. ’Tis almost 

I'hirty-four years of nearly ce.aseless warfare 
With the Turk, or tho powers of Italy; 

Tho state had need of .some repo.se. 

Dtge. No doubt: 

1 fmnd her (pu;*-!! of <K*e.an, and I leave her 
Lady of Lombardy; it is a coinfut 
That I have aiided to her diadem 
The gmiLs of Brescia anil Ravenna; Croma 
And Bergamo no loss are hers; luir realm 
By lan<l has grown by thus much m my reign, 

VVhile her sea-sway has not shrunk. 

Sen. ’T is most true, 

And merits all our country’s gratitude. 

Digc. Perhaps so. 

Sen. Which shoiihl be made manifest. 

Doge. I have not complain’d, sir. 

Setu My good lord, forgive me. 

Doge. For what ? 

Sen. My heart bleeds for you. 

D>ge. For mo, signor? 

Sen. And for your—- 
Doge. Stof)! 

Sen. It must have way, my lord : 

I have too many duties towards you 
And all your house, for past and present kindness, 

Not to feel deeply for your son. 

Doge. Was this 

In your cuiiimissiun? 

Sen, What, my lord ? 

Doge. This prattle 

Of ihiiigH you know not: but tho treaty’s sign’d; 

Return witli it to them who sent you. 

Sen. 1 

Obey. I had in charge, too, from the Council 
That you would fix an hour for their reunion. 

Z>f>gc. Say, wlien tliey will—now, even at tliis 
monitait, * 

If it so please them: I am the state’s servant. 

Sen. They would accord some time fir your repose. 
Dge. X have no repose, tliat is, none whidi shall cause 
'I'hc loss of an hour’s time unto the state. 

Lot them meet when tlicy will, I shall be found 
IVhere I should bo, and what I have been ever. 

[Eni Senator. 
{The Doge remaint ut aUenoa. 

Enter on Attendant. 

Au. Prince! 

Doge, Say on. 



•BBE.TSyi#'. 


Jbt. The yiuatrious lady Foscari 

lequesu an audience. 

J^ge, Bid her enter. Poor 

Carina I Attendant. 

[7%e Does remains in silence as heft/re. 

Enter MaaiNA. 

Mar. I have ventured, father, on 
ifour privacy. 

Dnge. I have non© from you, my child, 

command my time, when not commanded by 
Fho state. 

Mar. \ wish’d to sj>cak to yotj of Atm. 

Jhge. Vour husband ? 

Mar, And your son. 

Doge, Proceed, my daughter! 

Afar. I had obtain’d permission from tho “ Ten” 

To attend my husband for a Umited number 

hours. 

D>ge. You had so. 

Mar. *T is revoked. 

Doge. By whom ? 

Mar. “Tile Ten.”—When wo had reaxdi’d “the 
Bridge of Sighs,” 

Wliich T prepared to pass with Foscari, 

The gloomy guardian of that, passage first 
DemurcM: a messenger was sent back to 
‘The I'cu*,” but as the court no longer sate, 

^iid no permission had been given in writing, 

I was thrust bock, with llu* assurance tliat 
Tntil tliat high tribunal reassembled 
riic dungeon Nvalls must still divide us. 

Ooge. True, 

The form has hecn omitted in the haste 

kVith which tlio court adjourn’d, and till it meets, 

T is dubious. 

Mar. Till it meets ! and when it meets, 

They’ll torture liim again; and ho ai»l 1 
Vliist purcliasti by renewal of llic rack 
The inforv'icw of husband nnd (>f wife, 

The hoiiesl tie beneath the heavens !—Oh God! 

.)o«t thou sou this I 

])og€. Child—child- 

Mar. {aimipUtf.) Call wc not “ child!” 

ITou soon will have no children—you deserve none— 
fou, wlio can talk thus calmly of a son 
.n circumstances which would call fortii tears 
Xbl<K>d from ypartansl TliougU these did not weep 
Their boys wlio died in battle, is it written 
That Uiey l>chcld diem perish piecemeal, nor 
Strctcii’d fortli a hand to save tliom ? 

Doge, You behold rac: 

L cannot wcoj)—I would I could ; but if 
Each white hair on Uiis licail were a young life, 

This ducal cap the diadem of eartii, 

This ducal ring with which I wed tlic waves 
\ talisman to still them—I’d give all 
Eor him. 

Mar, With less ho surely might be saved. 

Doge. That answer only shows you know not Venice. 
A.las ! how should you ? she knows not herselfj 
In all her mystery. Hear mo—they who aim 
At Fo^ari, mm no loss at his fatlior; 

The sire’s dostnirtitm would not save the son; 

The work by dilfcront means to the some end, 

And that ie—but they have not conquer’d yet. 

Mar, But they have crush’d. 

Doge, Nor crush’d as yet—I live. 

Mar. And your son,—how long wiU he live ? 

Doge. I trust, 

For all that yet » post, as many years 
And happier than bis father. The rash boy 
With womaiush impatience to return, 

Hath ruin’d all by that detected letter: 

A high crime, whicli I neither ,4;:an deny 


Nor palliate, as pu'ent or as Duke: 

Had he but borne a tittle, tittle longer 
His Caiidiote exile, 1 had hopes— be has quench’d 
them— 

He must return. 

Mar. To exile? 

Doge. I have said it. 

Mar. And can 1 not go with him ? 

Doge. You well know 

Tills prayer ofyows was twice denied before 
By the assembled' “ Ton,” and hardly now 
Will be accorded to a third request, 

Since aggravated errors on the part 
Of your lord renders them still more austere. 

Mar. Austere? Atrocious! Tho old human ftonds^ 
With one foot in ttie grave, with dim eyes, strange 
To tears save drops of dotage, with long white 
And .scanty hairs, and shaking hands, and heads 
As palsied as tlicir hearts aro hard, they council, 

Cabal, and put men’s lives out, as if life 
Wert* no more Uian llic feelings long extinguish’d 
In th(iir accursed bosoms. 

Doge. You know not— 

Mar. I do—I do—and so should you, metliinks— 
That tlu'se are demons: could it be else that 
Men, wlio have been of w(»mcn bom and suckled— 
Wlio liavc loved, or tjvlk'd at least of love—have given 
Their hands in sacred vows—liave danced their baboK 
Upon their knees, perhajis have mourn’d above them 
In pain, in peril, or in dcaili—wlio arc, 

Oi were at h'asl in s<*oniiiig hiiniau, could 
Oo as they liavc done by yours, and you yourself, 

Yoiiy who abet them ? 

JJogc. I forgive this, for 

You know not what you say. 

M'lr. You know it well, 

And li e) it nothing. 

Dogr. I have borne so niucli, 

That words have ceased to shake me. 

Mar. Oh, no doubt! 

You liavft scon your son’s blood flow, and your flesh 
si look not; 

And atler that, what arc a woman’s words ? 

JN’o mure than woman’s tears, that they should shake you. 
Dogr. Woman, this clauu^roiis grief of thine, I tell 
tlieo, 

Ts no more in the balance widgJi’d with that 
Whicfi—but I pity thee, my poor Marina! 

Mar. Pity my luislmnd, or I cast it from me; 

Pity lliy son! I'^hou pily!—’tis a word 
fStrange to thy heart—how came it on thy lips ? 

Doge. X must bear Uicse r<q)roaches, though Uicy 
wrong me. 

Coiildst tliou but read . 

Mar. ’T is not upon tliy brow, 

Nor in thine eyes, nor in thine acts,—where then 
Sliould I behold tliis sympathy? or sball? 

Dige. {pointing doivnwartls.) There ! 

Afar. In the earth ? 

Doge. To wliich I am lending: when 

It lies u[>on this heart, fur iightiicr, though 
Loaded with marble, tlian tlic tliougiits which press it 
Now, you will know me bettor, 

JVfor. Are you, tlien, 

Indeed, tlius to be pitied ? 

Dige. Pitied! None 

Sliall ever use that base word, with which men 
Clokc their soul’s hoarded triumph, as a fit on© 

To mingle with my name ; that name sliall be, 

As far as I have borne it, wlmt it was 
When I received it. 

Mar. But for the poor children 

Of him Uiou const not, or thou wilt nc^ save, 

You were the last to bear it. 

Doge. 


Would it were so 
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Better for hiin he never had been bom, 

Better for me.—I have seen our house dishonour’d. 

Mar, That’s false! A truer, nohliir, trustier heart, 
More loving, or more loyal, never beat 
Within a human breast. I would not change 
My exiled, persecuted, mangled husband, 

Oppress’d but not disgraced, crush'd, overwhelm’d, 
Alive, or dead, for prince or paladin 
In story or in fable, with a world 
To back his suit. Dishonour’d! —he dishonour’d! 

I tell the^ Di^e, H is Venice is dishonour'd ; 

His name shall be her foulest, worst reproach, 

J**or whaf he suffers, not for what he did. 

’T is yg who are all traitors, tyrant!—y<5! 

Did you but love your country like this victim 
Who totters bade in diaiiis to tortures, and 
Submits to all things rather than to exile, 

You’d fling yourselves before him, and implore 
His grace for your enormous gtiilt. 

Doge. He was 

Indued all you have said. I butler bore 
Tlie dcatlis of the two sons Heaven look from me 
Than Jacopo’s disgni';c. 

M(tr. Tliat word again ? 

Ihge. Has h<5 not boon coiidt inn’d ? 

Mar. Is none but guilt so 

Doge. Time may restore liis memory—I would hop 
so. 

IIo was my pride, my—but ’i is useless now— 

I am not givim t<» tears, but \v«^j)t f»rJoy 
Wli<*n bo was born: tliose drops were oiniiions. 

Mar. T say la ’s iimo<:ent! An<l were bo not yo, 

Is <)ur own bbx>d and kin to sbnaK from us 
In fatal moments ? 

fhge. 1 shrank not from liiiii: 

Ibil I have other duties than a father’s; 

Tli^ stale wmild not dispcnyi; me from those duties; 
Twice I dmnaiided it, but was refused • 

They must then be fulfill’d. 

/sinter an Atlcndani, 

Atl. A message from 

"The Tun.” 

Drtge. Who bears it? 

Noble T.oredano. 

^ fhgc He !— but atimit him. | A’mV Atlmduht. 

Mnr. Must I then retire'' 

Purhnps it Is not rcijuisite, if tins 
I kmeerns y/nir husband, and if not—-Well, signor, 
Your pteasui'O ! |7V> Lokkp\no aUering. 

Ijor. t boar that of “ the Tun.” 

Doge They 

Have chosen well tlioir envoy. 

/yjr. ’^r is their ehoicii 

Which loads mo hero. 

Dtge. It d<x}s thi ir wisdom honour, 

And no less to their cemrtesy.—Proceed. 
fj)T. Wo have decided. 

Doge. Wo ? 

£/)r. " The Ten” in council. 

Doge. What! have they met again, and met without 
Apprising me ? 

(Mr. They wish’d to spare your feelings, 

No loss than age. 

Dtgc. Thai’s new—when spared they either? 

[ ihatde Uiom, notwitlistanding. 

lj}T. You know well 

That they have jjower to act at their discretion, 

With or without the presence of the Doge. 

Doge, ’T is some years since I Icam’d this, long belbre 
I became r>>ge, or droam'd of sucli advancement. 

V'ou need not school me, signor: I sate in 
That counc'it when you were a young patrician. 

Jjor. True, in my fatlicr’s time; 1 haw heard liim and 
I'he admiral, liis broiher, s'ay as much. 

2N 


j Your highness may rememl>er them; dmy both 
Died suddenly. 

Doge. AtkI if they did so, Ijettor 
So die than live on lingeringly in pain. 

Lor. No doubt; yet most men like to live their da^ 
out. 

Doge. And did not they? 

Tlie grave knows best; they died, 

As 1 said, suddenly. 

Doge. Is that so strange, 

That you repeat the word en^atically ? 

Djt. So far from strange, that never was there death 
In my mind half so natural ns theirs. 

Think you not so ? 

Doge. 'What should I think of mortals? 

fyjr. That they have mortal foes. 

Doge. I understand you; 

Y^our sires were mine, and y/Mi are heir in all tilings. 
ij)r. You bt'st know if I should be so. 

Dtige. I do. 

Your fathers were iny foex, and I have heard 
Foul rumours were aliroad; I iiavi? also road 
Their ephapb, uKnfmiing llieir deutiis 
T(» poison. ’T i.s perliaps ns true as most 
liisiTipiions upon tombs, and vet no Joss 
A fable. 

Ijor. Who dares say so ? 

I!—Tis true 

Your falhei-s \vere mine enemies, as bitter 
As tbt‘irson e'er run be, and I no less 
Was theirs; bul ! was ojtcn/y tlunr foe: 

I never work’d by })lot in <‘(nmcil, nor 
bibal in eoniinonwealdi, nor secrel means 
)f praeti<‘<! against life by steel or drug, 

Tlie jnoofls, your existence. 

Jjor. I fear not. 

Doge. YYiti iiavc no cause, being what I am ; but 
won* I 

Dmt you would have me thought, you long ero now 
Were past tlie sense of lour. Hate on; I care not. 

Jjor. I iHwer yet know that a noble's life 

II Veijiee had l<* dreail a 1 logo’s frown. 

That is, by open means. 

Doge. Tbit f, gooil .signor, 

III, or at least wv«, more Ilian a mere duke, 
bi>.>.Kl, ill mind, in means; and that flii’y know 
Who dreadeil to elect! me, and have sinco 
Striven all they dare to weigh me down: bo sure, 
lefiro or since that perkxl, had I belli you 
At so muc'h price as to reijuire. your absence, 

A word of mine bad set such spirits to work 
As would liave inudci ymi noUiing. But m all things 
have observed the sfrietost reverence; 

Not, for the laws alone, fir tlioae you have strain’d 
1 do not speak vi'you but us a single 
V<iico of the many) .somewhat l»eyond what 
eoulil enf^ree for my aulhorify 
Yero 1 disfM>sed to bruvvl; buf, as I saul, 
have ol»s*;rved with vern'ratioii, like 
A priest’s fir tfie iiigli altar, even unfo 
'he sacrifice of my ^>wn blood and rpiict, 

Sttfeiv, aiid all save iKinour, tlie docroes, 

: health, the firide, and welfare of the state. 

\x\d now, sir, to your business. 
lj)r. *T is clecreed, 

hat, without farther repetition of 
The Ciuestion, or continuance of the trial, 

Which rmly tends to idiow liow stubborn guilt is^ 

7'hc 'I’en,” dispensing witli tlic stricter law 
iVhich still )>reBcribes thu Ctuestion till a full 
'onlcssion, and tlm prisoner partly having 
Ivow’d his crime in not denying that 
■’ho letter to the Duke of Milan’s his,) 
ames Poscaii rctium to banishmont, 

Aud sail in tits same gallr^ wliich toaivey’d him. 
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Act U. 


itfea*. Tbiu^ Ood. At least they will oot drag hiir 
more 

Before dial horrible tribunal. Would ho 
But think so, to my miud the happiest doom, 

Not he altme, but all who dwell here, could 
Desire, were to escape from such a land. 

Doge. That is not a Venetian thought, my dauglitor. 

Afar. No, H was too human. May 1 sliare ius exile ? 

Ijor Of diis “ the Ten” said noliiing. 

Mar. So I thought 

Tiiat were loo human, also. But it was not 
Inhibited ? 

Zior* ft w]is not named. 

Mar. (to the Doge.) Then, father, 

Surely you con obtain or grant me Unis much: 

ITo Loaedamo 

And you, sir, not op|>ose my prayer to bo 
Permitted to accompany my husband. 

D*ge. 1 will endeavour. 

Mar. Ami you, signor? 

Ij)r. Lady! 

is not for mo to antici])atc the pleasure 
Of the tribunal. 

Mur. Pleasure! what a word 

To use fw tlio decrees o f — 

/hge. Dauglilor, know you 

111 what a presence you pronounce these tilings ? 

Mur. A prince’s and his subject’s. 

/yw. Subject! 

Mir. Oh! 

It galls you: —well, you are his e<|ua1, or 
You think ; but tliat you are iiol, nor would bo, 

Were he a peasant:—well, Ihim, you’re a prince, 

A princely noble ; and wiiat then uiu 1 ? 

i-or. The ollspring of a noble house. 

M«r. And wedded 

To one as noble. What or whose, then, is 
The presence that should silence my free llioughts? 

Dtr. 'Phe ))resence of your husband’s judges. 

Duge. And 

The deferonco dne cv<m to tlie lightest word 
That falls from those who rule in Venice. 

Afar, Keep 

Those maAims for your mass of .scared mechanics, 
Your merchants, your Daliiiatiaii and (jlrcek slaves, 
Your tributaries, your dumb citizens, 

And mask’d nobility, your sbirri, and 
Your spies, your galley and your oUicr slaves, 

To whom y<jiir midiiight carryings <»ir lunl drownings, 
Your dungeons next tlic palace r*.Hifs, or under 
The water’s level; your mysterious luei'tings, 

And unknown dooms, and sii<l<ien executions. 

Your “ Bridge of Sighs,” your strangling chamber, and 
Your torturing instruments, have made yc seem 
7*he beings of another and worse world ! 

Keep such for them: J fear yc not. I know yo; 

Have known and [>roved your worst, in tlie infernal 
Process of iny poor husband! Treat me os 
Ye treated bim:'~-you did 8<^ in so dealing 
With him. Then what have I to fear from you, 

Even if I were of fearful nature, wliich 
1 trust 1 am not? 

Dogt. You hear, she speaks wildly. 

Afar. Not wisely, yet not wildly. 

Ijot. Lady! words 

Utter’d within these walls 1 boor nofurtlior 
Than to tlie tlireahold, saving such as pass 
Between the Duke and me on tlie slate's service. 

Doge! liave you aught in answer ? 

Doge. Something from 

The l>>ge; it may bo also from a parent. 

Dir. My mission here is to the JJoge. 

Doge. Then say 

The l>ogc w’ill choose his ambassador, 

Or state in pe^on what is ii^et; and for 


The father—— 

Lor. i remember mine .— Farewell ! 

1 kiss the hands of the illustrious lady, 

And bow me to the Duke. [Escit Lorkdako. 

Mar. Are you content ? 

Doge. I am what you behold. 

Afar. And that’s a mystery. 

Doge. AH things are so to mortals; who can read 
tliem 

Save ho who made ? or, if they can, the few 
And gifted spirits, who have studied long 
That loathsome volume—man, and [>ored upon 
Those black and bloody leaves, his heart and brain, 

But learn a magic which recoils upon 
'Phe adept who pursut's it; all the sins 
We tind in others, nature made our own; 

All our advantages are those of fortune ; 

Birfli, wea'ili, licalth, beauty, are her accidents, 

And when we cry out against Kate, ’twere well 
We should reiijciulxr P’ortune can take naught 
Save what slie girvc —the rest was nakedness, 
yVnd lusts, and appi^Uto.Sj and vanities, 

The universal heritage, to battle 

With as wo tnay, nud least in hiiniblest stations, 

Wlwre huiige-r swallows all in one low want, 

And the original ouUnuiire, that man 

Must sweat fer his poor [iittoiice, keeps all passiom 

Al<.»of^ save fear of famine! All is low, 

Ami false, and hollow—clay from first to last. 

The prince’s uni no less Uiuii potter’s vessel. 

Our fame is in men’s breath, our lives upon 
Less than tlicir breatli; our durance ufK>ii days, 

Our days on sca8«)iis; our wdiole being ou 
Something whicli is not us! —So, wc are slaves, 

The grcatesl as the meane.st—ni>(hing rests 
rj{>ou our will; tlie will itself no less 
i^i^pends upon a straw than on a storm; 

And when wo think we lead, wo are most led, 

And still towards death, a thing wliidi comes as much 
Wilhont onr act or chideo as birth, so that 
Moduiiks wo must iiavo sinn'd in some old world, 

And this is h<‘ll: tiie best is, tliat it is not 
Eternal. 

Mar. These are tilings we cannot judge 
On earth. 

D»ge. And how then shall w<* judge each other. 
Who are all earth, anrl 1, who am call’d upon 
To judge my sou ? 1 have administer’d 
My country faithfully—victoriously— 

L dare tliem to the proolj the chart of what 
She was and is: niy reign has doubled realms; 

And, in reward, the gratitude of Venice 
Has left, or is uliout to leave, me single. 

Afar. And F'osc-ari ? 1 do not tliiiik of sucli tilings, 

1 be left with him. 

Digs. You shall be so ; 

Thus much they cannot well deny. 

Afar. And if 

They sliould, X will (iy with him. 

Doge. That can ne’er be. 

And whitlkcr would you 6y? 

Mar. I know not, rock not— 

To Syria, Egyyit, to the Ottoman— 

Any where, wliere we might respire unfetter’d, 

And live nor girt by spies, nor liable 
To edicts of inqiuKitors of state. 

Dige. What, wouldst thou have a renegade for 
liusband, 

And turn him into traitor ? 

Mar, Hu is neme! 

The country is the traitress, wluch thrusts forth 
Her best and bravest from her. Tyranny 
Is far tlio worst of treasons. Dust thou doom 
None rebels except subjects? The prince who 
Neglects or violates his trust is more 
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A brigand than the robber-chief. 

Ihgi, I cannot 

Charge mo with auch a breach of (kith. 

■Miw. No; thou 

Observ’st, obeyVt, such laws make old Dracoes 

A code of mercy by comparison. 

Dogy. I found the law; 1 did not make it. Were I 
A subject, Hlill I might find parts and f>orUa»8 
Fit (or amendment; but as prince, I never 
Would change, for the sake of my house, the charier 
Left by our fathers. 

Mar. Did tliey make it for 

The ruin of their children ? 

Doge. Under such laws, Venieo 

Has ri15en to what she is-—a slate to rival 
In deeds, and days, and sway, and, let me add, 

In glory, (for we have had Roman spirits 
Among IIS,) all that history has bequeath’d 
Of Rome and Carthage in their best times, when 
The people sway’d by senates. 

Mar. Hather say, 

Groan’d under the stern oligarchs. 

Perhaps so 

Hut yet subdued the world: in such a slate 

An individual, be ho ricliest of 

Such rank as is permitted, or the rneanesf, 

Wiihtiut a name, is alike nothing, wlicn 

The policy, irrevocably fending 

To one gretii end, miisl he maintain’d in vigour. 

Mur. 'I'ins moans that you arc more a Doge than f.iiher. 

Doi^r, It means, I am more citizen than either. 

If we had not for many ct'uturios 
Uad thousanils of such citizens, .and shall, 

1 trust, have still such, Venice were no city. 

Al/r. A<‘cur«ed be the city where the laws 
Would stillo natures! 

• Had 1 as many sons 

A« 1 iiave years, I would havo given them all. 

Kill without feeling, but I woultl havo given them 
To the state’s service, to fulfil her wishes 
On the (IocnI, in the field, or, if it must bo, 

As it, alas! has been, to ostracism, 
hi vile, or cliains, or whatsoever worse 
miglit decree. 

And this is j«itrioLi.<m ? 

-**^1 o me it si'cms the worst barbarity. 

l.ct me seek out my husband: die sagtj “Ten,” 

With all its jealousy, will liardly war 
St> far with a weak woman as deny mo 
A moment’s access to his dungeon. 

Doge. I ’ll 

So far take on myself, as order that 
You may be admitted. 

Mttr. And what shall I say 

Tt> Foscari from his fatliur ? 

Doge. That he obey 

TIic laws. 

Afar. And notliing more? Will you not see liim 
Ere be depart? It may be the last time. 

Dttge. The last!—my Ixiy!—the last t ime I shall sec 
My last of children! Tell Itim I will conic. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene I.—T/ic Prisim of Jacopo Foscabi. 

Jac. Foe. (mhu.) No light, save yon faint gleam 
which shows me walls 
Which never echo’d but to sorrow’s sounds, 

The mgh of long imprisonment, the step 
Of feet on which the iron clank’d, the groan 
CH* dead), the imprecation of despair! 

And yet for this I have return’d to Venice, 

With B<Mne faint hoi>e, *t is true, that time, which wears 


The marble down, h&d worn away the h^e 
Of men’s hearts; but I knew them not, and here 
Must I consume my own, which never beat 
For Venice but with such a yearning at 
The dove lias for her distant nest, when wheeling 
High in the air on her return lo greet 
Her callow brood. What letters are Uiese which 

[Aiyrrmfung the wall. 

Are scrawl’d along ibo incxfrrahle w'all ? 

Will the gleam lot me trace «hcm.^ Ah! iho names 
Of inv sad predecessors in this filacc, 

The dates of ihoir despair, the brief words of 
A grief too great for many. This* stone page 
Holds like an epiiapli ibeir hivttiry, 

And tlie fwor captiv<*’« tale is graven on 
lli'i dungeon barrier, like the lover's record 
Upon the bark of some tall tree, which bears 
Ills own and his beloved's name. Alas! 

T recognise some names faunliar lo mo, 

And blighted like to mine, which I will add, 
bittest for such a chronicle as (his, 

Which only can be read, as writ, by wretehos. 

r ife mgroDes ki» name. 

EtUer a Enmiftar of “ the 7Vb.” 

Earn. I bring you ((kkI. 

Jar.. E>e. f pray you set it down; 

I am past hunger: but my lips are porch’d— 

The water! 

Earn. There. 

Jue. Fo.i. {tfur ehhihing.) 1 thank you: I am better. 

Earn. 1 am coinmauded to mform you 
'I'liat your further Inal is postponed. 

Jac. Fo-s. Till when? 

Earn. 1 know not.—Ti is also in my orders 
That your ilbistrioiis lady be admitted. 

Jac. Ets. Ah! they relent, then—I hod ceased to 
hope it: 

' w*as time. 

Ertter Marina. 

Mar, My best beloved ! 

Jac. Eoit. {e7nhracing kn\) My true wife^ 

And only friend! What happiness! 

Mar. Well part 

N(» more. 

Jac. F*>s. How! wouU’sl thou share a dungeon? 

Mar. Ay, 

’J’he rack, the i.'rave, all—nny thing with thee, 

J5.it the tomb ki'.l of all, Dr (litre wc shall 
He ign'*raul <*f I'.'cb otlur, yet I will 

are iha’—all things extvpi new sefiaration; 

Jt IS too iimeh to havt; survived the first. 

How dost thou? ITow are those worn limbs? Alas! 
Wdiy do J ask? Tliy pulenoss—— 

Juc. Eos. ’T is tho joy 

Of seeing tliec again so soon, and so 
Without expectancy, has sent the blood 
Back to my licari, and lofl my clmeks like tliinii, 

For thou art pale loo, my Marina! 

Mar. ’T is 

The gloom of this eternal cell, which never 
Knew sunbeam, and the sallow sullen glare 
01 the familiar’s lorcli, vvluch smuns akin 
To darkness more than light, by lending to 
Tile dungeon vapours its liituininoUFi smoke, 

AVhich cloud whate’or we on, oven thine <?yei^— 
No, not thino eyes—they sparkle—how they sparkle! 

Jac. Eos. And Uiine!—but I am blinded by the torch. 

jMor. As I had been without it. Couldst thou sea 
here ? 

Jac. Eos. Nothing at first; but use and tim# bad 
taught me 

Familiarity with what darknejis; 

And the gray twilight cf such glimmerings as 
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Wm fciiMiai* to 

When gorgeouaty o’erg^diog any towers 
Save ^o»e Venice ? but a moment ere 
’Xliou oamest hitoer I wa» busy writing. 

Mur. What? 

Jao, My nanio: look, 'i is there—recorded itext 
The name of him who here preceded me, 

If dungeon dates say true. 

Mar. And wliat of him ? 

Jac. /b». These walls arc silent (rf" men’s ends; they 
only 

Seem to hint shrewdly of them. Su<ih stern walla 
Were never piled on hi^i save o’er the dead, 

Or those who soon must be so— l^Vkat of lum ? 

Thou oskost.—What of me? may soon be ask’d, 

With the like answer—doubt and dreadful surmise— 
Unless thou tell’at my talc. 

Afar. I speak of thee J 

Jnc. Fos. And whereforo not? All then sliaJi apeak 
of me: 

The tyranny of silence is not lasting, 

AihI, though events be hidden, just men’s groana 
Will burst ail cereruenf, even a living grave’s! 

I do not dovht my momorv, bat my life ; 

And neither do I tlfar. 

Mf»r. Thy life is safe. 

Jac, Fos. And liberty ? 

Mar. The mind should make its own. 

Jac. Fm. That has .a fiohle sonod; hut 't is a sound, 
A mu.aic most imi>ressive, hut too tniusieut: 

The mind is much, but is not all. Tlie mind 
Hath nerved me It* endure llio risk of 
And torture positive, far worse than dcatfi, 

(If death be a deep sleep,) without a gr<»an, 

Or with a cry which rather Khannvti iny judges 
Than me; hut’t is not all, for there are things 
More woful—such as this small dungeon, wiierc 
I may breathe many years. 

Mar. Alas! and tliLs 

Small dungeon is all that belongs to tlu'O 
)f tliis wide realm, of which tliy sire is prince. 

Jac. Fos. That thought vvoidd suarcely aid mo to en¬ 
dure it. 

Wy doom is common, many are in dungemis, 

But none like mine, .so near their father’s palace; 

But then my heart Is sometimes high, and hope 
Vili stream along tliosc nifjlr d rays of liglit 
Peopled widi dusty atoms, wliifdi afford 
)ur only day; for, save the jailor’s torch, 
knd a strange firelly, wliich was fjuickly caught 
jSist night in yim enormous spider’s net, 
ne’er saw auglit here like a ray. Alas! 
know if mind may boar us up, or no, 

I have such, and shown it before men; 
t sinks in solitude; my soul is social. 

Mar. 1 will he with thee. 

Joe. Fis. Ah! if it were so! 

But tfua they never granli'd—nor will grant, 
knd I shall be alone: no men—bocdcs— 

Those lying likenesses of lying men. 
ask’d for even those oiilUnes of their kind, 

Vbich they term annals, lustory, what you will, 

Vh'icli mon befjuealh as portraits, and tlicy were 
lefused me, so those walls have been my study, 
itoro faithful pictures of Venetian story, 

Vith all thoir blank, or dismal stains, than is 
The hall not fiw from hence, wliich bears on high 
iundreds of dogos, and thoir deeds and dales. 

Mar. I come to tell thee the result of their 
^ast council on thy doom. 

Jac. Fm. r know it—look! 

[ffe p<fints to Ms hVnbs, as Teferring to the tortures 
which tie had underrone. 

Mar. No—no—no mere of mat: even they relent j 


From that atrocity. 

Jac.fy* Wi&ttJm? 

Mar. That you 

Return to Candia. 

Jac. Fos. Then my last hope ’« gone, 
could endure my dungeon, for k was Venice; 

_ could support the torture, there was something 
in my native air that buoy’d my spirits up 
Like a ship on the ocean toss’d by storms, 

But proudly still bestriding the high waves, 

And holding on ifs course; hut t/iercj afar, 
tn that accursed isle of slaves, and cafitives, 

And unbelievers, like a stranded wreck, 

My very soul seem’d mouldering in my bosom, 

And piecemeal I shall perish, if remanded. * 
3Iar. And /<crc y 

Jac. Fos. At once—by better means, as briefer. 
What! would they even deny mo my sire^ sepulchre, 
As well as home and heritage ? 

Mar. My husband! 

have sued lo accompany thee hence, 

And not so hopcles.s!y. This love of thino 
'or an ungrateful and tyrannic soil 
passion, and nf>t {patriotism; for me, 

» I could see thee with a quiet aspect, 
i»d the sweet freedom of tlie earth and air, 
would not cavil afmut ciimc.s or regions, 
his crowd of palaces and prisons is not 
paradi.so; its first inliabilonU 
W»Te wretched c.\ilcs. 

Jo/'. Fjs. Well 1 know how wretched \ 

Alar. Anil yet you sec how from their banishincnt 
i?foro the Tartar into these salt isk^ 

'leir antujue energy of mind, all that 
muin’d of Homo for their inheritance, 
cafe.d by degrees an ocoan-ltiime; 
id shall an evil, wliich so often loads 
To good, depress Uicc thus? 

Jur. Fos. Had I gone forth 

I'Vom iny own land, like the old patriarclis, seeking 
Another region, witii their flocks and herds ; 

Had I hceii cast out like the Jews from Zion 
Or like our fathers, driven by Auila 
hVom fertih* Italy, to barren islets, 

1 would have given some tears to my late country, ^ 
And many thoughts; but afterwards address’d 
MyseltJ with those about me, to create 
A new home and fresh slate: perhaps 1 could 
Have borne this—ihougli I know not. 

Afar. Wherefore not ? 

It was the lot of millions, and must bo 
The fate of myriads more. 

Jac. Fos, Ay—wc hut hear 

Of the survivors’ toil in their new lands, 

Their numbers and .success; but who can number 
The licarls which broke in silence of that parting, 

Or after tlioir departure; of that malady*^ 

Which calls up green and native fields to view 
From the rough deiq,, with such identify 
To tlio poor exile’s fever’d eye, that ho 
Can scarcely he restrained from treading them? 

That molf)dy,| which out of tones and tunes 
Collects siicli pasture for the longing sorrow 
Of the sad mountaineer, when far away 
From his snow canopy of clil^ and clouds, 

That he feeds on the swi^et, but poisonous thought, 

And die-s. You cull this inrokwss! It is strength, 

I say,—the parent of all honest feeling. 

He who loves not his cinintry, can love notliing. 

Afar. Obey her, then: \ is she that puts Uieo fwth. 

Jw. Fhs. Ay, there it is; ’t is like a mother’s curse 
Upon my soul—the mark is sot upon me. 


Tbe caleunire. t Alludinglo the SwIrb eirandltieffsete. 
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Tha eiiles you qMtii of n«it fortli by nationa, 

Their haivls upheld each other by the way, 

Their tents wore pitch’d together—I "10 alone. 

Mar. You shall bo so no more—I will go with thee. 

Jac.Fm. My best Marina!—and our children ? 

Mar. They, 

I fear, by the prevention of the state’s 
Abliorrent policy, (which hdds all tics 
As threads, which may be broken at her pleasure,) 

Will not bo suffer’d to proceed with os. 

Jm. Poi. And canst thou leave them ? 

Mar. Vos. With many a pang. 

But—1 can leave them, children as they are, 

. To teach you to be less a child. From this 
T.carrayou to sway your feelings, when exacted 
By duties paramount ; and ’l is our first 
On earth to bear. 

Jac. Fat. Have I not borne ? 

Mar. Too much 

From tyrannous injustice, and enougii 
To teach you not to shrink now from a lot, 

Which, as compared with what you have undergone 
Of late, is mercy. 

Jac. Fit. Ah! you never yet 
Were far away from Venice, never saw 
Her beautiful towers in the receding distance, 

While every furrow of the ve.ssers track 
Seem’d ploughing deep into your heart; you never 
Saw day go down upon your nativo spires 
So caliiily with its gold and crimson glory, 

And after dreaming a disturired vision 
Of ihciii and theirs, awoke and found them not. 

M(rr. 1 will divide this willi you. Let us think 
Of our departure from this much-loved cily, 

(Since you must love it as it seems,) and this 
(yharaber of state, her gratitude allots you. 

^Onr children will be cared for by the l>oge, 

And hy my uiudes; wc must sail arc night. 

Jac. Fat. That’s sudden. Shall 1 nut hehold my 
faihcr ? 

Mar. You will. 

Jar. Fat. Where ? 

Mar. Here or in the ducal chamber— 

He said not wliicb. T would dial you could bear 
Voor exile as ho bears it. 

Jar.. Fnt. Blame hi.u not. 

T somclinics murmur fljr a morneiii; iuit 
He could not now act otherwis,:. A show 
tlf feeling or tajuipassiou on his part 
Would have but drawn upon Ins aged head 
Susjticion from “ tlic Ten,” and upon mine 
Accumulated ilLs. 

-A/or. Acciimiilaled! 

What pangs are those tliey have s[)ared you? 

Jar. Fm. That of leaving 

Venice without beholding him or you, 

Which might have been forbidden now, as Y was 
Upon my former c.vile. 

Mar. That is true, 

Ami thus far I am also the slate’s debtor, 

And shall be more so when T sec us both 
Floaimg on tlie free waves—away—away— 

Bo it to tile earth’s end, from lliis abhorr'd, 

Ilnjusl, anil- 

Jm. Flit. Uursc it not. If I am silent. 

Who dares accuse my country ? 

Mar. Men and angels! 

The blood of myriads recking up to heaven, 

The groans of slaves in chains, and men in dungeons, 
Motlicrs, and wives, and sons, and sires, and subjects, 
Held ill the bondage of ten buld-hcods; and 
Though last, not least, th^ tUetwe, Couldtt thou say 
Aught in its favour, who would praise like itiee ? 

Jac. Ft. Let us address us tlien, since so it must be. 
To our departure. Who comes here ? 


Enter LnuDARO, aUemkd bg fimilSm. 

Lor. {to &e Ftmiliart.) Betire, 

But leave the torch, [£wun< tiu tm FmiUmt, 

Joe. Fot. Most weleome, noble signor. 

I did not deem this poor place could have drawn 
Such presence hither. 

Lor. ’T is not the first time 

I have visited these places. 

Mar. Nor would be 

The la.sf, were all men’s merits well rewarded. 

Came you hero to insult us, or remain 
As spy upon us, or as hostage for us? 

Ear. Neither are of my office, noble lady! 

I am sent hither to your husband, to 
Annoiinco “ the Ton’s” decree. 

Mar. That tendemea 

Has been anticipated : it is known. 

Err. As how? 

Mar. I have inform’d him, not so gently, 

Doubtless, as your nice feelings would prescribe, 

The indulgence of your colleagues ; but he knew it. 

If you come for our Uianks, lake them, and hence! 

The dungeon gloom Is deep enough without you, 

And full of reptiles, not less loatiisomc, tliough 
Their sling is lionester. 

Jar.. Fot. I pray you, calm you: 

What can avail such words ? 

Mur. To let him know 

That he is known. 

Ijnr. I.ct the fair dame preserve 

Her sex’s privilege. 

Mar. I have some sons, sir 

Will one day thank you bettor. 

Eir, You do well 

To nurse them wisely. Foscari—you know 
Your sentence, then? 

Jac. Fot. , Return to Candia ? 

Jjor. True- 

For lifii. 

Jac. Fat. Not long. 

Lor. I said—for Kfc. 

Jac. Fit. And I 

Repeat—not long. 

Ijor. A year’s imprisonment 

III Cnnca—afterwards the freedom of 
The whole isle. 

Jar. Fot. Both the same to me: the .after 
Freedom as is the first iinpnsoiiment. 

Is’t true Illy wife: acOTiiipaiiics mo ? 

Lor. Yes, 

If she. SO wills it. 

Mar. Who obtain’d that justice? 

fair. One wlio wars not with women. 

Mar. But oppresses 

Men: howsoever let him have niy thanks 
For the only boon I would have a.sk’d or taken 
From hull or sueli a« he is. 

Jj„. He receives them 

As they are offer'd. 

Mar. May tlicy thrive with him 

So niiieh!—no more. 

Jac. Fot. Is this, sir, your whole mission? 

Because wc have brief time for preparation. 

And you perceive your presence doth disiiuiel 
This lady, of a house noble as yours. 

Mar. Nobler! 

Ear. How nobler? 

Mur. As more genorons! 

We say the “ generous steed" to express tlie purity 
Of bis liigli blood. Thus much I ’vo leamt, altliough 
Venetian, (who see few steeds save of bronze,) 

From those Venetians who have skimm’d the coasts 
Of Egypt, and her neighbour Arahy: 

And why not say aseoon|Uie * gtneraue man V 



TSS TWO FOSCARt 


ilCT 


If race be au^t, it ie in qualities 
More than in years; and mine, which is as old 
As yours, is bitter in its product, nay— 

Look not 80 stem—but get you back, and pore 
Upon your genealogic trees most green 
Of leaves and most mature of fruits, and there 
Blush to find ancestors, who would have blush’d 
For such a son—thoii cold inveterate haler! 

Jae, Fo», Agtun, Marina! 

Afar. Again! sttU, Marina. 

See you not, he comes here to glut, his hate 
With a last look upon our misery ? 

Let him partalie it! 

Jac. Fim. That were difficult. 

Afar. Notliing more easy. He partakes it now— 

Ay, he may veil beneath a marble brow 
And sneering lip the pang, but he partakes it. 

A few brief words of truth shame the devil’s servants 
No k«s than master; I have probed his soul 
A moment, as ilie eternal firo, ere long, 

Will roach it always. See how ho shrinks from me ! 
With death, and chains, and exile in his hand 
To scatter o’er his kind as ho thinks fit: 

They are his weajions, not his armour, f«>r 
I have pierced him to the core of iiis cold heart. 

I care not for his frowns! Wo can but die, 

And ho but live, for him the very worst 
Of destinies: each day secures him more 
His tempter’s. 

Jac. JR>s. This is mere insanity. 

Mar. ft may bo so; and who hath made us mad ? 

Ijrr. Let her go on; it irks not me. 

Afar. That’s false! 

You came hero to enjoy a heartless triumph 
Of cold looks upon manifold griefs! You camo 
To be sued to in vein—to mark our tears, 

And hoanl our groans—to gaze upon the wreck 
Wliich you have made a piince’s son—my husband; 

In shorb to trample on the fallen—an office 
The hangman shrinks from, as all iiK'n from hunt 
How have you sped ? We arc wretched, signor, as 
Your plots could make, and vengeance could desire us, 
And how fed you ? 

Lfir. As rocks. 

Mar. By thunder blasted: 

They feel not, but no less arc shiver'd. Come, 

Foscari; now let us go, and leave tliis felon, 

The sole ht habitant of such a cell, 

Whicii he has peopled often, but ne’er fitly 
Till ho ii'unself shall brood in it alone. 

Enter the Doge. 

Jac. Eoa. My fatlier! 

Doge, (embracing him.) Jacopo! my son—my son! 

Jac. Fm. My fatlier still! How long it in since I 
Have hoard lliee name my name—our luune! 

Doge. My boy! 

Could.st Uiou but know— 

Jac. Eos. I rarely, sir, have murmur’d. 

Doge. { fee! too much thou hast not. 

Mar. Doge, look there! 

[iSlkepotnt« to Lorepajto. 

Doge. I see the man—what mean’s! tliou? 

Mttr. Caution! 

Ijor. Being 

The virtue which this noble lady most 
May practise, she doth well to recommend it. 

Afor. Wretch! *tts no virtue, but the policy 
Of ffiose who fain must deal perforce with vice : 

As sudh I recommetKl it, as I would 
To one whose foot was on an adder’s path. 

Doge, Daughter, it is superfluous ; t have long 
Known Loredaiio. 

Ijor. You may know him better. 

Mar. Vtts; tasne ho could ;iot. 


Jac. Ehn. Father, let not these 

Our parting hours be lost in listening to 
Heproaches, whbh boot nothing. Is it—is it, 

Indeed, our lost of meetings ? 

Doge. You behold 

These white hairs! 

Jac. Fas. Apd I feel, besides, that mine 

Will never be so while. Embrace mo, father ! 

I loved you ever—never more than now. 

Look to my children—to your last child’s children; 

Let them be all to you which he was once, 

And never he to you what I am now. 

May 1 not see them also ? 

Mur. No—not Jure. 

Jan. Fos. They might behold their parent any where. 
Mar. J would that they beheld tiieir father in 
A place which would not mingle fear with love, 

To freeze their young blood in its natural current. 

They have fed well, slept soft, and knew not that 
Their sire was a more hunted outlaw. Well, 

I know Ills fate may one day bo tlicir heritage, 

But let it only lx*, their heritage^ 

And not tlicir present fee. Their senses, tliough 
Alive to love, art; yet awake to terror; 

Aiitl tlicse vile damps, too, and yon thidi green wave 
Wl»t;h floats aliove the place where we now stand— 

A cell so far below the water s levt;l, 

Sending its pestilence through every crevice. 

Might strike them: lids is nf>t their atmosphere, 

However you—and you—and, most of all, 

As w'orthiest— you^ sir, noble Lorodano! 

May breathe it without prejiulice. 

Jac. F>s. I hod not 

Reflected ujion this, but acquiesce. 

I shall depart, llien, without meeting them? 

Doge. Not so: they shall await you in my chamber. 
Jac. F<fS. And must I leave them ali 'l 
I jar. You must. 

Jac. Fos. Not one ? 

Jjrr, They arc the stale's. 

Mar. t thought they had been mine. 

//>r. They are, in all maternal things. 

Mar. That is, 

In all things painful. If they ’rc siidi, they will 
Bo left to me to tend them ; should they dio, 

To me to bury and to mourn; but if 
Tlicy live, they ’ll make you soldiers, senators, 

Slaves, exiles—what ytm will; or if tliey are 
Females with portions, brides and hrihes for nobles! 
Behold the state’s care for its sons and motliers! 

Lor. The hour approaclics, and Uic wind is fair. 

Jac. Fhs. How know you that h(;re, where the genia , 
wind 

Ne’er blows in all its blustering freedom ? 

Ijor. ’T was bo 

When I camo here. The galley floatvS witliin 
A bow-ahoi of the “Riva di Schiavoni.” 

Jac. Fos. Father! 1 pray you to precede me, and 
Prepare my children to behold tlioir father. 

Ihge. Be firm, my sou! 

Jac. Fos. I will do my endeavour. 

Mar. Farewell! at least to this detested dungeon, 

And him to whose good offices you owe 
In part your post imprisonment. 

Ijor. And present 

Liberation. 

Doge. He speaks truth. 

Jac. Fos, No doubt! but’t is 

Exdhange of chmns for heavier ciiains I owe him. 

He knows this, or he had not sought to change them 
But I reproadi not. 

Lor. The time narrows, signor. 

Joe. Fos. Alas! I little thought so lingeringly 
To leave abodes like this: but wiien I feel 
That every step I fake, oven from tliis cell, 
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Is one away from Vcmct^ I look back So that the thing be done. You may, for aught 

Kven on these duU damp walls, and— I care, depute tlw Council on their knees, 

JDof'e, Boy! no teara. (Like Burbarossa to the Po|)6,) to beg him 

Mar, Lot thorn flow on: he wept not on the rack To have the courtesy to abdicate. 

To shame him, and they cannot shame him now. Bar. What, if he will not ? 


They will relieve his heart—^hat. too kind heart— 

And 1 will And an hour to wipe away 

Those tears, or odd my own. 1 could weep now, 

But would not gratify yon wretcli so far. 

Let us proceed. Doge, lead tlio way. 

Lor. (<o the FaMiar.) The torch, then 

Mar. Yes, light us on, as to a funeral pyre, 

With Loredano mourning like an heir. 

Dof^e. My s(m, you arc feeble; take this hand. 

Jai. F*s. Alas 

Must youtli Bupf>ort itself on age, and I 
WJio ought to be the prop of yours ? 

Ijrr. Take rmne. 

Mar. Touch it not, Foscari; *t will stu»g you. Signoj 
Stand ! be sure, that if a grasp of yours 
Would raise us from the gulf wherein wc are plunged, 
No hand of ours would strelch itself to meet it. 

Come, Foscari, take the band the altar gave you; 

It could not save, but will support you over. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Sc£XE I.—^ Hall in the Duml Palace, 

Enter Lohecano and Baudakioo. 

Bar. And have you confidence in such a pr<»ject? 

/y>r. 1 have. 

Bter. ’T is hard upon his years. 

•Lw. Say ratlici 

Kmd to relieve him from the cares of state. 

Bar. ’T will break liis heart. 

Li/r. Age has no heart to break. 

He has seen his soifs half broken, and, except 
A start of feeling in his dungeon, never 
Swerved. 

Jinx. In his countenance, I grant you, never; 

But I have seen hint soniclimts in a <*a!m 
»So desolate, that the most clamorous grief 
IJud naught to envy him witliiii. Where is he? 

Lor. Ill his own portion of the palace, with 
His son, and the whole race of Foscaris. 

Bur. Bidding farewell. 

lj>r. A last. As soon ho Khali 

Bid to lus dukedom. 

Bar. When embarks tiie son ? 

Lor. Forlhwif.lj—wlien tliis long leave is taken. *T is 
Time to admonish tlicm again. 

Bar. Forbear; 

lltitrcnch not from their moments. 

Lor. Not I, now 

Wc have higher business for our own. This day 
Shall bo tlic lust of the old Doge’s reign, 

As tile first of his son’s last banishment, 

And that is vengeance. 

Bar. In my mind, loo deep. 

Lor. ’T is moderate—not even life for life, the rule 
Donoimcod of retribution from all time; 

They owe me still my father’s and my uncle’s. 

Bar. Did not the Doge deny tins strongly ? 

Lor. Doubtless. 

Bar. And did not this shake your suspicion ? 

Lor. No. 

Bar. But if this do()osiuon should take place 
By our united influence in the Council, 

It must be done with all the deference 

Due to his years, his station, and his deeds. J 

Lor. As much cd*ceremony as you will, j 


Lor. Well elect another, 

And make him null. 

Bar. But will the laws uphold us? 

Lor. What laws “ The Ten ” are laws; and if 
they were not, 

1 will be legislator in this business. 

Bar. At your own peril ? 

Lor. Tliere is none, I tell you, 

Our powers ore such. 

Bar. But he has twice already 

Solicited permission to retire, 

And twice it was refused. 

Lor. The better reason 

To grant it tlie third time. 

Bar. Urmsk’d ? 

Lor. It shows 

The impression of his firrmor instances: 

If they were from bis heart, ho may l)e tliankful; 

If iiotj’t will punish his hypocrisy. 

Jorne, they arc met by tliis time; let us join tliem, 

An<i be thou fix’d in purpose for this once. 

I have prepared such arguments as will not 
fi'ail to mov(*. them, and to remove him: since 
Their thouglits, their objects, have been sounded, do not 
Vouy witli your wonted scruples, teacli uh pause, 

And all will prost)er. 

Bar. Could 1 but be certain 

This is no prelude to sucli persecution 
Of tile sire as has fallen upon (iio son, 

I would supjiort you. 

Lor. He is safe, I tell you $ 

Es fourscore years and five may Unger on 
As long as he can drag them: ’t is his throne 
Aiono is aim’d at. 

Bar. But discarded princes 

Are seldom long of life. 

Ijrr, And men cX eighty 

>inro seldom still. 

Bax. And why not wait tlioso few years ? 

Lor. Because we have waited long enough, and he 
lived longer llian enough. Hence! in to council! 

[Kxmnl LoKEUArro and Bakbakioo. 

Later Mlmmo and a Senator. 

Sen. A summons to “llic Ton!” Why so? 

Mem. “ The Ton” 

\lone can answer; tln*y arc rarely wont 
;’o let their thoughts anticipate their purjKwe 
?y previous proclamation. We are summon’d— 

'hat is enough. 

Sen. For lliciii, but not for us; 

WfMild know wh 3 ^ 

Mem. You will know wliy anon, 

* yoti obey; and, if not, you no less 
Vill know why j-ou should have obey’d. 

Sen. 1 mean nut 

'(> oppose them, — 

Mem. In Venice “/wf” 's a traitor- 

lit me no “ feute,” unless you would pass o’er 
'he Bridge which few repa«». 

Sen. I am silent. 

Mem. Why 

hus hcsiiale? “The Ten” have call’d m aid 
>f tlieir deliboraiion five and twenty 
'atricians of the senate—you arc one, 

.nd L anoth(;r; and it seems to tno 

loth honour’d by the choice or chance which leads us 

o mingle wiUi a body so august. 

Sen. Must true. 1 sa^ no more. 

Mem. y Ai»*wo la>pe, siguur. 



THE TWO 


394 


And idl may hoBertly (that is, all tliose 
Of n«b!e blood may) oho day hope to be 
Decemvir, it is surely for the senate’s 
Chosen delegates, a school of wisdom, to 
Be thus adnutted, though as novices. 

To view the mysteries. 

Sen. Let us view them: they. 

No doubt, are worth it. 

Mem. Being worth our lives 

If we divulge them, doubtless they are worth 
Something, at least to yon or me. 

Sen. I sought not 

A (ilace within the sanctuary; but being 
Chosen, however reluctantly so chosen, 

I shall fulfil iny office. 

Mem. Let us not 

Be latest in obeying * The Ten’s” summons. 

Sen. All arc not met, but I am of your thought 
So far—let’s in. 

Mem. The earliest are most welcome 

In earnest councils—wo will not be least so. [Exeunt. 

Enter the Door:, Jacopo Foscaki, and Maktna. 

Joe. Eos. Ah, fatlier! thougfi I must and will depart, 
Vet—yet—^I pray you to obluiii for me 
'I'hat 1 once more return unto my home, 

Howe’er remote the period. Let there bo 
A point of time as beacon to my heart, 

With any penalty annex'd Uiey please, 

But let mo still return. 

JOct'e. Son Jaco])a, 

Cto and obey our countiy's will: ’t is not 
For US to look beyond. 

Jae. Em. But still I must 

I.ofjk back. I pray you think of me. 

Do!tc. Alas! 

Von over were my dcarc-st offspring, when 
They were more numerous, nor can bo les.s so 
Now you are last; but did tlio state demand 
The I'.rilo of the disiiuterri d ashes 
Of your three goodly biolhers, now in cartli, 

And tlieir desponding shades came (litting round 
To impede the act, 1 must no less obey 
A duty, paramount to every duty. 

JMar. My husband! let us on: this but predongs 
Our sorrow. 

Jae. Ehs. But we are not summon’d yet; 

The galley’s sails are not unfurl'd:—who knows ? 

The wind may change. 

Mar. And if it do, it will not 

Change their hearts, or your lot: the galley’s oars 
Will quickly clear the harbour. 

Jae. Eos. O ye elements! 

Where arc your storms? 

Mar. In human breasts. Alas! 

Will nothing calm you? 

Jac. Eos. Never yet did mariner 

I’lil up to patron saint such prayers lor prosperous 
And pleasant breeses, as I call upon you, 

Yo tutelar saints of my own city! which 
Ye love not with more holy lovo tlian 1, 

To lash up from the deep the Adrian wavc.s, 

And waken Austor, sovereign of the tempest! 

Till the sen dash me back on my own shore 
A broken corse upon the barren Lido, 

Where I may mingle with the sands which skirt 
'I'he land I love, and never shall see more! 

Mar. And wish you this willi me beside you? 

Jae. Ebs. No- 

No—not for theo, too good, too kind! May’st thou 
l.ivo long to be a mother to those children 
Thy fond fidelity for a time deprives 
Of such support! But for myself alone, 

May all the wu)ds of heaven (lowl down the Qul^ 

And tear the vessel, till tlie miSriuers, 


Appall’d, turn thoir despairing eye* oa me. 

As the Phenicians did rat Jonah, then 
Cast me out from among llim, as an offering 
To appease the waves. The billow which destroys mo 
Will Im more merciful frian man, and bear me, 

Dead, but still bear me to a native grave. 

I From fisher’s bands upon the desolate strand, 

Wliich, of its thousand wrecks, hath ne’er received 

One lacerated like the heart which then 

Will be-But wherefore breaks it not.^ why live I? 

Mar. To tnan thyseli; 1 trust, with time, to master 
Such useless passion. Until now thou wert 
A sullorer, but not a loud one: why 
What is this to the things thou hast homo in silence— 
Imprisonment and actual torture ? * 

Jac. Eos. Double, 

Triple, and tcnfiiU tortiue! But you are right, 

It must bo borne. Father, your blessing. 

Doge. Would 

It could avail thee! but no less thou hast it. 

Jae. Eos. Forgive- 

J)oge. What? 

Jac. Eos. My poor mother, for my birth 

And me for having lived, and you yourself 
(As I forgive you) for the gift of life, 

Wliich you hesUiw'd upon me as my sire. 

Mar. What hast thou done? 

Jac. Fas. Nothing. I cannot charge 

My memory with much save sorrow: but 
1 have been so beyond the common lot 
’hasten'd and visited, I needs must think 
That I was wicked. If it bo so, may 
What I have undergone here keep me from 
A like hereafter! 

Mar. Fear not: that’s reserved 

Kor your oppressors. 

Jae. Eos. Let me hope not. 

Mar. Hope, not? 

Jac. Eos. I cannot wish thorn oil tlioy have inflicted. 

Mar. AUt the consummate fiends! A thousand fold 
May the worm which ne'er dietli, feed upon them! 

Jac. Eos. They may repent. 

Mar. And if they do, Heaven will not 

Accept the tardy penitence of demons. 

Enter an Officer mol Guards. 

Offit. Signor! the Isuit is at the shore—iho wind 
s rising--we are ready to attend you. 

Jac. Eos. And I to be attended. Once mrac, father, 
Your hand! 

Doge. Take it. Alas! how tliiiie own trembles! 

Jac. Eos. No—^)ou uiislake; 'lis yours .tlial shakos, 
my fatlier. 

Farewell! 

yjoge. Farewell! Is diere aught else? 

Jac. Eos. Nn—^iietliing. 

[To the Officer. 

.end mo your arm, good signor. 

Offi. You turn pale— 

,et me support you—paler—ho! some aid there! 

5omu water! 

Mar. Ah, ho is dying! 

Jac. Eos. Now, I’m ready— 

My eyes swim strangely—where’s the door? 

Mar. Away! 

.et me support him—my best love! Oh, God! 

Jow faintly beats this heart—this pulse! 

Jac. Eos. The light! 

Is it the light ?—I am faint. 

[Officer presents him vnih v>ater. 

Qffi. He will be better, 

’erha[)s, in the air. 

Jae. jhs. 1 doubt not. Father—wife— 

Your hands! 

Mar. Tlioro’s death in (fiat dumji, damniy grasp 
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Oh .God 1—My Fotican, bow faro you? 

/oc./'b«. Wei!! 

[HeSei 

Qffl. He *8 gone! 

JJoge. He free. 

Mur, No—iiOj lie ie not dead 

There must be life yet in that heart—iic could not 
Tims leave mo. 

M<tr. Hold thy peace, old man 

r am no duiighicr now—tltou hast no son. 

Ui», Foscari! 

Ofli. Wo must remove the body. 

* Af'/r. I'oiich it not, dungeon miscreants! your has* 
» ollice 

Kiids with his life, and goes n<»t beyiMid murder, 

Kveii hy your murderous laws. Jjeave his remains 
To those who know to Iimiour them. 

Offi, I must 

Inform tho signrwy, and learn ihtur pleasure. 

Inform the signory fr(»m 7nr, tho Dt>ge, 

'I'lu y fiavc no furiher power upon those aslies: 

Willie he lived, he \va« llieirs, as tits a subject— 

JSow he is mint —my broilen-hcartcil boy ! 

[Sait Ojficcr. 

IMar. And I must live! 

Ihgp. Your children live, ^larina. 

Mar. My children! true—they live, ami 1 must livt 
'j’ci bring (hem up to serve the state, and die 
As died their father. (>h ! ivhat lies! of )»irs.sing.'? 
Were barrenness in Venice! Would my inoliier 
Had been s >! 

Do'jiP. My unhappy children! 

Mar. What! 

You feel it then at last—Where is now 
The stoic of tho state? 

{UiTOwing hiinsdf doum hij the body.) Here! 
Mur. Ay, weep on! 

1 llmugfit you htul no tears—you hoarded them 
Until they are u.seles.s; but weep on! he never 
yiiall weep more—never, never more. 

Enter Lokedano und Bakbarigo. 

Ij>r. W^hat’s here! 

Mar. Ah! the devil come to insult the dead ! Avaunt! 
'-.leariiale Lucifer! ’t is holy grouuo. 

A martyr’s adics now lie flici'e, wdech make it 
A shrine. Get thee back to ihy place of torment! 

But. Lady, we knew not i)f this sad event, 

But pass’d her(5 merely on our patli from council. 

Mar. Puss on. 

Ij/r. Wc sought tho Doirc. 

JSlnr. {jminting to ifte Dogf-y who ts »tiU on the ground 
hy his htnCs body.) Ho's busy, look, 

About the business you provided fur liim. 

Arc ye eAmteiil? 

Bur. y\fe will not interrupt 

A parent’s sorrows. 

Mar. No, yo only make them, 

Then Uiavc them. 

Dogt. Sirs, I am ready. 

Bur. No—not now. 

I JOT. Yot H was important. 

Doge. If \ was so, I cun 

thdy repeat—I am ready. 

But. It shall not be 

Just now, lliQugh Venice totter’d o’er tho deop 
Like a frail vessel. 1 respect your griefs. 

Doge, I tliank you. If the tidings whicli you bring 
Arc evil, you may say tlicm; nothing further 
Can touch mo more than him lliou look’st on there. 

If they be gooil, say on; you need not/cor 
That they can comfort me. 

Bar. I would tlioy could! 

Doge, I spoke nut to but to Lorodano. 1 
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He understands me. 

Mar. Ah! 1 thought it would be so 

Doge. What mean you ? 

Mar. Lo! thoru is the blood beginning 

To flow through Uic dead lips of Foscari— 

The body bleeds in presence of die bssassin. 

[2b Lohedano 

Thou cowardly murderer by law, behold 
How death itself bears witiuiss to thy deeds! 

Ihge, My child! this is a phantasy of grief. 

Bear hence tho bo^ly. [2^> AltcndmUe.] Signors, 
if it please you, 

Within an liour I ’ll hear you. 

Doge, Marina, and Atlcndants with 
the body. 

[JMancfU Lorkdano and Barbakigo. 
Bar. He must not 

Be troubled now. 

Jj>r. He said himself tliat naught 

’ould give him trouble farther. 

Bar. These ore woitls; 

Kilt grief is lonely, and tiiu breaking in 
‘ Ipon it barbarous. 

IjfT. Sorrow preys upon 

ta solitihle, and nothing muro tiivorte it 
^>om its sail visions of the other world 
’i'liati calling it at rnoiiicuts hack to this. 

The busy have no lime lor tears, 

^ar. And therefore 

ou would d4‘prive this old man of all bu.'oncss? 

Jjor. Tile thing’sdis reed. 'i'lhHiimitu and “iheTtn” 
i;ive made it law—who shall ojijiosc that law? 

Bur. Humanity! 

hrr. Because his son is dead ? 

Bar. And yet unburied. 

Jjnr. Had we known this when 

'ho act was passing, it might liave sus|)ended 
ts pas.sage, but impedes it not—once past.. 
i?rtr. 1 1l not consent. 

JjiT. You have consented to 

\!l that’s esseiitial—leave the rest to mo. 

Bket. Why press his abdication now ? 
l/tr. The feelings 

>f private passion may not interrupt 
'Ik; ])ub[ic honefu.; and wbul tiio .state 
'cM’.icios to-day most not give way before 
.’o-morrow for a natural acohleut. 

Bur. You have- a stm. 

I/rr. T /wiw'—will had a fatlior. 

Bar. Siilt so inexorabit; ? 

//ir. Still. 

Bar. But lot him 

ntcr his son I>i;fore we press upon liiin 
bis edict. 

Dyr. Let him call u[» into life 
Ay sire and uncle—1 consent. Men may, 
ven aged men, be, or ajifiear to lx*, 
iires of a luindrcd sons, hut cannot kindle 
n alom of their ancestors from earth. 

'lie viciiins are not cijiial: bo has seen 
is sons expire hy natural deaths, and I 
Ay sir(;s by violent tiiul mysterious maiadios. 
used no poison, bribed no subtle master 
f liic destructive art of healing, to 
borto.n the jialli to tlie eternal cure, 
is sons, and fie htul four, arc dead, without 
4y dabbling in vilu drugs. 

Bar. And art thou suro 

.0 dealt in such? 

Jjnr. Most suro. 

Bar. And yof he seems 

11 opcimo.ss. 

Lor. And so he seem’d not tong 

go to Oannagnuola. 

Bar. T’^c uttointeif • 
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Ajm! tnto? 

Zior. Sven so: when hs^ 

After the verr ouht in which ” the Ten” 

(Jtw’d wifti we Doge) decided hia destruchoDj 
Met the great Duke at daybreak with a jest, 
Demanding whether he should augur hhn 
"The good day or good night?” .his Doge-ehip answer’d, 
" That he in truth had pass’d a night c? vigil, 

In which (he added with a gracious smile) 

There often has been question about you 
*T was true; the question was the death resolved 
or Carmagnuola, eight months ere ho died; 

And the old Doge, who knew him doom’d, smiled on liim 
With deadly cozenage, eight long months bt^orehand— 
Eight montlu of suc^ hypocrisy as is 
Learnt but in eighty years. Brave Carmagnuola 
Is dead; so is young Foa«iri and liis brethen— 

I never nmiled on Utem, 

Bar. Was Carmagnuola 

Your friend ? 

Ijtr. He was the safeguard of the city. 

In early life its foe, but, in his manhood, 

Its saviour first, then victim. 

Bitr. Ali! that seems 

The penalty of saving cities. He 
Whom we now act against not only saved 
Our own, but added others to her sway. < 

Tjtr. The RoniaiLS (juid \v(5 ape them) gave a crown 
To him who took a city: ami they gav 
A crown to him who savetl a citi/.en 
In battle: the rewards arc equal. Now, 

If we should mea.siirc f»rth the cities taken 
By the Doge Foscari, willi ciuzens 
Destroy’d hy him, or through him, the account 
Were fearfully against him, althmgh narrow’d 
To private havoc, such as between Itim 
And my dead faUier. 

Bar. Are you then thus fix’d ? 

ijir. Why, what should change me ? 

Bar. Tliai which changes me: 

But you, I know, arc murWe tt) idain 
A (eud. Bui when all is accoin)>iish’d, when 
The old man is deposed, his name di'graded, 

His sons all dead, his family depress’d, 

And you and yours triumpliant, shall you sleep ? 

JjoT. More soundly. 

Bar. Tliat’s an error, and you 11 find it 

Ere you sleep with your fathers. 

Lor. T)i<‘y sleep not 

In tlieir accelerated graves, nor will 
Till Foscari fills hi.s. Each niglit 1 see them 
Stalk frowning round my coucli, and, pointing towards 
The ducal palace, marshal me to vengeance. 

Bar, Fancy’s distemtieratitre! There is no passion 
More spectral or fantastical than hate; 

Not even its oppMito, love, so i>eop!es air 
With phantoms, as (his madness of the heart. 

an Q^cer. 

Jjor. Where go you, sirrtdi ? 

OJi. By die ducal order 

To forward the preparatory ntes 
For the late Foecari’s interment. 

J?ar. Their 

Vault has been often open’d of late years. 

Lor. ’T will be ftill soon, and may bo closed for ever. 
Offi. May 1 pass on ? 

Lor. You may. 

Btsr. How bears tiie Doge 

This last calannty ? 

Qjffi. Wkl) desperate firmness, 

In presence of anoftwff he says little, 

But 1 perc^e liia U^HKivo now and then; 


And once or twice I faetrd him, ftom the a^oinmg 
Apartment, mutter forth the words—“My son!* 

Scarce audibly. I must proceed. 

{Emi Ojkrr. 

Bar. This stroke 

Will move all Venice in his fovour. 

Lor. Right! 

We must be speedy: let ws cadi together 
The delegates appointed to convey 
The counciPs resolution. 

Bar. I protcHt 

A^inst it at this moment. 

Lor. As you please— 

I ’ll lake their voices on it ne’ertheless, 

And see whose most may sway them, yours or nftne. 

[Exeunt Bakbakioo and Loredako 


ACT V. 

! Scene I. — The Doge’s Apartnien/. 

The Doge awl AUendants. 

Att. My loril, the depulatiou is in waiting; 

But a/ll), that if uiiolhcr hour would better 
A<'<'ord wilh your will, they will make it (heirs. 

Doge. To me all hours art*, like. Let ihem approui li. 

[Exit AUcmlant. 

An (llUeer. Prince! I have done your bidding. 

Jhgr. What command ? 

(fffi. A melancholy one—to cdl the attendance 

or— 

Doge. True—true—true: 1 cnive your pardon. 1 
Begin to fail in apprelionKioit, an<l 
Wa\ very old—old ulinust as iny years. 

Till lUiW r fought Uicm oif, but they begin 
To overtake me. 

Elder ihr Xby/Mhi/ioa, conri.’/tin"' of nix of the Signory. 
and the Chief of Uie Ten. 

Noble luciji, your pleasure-! 

Chief of the Ten. In tine first pluc/*, the Council dotl 
coiuloUi 

With the i>ogc on his late and private grief. 

Doge. N<» inon^—no more of that. 

Chief of the Ten. Will not tlie Dukt 

Accept the homage of reHp(.*c( ? 

Doge. I do 

Accept it as’t is given—proceed. 

Chief of thrTen. “The Ten,” 

Willi a selected giunta from the senate 
Of tw'cnty-fivc of the best bom patricians, 

Having deliberated on the state 
Of the republic, and the o’erwhelmiiig cares 
Wliich, at this moment, doubly must oppress 
Your years, so long devoted to your country, 

Have judged it fitting, with all reverence, 

Now to solicit from your wistloin, (wliich 
Upon reflection must accord in tliis,) 

Tlift r(!signati<m of the dural ring, 

Which you have worn so long and venerably; 

And to prove that they are not ungrateful nor 
Cold to your years and services, they add 
An a|q)anago of twenty hundred golden 
Ducat^ to make retiremimt not less splendid 
Than siiouid become a soverwgn’s retreat. 

Doge. Did I hear rightly ? 

Chiif of the Ten. Need 1 say again 

Doge. No.—Have you done ? 

Chigf of the Ten. 1 have spoken. Twenty-fo 

Hours are acxjorded you to give an answer. 

Doge. 1 shall not need so many seconds. 

Chief of the Tm. We 

Will now retire. 

Doge, Stay! Four and twenty hours 

Will alter nothing which 1 have to say. 


* An Ustdrieiil &el. 



Act V. 





Chitf0fthTm,Bpeak\ 

Jioge. When I twice boibre reiter^ed 

My wud) to abdicate, it was refused me ; 

And not alone refused, but ye exacted 
An oath from me that 1 wotild never more 
Renew this instance. 1 have sworn to die 
In full exertion of the functions, which 
My coimtry call’d me here lo exercise, 

According to my lioitour and my conscience— 

I cannot break my oath. 

Chief of the Ten. Reduce us not 
To the alternative of a decree, 

Instead of your compliance. 

Doge. Providence 

Prolongs my days to prove and chasten me; 

Rut ye have no right to reproach my length 
Of days, since every hoiir lias been tlie country’s. 

1 am ready to lay down my life for her, 

As 1 have laid down clearer things than life; 

But for rny dignity—I hold it of 
'J'ho whtle repuldic; when the gejicrtU will 
Is manifest, then you sliull all he answer’d. 
dfmf of Vie 2Vrt. We gritwe fir such an answer; but 
it eannol 
Avail you aught. 

fhge. 1 can suhuiU to all thi«<is, 

J3ut nothing will advance; no, not a nioincnt. 

Wliat you decree --dt cree. 

Chief of the Ten, Wi-h tliis, then, must we 

Uetiirn lo those who sent us? 


Mi|^t hav« rep^ protoebon m Uus momen^ 

Caimot assist his father. 

Doge. Nor should do so 

Against his country, had he a thousand Uves 
instead of that— 

Mar. They tortured from him. This 

May be piu^ patriotism. 1 am a woman: 

To me my husband and my cliildrcn w ere 
Country and home. I loved him—how I loved him! 

I have seen him jmss Uirough sucli an ordeal as 
The old martyrs would have shnink from: he is gone^ 
And I, wiio would have given iny blood for him, 

Have nauglit to give but tears ! Rut could 1 compass 
The rctributioji of his wrongs!—Well, well; 

I have sons, who shall be men. 

D)ge. Tour grief distracts you. 

Mar. 1 thought 1 could have borne it, when 1 saw luni 
Bow’d down !)y such oppression; yes, I thought 
Thai 1 would rallur Iof>k iii»on his corse 
Than his prcdoiig’d caplivity:—1 am pimish’d 
For that thought now. W<»uld I were in liis grave! 

Jhge, I must hx>k on fiiiii once more. 

Mar. Come with me! 

J)og€. Is lie—— 

Mar. Our bridal bH is now Ids bier. 

D>ge. And he is in his shroud! 

Mar. Como, come, old man! 

[A'j.v;u7d the Doge and Makina. 

Kidir n\KBAniGO and Lobxdatto. 


Dtge. Yon have heard me. 

Cftirf of the Ten, W ith all due rovcrence we. retire. 

[JhZvtunt the Deputation, ^'C. 

Enttrr an Atlendanf. 

Ait. My lord, 

lithe noble dainc Marina craves an audience. 

Doge. My time is hers. 

Enter Mai?jn.\. 

Mot. My lord, if I intrude— 

Perhaps you fain would be alone ? 

Doge. Alone! 

Alone, conus all the world arorind me, I 
Am now and ovcnu<»rc. But w<! will l>oar it. 

jMar. We will; and for the sake of those who arc, 

Kndrawur-Oli my husband! 

Done. Give it way; 

I cannot coiaforl ihoe. 

Mar. lie might haV(* livtsd, 

So form’d for gentle privacy of life, 

So loving, so beloved; the native of 
Another land, and who so bUjst and blessing 
As my floor I^’osc^ri^? NoUiing was wanting 
Unto his hapjuness and mine save not 
I’o be. Venetian. 

D*gc. Or a prince’s son. 

Mar. Ves; all tilings which conduce lo other men’s 
Im|)erfect hafipiness or high ambition, 

By some strange destiny, to him proved deadly. 

'rho country and the people whom he loved, 

'J'he prince of whom he was the eldtir born, 

And- 

Dtge. Soon may bo a prince no longer. 

Mar. How ? 

Doge. They have taken my son from me, and now aim 
At my too long worn diadem and ring. 

Let Uiem resume the gewgaws ! 

Aior, Oh tlie tyrants! 

In such an hour tor>! 

Doge. ’T w the BUest time: 

An hour ago I should have felt it. 

Mar. And 

Will you not now resent it ?—Oh for vengeance! 

But he, who, had ho been enough protected, 


Ear. {to an Attefuhmt.) Whore is the Doge? 

Ail. Tlus instant retired hence 

With the illustrious lady hia sim’s widow. 

Jj/r. Where? 

Alt. To the chamber where tlie body lies. 

Ear. Let us return, then. 

Z/ir. You forget, you cannot. 

We have the implicit order of the Giunta 
To await their corning here, and join Uiem 
I’heir office; they ’ll be here soon after us. 

Ear. Ami will they firess their answer on tlie Doge? 
Ijrr. ’1' was his own wish that all should bo done 
promptly. 

Ho answer’d (packly, and must so be answer’d; 

Ills dignity is look’d to, liis estate 
Cared for—what would he more? 

Ear. Di(‘. in his robes: 

He could not have lived long; but I have dona 
My best to save his honours, and Ofifweed 
This proposition to the last, though vainly. 

Why would the general vote compel me hither? 

Iajt. was fit dial some one of such ditforent thoughUi 
From ours should Ikj a witness, lest fidse tongues 
Should whisfier that a harsh majority 
Dreaded lo have its acts bclield by otliors. 

Ear. And not less, T must noodis think, for the stdte 
Of humbling me fir my vain opposition. 

You are ingcnituw, Loredano, in 
Your modes of vengeance, nay, fioeticaJI, 

A very Ovid in the art of hating; 

’T is thus (although a secondary object, 

Yet hate has microscopic eyes) to you 
I owe, by way of foil to the more zealous, 

This undosired association in 
Your Gtuiila’s duties. 

Jjtr. How !—my Giunta! 

E'jt. Four#.' 

They speak your language, watch your nod, approve 
Your [dans, and do your work. Are they not youn? 

Tjrr. You talk unwarily. ’T were best they hear not 
This from you. 

Bar. Oh! they ’ll hoar as much one day 

From louder tongues than mine; they have gone beyond 
Even their exorbitance of power; when 
■ This happeni in tlie mo<t contemn’d and abject 
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States^ ttung humanity w3l riso to check it. 

Lor. You talk but idty. 

Bar. That remains for proof. 

Here come our cobeagties. 

Enter the Depvtatiem a» bqfore. 

Chief <f tfie Ten. Is tlic Ehike aware 

We seek his presence? 

Alt. Ho shall be inform’d. 

[Exit Attendant 

Bar. The Duke is witli his son. 

Cftief of' the 31fin. If it be so, 

Wc will rcniit him till the riles are over. 

Let us return. ’T is time enough to-morrow. 

Lor, (ujtUle to Bar.) Now the rich man’s hell-firo upoi 
your tongue, 

UnquenchMi un<}uenchab)e! 111 have it tom 
From its vile iKibbling roots, till you shall utter 
Notliing but sobs Uirough blood, for this! t^age signors 
I pray ye be not hasty. [Ahwl to the others 

Bar, But be human! 

Lor, See, the Duke comes! 

Enter the Door, 

Dof.(e. I )»avc obey’d your summons 

Cidef of the Ten. Wo C(jmo once more to urge ou 
past rerpicst. 

Doge. Ami X to answer. 

Cln^f ff the Ten. What ? 

Doge. My only answer 

You have heanl it. 

Chief of the Ten. Hear you tlicn the last decree, 
DefiniiivtJ and absolute! 

Doge. To the point— 

To tlie point! 1 know of f>ld the forms of office. 

And gentle preludes to Ktrong acts—Go on! 

Chiif of the Ten, You are no !oiig»i Doge; you ar< 
n!j«.-ased 

From your impi'rial oatli as f uverrign ; 

Your ducui robes must be- jiul. off; but f()r 
Yrnjr service.®, tho Jillots flu* af)[>an.'igo 
Already meiitioiiM in our former con;»niss. 

Three days are left you to remove from lienco, 

ITnder the jienalty to sec confiscated 
All yonr own private forluno, 

Dtge, That last clause, 

X am proud to say, would not enrich tho treasury. 

Chief of the 'Ten. Your answer, Duke! 

Jjor. Your answer, Francis Foscari! 

Dfge. If I could have foreseen that iny old ago 
Was prejudicial to tho state, the chief 
Of the republic never would liave shown 
Himself so far ungratcfiil, as to place 
His own high dignity Ixjfore his counliy; 

But this life Imving been so many years 
Not ustdess to that country, I would fain 
Have consocrattxl my last moments to her. 

But the decree being render’d, I obey. 

Chi^f of tfic Ten. If you would have the three days 
named extended, 

Wc willingly will lengthen tliem to eight, 

As sign of our estoent. 

D)ge. Not eight hours, signor, 

Nor even eight minutes—There’s the ducal ring, 

[7’fliiw^ his ring and cap. 
Ami Uiore tho ducal diadoin. And so 
Thn Adriatic *s free to wed another. 

Chi^f of the Ten, Vet go not forth so quickly. 

Doge. I am old, sir, 

And even to move but slowly nm.st begin 
To move betimes. Meihinl^ 1 see among you 
A face I know not—Senator! your name, 

You, by your garb, Chief of tht^ Forty! 

Afe»i. j Signor, 

I am U )0 son of Marco Menitno. 


lUigs, Ah! 

Your fatJjer waa my friend.—^Btit som andyofWs/— 
What, fio! my servants there! 

Ati, My prince! 

Doge. No prince— 

There aro the princes of the prince! [Potfiiing to the 
Ten's t/fj>w£rrfio77..]—Pr(q)arc 
To part from hence upon the instant. 

Chief of the Ten. Why 

So rashly? ’twill give scandal. 

JJoge. Answer that; 

I'lh t/ie TVn, 

It is your province.—Sirs, bestir yourselves: 

[To the iS'rriJanto. 

There is one burden which J beg you hear ** 
With care, although \ is past all farther harm— 

Hut I will look to tlmt myself. 

Bur. Ho means 

The body of fiis son. 

Doge, And call Marina, 

My daughter! 

Enter Marixa. 

Doge. Get thee ready, we nmst mourn 

Elsrwlierc. 

A/ar. And every where. 

Dtge. True; but in freedom, 

Without these jealous spies u|K)n the great. 

Signors, yon may depart; wh.U. would you nmre? 

We arc going: do you fear that we shall bear 
'I'hc pala<’e with us? Its old walls, leu times 
As old :is I am, and I’m vt^ry old, 

Have served you, so have I, and 1 and they 

Goukl tell a tale; but I invoke them not 

To fid) upon you! el.-^c they would, as orst 

I’hc pillars of stone I Wagon's t«'mple on 

The Isra<-ht(i and his T'hiJisfinc foes. « 

^ncli power I do believe there might c.tist 

'll sueii a <’urst' as mine, prov<»lu‘d by smli 

As yo(j; hm f curse not. Adieu, gof»d signors! 

May tl)i‘ n(!Xt. duk(5 be better than the present! 

Lh\ 'I’lu* j/rt'.'ienf <liike is Paschal Malipiero. 

Do^e. Not till I pass the Oircsliold of these dtx>rR. 

L/r. Saint Mark’s great bell is .soon about to toll 
'or his irmiiguratioii. 

Doga. Karth amlheaveii! 

e will reverberate tin.® p<sa); and I 
jiViJ to hear tliis!—the tirst <loge wlu) e’er heard 
Elicit sound for liLs succ<*.‘Jsor! lla)>pier ho, 

My attainted prcch cessor, stern Faliero— 

I'his insult a! tho least was spared liini. 

Jmt. Whal: 

lo you regret a traitor? 

Doge. No—I merely 

ilnvy the dead. 

Chief of the Tm. My lord, if you indeed 
\re bent upon this rash ubandifument 
)f the state’s palace, at tiic least retire 
y the private staircase, which conducts you towarrls 
'be landing-place of the canal. 

Doge. No. I 

kVil! now descend the stains hy which I mounted 
'o sovereignty—the Giants’ Stairs, on wlio.®e 
^road eminence I was invested duke. 
iy services hiivi* call'd mo up those steps, 

!'l»e malice of my foes will drive me down them. 

'/ure five and thirty years ago was I 
nstall'd, and traversed these same halls, from whidi 
never thought to be divort'ed except 
V corse—a cors(‘, it might Im', figlding for tliem— 
iut not push’d hence by fellow ciiizens. 

Ill come; my son and I will go together— 
lo to his grave, and 1 to pray for mine. 

Chief of the Ihi. Wliat! thus in piblic? 

Doge. I was publicly 
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Eiootod, and so will I be depoHtrd. 

Marina! art tlion wiiliug ? 

Mar. Here’s my arm t 

Xhffc. And hcremy^tf^/ lluis propp’d will I go fort 
Chief qf the 'Tvii. It must not be—“llic pix)p)e w 
perceive il. 

Doge, Tlie |HJOplo!—There’s no people, y<m w’ 
know ih 

Else you dare not deal tlms !>y tliem or me. 

'I’liere is a popu/wee, [*crliaps, \vh<we looks 
May shame you ; but iiu*y dure not •.'roan nor curs 
y<»w, 

Save witJi liicir hearts and eyes. 

Chief of tite 7\:n. Yon speak in passioi 

Kls,,— 

Dn-e. You have reason, I have spoken much 
More than my wont: it Is a foilde W'hiclj 
\Vas not of inine^ but more excuses you, 

Tnasiiiuch as it shows tliat 1 ap(»roach 
A d«)lago which may justify this deed 
Of yours, nllhongh t)ie law does not, nor will. 

Farcw'ell, sirs! 

Drr. You shall not depart w’iiliout 

An cs4‘orl fitting [>ast and pre-j.-ni rank. 

We will areompany, with <lu«* respect, 

'riic l.)oee unto his private paK'iec. Say I 
Mv hretlireii, will wc not? 

Di/ftrvnt wices. Ay !—Ay 1 

You shall nr 

S'lr—in my train, n.f least. I enlerd here 
As sovereign—I go out as eitizeu 
lU* the same porlals, hut as citizen. 

All these vain eeremonios are base insults, 

VV'hirh only ulcerate tlu! Ijearl thi* more, 

A[)(>)\iug [misons (here ;is aniel /It s. 

I'o'Uji is ior prinee-5—f mn —'I’iial ’.s false, 

' I hut oify lo lliese eJlle•^—Ah! 

7/)r. Hark! 

[ 1%: Lnuii L'lU of'S/. jMivl's 

fi'ir. The holt! 

(%f'f of the Ten. Si. A(;»vU’s, ulueh tolls for ih 
election 
Of iVlalipiero. 

Well T recogmv'.e 

^'llc ! T lii-.inl Jt oia e, hut once la'lcfre, 

Au'l ihiit is live and ihirly year,: ii.yo; 
hive'll /h‘}i I ttuiA iiof. i/>. 

U'tr. Sit flown, my loid! 

You tremble. 

/>*£.'<*. ’T is the knell of rny [toor boy ! 

Mv hcnrl aches bitterly. 

Dor. 1 pray you sit. 

No; my s“ilI here lias lieen a throne till now 
Marina ! lei. ii;> go. 

Mni\ Most readily. 

Dogi'f {wailiH afew HiepR, ihrn idojt-iJ) I fcid athirst— 
will no one bring me hero 
A enp of water? 

D,ir, I- 

Mar. And I- 

//«-. Anil I— 

[TVic Dock tnliesa gohUt J'r<fm tJmhatvl 
of Louki>ano. 

Doge. T lake yoars^ Tortulario, from the hand 
Most, fit for such an liour as Uiis. 

Ijor, Why so ? 

JMtge. ’T is said that our Venetian crystal lias 
Stich pure antipathy to jmisons as 
To hurst, if aught of venom touches it. 

Y'oti liore this goblet, and it Ls not broken. 

Imit. Well, bir! 

Doge, Then it i-; false, or you are true. 

For iiiv own port, I credit neither; ’tis 
An idle legend. 

Mar 


30#; 

Had bettor now be scatoil, nor as yet 

Depart. Ah! now you look as lo<i’d my husband! 

Bar. He sinks!'—«upport. him!—quick—a cliair— 
support him! 

jDo^r, The bell tolls on!—lot’s licnce—my bmin *b 
on fin*! 

Bar. 1 do bcsocch you, Ivan upon us! 

Digc. No! 

A sovereign should die standing. My poor Imy! 

Oir with your arms !—'fVuU iM-U! 

[The. Doue drojr« donm mid dint. 
Mar, MyGud! My God! 

Bar. (to lj}r.) Behold I your work’s completed! 
Chiefnf die 'l\n, Js tlierc tlmn 

No aid? Call in assistance! 

Att. ’T is all over. 

Chief of dui Ten. If it Ims so, at least his ohsequicR 
^Imll b»5 such as befit.s his name and nation, 

Ills rank and bis devotion to the duties 
Of ilio realm, wlalo his age permitted him 
'J’o rlo himself ami them tiill justice. Urethren, 

Sav, shall it not ho so? 

Bar. I7i; has not had 

J'lie mi.<cry to die a .subject when*- 
He reign’d; tlien lot in.-^ limorul rites ho princely. 
Clinfofihv T>/i. We are agreed, tlien 7 
Alf, errept J/ir, anum r^ Yes. 

Chief of the Ten. Heaven’s peace l«‘ with him! 

Mar. Signors, vour pardon: tins is mockery. 

.Tuggle no uMiri; with that poor remnant, which, 

A moment sinee, wlule ye.i it had a soul, 

A seiil by whom yon have increawed ycHir empire, 

And madi; yuur power tis proud as was his glory.) 

Von baui.di\l from his ji.dace, and lore down 

iji his liigh place, wiili such relentless ct*ldne.Mti ; 

And now, wiu'ii In* can ne.iihcr know llu'S('. honourr-!, 

Nor Would JH e-'pl ibcni if he eo.dd, V'HI, signors, 
birjstse, with idle and stjpe ■|lu<>ns ponij), 

'o make, a pageant over wliat v<ni irainjded. 

A firmeelv fiiu' ral will he y«jnr fejiroach, 

\!id not l,i> Inmour. 

Clurfofthf Ten. Fad/, wo revoke not 
iiir purpose i so rea Id/. 

JMi/r. I know it, 

\s f'U’ a*' tou.'ljce toriunug the living. 

Ih iiiglit the deati bad been beyond even j/en, 

'hfjugh (.^oine, jjt) doiibl) eon.igfi'd lo p«ivver.s vvlunh 
iiinv 

oemble dial you evereice on earth, 
i-ave him to me; vou would have done s.> for 
i< dregs «>f life, wi.icii you liavc kindly shortenVl' 
i< my lasi <»r<lntj's, and may provo 
drearv eomtdrl in my deMilation. 
rief IS fniM 'lieal, and lovo'. the d<*ad, 
lid ill.' apjiiirel the gr.Ave. 

Chifofdse. T' li. Do you 

'retr-nd .still to Ihi.s o.dice? 

Mil''. I do, signor, 

homdi hi.s possessions have boon all consurnod 
ii (he slate’s serviei*. f have still my dowry, 
hieh shall be consecratwl to his rites, 

nd (liO'^e of- [She/ttopit vith aoifation. 

(dtief of die Ten. Best relain it. for your children. 

Mw’. Ay, iliey arc fatherless, I tluuik yon. 

Chie f of (he. TfH: W« 

anno! comply with your request. His relics 
lall he exjM>sed vvitli wonted pomp, and fiillow’d 
ilo llieir homo l>v tho new Doge, not clad 
s Do"f\ but simjtly a« a senator. 

Mar. I have heard of murdcriirs, who have inferr’d 
hoir victims ; but ne’er hoard, until Uiis hour, 

’so much splendour in hypocrisy 
cr Ihoso lliev slew. 1 \o hoard of widows* tijain— 
las! 1 have shod some—-always ihonUs to you! 
fo heard of/<err« in saldoa—you have’h’ft none 


Y'ou talk wiklly, and 



SIO 


APPENDIX TO THE TWO FOSCAUI. 


To the deceased, so you would act t])o part 
Of such. Well, sirs, your will be done! os one day 
I trust, Heaven's will bo done loo! 

0titf of the Ttan. Know you, lady, 

To whom y« speak, an<l perils of such speecli ? 

Maf, 1 kmiw the form»'r hotter than yourselves; 
The latter—like yourselves; and can lace both. 

Wish you more funerals ? 

Bear. Hoed not her rash words; 

Her circumstances must excuse her boann);. 

Chif of tile Ten. \Mo will not note them down. 


Bar. (fuminti to Ijor. who U lorUing hit tableit.^ 
What art thou writu^ 

With such on earnosl brow, upon thy tablets ? 

L/yr. {fimnting to the I)oge's hodg.) That he has paid 
me!* 

CMifuJthe 7vn. WliiU debt did he ewe you? 

a long and just one; Nature’s debt and mine, 
[CurlainfatlM, 

• “ LVu* Aut»Mtorie«lf*<tt. See Ih* W^torjr itf V#«kr«, by 

P. Daru, i>nge 4 U,vol. 22 . 
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E^trait de CHietoire de la li^tdilique de Veniee par' 
JP. Doru, de CAr.ad^me /Vonfatse, tom. II. 

Djbpuis trentc ans, la rqtublique n’avait pas dept^st' 
lo8 armes. Eilc avail ac<|uis les provinces de Brescia, 
de Bergamo, dc. Crftme, ot la principaiitc de Ravenne. 

Muis ces guerres conliriuelles fuisaient hcaucoiip de 
malhciireitx et de nu^oritents. Ec doge Francois h'tis- 
cari, Kquion ne pouvait pardonner dVii avoir etc le 

I trouutteur, manifpsta uiie sccondc lois, on 144:^, cl pro- 
lablemont avec plus do siiu^crite qm; )a preimirc, I’ln- 
timtiun d’abdiquor sa diguite. La‘ couseil s’y refusa en¬ 
core. On aval! exigd ue lui le scriucm de no plus quit¬ 
ter le dugat. II etait deja avaued dans la vieillcsse, 
conservaat cependant beaucoup de force de tele et de 
caract<*re, cl jouissant de la gloire d’avoir vu la reptib- 
litpio ctendre an loin Ics limites de e«‘s domaines pen¬ 
dant son administration. 

Au milieu de ces prosperitds, do grands chagrins vin- 
rent metlro b I’epreuve la ferinelc tie aon bine. 

Sun fils, Jacques Foscari, fut accuse, e.n 1445, d'avoir 
re^'.u des prcHcnts dc quelques prini^es ou seigneurs 
dtratigera, notammonl, disuit-on, mi due de Milan, Plii- 
lipj»c Visconti. CV'tait non seuliTnent unc hiissi’ssc, 
mais tuie infraitUon des lois posilivi^s de la repultiunie. 

Le conseil des di\ Iraila ri'tle aftairc comme s’il so 
fut agi d’un debt coiutnis par un jiarlieulier obsi'ur. 
L’accuse fut arm*ne devant ses juges, devniit le doge, 
qui ne crui pas pouvoir s’uhsteiiir de presider le trilm- 
nal. Lh, il fut iuterr»>ge, applique h la question,de¬ 
clare coupablc, ct il eniundit, do la bouche do son jM>rc, 
I'nrr^i mu lu condainnait a un baniusstoiienl perpi'^luel, 
el le releguait h Naples de Komanie, pour y tinir scs 
jours. 

Etnbarqud sur unc gak'^re iiour se rciidre au lieu de 
son ('xil, il tomba inalade l\ Trieste. Los solUciiaUous 
du ilogt' obtinreut, non sans difficultly qu’on lui assignat 
mic autre residence. ICnfin, le conseil i)es dix lui per¬ 
mit d<' se reiirer h Treviso, en lui imposant I'obligation 
d’y roster sous peine de mort, et de se presenter tous" 
les jours dt*vanl Ic gouverneur. 

11 y elnil deiMiis ciiuj ans, lorsqu'im d<'S chefs du con- 
seil des dix assa.ssinty Les soupfons se porlt^rent siir 
lui: un de ses domestkpies qu’<m avail vu a Venisc fu 
arrete et subit la torture. lies hotirreaux nc puren 
lui arranher aiicim uvou. Co terrible tribunal si 
ameiierlo maitn^, le soumit aux monies epreuves; il* 


* Eil.xiafli Ja tonlo WT nvrv** du luv In ▼prilu ; chhimnlu U wnwt’li' 
dp itiPPi collu Kitiiifii, iipI qtmt*- Ii'i uiPHit i- Jo fu KctilvitriuUj. (Mai'ii 
fluniOo, Vitp tip' Dtiflti. F. ) 

t F I’ll foriiipntato it 4 mu; uonti'MiAr<Ma uti'niin, i>nrTP nJ 

dp* ditfi'i «li ronfiiiAiIo iu viiti »tU ( untM (Ibul ) V»iii Ip (pxte <)« jiitfc 
liwul: •‘t'lHu hipotiii* FoHiari jppr iKi-ftHioopiii |ipi riifoiiotim el morli 
Ilennutiti Tioiiuli foil reii-ittiit el examiiiutiis. el ]HO|iU>r 8 ii;ii> 6 i‘»uoi>«i> 
ip^iiAentuiitcst. ei 8 ci’t|><iirup t uni, rtnrf i(< 

B'liii cHM; roluii riiiniiutt |iriedirti, ptil iiiPuntniiotiph et veeltu qna‘ 

•it>i •vi’fttu di: qniluis vci^dt liiittriia inhitU'c-udi, vutefnr |tr> 

'til H’liiu), mm <-Me |K>%atl>i>p cKirnlifiv »)> qiso illiun I 
vei-'nmem, qur flam cut iwrd.'njiUirHti el per teAOrioilioitev.qiiiii.inm i.i 
Amcatiquiin nee-Wlanii, «Me femitinit. ileitien 

tidau n <1 miditur I'K • • T.iinen i.<>u >.• ui't ui. iii ifi's* 

MVlSi*. 1^0111 im'p'.o <1 rri)H'rtil>ii». |<r(rM i 

MtMgM|i*rr>ii>aii>i >i> tui. r.'.et jm ii>u-uli< dtin t .■ 

■teprnurr<l<'>'> qiKHtdiri.e. Ja.-o'hX rniritri. iii.^pip-ri i miii 

WkSMurdt i!Io,mlttttMlucoiituiniiiti»i'tviu>tt i hiiuv,*' etc.—.N .hici 


jsista b tuns les tourments, ne cossant d’attosteraon 
nnucence mais on vit dans cette Constance que 

r olislinatioii; do ce. qii’il laisait le fait, on conclut qu« 
m fait existait; on attribiia sa fermete k la magie, et on 
^ relegua a la Cauec. Dc eettc terre iuintaine, le ban- 
i, digiio alors do quokjuc piti#, no ccssait d’ecrirc h 
oil pero, il ses amis, pour obtenir quclquc adoiicisse- 
lenl il sa dep^vtation. N’ubtenant ricn, et sachant 
|Uo la terreur (ju’inspiruit. le conseil des dix ntt lui per- 
Detlail [)es dVspert:r do trouver dans Venise unc scule 
oix qui sVdev.'it e» sa favour ; il fit une letlre pour lo 
louveau due ilc Milan, par laiiuelle, au rumi des ffona 
•ffiees quo Sforre avail ro(;us du chef de la republique, 

I iinplorail sou iiitervenliou en favour d’un innocent, du 
ils du doge. 

Cette leltre, selon quelques historieiis, fut confico h 
un mareband, qui avait promis do la faire parvenir au 
Juc; mais (jiii, tro[) averti de co qu’il avait a craindre 
i n so rendarit rinitirmediarc d’une parojUc correspon- 
laiice, se h:“ita, eii deharipiaiit a Venise, de la remetl.o 
t» chef du tribunal. IJno autro version, qui parail plus 
dre, rapjiorle quo la lottre fut surprise par uii espioti, 
Allaelie au pas dc I’l'xile.* 

Cl* fut nil nouveau debt donl on out h. punir Jacques 
'oscari. Reclanier la protection d’un prince etranger 
bait im crirue, dans uu sujet do la republique. Une 
galore ])arMt siu-lo-chanip pour ruriicner duns los prisons 
lie Venisi*. A soli arrivee. il fut. soumis h I’ostrapade.'f 
CVlait line Riiiguli^rc destince, pour le citoycr d’une 
epubbquc et pour le fils d un prince, d’etre troia fois 
dans su vie applique k la question. Cette ibis la torture 
L'fait d’autanl plus odicuse, qu'’elle n’avait point d'objef, 
e fail qu’on avail k lui reprocher, etant incontestable. 

Qiiand on doinanda 5 I’accust;, dans les intcrvailes que 
es bourreaux lui aecordaient, )K>urquoi il avait cent la 
ettro qii’oii lui produisait, il rf'ponilit quo e’etait precise- 
ni'iit parce qu’d uedoulait pa.s quelle no tomhnt entre 
!es mains du tribunal, que loulo autre voie. lui avait 
ele fermee pour faire parvenir sos reclamations, qu’il 
<’atteinlail bien qu’on le, ferait amener ii Venise ; mais 
ju’il avait tout risque pour avoir la consolation de voir 
sa femim^, .son pt‘re, el sa m^re, encore une fois. 

Sur celtc iiuivo declaration, <m corifirma sa Hcntence 
ilVxil: mais on 1 uggrava, en y ajoutant qu’il serait retenu 
<ii )>risoii pendant un an. Cette ngueur, linnt on usait 
Clivers un nialhcureut^ elait sans doule odieuse : mais 
cette politique, qui demndait k tons les citoyeiis ac faire 
nterveiiir les etrongers dans le.s affaires inlerieures de 
a republique, etait sago. £lle etait chez eux une max- 
ime de goiivernemenl et une maxime inflexibie. L- 
histohen Paul MorosiiiiJ a conte que I’emperetir Fri*- 
deric III. pendant qn’i! etail FhOle des Venitiens, de- 
rnanda, comme une favour particuhkre, I’admission d’un 


i,danB uii vnlitmc, intitiiUi Rsccolta di 
I tafnitan- »u<rirli«* f Riiiifflole, per for/n r la Storift dell’eccellentiartino 
1 ih X iti'lla MI .1 pniiui inulKiiMoie sitio a'ytvnii noiiri, eon Uidt- 

I vfiv Tnriti/Jiuii e ntotiiie neUo VArie epocli« tuccesie. (Archive* d* 
1 Vvoi«r.> 

I * l.A fKJlicv cU 6 i‘ ci-dv>cn 9 , qni repmrte lea arte* de cette procidure. 
t Kitii.' pitma BKperv la verl(k trenta equAMi di cord*. (Mtrln 
tcuioio, Vnedu' Dnclti. F. Kfwcnri.) 
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citoyen dans grand conscU, ct la grace d'uii ancien 
goUTdinour de CandiC) gendro du dogc^ et banni pour 
Kft mauralse administration, sans pouvoir oblenir ni 
l*une ni Tautre. 

Cependant, on ne put refuser au condainn^ la per* 
mission de voir sa femme, ses enfants, scs parents, qu'il 
allait quitter pour toujours. Cette dcrnu're entrevue 
m^me fut accompagneo do cruaute, par la stWere cir- 
conspoction, qui retenait les ^anchements de b 
lour paternelle et conjugate. Ce ne fut point (lat.o x x.x' 
tSrieur de lour appartement, ce fut dans unc des 
grandcs sallesdu palais, qu’unc femme, accompagncc de 
ces quatre fils, vint fairc les derniers adicu?( h son mari, 
qu*«m p^re octogenairc et le dogaressc accablei^ d*infir- 
mites, jouirent un moment de la triste consolation do 
m&l#r leurs larmes k cedes dc leur exile. II sc jet a h 
leurs genoux en lour teiuiant des mains disloquecs par 
la torture, pour les supplier de soUicitcr quclquc adou- 
cissement It la sentence qni venail d'etre prononccc 
contre lui. Son pdre cut le courage de lui repondre : 
“ Non, mon fils, respecter votre arret, ct ob<‘is8ez sans 
murmtire h la scigneuric A ces mots il se separa 
de I’infortun^, qui fut sur-lo-champ embarque pour 
Candic. 

L'antiquil^ vit avec autant d’liorreur que d’admira¬ 
tion un pftro condanmanf ses fils evidemment coupablcs. 
Elle hesita pour qualifier de vertu sublime ou do fero- 


Ri^^le n’avait rien de crimincl, comment concevoir In 



moment dc s’en separtT pour jamais, lui inlerdit les mur- 
miircs ctjusqifh rosprrance? Comment oxpli(|ucr iiu“ 
si cruclle circonspcclioii, si cc ii’cst on avouanl, h noire 


hontn, que la tyninnie pent obtenir du rcspcce hu- 
maiiie les mftmes efforts que la vertu? La servitude 
itbrait-clle son heroisme comrne la UIhtIc ? 

Quelque temps apri^s ce jugoment, on diVxmvnl le 
veritable auteur do Tassassiiiat, dont Jacques Foscari 
portait Ic peine ; inais il nVaail plus Icmpis de reparer 
cettc ntrocc injustice, Ic mallicurcux etuit mort duns 
sa ]irison. 

II me reste <i raeontcr la suile des mullumrs du pere. 
L’lustoire les atlribue a rimpatienoii qu'avaient scs en- 
nenvis et ses rivaux do voir vaquer sa place. Kllc ae- 
cu‘’c formellument Jacques Jxiircdau, niii di's chefs du 
conseil des dix, de. sVtro livrc eontro co vicillard aux 
conscils d’une lia'uie hcrt'^ilairo, ct qui depuis long 
temps divisait leurs maisons.| 

Fran^'ois Foscari avail essayt? do le fairc cesser, cn 
ofirant sa filie .'I IHlIustre amiral Pierre Lnredan, pour 
un do ses fils. L’alliance avail etc rojotce, et rininiitie 
des deux families s’en ctaii accrue. Dans tons les etm- 
seils, dans loutes les affaires, le doge trouvait toujours 
les l^redans prfils a combattre ses propositions ou ses 
inUireUs. Il lui echappa un jour ne <nre. (ju’il no s<- 
croirait reellement prince, que lorsquc Pierre Loredun 
aurait ecsse dc vivre. Cot ainiral mourut queluue 
temps apr^s, d’une incommoditc assez prompto quou 
tic put cxpliquer. 11 n'en faliut pas davanlugo au.x inal- 
veillants pour insinucr que Francois Foscari, ayanl de- 
sirfi cette mort, pouvail bicn i’avoir liutce. 

* Marin SnniUa, (t.tnKSA ehroniqtie, Vilr dc* Dtidii, m Rert let fii 
•Toir en riiuentioii d’mw cx{freMlori jwicji 6iicrEiijne: “ 11 doge era vre- 
chio ill deereiHta etft e caminava con una rn.-iZxetiK: Kqunndo eli arxlft 
parlofli multo conaUnlemeiiie chc )>an>a die non foiuu* ».uo fixlinolo, )ii ct 
toate AgUnido iiiiico, t* JacnfMxti^iir, mcaacr padre, vi pre^i chi* procurialt* 
per me, arrinccliij io Innii acaaa mia. li dox'* dtaxe: Jaxopo, va e ulx* 
a qorUoclie yuwIk la terra, e non cercar piu oltrc.” 
tCelafutuu actequernn iica^noroil iiy Inner, ny amir? 

blaamer; car. ou eV.4toit unc excellence rle vorin, (pu rendou nin^l eon 
cceur irapaeatble, on niie violence dc (taaaion ((ni le ren-li>i( iiiReiiaibi)', 
dont ue ruite I’aiilre nVal chitk.' ju-ute, airi&i snrpiismni I'ur'IniHire 
d’hninaiiie nature cl tenant on de la divinitli on de la bcaualiU:. Muie il 
eat (dui. mtaoniiatile qttc le joKemritt dee liommes n*urco>di-a aa Bloire, 
que la f ‘ ^ ' . . T ‘ , 1 . . 

3 uaiKl it M- fut retir4, tout le monde demeora anr b plrtce, comme traimy 
'hwrreur ei de trayvur, par on long t«'inpR »n»a m.>t dire, potir avoir veil 
ce qui avail iibfait. fPlutaiV{ue, Valeriiia PuMicula.) 

t Je aiiM nrincipalemcm ilaits r« r6rit une rriatioo inaiiuterite de la tU. 
ixwition de Framiuia Foveari, «{«i etl dana W volume Intitule Raccolta dl 
memoiie atoriche e aniiedoti;, per rormarla Slorl&dcU' eccelleniUatmo 
conti^iodi X. (Ardiiveaile Vetuae ) 


Cos bruits s*accrddit&ront encore lorsou'on vit ouni 
)>t*rir snbitement Marc Loredan, fr^rc de rierre,etcela 
dans le moment ou, cn sa qiialiic d'avogador, il in- 
struisait un proems coutre Andre Uoiiato, gendre du 
doge, accuse de jicculat. On toivit sur la tombe de 
famiral qu’il avail et6 cnlcve b la patrie par le poison. 

Il 1 ^ avail aucune pnutve, aucuii indico contre Frou- 
cois Foscari, aucuiio raison mf^ine dc le sou{^*oniiOr. 
Quand sa vie enti^^e n’aurait i>as dtlimeiiti unc imputa¬ 
tion aiissi udiousc, ii savait <pic son rang ue lui promet- 
tait ni I’impunite ni mi'me findulgencc. La mort tra- 
gique dc fun dc ses prcdoccsscurs IVn avcrlissait, et il 
ii’avait (jiic trop d'oxomplcs donieMtiques du soin que le 
const il des dix prenait tl’humilicr le chef de la re- 
publiqiie. 

Ccpcndaiit, Jacques Loredaii, fils de Pierre, croyait 
oti feignaif dc croirc avtiir b venger les jiertcs dc sa fa- 
niillo.* Dans ses livres dc coinjUcs (car it faisait lo 
commerce, commit h celfe epoquo jircsque tons les pa- 
friciens,) il avail inscrit de sa propre main le dogtt au 
nonibre do ses dcbitcurs, pour la luorl, y clait-il dit, de 
moil p^re cl tie iiion oi»cie..| Dc I’aulrc cOt.c du registre, 
il avail laisst^ une page en blanc, pour y faire mention du 
re(!ouvrcinent dc cetie dtUti*, el eti effcl, aprt's la perfe 
du doge, il dcrivit sur son registro, il me I’a payee—I’ha 
pagata. 

Jactjucs Loredan fut (Mu menibrc du consoil des dix, 
en devml un des Irois chefs, cl sc proniit bicn do pro- 
fiter d<* ceth* occa.sion pour accompiir la vengeance 
(ju’il mthlilaif. 

Ixc <log<^ cu Kortauf de la terrible ^reuve qu’il venail 
de subir, peudanf le proe('‘s de son fils, sVlail retire an 
fond de sr>n palais, incupaldt! de so livrer aux alfaires, 
consume do ch*jgrins, aeeable de vieillesse, il no se. mou- 
triiit plus en puliUc, ni int'mc dans les conseils. Cette 
nil raito, si facile b expbquer dans un vicillard octoge- 
iiaire. si inallieureux, deplul aux decemvirs, qui voulu- 
renl y voir un mnrniurc centre lour urrt^t.s. 

Loredan c(»mmen^'a par se plaindre devant aos col¬ 
logues du tort (pie les inlirmites du doge, son absence 
des conscils, apporlaient h IVxpddilion de.s affaires, il 
liuit par hasarderci rcussit ?i fairc ngrrer la pioposition 
de le defxiser. Ce nVtaitpns la premierefois que Vc- 
iiise avail pour print*e un hominc dans la cadticile ; 
Tusago et les lois y avaieni pourvu; dans res circoii- 
stanees le dogo elait supjd'Mi par 1(? phis aneien du oon- 
.seil. lei, cela lie suflisait pas aux eiineniis do Foseari. 
Pour donner plus dc solennilt' b la deliberation, le con¬ 
seil des dix domauda une udjonetion dc vingt-cinq stE- 
naliMirs; mais r.ommo on ii’en cnoiirait pas robjet, ot 
que Ic grand conseil dtait loin de lo soiinronner, il Be 
trouvn (juc. Marc Foscari, frt^re du dogc', h'ur fut don- 
nti pour I’uii des adjoints. Au lien de I’admcttrc f* la 
delilwTation, ou de nVlarner rontre cc choix, on enferma 
ce. CvV.at;:;;r danc ‘jne ebambro separt^e, cl on lui fit 
jurer de ne jamais parlor deeeffc exe.luKion (ju’il t^prou- 
vait, en lui declarant qu’il y aliait dc Bavio; cc oui 
ii’eiTipt'eha pas qu’on n’inscrivJt Bon nom au bas du dd- 
cret comme s’il y cut pris inirt.l 

Quaiid on cn vint y la deliberation, Loredan la pro- 
voqua ('ll C(‘s terme.s:^} “ Si I’ulilite. publiqiic doif impo- 
Ker sdonco h Ions les iiiterOls prives, jc nc dontc pas 
(]in; nous in* prenioiis aujourdnui nne nifvsiire quo la 
patrie reclame que nous lui devoiis. Les elats no p(‘u- 
vent se maintenir dans uu ordre dc ehoscs immuabic; 
vou.s n’avcz qu’b voir comrne Ic nfitre esl change*, ct 
coml/u n il le serait davantage a’il n’y avail unc autoriie 
assez forme pour y porter remade. J’ai hontc dc vmis 
fairc rcniarquer la confusion qui r^gnc d.ansle« conscils, 
ic dcsordre des delilx'ralioris, I’e.ncombrcment des afi- 
fairies, ct la U^.gercte avec laquellc les plus iroportantos 
son!. d«*ridee.s; la liecnce dc notro jruncsse, le peu 
d’assiduite dcs rnagistrats, rintroductioii dc nouvcaub*a 
darigcreuses. Quel esl I’clfet dc ccs desordres? de 
compromottro notre consideration. Quelle cn eat la 


Hiucti lumen injuriitH qiiamvit imafriuarias nun turn ad uitwum revU' 
CUTHral Jacotxia T.aiircciunuaduliini-tiM'uni nvim*, quiun iu alMcedariiUQ 
vtiidicliim o|t(t(>rt>irm. (F.ilazzi ra<U l)ucnk*».) 
t ibtd, et rutainire Vt'iniiantie dc Vianolu. 

1 t. lii-it -II l.'i.r r<>in»ri,ii(.‘i‘«|,ii- -1.1 . i !.t ii< <>i( I'un racjidvr- f<4it, 
i.i «l/r!iti6r*ti hi val rAf>i>>i>’t^. qii** lea viiifi-' iiiq a-lfuiotl y aoiil nomiidia 
(•* '• ■.* I>- r>iiin lit- MHri' KfNirjirvfir v*y irusvi' 

I'.'cue haran^'ie m Itt duus la onuev cibie cisleaeui. 
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c&uso ? FabBence d*ua chef capable de mod^rcr les uns, 
de dinger let autres, de donner Fezemplc k tous, et de 
maintenir la force des lois. 

Oti est Id temps ou oos decrcts dtaient aussitOt ex- 
dcutds aue rendus ? Ob Fran9ois Carraro se trouvait 
invesli dans Padoue, avant de pouvoir (^tre sculcmeiit 
iafonnd que nous yoiilions lui faire la guerre? nous 
avons vu tout lo cootraire dans la derniire guerre con- 
ire le due de Milao. Malbeurcuse ia republique qui 
est sans chef! 

“Jen© VOU8 rappelic pas tous res inconvenients ct 
leurs suites ddploratles, pour vous afiliger, pour vous 
affrayer, mais pour vous faire souvenir (pie vous i)k*.s 
los maltres, les consorvateurs do cel etat, fonde par vos 
pdroB, ot dc la libi^rU* uue tious devons b lours iravaux, 
j 1 leurs institutions. Ici, le mal indlquo le renK'“(e . 
Nous n’avous point do chef, il nous enfaut un. Notre 
prince est notro ouvra****, nous avons done le droit dc 
jMger Koii iiicrile quand il s’agit dtt IVlire, el son inca¬ 
pacity quund olle so inaiiilesfe. J’ujout.erai quo le. peu- 
)lt', encore l>itn qu’il n ait pas le droit de pruuonc<'r sur 
CH actions do scs niailrcs, appreudra cc changemeni 
Hvoc transport. C’«‘.st la providence, Je n’eii doute pas, 
qui lui inspire elle*-in<^ine ces dispositions, pour vous 
avertirquo la republiqiic ivdame crltc resolution, ct 
quo le sort do IVtat esl on vos mains.’’ 

Uo (iiscours nVprouva (pie do timiiles contradii^tions ; 
eepeuduiU,la ddbhcnition dura Imitjours. L’assemll<M*, 
no seJugoa^^aaaussi sure de i’approUation univer.selle. 
lie J’orutoup ViHilait lo lui fuiro enure, dosirait que I« 
oge donuAl sa demission. II avail dejii 

proposec deux Ims, et on n’avait pas voulu I’accepter. 

Aucun© Im no porfail que lo prino** lilt revocable ; il 
ctail au conlraire b vie et les exomples qu'ou pouvalt 
citer do plusitMirs doges dtqioses, prouvaient quo ile 
tellcs n^volutions avaient tuujours etc lo resuUat d'uii 
mouvomont noimlain'. 

Mais (faiUcurs, 81 le ilogo pouvait Atrc depose, ce 
n'etait pae assurement par im tribunal coinposb d’un 
petit liombrc do meinbnis, insiitiu* pour punir les crimes, 
et uullement investi du droit de re voquer ce que le corps 
souveraiii de 1’cl.at avail fait. 

Cepeudant, le tribunal arri'la quo l(‘s six conseillors 
dc la seigueurie, et b‘S e.hefs du coiiseil des dix, s«? 
transpoiLoraioul aupriis du doge pour bu signilier, que 
re-xcelleiiti.ssirne couseil avuil juge eonveimble ipfil 
alxliquAt uno digriiu* dont son age no lui peiuicttaif 
{dus dc ri^iiiplir les rouetiotis. On lui dounait 1500 
uiicals d’or pour son entrelicn ct viugt-quatre lieurcs 
pour se dexider.* 

Foscari repondit siir-le-chainp avec heaucoup de 
gravitc, quo deux fois il avail voulu se dt'^meM.ro de sa 
ebarge ; qu’au lieu d(i le lui perrnoUre, ou avuir cxige 
de hale sermentdo no plus reittirer ci^tto demaiide; 
<|U« la jirovideiico avail jirolorige ses jours pour IV'- 
prouver el jmur I’aifliger, quo. cepeudant on nViail pas 
on droit de reprotlier sa longue vii; h im bomuie ipii 
avail employe (jiia1ro-vingl-quatr(5 ans an service de la 
republi(jue ; qu’il (.‘tait prA encore; h lui sacrilier sa vie;; 
mais (pie, pour sa dignite, il la tenait do la republiqut; 
cntierc, el nu’i! se reservail de repondre sur ce sujet, 
(juaud la volonk geneirule hc serait legaleinont muni- 
fealce. 

i.m lendemain, h riiciiro hidiqueV, bis cpnscillors el 
les chefs dos dix sc prcsent('‘rent. Il no voultil pas leur 
dunner d’antre reponse. Ix coiiscil H’asscmhla sur-le- 
champ, lui envoya demander encore une fois sa resolu¬ 
tion stance tenantc, el, la reponsc ayant la nifme, 
on pronoDt'a quo le doge (iiail rclcvei de son serment el 
dt^posc do aa dignib*, on lui assignait uno pension de 
1500 ducals d’or, en lui enjoignaul dc sortir du palais | 
dans huit jours, sous peine de voir tous scs biens con- j 
tisqucs.t . , , ' 

l<c leudcmain, ce deerct ful port© au doge, et cc fut 1 
Jacques Loredan qui e\U, la cruelle joie dc Ic lui pn.> ] 
Bcnler. 11 repondit: “Si j’avais pti jirevoir que nia, 
vioUlosse fut prcjudiciabio b IVtat, le chef de la jVpul>! 
liquo ne sc serait pas montnS assoz ingrat, pour prt^- 
^rer 8« nliguiic h la patrio; mais cotte vie lui ayant 


* C« t>6crr( ct rnpporti (fxtiic'llemeiU d&DB tii ooUce. 
tLa notice Vcppoite hum! cb il6cr»t. 
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et(5 utile pendant lant d’ann^es, je voulais lui cn con- 
sacrer juwpi’au dernier moment. Le d^cret est rendu, 
jc inV coniormorai.” Apr^s avoir parl6 ainsi, il se dd- 
puuilfa des marques de sa dignite, remit I’anneau ducal, 
qui fut brisd en sa presence, ot dds lo jour suivant it 
quitta ce palais, qu^ avail habitd pendant trente-cinq 
ans, accompagne de son fr^re, de scs parents, et de ses 
amis. Un secretaire, qui se trouva sur le peri on, Fin- 
vita h doscendre par un escalier d^robe, afio d’evUcr la 
fuub; du peuplu, qui s’eiait rassemble dans les cours, 
j mais il s’y refusa, disant qu’il voulail descendro par oh 
il clait monte; ct quand if fut au has de I’escaiier des 
gcants, il sc retourna, appuye sur la bdquille, vers le 
palais cn profi'rant ecs paroles: “Mes services m’y 
uvaiciil appellc, la malice do mes enncniis m’eii fuit 
sortir.” ^ 

La foule qui s’ouvrait sur son passage, ct qui avail 
ptnit-t'tre diisirc sa mort, (Hait emue de respect el d’al- 
kndrisscmcni Keutre dans sa maison, il recommanda 
h sa famillo d’oubli(;r les injures dc scs ennemis. Per- 
sonne duns les divers corps dc I’eiat no sc cnit cn droit 
do sVioniior, tpi’un jirince inoniovihlc efit die ddpost; 
suns qii’on lui reprochal ricii; quo i’etat efit perdu son 
(diefj a i'msu du senut ct du corp.s suuverain lui-mdme. 
Le peiiplc soul luissu echapper quclqucs regrets: unc 
j»roclttinaiion du conseil dos dix jircstjrivit Ic sibmcc Ic 
plus absolu sur cetlc affaire, sous peine dc mort. 

Avant «1(; (loim(;r un sut’ct^sseur h. Francois Foscari, 
line nonvcllt! loi fut reiidue, qui dtibrndait au doge 
[fouvrir el dc lire, autrcincnt (ju’tm presence dc scs 
:'uusril|(.'rs‘, les ddpOclics des ambassadeurs dc la repub- 
:i(jue, et les lettres des prinocs elrangers.t '• 

Les eltxtours cntrt'^ronl au conclave et nommdrent 
iiii dogut Pase.bal Mulipier lo 30 Octobre, 1457. La 
L'locJm de Saint-]Vlar(!, qui nniiun^ait a Vtuiisc son 
nouveau priiu;e, vinf frappiT I’oreille (b; Fraiiyois F(is- 
cari; cettefbissa fennete Fabandoimu, il dprouva un 
tcl saiHissemcnt, (ju’i! mourut le lendemain.l 
La rtipubfupie arrdta qu’on lui rendraitles niemcs 
lioxiiicurs fuuC'brcs tpie s’li fut mort dans I’cxercicc de 
sa dignity; mais lorsqu’on sc {►rdsenta i^Kiur onlever 
rcsics, sa veuve, qui de son nom etait Marine Nani, dc- 
rdara (ptVllc; nc ic souffrirait p(»iut; qu’on ne devait pas 
traitor en ]>rin (0 upres sa mort c(;hu qui vivaiit on 
iivuit depouilV de la rouronne, ct (lut', puls<|u’il avail 
ionsuiiK; ses biens au service do l’(*tat, die saurail, 
r-onsacrer sa dot «i lui faire reiidres les derniers hon- 
neurs.§ On ne tint aucun eompto dc cette resistance, 
[?t malgre les jirolestalions de Fanciciuie dogarcsse, b; 
corps ful enlev©, revt^lu des ornemens dueaux, expose 
■n public, cl les obs('‘<nies furent ccU'brccs avec la 
jompc; accoutumee. L(; nouvoati doge a.ssista uu 
:;oi»voi en rob<; (b? .‘jfmaleur. 

Lu pitV (pfavuit inspiree le malheur dc ce vicillard, 
no fut pus !(.iiit-J»-fait sterile. Uu an apr(‘s,on osa dire 
quo le. conseil lies dix avait outrrpassc scs pouvoirs, et 
il lui fut (If'fcndu par unc loi du grand conseil de s’in- 
gdrer :i I’avimir d(5 jugcr le prince, h nioins quo cc ne 
“ut cause de fi'lonie.jj 
Uu aet(; d’auloritt* to! quo la deposition d’un doge 
namovible dc «a nature, aurait pu exciter un soul^ve- 
nent gtmeral, ou an moina occasioiiiior une division 
Ians imc ri'publique aulreinent const,ituec que Vcnisc. 
Mais depiiis irois ans, il c.\i.stait dans celloci unc nia- 
gistraturo, ou plutfd iinc autorit6, devant laqucDo tout 
ievait sc lairc. 


Extrait dc VMi»toirc. des R^pvhliques Italiennes du Mo^ 
yen Age. Par J. C. L. iiimonde de Sisniondi^ tom. x. 

Lo Dog© do Vcni.sc, qui avait prdvenu nar co traite 
unc guerre non moins dangcrcusc quo cello qu’il avait 
terminee pres(pic on memo temps par Ic (rake dc Lodi, 
(itall alors parvenu h unc oxtr me vieillcssc. Fran^ou 


On lit dau» la notice ce« proprei mots i ** Sc fowe etato iu torn 
K)tttre vuloiiOeri lu avtalilim) iHiiliiullo.” 

I Hist, di 'Veitcun, di Puulo Morosini, lib. 34. 
i Hia(. <U Fielro Jnatmiaui, lib. 8. 

4 Hwt. d’£gunUo, Itv. 8. cap. 7. 

II C« d8cm e»l du 35 Octobns 1458. La noUce 1« reppurt*. 
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Foscftri occuoait ceUo premi^ro digttiio de Pdtat dds lo 
Id Avril, 14l3. Quoiqu’il fut d<^u dge do plus do 
cinquMite^uQ ans h Pepoqdb de son election, il etait 
cependant le plus jcune des quarante«un elcctours. I! 
avail eu beaucoup do peine a }>arveiiir au rang quHl 
convoitait, et son Election avait did conduiie aVec 
beaucoup d^addrosso. Pendant plusiours jours de 
Kcrutin ses amis Ics plus zdies s'etaient ubstenus dc 
hi) donner lour sufTrago, pour quo los aulres no le con- 
sidcr^ssont pas corame un concurrent rodoutablo.’^ Le 
conseil des dix craignait son credit parmi la noblesse 
pauvre, parce mi'U avail chorche b se la rondro favor¬ 
able, tandis qu^ dtait procurateur do Saint-Marc, en 
faisaut employer plus de trenlo mille ducats h dotcr des 
•jeunes filles ao bonne maison, ou h dtablir do jouiies 
ceiitilsliommcs. On craignolt encore sa nombreuso 
famille, car alors il elait pdre dc quatro onfans, et 
marie do nouveau; erifm on redoiitait son ambiliou el. 
son godt pour la guerre. L’opinion quo sos advcrsaircs 
sVtaient formee do lui ful v^rifico par les cvenemons ; 
>cndant trente-quatre ans qiie Foscari fut h la t^tv de 
a republiquu, ello no cessa point de rombattrn. Si Ics 
iiosUiitesetaicnlsusiMsuduos durantquei(]ue.'$in<>iri,cVtait 
pour recommcnccr inentOt avee plus de vi^nieur. Oe 
i'ut IVpotjuo ou Venise etondit son etnpiro :.tir Brostuti, 
jJergumc, Ravenne, et Crdme; ou elle fonda sri do- 
iniiiation dc Loinbardic, et pariit sans cosso snr h* 
point iPasservir toute ccile province. IVofoiid, coura- 
ijoux, incbraiilablc, Fuscari cotntnmii4|ua aux considls 
son propre caracU>re, ot ses talons lui hrent obtenir plus 
d’iuiiucnce snr la republique qin* ii'avuiciit exorce la 
piiiparl dc ses prcdccossctir.s. Mai.s si sou aiubitiuu 
avail cu pour but I’aj^grandifiSiMm-nt dc sa firmilc, die 
fut orueiunnent ironiptM’.; irois «!i; ses fils momurent 
dans les buii aiinecs (pii suivirtuil s<iii election ; le 
ipiatridnc, Jacob, par lc<jiiel la luaison Foscari s’est 
perjkUuec, fut viclime dc la jalousie du ctuiseii des dix, 
e-t cinpoisonna parses malhours les jours dc sonji6re.*f 
El) eflel, !c const il des div, rcdoublant d«; dcliancc 
^(‘iiV4!rs Ic chtrf dc I’etat, lor.s4pi’i! lo voyoit plus fori par 
^•■s^alciis CL sa popularitc, vc.illoit sans cessc vur Fos¬ 
cari, pour c juiiiir dc son credit, et dc sa gUurc. Au 
moirt dc FtWrier, 1145, Michel Rcvila<;<|ua, Florentin, 
xilc b Venise, accusal cri st?crct Jacques Fos4.‘ari 
auprt'^s des inipiisiteurs d’etat, d’avtiir reeu de ihic J’hi- 
lippe. Visconti, des preseiis d'argciit et m-. joyanx, par 
les mains des gens tie sa maisou. Telle etait I’odieuso 
procedure a<hiptec U Venise, que sur celtc accusation 
•"Crete le His du doge, du representaiit ile la luajesU* 
dv la republiqiui, fut mis ;i la torture. <hi lui anacha 
pa) r»‘strapad<i Iaveii, des charges j.orl'HS <N)iitrc lui; 

/i Cut nOegue pour le restc dc ses jours ;i lSa|>oli do 
Romanic, avec tdiligation de se presenter ebaque, matin 
au commandant de la placc.J Cepeiulant, Ic vaisscau 
qu) h^ poiiait ayant touclic h Trieste, Jacob, giicve- 
men) nmIa<Jo des suites de la torture, ct plus encore do 
^’humiliation qu’il avait I'^prouveo, demamla en grAce 
au conseil dos dix dc n’6tre pas envoyc plus loin, I! 
oblint cette iaveur, j)ar uuc deliberation du 28 De- 
eembre, 1446; il fut rappclc hTrcvisc; ot il eut la 
liberie d'hubiter tout le TrtWisan indiffi*rcmmcnt.§ , 

Il vivait en pai.x a Treviso; et !a fiUo de Leonard 
Contariiti, qu'il avait epousdo le 10 Fevrier, 1441, f'tait 
venue le joiiidrii dans son cxil, lorsipie lo 5 Noveinbre, 
1450, Almoro Donato, chef du conseil des dix, fut as- 
sassiiie. Lcs deux nutros inquisiteurs d’etat, Triadano 
Gritti et Antonio Venieri, port^rent leur souji^ons sur 
Jacob Foscari, narcc-qu’un domesliquo b lui, noinme 
Olivier, avail cte vu ce soir-lb nu^me a Venise, ct avail 
des premiers donn6 la nouvcUe de cet assassinat. Oli¬ 
vier fut mis b la torture, mais il nia iusqu’b la 6n, avec 
un courage inebranlable, lo crime dont on I’accii.'sait, 
quoique sea jugea eussont la barbaric de hii faire don- 
nor jusqu’b qualre.-vingts tours d’estrapatlc. Cepen¬ 
dant, comme Jacob F<»scari avait do puissans motifs 
d’iiitmiU/i conlro le conseil des dix, qui I’avait condarori^, 
et qui temoignait dc la balne au doge son j>drc, on 
essaya de mettre b son tour Jacob b la torture, et Ton 
prolongea contre lui ces aSVoux tourmens, sans r^ussir 


b cn Urcr auoune confession, Malgrd sa d^ndgatloa, 
ic conseil des dix le coiidainna b eiro transport^ b la 
Cando, et accorda unc rdcompenso b son ddlsteur. 
Mais les horribles douleurs quo Jacob Foscari avait 
epronvdos avaient troubid sa raison, ses persdeutcurs, 
touches do ce dernier malhour, i)ermirent qu’on le ra- 
meribt b Venise lo 26 Mai, 1451, 11 omorassa son 
pdre, il puisa dans ses exhortations qnolque t^urago et 
quelque calrne, ct il fut roconduit immdaiatemont b la 
Cuneo.* Sur ccs entrefttites, Nicolas Erixzo, hommo 
dejb notd pour un precedent crime, confessa, cn mou- 
rant,quo exHait lui qui avait tue Almoro Donalo.t 
Lo malheureux aoge, Francois Foscari, avait dejb 
chorche b pjusieurs reurises, b abdiqnor uno dignite si 
funeste b lui-mdme ct a sa families II lui seniblHit quo, 
redescondu au rang dc simnle citoyon, commo il inn- 
spirorait plus dc crainte ou tie jalousie, on n’accablerait 
plus son fils par ces clTroyables porsecuttoos. Abattu 
jiar la inort uc ses premiers erifani^ il avait voulu, 
le 26 Juin, 1438, deposer unc dignitd, durant I’exorciec 
do laqucilo sapairie avait etc tourmentee par la guerre, 
par la pesle, et par des malliours dc tout genre.{ II 
renouvela c«‘ffe proposition aprC^s lcs jugemens rendiis 
(!<)ntrc son fils; mais Ic conseil dtjs dix h> retenait 
forccnieiit sur le trunc, conuiio if rctonait sou fils dans 
les fors. 

ICn vain Jacob Foscari, oblige dc sc presonter chaqtic 
jour ail govcrnciir de la trance, reclan|ftH contre 1 
jusiujc (Jo sa dcniidro sentence, sur la con 

fession d’Erix'/o tie lussait plus do dentes, '^n vain d 
demandait grace uu faroucho conseil Attr dix; i) no 
pouvail obtenir aueun(; reponse. Le dcsir de rcvoir 
son p(T« cl sa nu'^re, arrives ions doux au d(*rmc.r lermo 
(le la vicillossc, h^ dcsir de rcvoir inu! jnitric dent la 
cruaule no nn'rituil pas un si buidre anuMir, sc chan- 
gcre-nt en lui cji uno vraie fureur. Ne pouvant re- 
tourner a Venise pour y vivre fibre, it voutul du iiioins 
V aller (dicrclicr im supplirin 11 ecrivit au due de 
Milan a la fin de Mat, }4a6, f>our imploror sa protec¬ 
tion aupri^H du si'uat: ct suefiant qii’uno telle Ictiro 
scr(Ht considcicc comme on crime, il rexposa iui-mAm« 
dans till lieu oil il diail silr qu’clle scroit saisit^ par les 
cKpiuris <|ui r<*ii(o(irai(‘iit. Kn effet, la lettre ctant dc- 
f»Tcc au conseil des dix, on I’cnvoya clmicfier aussitoi, 

;t ji flit iccoiiduitb Venise l«‘ 19 Juillet, 1456.§ 

Jacob Foscari iie nia point sa I«rttre, il racronta en 
nn'me temps clans cuicl but il I’avail ccritc, el comment 
il I’avait fuit tomber culrc lcs maiu.s di? son dclaleur. 
IVIalgn^ CCS avciiv, f oscari Hit rcriiis b ia torture, et on 
fill donna 1rciif(( tours d’estrapade, jwiur voir s’ll con- 
firmcrai; tmsLiito fn^s ddjiosilioiiK. (^uund on Ic dc- 
tacha dc la eordc, on le Irouva diWdiirc par ees hor¬ 
ribles sccouspcs. Lcs juges pcmiircnt alors it son 
pt^rc, b sa nicn^, b sa femme, ct b ses fils, d'aller lo voir 
dans sa prison. Lc vioiix Foscari, appuye sur un 
fiAton, ne se traina qu’avcc pcinc, dans la ciiainbro (»u 
son fils unique cinit panst^ de ses ble.^sures. Ce fils 
demandait encore la gr.icti dc mourir dans sa maison.— 
“Retoumo a ton cxil, mon fils, puisque )a palric Tor- 
donne,” lui dit lc doge, “ c! soiimcts-toi b sa volonfiV' 
Mais cn rcnfranl dans son palais, cc uialhotircux vieil- 
lard s’evanouit, cpulsc par la violence qii’il s’etait faitc. 
Jacob d(‘vuit encore passer uno aiirn'e on prison b la 
Canoe, avant qu’on lui rciiJlt la mOme liberte limiU^o 
b laqucllc il etait rdduii avant cet t^vf*ncment; niaia b 
poine fut il debarqud sur cette Icrrc d’exil, qu’il y mou- 
rul de donlcur.il 

D(l!8-lor«, et pendant qumzo mois, lo vieux doge, 
accabl# d’aiinces ct chagrins, ne rccouvra plus la force 
dc son corps ou cclle de son ftme ; il n’ASsiatait plua b 
aucun dos consctls, et il nc pouvait plus rompUr aucune 
des foncliona dv- sa dignite. Il etait entre dana aa 
qllat.rc-vi^gt,-sixi^me aniii'^o, ot si lo conseil dea dix 
avait ('dc sueccptibic do quelque pitie, il aurait attenda 
cn silence la fin, sans donie procnatne, d’uae carri^ro 
marquee par tanl de gloirc' ©t tant de malhoiira. Mtus 
le chef du conseil des dix etait alors Ja<Mjuea Loredano^ 
fils de Marc, et nevou de Pierre, le grand amiral, qui 


• Mariu Snumo, VHe *1*’ D« Jii tl» Vene-/.}*, j». 987. 
t Ibid. p. 968 . 1 f tbk). p. im 

2 P 


• MtriH SonutA, VllA d**' Du«W d( Vencua, p. 1138.—M. Ant. 
bellico, Deca in. L. VI. f. 187. _ 

1 Matin SaiMtto, p. 1139. f Ibid. p. 1032- ^ 

0 IWd. p. tl^iT-MEvai^ero, Btor- Vaoet. p« 
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toute leur vie et£ ios cnnemis twharncs du vicin doge, 
b tvaient trwismis Icur haino it leurn enfuns, el cette 
vwiUe rancune n'dtiiit pas cucorc satisfaite.* A I’insti- 
ntion de ljuredauo, Jerome Barbarigo, inquisiteur 
d’dtat, propoaa au conseil des din, au mow d’Oetobre, 
1457, de eoumettre Foscari b uoe nourellc humilialion. 
Dfee <me ce magislrat ne pmivait plus rcmplir see fonc- 
tioDR, mrbarigo demanda qu’on nomnidt uu aiiire doge. 
Le conseil, qui avait refuse par deux fuis I’alxiicahon 
de Fo.scari, parce quo la constitution ne pouvait la per* 
mottre, laSsita avant de se mettre on contradiction avee 
SOS propres dccrcts. Lcs discussions dan.s lo coii.scil 
ct la junto se prolongfercnt pendant liuit jours, jusque 
fort avant duns le iiiut. Cependant, on nt entrer dans 
I’assetnbldc Marco Foscari. procuratcur dc Saiut-Mur.-. 
et frfre du doge, pour qu ii fut lie ^ar le redoulablc 
sennent du secret, et qu’il ne pdt arreter les menecs de 
ses cnneniis. Enfiii,le conseiisc rcndituuprds dudoge, 
ct liii demanda d’abdiqucr volontoircment un cmploi 
qu'il ne pouvait plus cxerccr. “ J’ai jure,” r^pondit le 
vieillard, “ de reinplir jusqu’ii ma mort, scion mon hon- 
neiir et ma con.sclence, les fonctious auxquellcs ma 
patric m’a appele. Je ne puis mo delir moi-railmc de 
mon serment; qu’un ordre des conseils dispose de moi, 
jc in’y soumettrai, mais jo ne lo devancerai pas.” Alors 
uiie nouvclle deliberation du conseil dcliu Francois Fos¬ 
cari dc son serment ducal, lui assure une pension de 
deux inillc ducats pour le rcstc dc sn vie, ct lui ordonna 
d’evacuer on trots jours le palais, cl do deposer Ics or- 
neiiicns de sa digiiitc. Isi doge ayant rcmarqia''jtarmi 
les conscillcrs qui lui portdrent cot ordre, un clicf de la 
quarante qubi ne connoissait pas, demanda son nom; 
“ Jo suis lo fils de Marco Memmo,” lui dit le conseiller. 
—“ Ah! ton pilre ctait mon ami,” lui dit le vieux doge, 
en soupirant. II donna aussitOt des ordres pour (pt’on 
transportilt ses (tfiels dans imc maison it lui; ct le 
leudomain 23 Ortobre on le vii, sc soutenat b peine, el 
appuyc sur son vieux Wre, redcse.enderc ces mOmes 
CBcabers sur lesmiels, Irente-qualro ans aiiparavunt, 
on I'nvait vii installs avee tant de porape, ct traverser 
cos memos salles o£i la rcpublii)UO avait ropu ses ser¬ 
mons. Jjo j)cuple entier parut imlignc do tant do 
durold oxerodo coutre un vieillard qu’il resiicolait ct 
qu’il aimait; nmis le con-seil des ibx fit piiblior une de- 
iensB dc parlor dc cello revolution, sous peine d'diri- 
truduil devant Ics inquisiteurs d'etat. Be 20 Oclobre, 
Pasqiial Malipieri, procuratcur de 8aint-Marc, fut elu 
pour siicccsseur do Foscari; celui-ci n’eut pas ndau- 
inoins I’hiiniiliation de vivre sujet, lit ob il avail regno. 
Kn entendaiit le sou dee cloches, qui sonnaient on 
actions de graces pour cette election, il mourut subite- 
menl d’uno hemorrhagie causcc par unc veiiic ,qui 
s’eclatu dans ea poitrine-t' 


“ Le doge, blesse de trouver constamment un con- 
tradictour ct tin censeur si arocr dans son Wre, lui dit' 
tinjour cn plein conseil; “Messire Augustin, vous 
iaites tout votre possible pour hiter ma mort; vous 
vous dattez de me succeder; mais, si les autres vous 
connaissent aussi bicn quo jo vous connais, ils n’auront 
garde dc vous dliro.” Lii-dessus il se le leva, emu del 
coldre, rentra dans son appartemeni, el mourut quel- 
qiies jours apr^B. Co frbro, contre lo Icqiiel il s’etait 
emporld, fut precisement lo successcur qu’on lui donna. 
C’etait un mdrite dont on aimait b lenir comptc; eur- 
tout b un parent, de s’btre mis en opposition avee lo chef 
de la rdpublique.’’J;— Daru, Hiilorie de Veniie, vol. ii. 
sen. xi. p. 533. 


In La^ Morgan’s fearless and excellent work upon 
* Italy,” I perceive the expression of “ Rome of the 
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Ocean” applied to Venice. The same phrase occurs in 
tlje “ Two Foscari.” My publisher can vouch for me 
tliat tlie tragedy was written and sent to England some 
time before I had seen I>ady Morgan’s work, wliich 1 
only received on the 16ih of August. 1 hasten, how¬ 
ever, to notice the coincidence, and to yield the origi¬ 
nality of the phrase lo her who firstplaced it before tho 
public. I am the more anxious to do this, as 1 am in¬ 
formed (for I have seen but few of the sjMsciroens, and 
those accidentally) that there have been lately brought 
against me charges of plagiarism. 1 have also had an 
anonymous sort of threatening intimation of the same 
hind, apparently with the intent of extorting money. 
To sucli charges I have no answer to make. One of 
them is ludicrous enough, I am r«5proachcd for having 
formed the description of a sbipwTcck in verse frbm the 
narralivcfl of many ocfttc/shipwrecks in prow, selecting 
such materials as were most striking. Gibl^n makes 
it a merit in Tasso “ to liave copied the minutest details 
of tlie 8iegc of .lerusalem from the Chronicles.” In 
me it may be a demerit, 1 presume: let it remain so. 
Whilst I have hren occupied in defending Papers cha¬ 
racter, the lower orders of Gnib-stroet appear to have 
been assailing mine: this is as it should be, both in 
them and in me. One of the accusations in the name- 
Ics.s epistle alluded to is still more laughable: it states 
w^riously that I “received five humirod pounds for 
writing advertiBements for Day and Martin’s patent 
blacking!” This is tlie highest compliment to my 
literary powers which I ever received. It states also 
“ that a person has been trying to make accpiaintance 
4vith Mr. Tow’iisend, a gentleman of the law, who was 
with me on business in Venice three years ago, for the 
purpose of obtaining any defamatory pailiciilars of my 
life from this occasional visiter.” Mr. Townsend is 
welcome to say what he knows. 1 mention these 
particulars merely to show the world in general what 
the; literary lower world contains, and their way of set¬ 
ting to work. Another charge made, I am told, in the 
“Liferary Gazette” is, that 1 wrote the notes lit 
“Queen Mab;” a work which I never saw till some 
liino after its publication, and which I recollect sfiowing 
to Mr. Sotheby as a poem of great pow er and imagi- 
imt/on. I never wrote a line of the notes, nor ever 
saw them except in their ]mMishcd form. No one 
knows better Uiati tlieir real author, that his opinions 
and mine differ materially upon the metaphysical por¬ 
tion of that work j though, in common with all who 
are not blinded by baseness and bigotry, 1 highly ad¬ 
mire the poetry of that and his other publications. 

Mr. Sovilhey, loo, in his pious preface to a poem 
whose blasphemy is as harmless as the sedition of 
Wat Tyler, because it is equally absurd with that sin- * 
cere production, calls upon the “ legislature to look to 
it,” as the toleration of such writings led to the French 
Revolution: not such writings as Wat Tyler, but as 
those of the “ Satanic School.” This is not trm;, and 
Mr. Southey knows it lo be not true. Every French 
writer of any freedom was persecuted; Voltaire and 
Rousseau were exiles, Marmontcl and Diderot were 
sent to the Hostile, and a perpetual war was waged 
with the whole class by the existing despotism. Inllio 
next ^ place llio Frencli Revolution was not occasioned 
by any writings whatsoever, but must have occurred 
had no such wTitors ever existed. It is the fashion to 
attribute every thing lo the French Revolution, and tlie 
Frentji Revolution to every thing but its real cause. 
That cause is obvious—‘the government exacted ton 
much, and Uie people could neither gfee nor hear more. 
Without this, tne Encyclopedists might have written 
their fingers off without the occurrence of a single al¬ 
teration. And tlie JEngUeh Revolution—(the nrst, I 
mean)—what was it occasioned bv? The puritans 
were surely as pious and moral as Wesley or his bio¬ 
grapher? Acts—acts on the part of government, and 
not vrritings against tliem, have causca the past con¬ 
vulsions, and are tending to the future. 

I look upon such as inevitable, though no revolution¬ 
ist; I wish to see the English constitution restored and 
not destroyed. Bom an aristocrat, and naturally one 
by temper, with the^eatcr part of my present property 
in tho funds, what nave / to gain by ft revolution ?. 
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Perhaps I have more to lose in every way than Mr. 
Souther, with all his places and presents for panegy¬ 
rics and abuse into the bargain. But that a rovolutim 
is inevitable, I repeat. The government may exult 
over tlio repression of petty tumults; these are but tile 
receding waves repulsed and broken for a moment on 
the shore, white the great tide is sUll rolling on and 
gaining ground with every breaker. Mr. Soullioy ac¬ 
cuses us of attacking the religion of the country; and 
is ho abetting it by writing lives of fVetUeyl One 
mode of worship la merely destroyed by another. 
There never was, nor ever will be, a country without 
a religion. We shall be told of France again: but it 
was only Paris and a frantic party, which for a moment 
■imhotd their doginatic nonsense of theophilanthropy. 
The Aiurch of England, if overthrown, will be swepl 
away by the sectarians, and not by the skeptics. Pi^o- 
ple are too wise, too well-informed, too certain of their 
own immense importance in the realms of space, ever to 
Buhmit to the impiety of doubt. There may bo a few 
such diffident speculators, like water in the pale sun¬ 
beam of human reason, but they are very few: and 
their opinions, without eiithiislam or appeal to the pas¬ 
sions, can never gain proselytes—unless, indeed, they 
arc persecuted—<Aat, to bo sure, will increase any 
thing. 

Mr. S. with a cowardly ferocity, exults over the an¬ 
ticipated “ death-bed repentance” of the objects of his 
dislike ; and indulges himself in a pleasant “Vision of 
Judgment,” in prose as well as verse, full of impious 
impiiiloncc. What Mr. S.’s sensations or ours may 
be in the awful moment of leaving this stale of exis¬ 
tence neither ho nor we can pretend to decide. In 
common, I presume, with most men of any reflection, 
/ have not waited for a “ death-bed” to repent of many 
of my actions, notwithstanding the “diabolical piidc” 
which this pitiful rogonado in Ids rancour would im¬ 
pute to thoso who scorn Aim. Whether upon tlie 
whole the good or evil of my deeds may preponderate 
I IS yot fur me to ascertain j out, as my means and op¬ 


portunities have been greater, 1 shall limit my present 
defence to an assortinn, (easily proved, if necessary.) 
tliat I, “in my degree,”have doue more real good in 
any one given year, since I was twenty, than Mr. 
'Southey m the whole course of his shifting and turn¬ 
coat cxisfciiee. Tliere arc several actions to which I 
can look hack with an bonesl pride, not to be damped 
by the calumnies of a hireling. There arc others to 
which I recur with sorrow and repentance; but the 
only act of my life of which Mr. Southey can have any 
real knowledge, as it was one which brought me in 
contact with a near connexion of his own, did no dis¬ 
honour to that connexion nor to me. 

I am not ignorant of Mr. Southey’s calumnies on a 
difl'erent occasion, knowing them to be such, which ho 
scattered abroad on his return from Switzerland against 
. mo and others: they have done him no good in this 
I world, and, if his creed ho the right one, they will do 
less ill Ihu next. Wbal At* “death-bed" may ho, it is 
not my province to nrudicatc: let him settle it with his 
Maker, as I must do with mine. There is something 
at once ludicrous and blasphemous in this arrogant 
scribbler of all work sitting down to deal damnation 
and destruction upon his follow-creatures, witli Wat 
Tyler, the Apotheosis of George the Tliird, and the 
lilegy on Martin the rogioide, all sliufficd together ill 
his writing-desk. One of his consolations appears to 
bo a Latin note from a work of a Mr. l.andrir, the 
author of “ Geliir,” wlio.se friendship for Robert Soiilh- 
ey will, it scenes, “ bo an honour to him when the ephe¬ 
meral disputes and ephemeral rcjiuiations of the day 
are forgolion.” 1 for oneneitlie.r envy him “ the friend¬ 
ship," nor the glory in reversion which is to accrue 
from it, like Mr. TheUisson’s ferluiie in the third and 
fourth generation. 'J'tiis friendship will probably bo as 
memorable as liis own epics, which (as I quoted to 
him ten or twelve years ago in “ English Bards”) Por- 
son said “ would bo rememlrered when Homer and 
Virgil arc forgotten, and not till then." For the present, 
I leave him. 


WERNER; OR, THE INHERITANCE. 

A TRAGEDY. 


TO THE ILLUSTRIOUS GOiilTHE, 
BY OJfflE OF HIS HUMBLEST ADMIRERS. 
THIS TRAGEDY IS DEDICATED. 


PREFACE. 

The following drama is taken entirely from the “ Oer- 
man'a Tale., Knatzner^ published many years ago in lee^a 
Canterbury Trdea; written (1 believe) by two sisters, of j 
whom one furnished only this story and another, both of 
whicli are considered snperior to the remainder of Uio col¬ 
lection, I have adopted the characters, plan, and even 
the language, of many parts of this story. Some of the 
characters arc modifled or altered, a few of the names 
changed, end one character (Ida of Stralenhcim) added 
by myself; but in the rest the original is chiefly followed. 
When I was yoirog (about fourteen, I think) I first read 
this tale, which made a deep impression upon me; and 
may, indeed, be said to contain the germ of much tliat I 
have since written. 1 am not sure that it ever was very 
pcqiular; or, at any rate, its popularity has since been 
eclipsed by that of other great writers in the same de- j 


partment. But I have generally fonrnl that those who had 
read it, agreed with me in their estimate of the singular 
power of mind and conception which it developes. I 
should also add conception, raihot titan execution; for the 
story miglit, (lerhaps, have been developed with greater 
advantage. Among thoso whose opinions agreed with 
mine upon this story, 1 could mention some very high 
names; but it is not necessary, nor indeed of any use, 
for every one must judge according to his own feelings. I 
merely refer the reader to the original story, that he may 
sec to what extent I have lierrowed from it: and am not 
unwilling that he should find much greater pleasure in 
perusing it than the drama whicli is feunded upon its 
contents. 

I had begun a drama upon tliis tale so far back as 1815, 
(the first I ever attempted, except one at thirteen yearn old, 
called “ Ubrie and /hnno,” which I had sense enou^ to 
bum,) and had nearly comiilcted an act,'irlion I was inter- 
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rtiptcd by circumstances. This is somewhere amon^ my 
l»a|>ers in England; but as it has not been found, T have 
rewrittmi the first, and added the subsequent acts. 

Tiie whole is neither intended, nor in any shapt^ adapted, 
for the stage. 

m. 1822 . 

DRAMATIS PERSONAS. 

MEN, 

Werner. 

Ulric. 

STRAtENtlEIM. 

Idenbtein. 

Qabor. 

Fritz. 

WOMEN. 

Josephine. 

Ida Stralenheim. 

Scene—Partly on tiio Frontier of Silesia, and partly m 
Siegendorf Castle, near Prague. 

tlio Ciosti of Uie I’hirty Years’ War. 


ACT I. 

ScTENE I. —The Hall nf a decayed Palace: near a tmall 
'{hum on the Hortfum l^onticr of Silesia—the Night 
ternpextuious. 

Wernch and Josephine Ida vjfc. 

Jo$. My love, bo caimer! 

I am calm. 

Jos. To me— 

Yes, l>nt not to thyself: thy paco is hurrioil, 

Aim! no one walks a chamber like to oars 
Witli sirjw like ihine wlum his heart w at rest. 

Wore it a garden, I fiKould deem thee happy, 

Aud stepping witli tlie bee from flower to flower; 

But lure! 

PVer. *1' is chill; tlic tapestry lots through 
I’lie wind to whid) it waves: my blood is frozen. 

Jfta. Ah, no! 

If>r. {antiling.) Wliy ! wouldst thou have it so? 

I wttuld 

Have if a liealihful current. 

JVer. Let it flow 

tliuil’t is s)Hlt or chock’d—hotv soon, I care not. 

Joa. And am 1 nothing in thy heart ? 
fVer- AU—all. 

J(t8. Then canst thou wish for Uiat which must break 
mine ? 

WV. (approaching her slowly.) But for thee I had 
been—no matter what, 

But mudi ol' good and evil; what I am, 

Thou know’cst; wlial I might or siioiild have been, 
Thou Unowest not: Imt still I lovn thc<‘, nor 
Shall aught dmdo us. 

fWERNER ioalka on ahmptly^ and then ajfpraachea 
Josephine. 

The stonn of the night, 
Perhaps, afn'‘cts me; I’m a Uiing of feelings, 

And liave of lute been sickly, alas! 

Thou know’st by siifft^rings more tlian mine, my love! 
In watcliuig me. 

To see the© well is much— 

To see tltee happy— 

IVrr. Where ha.st thou seen such? 

I.ct me be wretched with the rest! 

1 But think 

^Row many in this hour of lompost shiver 
Beneath the biting wind and heavy rain, 

Mrnry «lrop bows them down nearer larth, 


Which hath no chamber for them save beneath 
Her surface. 

JVer. And dial ’a not. the worst: wlio cares 
For chambers? rest is all. The wretches whmn 
Thou namest—ay, the wind howU round them, and 
I'he dull and dropping rain saps in their bones I 
Tine creeping marrow. I have been a soldier, 

A hunter, an<l a traveller, and am 
A iHiggar, and should know die tiling thou talk’st of. 

Jos. And art tliou not now shelter’d from tliem all ? 

Wcr. Yes. And from tliese alone. 

Jos. And that is something. 

Wer. True—to a peasant. 

Jbs. Should the noNy born 

Be thankless for that refuge whidi their habits 
Of early delicacy render more 
Needful than to the peasant, when the ebb 
Of fortune leaves them on the shotUs of Iflb ? 

hVer. It is not that, thou knov^t. it is not; we 
Have borne all this, I ’ll not say patiently, 

Except in thee—but wo have borne it. 

J«s. Well? 

Wcr. Something beyond our outward sufferings 
(though 

I’liesc were enough to gnaw into our souls) 

Halh slung mo oft, and, more than ever, nmo. 

When, but for tliis iintow'ard sickiicss, which 
Seized me U|K)n this desolate fnmtier, and 
Halh wasted, not alone my strengtii, but means, 

And leaves us—no ! (his is beyond me!—but 
For this 1 had been happy—fArm lK?en happy— 

The splendour of my rank sualahi’d—my iiaino— 

My fathers namo—been still upheld; and, more 
Than tliosc— 

Joa. (a/jrMj>//y.) My son—our son—our Ulri<^ 

B<^en clasp’d again in those l(jng-enipty arms, 

And all a mother’s hunger satisfird. 

Twelve years! he w'as but eight then beautiful 
He was, aiui heauttfii] lie m»tst he now. 

My I Uric I iny adored ! 

HV. I have been full oft 

The chase of Fortune; now she hath o’ertaken 
My jjpirit where it cannot turn at bay,— 

Sit'k, poor, juul lonely. 

J'w. Lonely! my dear husband ? 

IFcr. Or worse—involving all I love, in this 
Far worse than soliludc. uilone, I had died, 

Ami all In^en over in a nameless grave. 

Jos. And I had not otiilived thee ; btit pray take 
Comfort ! We have slruggl<‘d long; and they who strive 
With flirtimc win or weary her at last, 

So that tliey find Uic goal or cease to foci 
Further. Talte comfort,—wo shall find our boy. 

jyrr. VVe wore in sight ofluiii, of ev«;ry thing 
Wliicli could bring compensation for past sorrow— 

And to be baflled thus! 

Joa, We are not baffled. 

HV. Arc wo not ponnyless? 

J«s* We ne’er were wealthy. 

IPer. But I was bom to wealth, and rank, and 

|K)wer; 

Enjoy’d them, love them, and, alas! abused them, 

And forfeited them by my latlier s wralli, 

In my «>’e.r*fervent youth; but ftir the abuse 
Long stifforiii^ have atoniMl. My father’s death 
Left die path open, yet not without snares. 

This cold uid crceiMiig kinsman, who so long 
Kept his eye on me, as the snaiio upon 
The fluttering Urd, hath ore this Uiiie outstep! me 
Become the master of my rights, and lord 
Of that whiH) lifts him up to princes in 
Dominion and domain. 

Jo«. Wlio knows ? our son 

May have return’d back to his graiidsire, and 
F.von now uphnkl thv righi< for ? 


Henrick. 

Eric. 

Arnheim. 

Meister. 

Rodoi.pii. 

Lupwio. 



Acr I. 


WERNER. 


817 


fVtr. ’T is hopeless 

Since his strange disappearance from my father’s, 

K,mailing, as it were, iny sins upon 
Kimseli; no tidings have reveal’d his course. 

1 (Kirtod with him to his grandsire, on 
The promise that his anger would stop short 
Of the third generation; hut Heaven seems 
To claim her stem prerogative, and visit 
Upon my boy hie father’s fiiults and follies. 

Jon. i must hope better still,—at lease we have yet 
Baffled the long pursuit of Stralenhcim. 

IVer. Wo should have done, but for this fatal sick¬ 
ness; 

‘More (jital than a mortal malady, 

' Because it takes not life, but life's sole solace; 

Even now I feel my spirit girt about 
By the snares of this avaricious fiend 
How do I know he hath not track’d us here ? 

Jot. He docs not know thy person; and his spies, 
Who so long watch’d thee, have been left at Hamburgh. 
Our unexpected journey, and tliis change 
Of name, leaves all discovery far bohiiid: 

None hold us here for aught save what wo seem. 
fVer. Save what wo seem! save what we are —sick 
beggars. 

Even to our veiy hopes.—Ha! ha! 

Jot. Alas! 

That bitter laugh! 

IVrr. fVfio would read in this form 

The high soul of the son of a long line ? 

IVfoi, in this garb, the heir of princely lands ? 
ff'fio, in this sunken, sickly eye, the prido 
Of rank and ancestry 7 in this worn cheek 
And faraine-hollow’d brow, the lord of halls 
Which daily feast a thousand vassals ? 

Jot. You 

'Ponder’d not thus upon these worldly things, 

My Werner! when you deign’d to choose for bride 
The foreign daughter of a wandering exile. 

H'rr. An exile’s daughter with an outcast son 
Were a fit marriage ; but I still harl hopes 
To lifi thee to the slate wc Isjth were Itorn for. 

Tour father’s house was noble, though decay’d ; 

And worthy by its birth to mahtli with ours. 

Jot. Vour father did not think so, though’t was noble; 
But had my birtli been all my claim to match 
With thee, 1 slioiild have deem’d it what it is. 
fVrr. And what is that in tliine eyes ? 

Jot. All which it 

Has dtsie in our behalf,—^nothing. 

fVer. How,—nothing 7 

' Jot. Or worse; for it has been a canker in 
Thy heart from the beginning: but for this. 

We had not felt our poverty hut as 
Millioh.s of myriad.s feel it, cheerfully; 

But for those phantoms of thy feudal ihlhers, 

'I’lwtu mighlsl have earn’d thy bread, as thousands 
earn it; 

Or, if that seem loo humble, tried by commerce, 

Or other civic means, to amend thy fortun«.s. 

Wrr.(imtacnlly.) And been an Hanseatic burgher? 
Excellent! 

Jot. Whate’or thou miglitst have been, to mo thou 
art 

What no state high or low can ever change, 

My heart’s first choice ;—which chose thee, knowmg 
neither 

Thy birth, thy hopes, thy pride; naught, save thy 
sorrows: 

While they la-st, let me conxfort or divide them; 

When they end, lot mine end with them, or thee! 

HV. My bettor angel! such I have ever found thee; 
This rashness, or this weakness of my temper. 

Ne'er raised a thought to injure thee or tliine. 

Thou didst not mar my fortunes: my own nature 


In youth was such ns to unmake an empire, 

Had such been my inheritance; hut now. 

Chasten'd, sulalued, out-worn, ami taught to know 
MysellJ—to lose this fir our son and thee! 

Trust me, when, in my two-and-twontieth spring. 

My father barr’d me from my fatlier’s house 
The last sole scion of a IhoiisaiKl sires, 

(Eor I was then the last,) it hurt me less 
Than to beliold my boy and my boy’s mother 
Excluded in their innocence from what 
My faults deserved—exclusion; altlioiigh then 
My iiassions wore all living serjients, and 
Twined like the gorgon’s round me. 

[A load htotTdng it heard. 
Jot. Hark! 

IV<rr, A knocking' 

Jot. Who can it bo at this lone hour? Wo have 
Few visiters. 

JVer, And poverty hath none. 

Save those who come to mako it poorer still. 

Well, I am prepared. 

[WEKwr.K pats hit hand into hit botom, at if to 
tearchfor tome weapm. 

Jos. Oh! do not look so. 1 

Will to llie door. It cannot be of import 
In this lone s|iot of wintry desolation 
The very desert saves man from mankind. 

[Shf goes to the door. 

Enter Ideksteis. 

Ttfen. A fair good evening to my fairer hostess 

And worthy-Wlial’s your name, my friend ? 

fVer. Are you 

Not afraid to demand it? 

Idea. Not afraid? 

Igad! I am afraid. You look as if 
ashed for something better than your name, 

By tile foce you pul on it. 

IVtr. Better, sir! 

iden. Better or worse, like matrimony: what 
Shall I say more? You have been a guest this month 
Here in tlio prince’s palace—(to bo sure. 

His liigliness had resign’d it to the ghosts 

And rats these twelve years—but 'I is still a palace)— 

‘ say you have been our lodger, and as yet 
iV <1 do not know your name. 

Wer. My name is Werner. 

Idea. A goodly name, a very worthy name 
As e’er was gilt upon a trader’s board: 
have a cousin in the la/aretto 
)f Hamburgh, who has got a wife who bore 
rile same. He is an officer of trust, 
lurgeoii’s assistant, (hoping to be surgeon,) 

And has done miracles i’ the way of business, 
erhafis yon arc related to my relative ? 
fVer. To yours? 

Jos. Oh, yes ; wo are, but distantly, 

-laniiot you humour the dull gossip till [Aside to Wer. 
Ye learn his purjioso ? 

him. Well, I’m glail of that; 

thought so all along, such natural yearnings 
%y’d round my heart:—Wood is not water, cousin 
And so lot’s have some wine, and drink unto 
>nr better acquaintance; relatives should bo 
'riends. 

Wer. You appear to have drank enough already; 

Vnd if yon had not, I ’vc no wine to offer, 

Jlse it were yours: but this you know, or should know : 
'on see I am (loor, and sick, and will not see 
’hat I would be alone; but to your business! 

Ybat brings you here ? 

/(fen. Why, what should bring me here? 

Wer. I know not, though I think tliat 1 could guess 
'hat wliich will serai you hence. 

Jos. (osaife.) Patience,-dear Werner! 
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Iden. You don’t know wltat has happen’d) then? 

Jos. How should wc ? 

/den. The river has overflow’d. 

Jo8. Alas! wc have known 

That to our sorrow for llies© five days; since 
It keeps us here. 

Jden. But what you do n’t know is, 

Thai a great personage, who fain would cross 
Against the stream aiul three postilions’ wishes, 

Is drown’d below the ford, wiili five |>o8t-honics, 

A monkey, and a mastiff, and a valet 
Joff. Poor creatures! arc you sure ? 

/den. Yes, of the monkey, 

And die valet, and the radio; but as yet 
Wc know not if his excoHcnry’s dead, 

()r no ; your noblemen are liarJ to drown, 

As it is fit that men m otTice shoidd be ; 

But what is certain is, that lie lias swallow'd 
Enough of the Oder to liav(5 burst two peasants; 

And now a Saxon and Hungarian traveller, 

Who, at their proper peril, snatcii’d liim from 
The whirling river, Iiave seiil on to crave 
A lodging, or a g^avo, according as 
It may turii out with the live or dcail buly, 

Jox. And wht:rc will you receive liitu ? hero, I hope, 
If we can bo of service—say tlic word. 

(<lm. Here.? no; hut in tlio prince’s (Avn apartment, 
As fits a noble guest :-»'t is damp, no doubt, | 

Not liaving Iwcn inbalfited those twelve years; 1 

But then he comes from a mnolt damper place, | 

So scarcely will catch cold in’t, if he he 
SfiU liable to cold—and if not, wliy 
Ho^l be worse lodged to-morrow: iic’crtlicless, 

I have order'd fire and all ajipliances 
To be got. ready for llio worst—Uiat is, 

In case he should survive. 

Jos. Poor gentleman! 

I hope he will with all my heart. 

}VcT. Infendant, 

Have you not luarn’d lus name? JVly Josophiuo, 

\AHkk to las wfe. 

Retire: I’U sill this fool. \Eu:d Joskpuine. 

him. His name? oh Lord! 

Who know's if he hath now a name or no? 

’T is time enough to ask it when he's able 
To give an answer; or if not, to put 
His heir’s upon his epita[)h. Mciimught 
Just now you chid mu fur demanding names? 

IVer. Tnio, true, I did so; you say well and w’iscly. 

Enter Gabor. 

Gah. If I intrude, I crave—* 

Iden. Oh, no intrusion! 

This is tiic ])a]acc; this a stranger like 
Yourself; 1 pray you make yourself at homo: 

But where’s his excellency, and how fares he? 

Gab. Wetly and wearily, but out of p<‘ril: 

He paused to erhange his garments in a collage, 

(Where I tloff’d mine for these, and came on hither,) 
And has almost recover’d from his drenching. 

Ho will be here anon. 

hhn. What h^^ tlicro! bustle! 

Without there, Herman, Woilburg, Peter, Conrad! 

directions to different servants who enter. 
A nobleman sbu‘|>8 here to-night—see that 
All is in order in the damask chamber*— 

Keep up the stove—I will myself to the cellar— 

And Madame Ideiistein (my consort, stranger) 

Bhali furnish forth thti bed-apparel; for, 

To say tlie rntlh, they arc marvellous scant cd* tins 
Within the palace proriucts, since his highness 
Bed it some dozen years ago. And titen 
His excellency will sup, doubtless? 

Gob. Faith! 

1 cannot tidl: <but [ aliould think the pillow 


Would plcaso him belter than the table afWr 
His soaking in your river: but for fear 
Your viands should be thrown away, 1 mean 
To sn[» myself and have a friend without 
Who will do honour to your good cheer with 
A traveller’s appetite. 

Iden. But ore you sure 

His excellency-But his name; what is it? 

Gf(h. I do not know. 

Iden. And yet you saved Ins lifo. 

Gah. 1 help’d my friend to do so. 

Iden. Well,that’s strange 

To save a man’s life whom you do not know. 

Jab. Not so; for there are sorao I know so well, * 
I scarce should give myself the trouble. • 

Idm. Pray, 

Good friend, and who may you be ? 

Gah. By my family, 

Hungarian. 

Idm. Which is call’d? 

Gah. It matters little. 

him. (aside.) I flunk that all the world are grown 
anonymous, 

Since no one cams to tell mo what he’s coll’d! 
l*ray, has lus excellency a large suite ? 

Gab. Sufficient. 

Ideu. How many ? 

Gah. I did not count them* 

Wo came up by mere accident, and just 
In tiiiM; to drag him through his carriage window. 

him. Well, what would I give to save a great man! 
Nf) doubt you ’ll liavc a sw'lnging sum as rccom{»cnso. 
(rah. Perhaps. 

Jdm. Now, how much do you reckon on ? 

G(xIk I have not yet put up myself to sale: 

In the meantime, my best reward would bo 
A glass of your Hockcheimer—a green glass, 

Wreath’d with rich grapes and Bacchanal devices, 
O’erllowhig with the oldest your vintage; 

P’or which I promise you, in case you e’er 
Run liazard of being drowni’d, (although I own 
It s(iema, of all deatlis, the least likely for you,) 

I ’ll j)uU you out for notluiig. Quick, my friend. 

And think, for every bumper I shall quaff, 

A wave the less may roll above your liead. 

Idi n. (aside.) I do n’t much hke tliis fellow—close 
and dry 

He seems, two things wliicli suit me not; however, 
Wine he shall have; if tliat unlocks him not, 

I shall not sleep to-night for curiosity. 

[Eirit iDENSTEITf. 
Oah. (to Werner.) This master of the ceremonies is 
The intendant of tlic palace, I presume: 

’T is a fine building, but decay’d. 

IVtr. Tlie apartment 

Design'd for him you rciumed will be found 
In fitter order fur a sickly guest. 

Gah. I wonder then you occupied it not, 

For you scorn delicate in health. 
fVer. (quicUy.) Sir! 

Gab. Pray 

Excuse mo: have I said atight to offend you ? 

Wer. Nolliing: but we are strangers to each otlier. 
OaiK And that’s tlie reason I would have us less so: 
1 thought our busiUng guest widiout had said 
You were a chance and passing guest, the counterpart 
Of mo and my companions. 

JVer. Very true. 

Gab. Then, as we never met before, and never, 

It may be, may again encounter, why, 

I thought to cheer up this old dungeon hero 
(At least to me) by asking you to share 
Th($ fare of my companions atal myself. 

IVcr. Pray, pardon me; ray health- 

Gab* Even as you please^ 
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VO boon & Boldtcr, and jrarhaps am blunt 
uarfflg. 

•■'cr. I have also sorvcd, and can 
[uiie a soldier’s grooting. 

'ab. In what sorvioo ? 

s Imperial? 

yer. {(ptidCy, and then intempAng Unadf.) I cotn- 
nianded—no—I mean 
rved ; but it is many years ago, 
on first Bohemia raised her banner ’gainst 
■} Austrian. 

lah. Well, that's over now, and peace 

! turn’d some thousand gallant hearts adrift 
liv^ as they best may ; and, to say trutli, 
uc take Uie shortest. 

Ver. What is tliat ? 

lah. Whato’er 

ey lay their hands on. AH Silesia and 
mtia’s woods are tenanted by bands 
the late troops, who levy on the country 
cir maintenance; the Chatelains must keop 
eir castle walls—^beyond them’t is but doubtftil 
avol for your rich comit or full-blown baron. 

' comfort is tliat, wander where I may, 
e little left to lose now. 

'Ver. And I—^notliing- 

'iah. That’s harder still. You say you were a soldier. 

'Ver. 1 was. 

Huh. Yon look one still. All soldiers are 

should be comrades, even though enemies, 
r swords when drawn must cross, our engines aim 
fliile Icvell’d) at each other’s hearts ; but when 
truce, a peace, or what you will, remits 
1 C steel into its scabbard, and lete sleep 
le spark which lights Uie matchlock, we are brctliren. 
lu are pixir and .sickly—I am not rich but healthy; 
«aut for nothing v. liich 1 cannot want; 

3H seem devoid of this—wilt share it ? 

(Gabor pads out his purse. 
TVer. Who 

old you I was a beggar ? 

You yourself 

saying you were a soldier during peace-time. 

IVer. {looking at luui with susjhctim.') You know me 
not? 

G(r/>. I know no man, rnt even 

ly.self; how should I then know one 1 nc’i.r 
clicld till half an hour since ? 

IVrr. Sir, I thank you. 

our oiler’s noble were it to a friend, 
nd not unkind as to an unknown stranger, 

’hough scarcely prudent; but no less i Uiaiik you. 
am a beggar in all save Ids trade ; 
vnd when 1 beg of any one it shall he 
)f him who was the first to offer what 
•'ew can obtain by asking. Pardon me. [£.iitWER. 
Gut), (solus.) A goodly fellow by his looks, tliougli 
worn, 

Vs most good fellows arc, by pain or pleasure, 
rVliich tear life out of us before our time; 
scarce know whicti most quickly: but ho seems 
I'o have seen better days, as who has not 
tVho has seen yesterday?—^But hero approaches 
diir sago intendant, with the wine ; however, 
e’er the cup’s sake I ’ll bear the cupbearer. 

Enter Idensteik. 

Iden. ’T is hero! the supernaculum! twenty years 
Of age, if’t is a day. 

Oah. Which epoch makes 

Young women and old wine ; and ’tis great pity, 

Of two such excellent things, increase of years, 

Which still improves the one, should spoil the other. 

Pill full—^Ilero’s to our hostess!—^your fair wife! 

Takes the glass. 


m 

Idea. Fair!—Well, I trust your taste in wine is equal 
To that you show for beauty; but 1 pledge you 
Nevertheless. 

Oah. Is not the lovely woman 
I met in the adjacent hall, who, with 
An air, and port, and eye, which would have better. 
Beseem’d tins palace in its brightest days, 

(Though in a garb adapted to its present 
Abandonment,) return’d my salutation— 

Is not the same your spouse ? 

Iden. I would she were! 

But you ’re mistaken:—^that 's the stranger’s wife. 

Oah. And by her aspect she might be a prince’s: 
Though time hath toucli’d her too, she still retains 
Much beauty, and more majesty. 

Iden. And that 

Is more than I can say for Madame Idenstcin, 

At least in beauty: as for. majesty. 

She ha.s some of its pro|)ortics wliich might 
Be sgiarod—but never mind! 

G^. I don’t. But who 

May be this stranger? Ho too hatii a bearing 
Above his outward fortunes. 

hlen. There I differ. 

He’s poor as Job, and not so jnitient; but 
Who he may be, or what, or aught of liiin, 

F.xcepI his name, (and that I only team'd 
To-night,) I know not. 

Gal). But bow came ho here ? 

hkn. In a most miserable old caicchc. 

About a month since, and immediately 

Fell sick, almost to death. Ho should have died. 

Gab. Tender and true!—but why ? 

Iden. Why, what is Ufa 

Without a living? He has not a stiver. 

Gal). In that case, I much w'ondor that a person 
Of your apparent prudence should admit 
Guests so forlorn into this noble mansion. 

Irlm. That’s true; but pity, as you know, does make 
One’s heart commit these follie.s ; and besides. 

They had some valuabli's lefi. at that time. 

Which paid their way up to thi! prc.snut hour; 

And so T thought tliey might as well be lodged 
Here as at the small tavern, and 1 gave tlieni 
The run of some of the oldest paltiee rooms. 

They served to air Itiem, at the least as long 
As tlicy could pay for tiro-wood. 

Gal). Poor souls! 

Iden. Ay, 

Exceeding poor. 

Gah. And yet unused to poverty. 

If I mistake not. Whithi'r were they going? 

Iden. Oh! Heaven knows where, unless to heaven 
itself. 

Some days ago that look’d Uie likeliest journey 
For Werner. 

Gut). Werner! I have hoard the name: 

But it may be a feign’d one. 

Iden. Like enough 1 

But hark! a noise of wheels and voices, and 
A blaze of torches from without. As sure 
As destiny, his excellency’s come. 

I must be at my post: will you not jom me. 

To help him from his carriage, and present 
Your Inunble duty at the door? 

Gab. I dragg’d him 

From out that carriage when he would have given 
His barony or county to repel 
The nisliing river from his gurgling throat. 

Ho has valets now cnougti: they stood aloof then, 
Shaking their dripping care U|)on the sliorc. 

All roaring, “ Help I” but offering none; and as 
For dutp (as you call it)—I did mine then, 

Now do yours. Hence, and bow and cringe him hero' 

hlen. I cringe!—but I shall lose the ’op|iortumty- 
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PUgoe take it! he ’U be here, and I mt there I 

[jSait iDBSeTisiir haelih/ 

Re-enter WEanEn. 

fVer, (to hiaudf.) I hoard a noise of wheels anc 
voices. How 
All sounds now jar me! 

Still here! Is he not [Pereeiemg Gabor. 

A sp; of my pursuer’s ? His frank oifur 
So suddenly, and to a stranger, wore 
The asftect of a secret enemy ; 

For friends are slow at such. 

Gab, Sir, you seem rajrt; 

And yet the time is not akin to thought. 

These old walla will bo noisy soon. The baron, 

Or coiuit, (or whatsoe’er tltis halfdrown’d noble 
May bo,) ibr whom this desolate village and 
Its lone inliabitants show more respect 
Than did the elements, is come. 

Ideii. {■aiilhoal.) This way— 

This way, your oxcolicncy i —liavc a care, 

The staircase is a little gloomy, and 
Somewliat decay’d; but if wo hod expected 
So liigh a guest—^Ib'ay take iny ann, iny lord! 

Enter Strai-enkeim, Iijeksteiw, ami Attcniiantn- 
jKoHn kin ami jrartli/ retainers of the ilomain of 
which InEKsrEJH is Intemhmt. 

Slrni. I ’ll rest me hero a moment. 

Jitvn. {to the servants.) Ho! a chair! 

Instantly, knaves! [Straeerheim sits ilown. 

IFcr. {aside.) ’Tis he! 

Strei. I’m bettor now. 

Who arc those strangers? 

Idcn. l’Ioa.so you, my good lord, 

tbiic says he i.s no stranger. 

/r.r. {idinvl ami hastili/.) fVho says that? 

[TAey look at him with surprise. 
Iden. Why, no one, spoke of ytrUj or to you ! —but 
Hero’s one Ins excellency may be pleased 
To recognise. [Pointing to Gnaon. 

Gab. I seek not to disturb 

His ntjble mcmoiy. 

Steal. I apprehend 

This is one of the strangers to whose aid 
I owe my rescue. Is not that ibo other ? 

[Pointing to Werneh. 
My stale, when I was succour’d roust excuse 
My uncertainty to whom I owe so much. 

frlen. He!—no, my lord! he rather wants for rescue 
Than can afford it. ’T is a poor sick man, 

Travel-tired, and lately risen from a bed 
From whence he never dream’d to rise. 

Stral. Methouglit 

That tliero wore two. 

Gab. There were, in company; 

Bui, in the service render’d to your lordship, 

1 needs must say but one, and he is absent. 

The chief part of whatever aid was render’d 
Was his: it was his fortune to be first. 

My will was not inferior, but his strength 
And youth outstripp’d me j therefore do not waste 
Tour titanks on ino. I was but a glad second 
Unto a nobler principal. 

Stral. Wlioro is he? 

An Aden, My lord, he tarried in the cottage where 
Your excoHoncy restod for an hour. 

And said he would be hero to-morrow. 

Stral. TUI 

That hour arrives, I can but oSor thanks, 

And then . — 

Gab. I seek no more, and scarce deserve 

So much. My comrade may speak for himself. 

SinL ^ ‘9^ dpm Werrer : then aside.) 

It canMt be! and vet ho must be look’d to. 


’T is twenty years since I beheld Mm with 
These eyes ; and, tliough my agents still have 
'jneirs on him, pt^icy has h^ alotf 
My own from his, not to alarm him into 
Suspicion of my plan. Why did I leave 
At Hamburgh &osc wlie would have made assurance 
If this bo he or no ? I thought, ore now, 

To imve been lord et Sigendorf, and parted 
In haste, though even the elements appear 
To fight t^ainst me, and this sudden flood 

May keep mo prisoner hero till- 

[Ue pauses, ami looks at Webker ; then resumes. 
This man must 

Be watch’d. If it is he, he is so changed, 

His father, rising from his grave again, * 

Would pass him by unknown. I must be wary: 

An error would spoil all. 

Jtlcn. Your lordship seems 

Pensive. Will it not please you to pass on ? 

Strut. ’T is |)asl fatigue which gives my weigh’d-down 
spirit 

An outward show of thought. I will to rest. 

[den. The prince’s chamber is prepared, with all 
The very furniture the pniicc used when 
Last here, in its full splenuoiir. 

{Asiiir.) Somewhat tatter’d, 
And devilish damp, but fine enough by torchlight; 

And that’s enough for ymir right iiuhlc blood 
tf twenty <]uartcriiigs upon a hatchment; 

Bo let tlieir bearer sleep ’ncalli suinctlung like one 
Now, as he one day will for ever Ho. 

Stral. {rising and turning to Gabor.) Goodnight, good 
people! Sir, 1 trust to-morrow 
Will find me aptcr to requite your service. 

In the ineanlime 1 crave your company 
A moment in my chamber. 

G(d). I attend you. ^ 

Stral. {after a few steps, pauses, and calls Werner.) 
Friend! 

IVtr. Sir! 

Men. Sir! Lord—oh Lord I Why do n’t you say 
lis lordship, or his excellency ? Pray, 

My loril, c,vciise Uiis poor man's want of breeding: 

To hath not been accusfuui'd to admission 
To such a preseiwo. 

Stral. {to Idenstein.) Peace, intendant 
hU'n. Oh! 

am dumb. 

Stral. {to Werrer.) Have you been long here? 
IVer. Long? 

Stral. I sought 

An answer, not an echo. 
fVer. You may seek 

llulh from the walls. I am not used to answer 
'I'hose whom I know not. 

Slral. <• Indeed! Ne’er tlie less, 

You might reply with courtesy to what 
's ash’d in kindness. 

fVer. When I know it such, 

will requite—that is, —in unison. 

Stral. The intendant sa^ you had been detainU by 
sickness— 

f I could aid you—journeying Uie same way ? 

Wer. {gmckly.) I am not journeying the same way 
Stral. How know ye 

i 'hat, ere you know my route ? 

PPer. Because there is 

But one way that the rich and poor must tread 
, ~~'ogetber. You diverged from that dread path 
Some hours ago, and I some days: henceforth 
lur roads must Ho asunder, tliough they tend 
All to one home. 

SfnU. Your language is above 

'our station. 
fVer. {bitterly.) Is it? 
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StrfU. Or, at least, beyond Think all things made for Ihcm. Now here must I 

Your garb. Rouse up some half a dozen shirering vassals 

fVer, ’T is woU that it is not beneath it, From their scant fmllets, and, at peril of 

As sometimes hapiwns to the better dad. Their Uvea, despatch them o’er the river toward* 

But, in a word, what would you with me ? Frankfort. Methinks the baron’s own experietice 

Sif'al. (sto/'iied.) I? Some hours ago might teach him follow-foeling: 

iVer, Yes—you*. You know me not,and question mo, But “it must,” and there’s an end. How now? 
And wonder tliat I answer not—not knowing Are you there, Mynlieor Werner? 

My inqiusitor. Explain what you would have, PVer, You liave loft 

And then I’ll satisfy yourself, or me- Your noble guest right quickly. 

Stral, I knew nert diat you had reasons for rtwerve. Iden, Yes—Ijc’s dozing, 

IVtT, Many have such:—Have you none? And seems to like lliatnone shonkl sleep besides. 

StraL None which can Hero is a packet for the commandant 


• Interest a mere stranger. 

If V. Then forgive 

The same unknown and humble stranger, if 
He. wisiies to roinain so to the man 
Who can luiv<} naught in common with him. 

Strnl. Sir, 

I will not balk your humour, though untoward: 

] only meant you servu'c—but goorl night! 
intendant, show tl»c way ! (h> Gabor.) Sir, you wit 
with me ? 

[Exettni. Str Ai.Efrri£iM and Attendants; Idewstkin 
awl Gabor. 

ll'tr. (WuA.) ’T is he! I am taken in the toils. Before 
I quilted Hamburgh, Giulio, bis late steward, 

Inform’d me iliat he had obtain’d an order 
From I5ra»denhurgh’s elector, f jr the arrest 
Of Rruii/iier (such the name I then bore) when 
1 <*anK’. upon the fnmiicr; the free city 
Alone preserved my freedom—till T left 
its walls—fool (hat T was to quit them! But 
I <leem’<l this humble garb, and route obscure, 

Had baffled th»^ slow lioiinds in their pursuit. 

What’s to be tlone ? lie iinows me not by person; 

N*h- could aught, save tho eye d* ajjprehension, 
flave recognised /uwq after twenty years, 

VVe mot KO rarely and so coldly in 

Our youth. Bui tljose about him! Now T can 

Divme tho frankness of the Hungarian, who 

No doubt is a mere tool and s)>y of i^tralcnheim’s, 

To sound and to secure mo. Wiiliont means! 

Sick, [>oor—begirt too with the flooding rivers, 
Impassable even to the wealthy, with 
All the appliances which purchase mi>d(Ts 
Of overpowering peril with men’s lives,— 

How can 1 hope? An hour ago met bought 
My state beyond despair; and now, ’l i.s .such, 

The past seems parotiisc. Another day, 

And 1 ’rn detectAjd,—on tho very eve 
Of honours, rights, and my inheritance, 

When a few drops of gold might save me still 
In favouring an escape. 

ErUer Idenstkin and Fritz, mconi>firAa/»en. 

Fritz, Immocfiately. 

Iden. 1 tell you, *tL<3 impossible. 

Fritz. It must 

Be irictl, however; and if one express 
Pail, you must send on others, till the answer 
Arrives from Frankfort, from the commandant. 

Iden. I will do what 1 can. 

Fritz. And recollect 

To spare no trouble; you will bo repsud 
Tenfold. 

Iden. The hm'on is retired to rest ? 

Fritz. He hath thrown himself into an easy chair 
Beside the fire, and slumbers; and has ordered 
He may not be disturb’d until eleven, 

Wlien he will take himself to bed. 

Iden. Before 

An hour is past I ’ll do my best to serve him. 

Fritz, Remember! [ExU Prite. 

Iden, The devil take these great men 1 they 

sa 


Of Frankfort, at all risks and all cx|»ense8; 

But I must not lose time: Goo<l niglit! [Exit InEW. 

PFer. «To Fraiiklbrl!” 

So, so, it thickens! Ay, “ tho commamlant.” 

Tills tallies well with all the prior slops 
Of this cool, calculaiiiig Bend, who w'alks 
Between me and my falhnr’s .house. No doubt 
Ho writes for a detachment to ermvoy mo 
Into some secret fcs^rcss.—Sooner than 
This- 

[Werner loofcs ar<rKwl^ mid Bnatekez up a kt^e 
lying on a tafdc in a reeess. 

Now I am master of my'self at least. 
Hark,—footsteps! How do I know that Sfraienhesm 
Will wait for even the show of that autliority 
Which is to overshadow usurpation ? 

That he 8iis]>ccts me’s certain. I’m alone; 

He with a numerous train. 1 weak; he strong 
fn gold, in numbers, rank, authority. 

I nameless, or involving in my narno 
Destruction, till 1 reach my own domain ; 

Me futl'hlown with his titles, wliich imj)Ose 

Still further on those obscure potty burghers 

Than they r%>tild do olw.where. Tlark! nearer still! 

‘ ’ll to the secret passage, which conimiinicates 

With the-No! all Is silent—’twas iny Hmcy!— 

■^lill as the brcatliloss intrr\'a] between 
The flash and llmnder:—I must hush my soul 
Amidst its perils. Vot I will retire, 

To see if still be iinexfilored the passage 
wot of: it will serve mo as a den 
If secrecy for some hours, at the worst. 

[ Wkb ner draua a pantulf and exit, closing ti 
after Inm. 

Enter Gabor and Josei*iiiwe. 

(rah. Where Is your husband? 

Jos. Ilerc^ I thought: I loft liiro 

Not long since in his chamber. But these rooms 
Have many outlets, and ho may bo gone 
To accompany tho intendant. 

(Jab. Baron Stralenheiin 

'ut many questions to the intendant on 
The subject of your lord, and, to bo plain, 

' have my doubts if he means well. 

Jos. Alas! 

What can there be in commtm with the proud 
Awl wealthy baron and the unknown Werner? 

Gab. That you know best. 

Jm. Or, if it were so, how 

lotne you to stir yourself in hts behalf) 

Rather than that of him whose life you savod? 

Gah. I help’d to save him, as in peril; but 
did not pled^ myself to serve him in 
Oppression, f know well these nobles, and 
Their thousand inodes of trampling on the poev. 
havo proved them; and my spirit boils up 
find them practising against the weak 
This is my only motive. 

Jos, It would be 

Not easy to penuade my consort of 
Your good intentions. 
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Croft. Is ho 80 suspicious? 

Jo». He was not once; but time and troubles have 
Made him what you beheld. 

Gab. I'm sorry for it. 

Suspicion is a heavy armour, and 
With its own weight impedes more than protects. 

Good night! I trust to moot with him at daybreak. 

Gaboh. 

Re-enter Idehstxin and some PmnatUs. Josei’Iiihe 
retires up the IlaU. 

Pint Peasant. But if 1 ’m drown’d ? 

Idea. Why, you will bo well paid for ’l, 

And have risk’d more than drowning for as much, 

I doubt not. 

Second Peasant. But our wives and families ? 

/den. Cannot bo worse off tlian they are, and may 
Be better. 

Third Peasant. I have neither, and will venture. 

/den. That’s right. A gallant carle, and fit to be 
A soldier. I ’ll promote you to tlie ranks 
In the prince’s body-guard—if you succeed; 

And you shall have besides in sparkling coin 
Two thalers. 

7?nrd Peasant. No more ! 

/den. Out upon your avarice! 

Can that low vice alloy so miicdi ainbiiiun '/ 

1 tell thee, fellow, that two thalers in 
Small change will subdivide iiilo a treasure. 

I'io not five hundred thousand heroes daily 
Uisk lives and souls for the tithe of one dialer 1 
When had you half the sum ? 

Third Peasant. Never—but ne’er 

The less I must have three. 

iden. Have you forgot 

Whose vassal you were bom, knave ? 

2Vdrd Peasant. No—the prince’s. 

And not the stranger’s. 

Iden. Sirrah! in the prince’s 

Atwence, I’m sovereign; and die. baron is 
Mv intimate connexion;—“Cou.sin Idcusteiii 
(Ciuoth lie) you’ll order out n dozen villains.” 

And so, you villains! troop—mardi—moreli, 1 say : 
And if a single dog’s-ear of thi.s packet 
Be sprinkled hy the Oder—leok to it! 

For every page of paper, shall a hide 
Of yours ho stretch’d as parchtiieiil on a drum. 

Like Zi^a’.s skin, to beat alarm to all 
Refractory vassals, who can not eflect 
Impossibilities—away, ye earth-wonns! 

[Ra-it, driimf’ them out. 
Jos. (coming fanoard.) 1 fain would shun these 
scenes, too oft repeated, 

Of feudal tyranny o’er |>otty victims; 

1 cannot aal, and will nut witness such. 

Even hero, in this remote, unnamed, dull spot, 

Tlie dimmest in die district’s map, e-xisl 
The insolence of wealth in poverty 
O’er soniediing poorer still—the pride of rank 
In servitude, o’er something still more servile; 

And vice in misery affecting sUII 
A tatter’d splendour. What a stale of being! 

In Tuscany, my own dear sunny land, 

Our nobles were hut eitizens and merchants, 

Like Cosmo. We had evils, but not such 


To imitate the ice-wind of their clime, 

Searching the shivering vassal through his rags, 

To wring his soul—as tbo bleak elemonts 

His form. And’t is to be among diese sovereigns 

My husband pants! and such liis pride of birth— 

Thai twenty years of usage, such as no 
Father bom in a humble stale could iiervo 
His soul to persecute a son withal, 

Jiadi changed no atom of his early nature; 

But 1, bom nobly also, from iiiy falher's 
Kindness was taught a dilferent lossuii. Father! 

May thy long-tried and now rewarded spirit 
.ook down on us and our so long dc.sircd 
Ulric! I love my son, as di«u didst trio! 

What's dial ? Thou, Werner ! can it be? and dins? 

Writer Webber hastily, with the knife in his hand, by the 
secretpannet, vbieh he closes hurriedly after him. 
ffer. (not at frst recognising her.) Discover’d! then 

I’ll stab- (recognising her.) 

All! Josephine, 

Why art thou not at rest ? 

Jos. What rest ? My God! 

What dodi this mean ? 

IPtr. (shinning a rouleim.) Here’s gold~^golel, Jose¬ 
phine, 

Will rescue us from this delesicd dungeon. 

Jos. And how obtain’d ?—dial knife! 

Jpir. ’T is hloedless— yet. 

Away—w'o must lo our ehainher. 

Jos. Hut whence coinest Ihou? 

IVrr. Ask not! but let us think where we shall go— 
This—this will make us way— (shmeing the gold.) —1 ’ll 
fit them now. 

Jos. I dare nut think ihoc guilly of dishonour. 

IVer. Dishonour! 

Jos. I have said it. 

IPir. I.et IIS hence : 

'T is the last night, I trust, that we nee<l pass here. 

Jos. And not the worst, 1 hope. 

H'tr. Hope! I make swc. 

But let us lo our chamber. 

,fos. Yet one ipicsUoii— 

What bast tliou done? 

IFcr. (fiercely.) I,eft one thing untlone, which 

Had made all well: let me not Uiiiik of it! 

Away ! 

Jos. Alatt, that I should doubt of thee! \ICxeunt. 


ACT II. 

ScESE I .—A Hall in the same Palace. 
Enter Iiienstein ond Others. 

Iilcn. F’uifi doings-! goially doings! honest duings! 
A baron pillaged in a prince’s palace! 

Where, till this hour, such a sin ne’er was heard of. 

Frits. It hardly could, unless die rats despoil’d 
The mice of a few shreds of tapestry. 

Iden. Oh ! that T o’er should live to see diis day ! 
The honour of our city’s gone for ever. 

P'lits. Well, but now to discover die delinquen) 
The baron is determined not to lose 


As these ; and our all-ripe and gushing valleys 
Made poverty more dteerful, where cadi herb 
Was in itself a meal, and every vine 
Rain’d, os it were, the beverage which mokes glad 
The heart of man; and die ne’er unfelt sun 
(But rarely clouded, and when clouded, leaving 
His wwXh heU'ind in memory of his beams) 
MahMl dm mande, and the thin robe, less 
<)j|p|il|||a* din tn emperor’s jowoU’d purple, 
fm despots of the north appear 


This sum widiout a search. 

Iden. And so am I. 

Frits. But whom do you suspect ? 

Iden. Suspect! all people 

Without—within—above—below—Heaven help me! 
Frits. Is there no other entrance to the chamber ? 
Iden. None whatsoever. 

Frits. Are you sure of that ? 

Iden. Certain. I have lived and served here linca 
my birth, 



Act n. 


And if there were such, must have heard of such, 

Or seen it. 

Fritz. Then it must be some one who 
Had access to tho antocliambcjr. 

iden. Doubtless. 

Fritz. The man call’d J^emer poor! 

Itlt n. Poor as a miser, 

Imlj'fii so far in ihe other 
Kv wliich there’s no communication with 
'J')je baron’s chamber, tltat it can’t bo ho. 

Ib'.sulcs, 1 bade him “j;ood night” in the hall, 

.'\lni»i^'t a mile oftj and whidi only loads 
To Ins own apartment, about tlio same time 
Wlijin this burglarious, larcenous felony 
A)»p« irs to have been committed. 

/Vitr. There’s another, 

Tli'^ stranger— 
fdm. The Hungarian ? 

Fritz. Ho who help’d 

T‘» fish the baron from tlie Oder. 

Iden, Not 

Unlikely. Bui, bold—might it not have hetm 
(hie (»f the suite ? 

Fritz, How? Sir! 

l,kn. No—not you, 

fhit some of tlio inferior knaves. You say 
'I’he l)!iron was asleep in the great cliair—* 

'j'lur velvet rhair—in his innhroider’d night-gown; 
flis toilet spread Ivfore him, and upon it 
A cuhinct with letters, papers, and 
Several rouleaux of gold: of which one tmly 
U.is disappear’d:—the door unbolted, witli 
No ditfjcuil accfiss to any. 

Fntz. CJood sir, 

lb* not so (pnek : the lionour of the corps 
Which firms tlio liaron's household’s uiiimpeach’d 
Vroin steward to scullion, save m ilic fair way 
t>r)»ecuIaliou; such as in ace.ompts, 

Weights, measures, larder, cellar, hutlery, 

Where, all incu take their prey: as also in 
Po.-tage of letters, gathering of rents, 

I'm-veyi'ig feasts, and understanding with 
Tin lii)nes:i trades who furnish nohh^ ma.ster«: 

Hut fir your petty, pieking, downright thievery, 

We scorn ii we do board-wages. Ttnm 
II.id oi our folks tioiji* !l, Ik'. wou)<! led 

II. iv been so jioor a spirit as lo lia/.ant 

III. ’ teek fir one roolenu, liul have swoop’d all; 

Al'O the eahuK'i, ifportahle. 

/..Vo. 'Dutc is some Sere-'e iti that—— 

Fritz. No, sir, bo sure 

'Twas notie of our corps ; l»it some pelf}', trivial 
«ad stealer, witlmul art or genius. 

The only ijuestion is—Who else could have 
Access, .save the Hungarian and yourstdf ? 

Iden. You don’t mean me ? 

Fritz. No, sir; I honour more 

Your talents- 

Iden. And my principhi.s, I hope. 

Fritz. Of course. But to the point: What’s to be 

done. ? 

Iden. Nothing—hut llicro’s a good deal to l>o said. 
Wo ’ll offer a reward; move heaven and eardi, 

And the jKilici*, (though lliere’s none nearer than 
bVankfort;) |s)st imiices in manuscript, 

(b'or w'e’ve no printer;) and sot by my clerk 
To read rliein, (f*r few can, save he and I.) 

We ’ll send out villaiiH to strip beggars, and 
Search empty ]K>ckets ; also, to arrost 
All gifisio.s, and ill-chithed and tiallow people. 

Prisoners \v(‘ ’ll liavc at least, if not tho culprit; 

And fir the baron’s gold—if *113 not found, 

At least lie shall have iho full satisfaction 
Of mcltina twice its snlislance in the raising 
I’ho ghost of this rouleau. Here’s alcliymy 


For your lord’s losses! 

F^. He hath found a better. 

Idm. Where ? 

Frilt. In a most immense inhorit^ace. 

The late Count SiegomioH; his distant kinsman, 

Is dead near Pragtie, in his caxtlc, and my Icnrd 
Is on his way to take possession. 

Idfti. Was there 

No heir? 

Fritz. Oil, yes; hut ho has di.‘<aj)}K‘ar’d 
I.ong fiom tho world’s eye, and perliups tlie world. 

A prodigal son, beneath in'? father’s ban 
For the last twenty years; fir wiiom his sire 
Refused to kill the fatteil calf; and, tlierefore, 

If living, lie must chew the husks still. But 
Tile baron would find means to silence him, 

Were be to reappear: he’s politic, 

; And has much iiitluenco with a certain court. 

hhn. He’s fortunate. 

Fritz. *T is true, there is a grandson, 

Whom tho lute count reclaim’d from his son’s hands, 
And cducatod tu? his heir; but then 
His hirtli is doubtful. 

Iden. Howro? 

Fritz. His siro made 

A lefi-hand, love, imprudent sort of marriage, 

With an Italian e.\il«‘’8 dark-ey<*d daughter: 

Nolilt!, they say, too; but mi match for such 
A lioii'^e as Siegendorfs. The grandsiro ill 
(V>uld brook the alliance; and could ne’er bo brought 
To sec the panuils, though he 1<M>k th« son. 

[fkn. Jf he’s a liul of mf-ttle, he may yet 
Dispute your claim, and weave a web that may 
Puz/.lt; your bartm to unravel. 

Fritz. Why, 

For mettle, he has quite enough: they say, 

He firms a Inippy mixture of liig sire 
And grand-sire’s qualiliesr-'impetuous as 
The former, and deep a.s Uic latter; but 
The strangest is, that ho loo disappear’d 
Some months ago. 

Iden. Tho devil ho did! 

Fritz. Why, yes: 

It must have been at his suggestion, at 

An hour so critical as was the ovo 

(.>f the old man’s dealli, whose heart was broken by it. 

Iden. Was there no cause assign’d? 

Fritz. Plenty, no doubt, 

Ainl none perhaps tho true one. »Some averr’d 
It was to seek Ins parents; some because 
The <ikl man held Ins sjiirit in so strictly, 

(But that could scarce lie, for ho doted on him;) 

A thiril believed ho wish’d to serve in war, 
litit peac<i being madii soon afier his dej>arture, 

He might have since return’ll, were that the motive; 

A fourth set cliaritahly liavo surnfuod, 

As there was s«i!nelliing strange and mystic in him, 
'I'hat m the wiki exuheranco of his naturo 
He had join’d the black bamls, who lay waste Liwatia, 
1’lic mountains of Bohemia and Silesia, 

Since tlio last years of war had dwindled into 
A kind of general comlofticro system 
Of hamlit warfare; each troop witli ilii chief, 

And :dl against mankind. 

Idf^ii. That cannot bo 

A young heir, bred to wealth and luxury, 

To risk his Ufi and htmours with disbanded 
Soldiers and desperadoes! 

Frif 2 . Heaven best knows! 

But there are human natures so allied 
Fnto the savage love of enleiqirise, 

That they wll seek f.>r peril as a pleasure. 

I ’vc heard that nothing can reclaim your Indian, 

Or tamo the tiger, though their infancy 
Were fed on milk and lioney. After all, 



Ymr Wallensteir, yotir Tilly and Oustavus, 

Your Bannier, and your Toratenson and Weimar, 
Were but the same thiog upon a grand scale; 

And now that they are gone, and peace proclaim’d, 
They who would &llow the same pastime must 
Pursue it on their own account. Here comes 
The baron, and the Saxon stranger, who 
Was his chief aid in yesterday’s escape, 

But did not leave the cottage by the Oder 
Untd this morning. 

Enter STaALENHEiM and Ulric. 

Stral, Since you have refused 

All comf)eusati(m, gentle stranger, save 
[nudequato tlianks, you almost check even them, 
Making me feel the worthlessness of words, 

And blusli at my own barren gratitude, 

They seem so niggardly compared with wdiat 
Your conrieons courage did in roy behalf— 

Ulr. I pray you press the dicnie no further. 

Stral. But 

Can I not serve you ? Yon are young, ami of 
That mould which llirows out heroes; fair in favour; 
Brave, I know, by my jiving now to say so; 

And dr)ubt!csi>ly, with such a form and heart, 

Would look into Uie fiery eyes of war, 

As ardently for glory as you dared 
An obscure death to suv(i an unknown stranger 
In an as perilous, but opposite element. 

You are made for tiie service: 1 have served; 

Have rank by birth and soldiership, and friends, 

Who shall be yours. ’T is true Uiis pause of peace 
Favours such views at present scantily; 

But ’twill not last, men’s spirits are too stirring ; 

And, after thirty years of conflict, peace 
Is but a petty war, as the limes show us 
In every for<Jst, or a mere a^m’d truce. 

War will reclaim his own; and, in the meantime, 

You might obtain a post, which would ensure 
A higher soon, uixl, by my influciico, fail not 
To rise. 1 speak of Brandenburg, wherein 
1 stand well witli tlie eleclcs'; in Bohemia, 

Like you, I am a stranger, and we arc now 
Upon its frontier. 

Ulr. You perceive my garb 

Is Saxon, and of course my service due 
To my own sovereign. If 1 must decline 
Your offer, ’tis with the same fueling which 
Induced it. 

Stral. Wliy, this is more usury I 
I owe my Idb to you, and you refuse 
The ac(]uiltancc of the interest of the debt, 

To heap more obligations on me, till 
I bow bciieatli thorn. 

Ulr. ,*/ You shall say so when 

X claim tli^ayment. 

Stral. Well, sir, since you will not— 

You arc nobly born? 

Ulr. I have heard my kinsmen say so. 

Stral. Your actions show it. Might I ask your name ? 

Ulr. Ulric. 

Stral. Your liouse’s 7 

Ulr. When I 'in worthy of it, 

ni answer you. 

Stral. Most probably an Austrian, 

Whom these unsettled times forbid to boast 
His lineage on tliese wild and dangerous frontiers, 
Where the name of his country is abbtHr’d. 

[Aloud to Fritz and IssirsTsm. 
So, sirs! how have ye i^d in your researches ? 

Idea. Indiffertu^^ welly your excellency, 

StraL Then 

I am to deom||M||Ml^rn- is caught 7 

Itfm. Huaq)h!-^iiil exactly. 

Stral. *<>¥1 Or at least suspected? 


Iden. C^! for that matter, very much suspected. 

Stral. Who may he be? 

Jden. Why, do nH you know, my lord 7 

Stral, How should I ? I was fast asleep. 

Iden. And so 

Was I, and that’s tlie cause I know no more 
Than does your excellency. 

Stral. Dolt! 

Jdm. Why, if 

Your lordship, being robb’d, do n’t recognise 
The rogue; how should I, not being robb’d, identify 
The thief among so many 7 In the crowd, 

May it please your excellency, your tluof looks 
Exui ly like the rest, or rather better: 

’T is only at the bar and in the dungeon * 

That wise men know your telon by his features; 

But I ’ll engage, that if seen there but mice, 

Whether he be found criminal or no, 

His face shall ho so. 

Stral. {to Fritz.) Prithee, Fritz, inform me 
What hatli been done to trace the fellow 7 

Fritz. Faith! 

My lord, not much as yet, except conjecture. 

Stral. Besides tJio loss (which, 1 must own, affects 
me 

Just now materially) I needs would find 
The villain out of public moUves; for 
So dexterous a sjioiler, who could creep 
Through my altendimte, and so many poc^lud 
And lighted chambers, on my rest, and snatch 
The gold before my .scarce-closed eyes, would soon 
Leave hare your borougii, Sir Inteii^ant! 

him. True; 

If there wore aught to carry oflj my lord. 

Ulr. Wliat is all lliis? 

Stral. You joiuM um but litis morning, 

And have not heard that X wiis robb’d last night. 

Ulr. Some rumour of it reach’d me as I pass’d 
Th(5 out'jr charnhers of the palace, but 
I know no furtlior. 

Stral. It is a strange business ; 

Tlic intendant can inform you of the facts. 

Jdeyi. Most willingly. You soo— 

Stral. {impatimtly.) Deafer your talc, 

Till certain of the hearer’s palieitce. 

Jden. That 

Can only be approved by proofs. I'ou see— 

Stral. {again intirruiding him^ and afldrrumigVhHlc.) 

In short, f was asleep upon a chair, 

My cabinet before me, with sonte gold 
Upon it, (more than I much like to lose, 

Though in part only:) some ingenious jiorson 
Contrived to glide through all my own attendants, 
Besides those of the place, and liore away 
A hundred golden ducats, which to find 
I would he fain, and there’s an end. Perhaps 
You (as I still am rather faint) would add 
To yesterday’s great iihligation, this, 

Though slighter, not yet slights to aid these men 
(Who seem but lukewarm) in recovering it? 

Ulr. Most willingly, and without Iriss of lime— 

(7b iDKKSTEjir.) Come hitlier, mynhoor! 

Jdm. Blit 80 much haste bodes 

Right little speed, and— 

Ulr, Standing motiiailcaa 

None; so let ’s march: we *11 talk as wc go on. 

Jden. Bu t-— — 

Ulr. Show the spot, and then 111 am>wer you. 

Fritz, I will, sir, with hie excellency’s leave. 

Stral. Do so, and take yon old ass with you. 

Fntx. Hence! 

Ulr. Gome on, old oracle, ex(»ound thy riddle! 

[Ewil with Iderstein and Fritz. 

Stral. {§olut.) A stalwart, active, soldier-looking 
stripling, 



ACT ‘.u. 


Hftndsume as Hercules ere his first labour, 

And with a brow of thought beyond his years 
When in repose, till his eye kindles up 
In answering yours. I wish I could engage him: 

1 have need uf schuo such spirits near me now, 

For this mlmtiUince is worth a struggle. 

And though 1 am not the man to yield without one, 
Neither are Uiey who now lise up between me 
And my desire. The boy, they say, *8 a bold one; 

Hut he hath played Uie truant in some hour 

Of froakisii folly, leaving fortune to 

C’hampion his clabis. That ^s well. The father, whom 

For years I Vo track'd, os docs tlie blood-hound, never 

In sight, but constantly in scent, had ptit me 

T'o fdult; but Jtere 1 kat)e liim, and that V bettor. 

It must be he! All circumstance proclaims it; 

And careless voices, knowing not the cause 
Of my inquiries, still confirm it—Yes! 

The man, his bearing, and the mystery 
Of his arrival, and the time ; the account, too, 

The intendant gave (for I have not belicld her) 

C)f his wife's dignified but foreign aspect; 

Besuics the anupathy with which we met, 

As snakes and lions shrink back from each c^er 
By secret instinct that both must be foes 
Deadly, without being natural prey to ©itlier; 

All—all—ainfirm it to my mind. However, 

We '11 grapple, nc'ertheless. In a few hours 
order comes from Frankfort, if these waters 
Rise not tlie higher, (and tiie weather favours 
Their quick abatement,) and 1 '11 have him safe 
Within a dungeon, where he may avouch 
His real estate and name; and there’s no harm done. 
Should he prove other than I deem. This robbery 
(Save for tlie actual loss) is lucky also: 

He V fifKir, and that V suspicious—ho's unknown, 

And that V defenceless.—True, we have no proofs 
Of guilt, but whai bath be of mnooence / 

Wore he a man indilfereiit to my prospects, 

In other bearings, I should rather lay 
The inculpation on tlio Hungarian, who 
Hath sometlimg wliich I lil^e not; and alone 
(tf all around, except the intendant, and 
The prince’s household and iny own, had ingrccs 
Fainihar to the cliaiiiber. 

jEn4rGAD0R. 

Friend, how fare you ? 

Gob. As those who fare well everywhere, when tlicy 
Have supp’d and slumber’d, no great matter how— 

And you, my lord ? 

Stral. Better in rest than purse: 

Mine inn is like to cost, me dear. 

Gab. I heard 

Of your late loss; but’t is a trifle to 
t)rie of your order. 

Stral. You would hardly tliiuk so, 

Were the loss yours. 

<jrri6. 1 never had so much 

(At once) in roy whole life, and therefore am not 
h'it to decide. But 1 came here to seek you. 

Your couriers ore turn'd back—I liave outstript them. 

In my return. 

Stral. You!—Why? 

Gedf. I wont at daybreak, 

T<j watch for the abatement of the river, 

As being anxious to resume my journey. 

Your messengers were all check’d like myself; 

And, seeing the case hopeless, 1 await 
I'iie current’s pleasure. 

StraL Would the dogs were in it! 

Why did they not, at least, attempt the passage ? 

1 onler’d Uiis at all risks. 

Oab. Could you order 

The Oder to divide, as Moses did 


The Red Sea, (scaroely redder than the flood 
Of the swoln stream,) be obey’d, perhaps 
They might have ventured. 

Stral. I must see to il: 

The knaves! the ^aves!—but they shall smart for fliis. 

[^Xt2 STRALCVHEZIf. 

Qah. (solus.) There goes my noble, feudal, self* 
will’d baron! 

Epitom^ what brave chivalry 
Tile preux chevaliers of the good c4d times 
Have left us. Ycstenlay he would have given 
His lands, (if he hath any,) and, stiil di^rer, 

His sixteen quarierings, for as much fresh air 
As would have fill’d- a bladder, while he lay 
Gtirglmg and foaming half way Uirough the window 
Of lii.s o’erset and waicr-Iogg’d conveyance; 

And now he storms at half a dexsen wretches 
Because they love their lives too ! Yet, ho’s right: 

’T is strange they should, when such as be may put tliem 
To hazard at his pleosiu'e. Oh! thou world! 

Tiiou art indeed a melancholy jest! {ExU Gabor. 

Scene H.—TAc Apartment of in tbe Palace. 

Enter Josephine and Ueric. 

Jos. Stand back, and lot me look on tlioo again! 

My Ulric!—my beloved!—can it be— 

After twelve years ? 

Ulr. My dearest motlier! 

Jos. Yes! 

My dream is realized—how b(;autiful !— 

How more than all 1 sigh’d for! Heaven receive 
A moUier’s tlianks!—a mother’s tears of joy I 
Tliis is iiidtM.*d thy work !—At such an hour, to(^ 

Ho e<uaes not only as a son, but saviour. 

(Jlr. If sucii a joy await me, it must double 
What 1 now feel, and lighten from my heart 
A pari of the long debt of duty, not 
Of love (for that was ne’er withhold)—forgive me 
This long delay was nut my fault. 

Jos. I know it, 

But cannot tliink of sorrow now, and doubt 
If I cVr felt it, ’t is so dazzled from 
My memory, by llii.s oblivious transjiort!— 

My son! 

EtUrr Werner. 

IVer. What have wc iicrc, more strangers ? 

Jos. Not 

Lfx»k upon him! What do you see? 

JVer. A Stripling, 

For tlio first time— 

Ulr. (kneeling.) For twelve long years, my father! 
IVtT. Oil, Ut)d! 

Jos. He faints! 

IVcr. No—I am bettor now— 

Ulric! (Embraces him.) 

Ulr. My fallier, Siegeudorf! 

IVisr. (starling.) Hush! boy— 

The walls may hear that name ! 

Ulr. What then ? 

JVtr. Why, then— 

But wo will talk of that anon. Remember, 

I must be known here but as Werner. Come! 

’ome to Hiy arms again ! Why, thou look’st all 
I should have been, and was nut. Josephine! 

Sure’t is no fatiier’s fondnesf dazzles me; 

But had 1 seen that f(vm amid ten Uiousand 
Youth of the choicest, my heart would have chosen 
This for my son! 

Ulr. And yet you know me not J 

TV(t. Alas ! [ have had that upon my soul 
Which makes mo look all men with an eye 
That only knows the evil at first glance. 

Ulr. My memory served me far more fondly: I 
Have not forgotten au^t; imd c^ttimea in 





The proud and princely halls of—(I ’ll not name them, 
As you say that *t is perHous)—but i* the pomp 
Of your sire’s feudal mansion, I look’d back 
To the Bohemian mountains many a sunset, 

And wept to see another day go down 

O’er thee and me, with those huge hills between us. 

They shall not part us more. 

IVer, I know not that. 

Are you awarc my father is no more ? 

Ulr, Oh lieavens! I left him in a green old ago, 

And looking Uko the oak, worn, but siill steady 
Amidst the elements, whilst younger trees 
Pell fast arrmnd him. ’T was scarce throe montlis since. 
IVer. Wliy did you leave him? 

Jm. (emhroang Uliuc.) Can you ask that question? 
(s he not Acre ? 

H^er. True; he hath sought his parents, 

\iid found tliem; but, oh! howj and in what state! 

IJbr. All shall be better’d. What we havo to do 
U to proceed, and to assert our rights, 

Or rather yours; f(»r 1 waive all, unh.'ss 
Your father has disposed in such a sort 
Of his broad lands as to make mine the foremost, 

So that I must prefer my claim for form: 

But 1 trust better, and tliat all is yours. 

Wcr. Havo you not heard of Stralcnheim ? 

Ulr. I saved 

His life but yesterday: lui’s here. 

Wer. You saved 

The serpent who will sting us all! 

Ulr. You speak 

lliddles: what is this Stralenlmm tr> us? 

Wcr. Every tliitig. One who claims our father’s 
lands: 

Our distant kinsman, atid our nearest foe. 

Utr. I never heard his name till now. Tho count. 
Indeed, s|K4te somrlimes of a kinsman, who, 

If his own line stiould fail, might be remotely 
Involved in the siieeessioij; but his titles 
Were never named b«;f()re me—ami what then? 

His right must yield to ours. 

fVtr. Ay, if at Prague: 

But here lie is all-powerful; and luis sj^rt ad 
Snares for thy father, whieli, if hitiierto 
He hath escaped them, is by firlune, not 
By favour. 

Vlr. Doth ho personally know you ? 

tVer. No; hut ho guesse,^ shniwdly at mv person, 

As he betray’d last uigld; uud 1, pcrliaps, 

But owe my temporary liberty 
To his imeertRiniy. 

Ulr. I think you wrong him, 

(Rxeusn me for the phrasi*;) but Straleuhcim 
Is no! what yon pr« jiKlge him, or, if so, 

He owes me somoflung both for past and present. 

I saved liis life, he therofem; trusts in me. 

He hath been plunder’d too, since he came hither: 

Is sick; a stranger; and ns such not now 
Able to trace, tius villain who Jialh robhM him: 

I have pledged myself to do so; au<l the business 
Which brought mo hero was {'hielly that: but X 
Have found, in searching fiir anoUier’s dross, 

My own whole treasure—you, my parents ! 

Wer. (agittUciUfi.) Who 

Taught you to mtjulh tliat name of “villain?” 

Ulr. ‘ What 

More noble name belongs to common thieves? 

Wer. Who Uiught you thus to brand an unknown 
being 

With an infernal stigma? 

Ulr. My own feelings 

Taught mu to nanu^ a rutiian from his dc^s. 

Wer* Wlio taught you, long-sought and ill-found 
iKiy ! tliat 

It would bo safa for my own son to insult 


Ulr. I named a tdlhun. What is there in common 
Witli such a being and my father ? 

Wer. Everything! 

That ruffian is thy father! 

/f>s. Oh, my son! 

Believe him not—and yet!——(Acr voice fibers.) 

Ulr. (starVt, looke earnestly at Werner, and then 
Hays slowly) And you avow it? 

JV*T. Uhic, before you dan' despise your father, 

I icum to divine and judge his actions. Fbww^, 

Rash, new lo life, and rearM in luxury’s lap, 

Js il for you to nieusuro passion’s force, 

Or miserv’s (cinpfation ? Wail—(not long, 

'■ •moth like the night, and qtih’kly)—Wait !— 

Wail till, like me, your hopes arc blighted—till * 

Sorrow and shame are handmaids of your cabin 
‘\imine and jioverly your guests at table; 

Despair your beilfellow—then rise, but not 
Rrotn sleep, and judge! sliould that day e’er arrive— 
Should you see then the «cr|>enl, who hatli coil’d 
Hiins<‘lf around all that is d('ar and noble 
)f you an<l yours, lie slumbering in your path, 

With but his flilds between your steps and happiness, 
When Ac, w'lio lives but to tear from you name, 

Laruls, life it.^cltj lies at ytmr mercy, with 
Chance your conductor; midnight for your mantle; 

'J'hc bare knife in your liand, and earth asleep, 

Eve'll to your deadliest foe; and he as’t were 

Tnviting death, by Imiking like it, wliilc 

His (h.ath alone cm save you:—I'liank your God! 

If then, like rue, content witli pi'tty plunder, 

Yon turn asiile—1 did so. 

Ulr. But,- 

Wer. {abruptly.) Hear me! 

I will not brook a Immat) voice—scarce daro 
Listen to my own (if that be human still)— 

Hear me! you do not know this man—I do. , 

XTe’y mean, de.ciuiful, avaricious. You 
Di em yfiursolf safe, as yf‘uug and brave; but learn 
None are secure from desperation, O'.w 
From subfilly. My worst foe, Stralerilieim, 

Ilou.sed in a prince’s palace, couch’d within 
A prince’s ehaiuber, lay below my knife ! 

An instant—a more motion—tho least impulse— 

Had swept him and all fears of mine from earth, 
lie was \Nilliiri my jiower—my knifii was raisctl— 
Withdrawn—and f'm in his:—are. you not so? 

Who tells you that he knows you juit? Who says 
He hath not lured you here lo end you ? or 
To phmg<} you, with your parents, in a dungeon? 

I He payees. 

Ulr. Proceed—proceed ! 

Wtr. Me. he hath over known, 

And bunted through each change of lime—name- 
fortune— 

And wliy not yon? Arc you more versed in men? 
lie wound riuuts round me; flung along my path 
Reptiles, wh<»m, in my youth. I would have spum’d 
Even from my presence; but, in spurning now, 

Fill only with fresli v(jiiom. Will you be 
More patient? Ulric!—Ulric!—ihcro are crimes 
Made venial by the occasion, and temptations 
Which nature cannot master or fbrliuar. 

Ulr. [Irnks Jirst al him^ and then at Josephine.) 
My mother! 

\Vcr. Ay! I thought so: you have now 
Only one parent. X havo lost aliko 
Father and son, und stand alone. 

Ulr. But stay! 

[Werner vusAm out qf the chamber. 
Jos. (to Ui.Ric.) Follow him not until this storm of 
passimi 

Abates. Think’st thou, tliat wero it well for him, 

1 had not follow’d ? 

Ulr, I obey you, mother, 



Although reluctantly. My hrst act shall not 
Be one of disobedience. 

Jos. Oh! lie is good ! 

Condemn him not from his own mouth, but trust 
To me, who have borne so much with liim, and for him, 
I'hat tills is but the surface of his soul, 

And that the depCli is rich in better tilings. 

(fir. These tlien are but my fatlicr’s principles ? 

My mother thinks not witli him? 

Jox. Nor doth Kc 

Think as he spealw. Alas! long years of grief 
Ua>^o made him sometimes thus. 

ITtr. Explain to me 

More clearly, then, tliesc claims of Stralenheim, 

I'hai, when 1 see the subject in its bearings, 

1 may prepare to face liiin, or at least 
To extricate you from your present perils. 

I pledge myself to accomplish this—but would 
I had arrived a few hours sooner I 
Jos. Ay! 

Hadst thou but done so! 

Enter Gabor and Idekstexi?, wit/i Attendants, 

Gah. (to Ulric.) I have sought you, comrade. 
So this is my reward! 

Utr. What do you mean ? 

GdiK ’Sdeatli! have I lived to these years, and for 
tills! 

(To loENsTEiN.) But for your age and folly, I would- 

Idcn, Help! 

Hands off! Touch an inlenJant! 

Gob. Do not think 

1 ’ll honour you so much as save your throat 
From the Ravenstonc* by choking you myself. 

hLvn. J lhank you for the respite ; hvit tiicrc are 
Those wlio liavc greater iie(*d of it than I. 

^ Ulr, Unriddle this vile wrangling, 


Have you auglit with me ? 

What should I 


Gut). 


SiTal. Well, sir! 

Gab. 

IStral, 

Have with you ? 

Gat). You know best, if yesterday^ 

Flood lias not wash’d away your memory \ 

But that a trifle. I stand hero accused, 
lu phrases not equivocal, by yon 
intendant, of the pillage of your person 
Or chamberi« iho charge your own or his? 

JStral. I accuse no man. 

Gab. Then you acquit me, baron ? 

Slrul. 1 know not wliom to accuse, or to aci|uih 
Or scarcely to suspect. 

Gab. But yon at Iea.st 

Should know whom not to suspect. I am insulted— 
Oppress’d hero by tliesc menials, and I look 
To you for remedy—teach them their duty! 

To look for tliievcs at borne were [lart of it, 

If duly taugiit; but, in one word, if 1 
Have an accuser, lot it lie a man 
Wortliy to be so of a man like me. 

I am )our equal. 

Str(d. You! 

Gab. Ay, sir; and, for 

Aught that you know, siijicrior; but jiroceod— 

I do not ask for hints, and surmises, 

And circumstance, and pnMjfs; T know enough 
Of «hat I have done for yon, and what you owe int‘, 

To liave at least wailed your ]>avuu‘iit rather 
Tliau paid inyseltj hud 1 been eager of 
Voiir gold, I also krKcv tliat were I even 
The villain I am deem’d, tlic service render’d 
So rccM'iitly woultl not jiennit you to 
Pursue me to the ileutli, except tlirough shame, 

Such as would leave your scutcheon but a blank. 

But this is iiollung: f demand of you 


The baron has been robbtJ, and upon mo 
Tliis worthy personage has deign’d to fix 
Ills kind siispiciotiK—mo! whom he ne’er saw 
Till yester evening. 

Iden. Wouldst have me suspect 

My own acquaintances ? You have to learn 
That. 1 keep better company. 

Gab. You etuill 

Keep Uio b<>sl shortly, and the last for ail men, 

The worms! yem hoiuid of malice! 

[Gaboh seizt:s on him. 


At once, tlicn. Justice upon your uiijust servants, and 


f//r. (inlir/irinff.) 


Fi’rt>m your own lips a disavowal of 
All sanction of their insokmcet thus niiich 
Yon owe to llio unknown, who asks no more, 

And never thought to have ask’d .so much. 

Strai. Tikis tone 

May bo of innocence. 

Gat). ’Sdeath! who dare doubt it, 

Except such villains as ne’er liad it? 

bflral. Y^ou 

Art; hoi, sir. 

Gaf>. Must I turn on icicle 


He ’a old, unanii'd—be temperate, Gabor! 

G<t6. {letting go Jdenstein.) 

I am a fool to lose myself because 
Fools deem me knave: it is their homage, 

Ulr. (to Idenstein.) 

Fare you? 

Help! 

1 have, help’d you. 

Kill Ikim! then 


Nay, no violence: Before the breath of menials, and their master? 


True: 


How 


Jden, 

Ulr. 

1dm. 

1 ’ll say so, 
Gab. 
Iden. 


I am calm—live on! 

That ’« more 

Than you shall do, if there be judge or judgment 
In Germany. The baron shall decide! 

Gab. Does he abet you in your accusation ? 
iden. I>oes ho not? 

Gab. Then next time let him go sink 

Ere I go hang for snatching him from drowning. 

But hero he comes 1 

Enter Stralekheim. 

Gab, {goes up to him.) My noble lord, 1 ’m here! 


* Ths Ravrnffloue, '* RaveMfetn.” ia tbc storu glbbtt of Qarnuny, 
(ind ao colled from uie nveoa pcrcblBg oa it. 


StnU. Ulric! you know (liis man; I found liiin in 
Ymr company. 

<?nA. Wft found i/ou in tlie Odor 

Would wc had left you there! 

Strrd. I give you tlianiw, sir. 

Oal). I Vo earn’d Uicni; but might liavo earn’d more 
from oIIkts, 

Perchance, if I h.ad left you to yoiir fate, 

Strai. Ulric! you know this man ? 

Guh. No more than you do, 

If he arouchca not my honour. 

TJlr. I 

Can vouch your courage, and, as far as my 
Own brief connexion led me, lionour. 

Strai. Then 

I’m satisfied. 

Gab. {irunkaUy.) Right easily, motliinka. 

What is the spell in his asseveration 
More than in mine? 

Strrd. I merely said that I 

Was satisfied—^not that you are absolved. 

Gab. Again! Am I accused or no ? 

Strai. Qo to! 

You wax too insolent. If circumstance 
And general suspicios be against you,. 





It the iiudt mine ? la H not enough that I 
Decline all question of your guilt or innocence? 

Ooh. My lord, my lord, this is mere cozenage, 

A vile equivocation; you welt know 

Your doubts are certainties to all around you— 

Your looks a voice—^your frowns a sentence j you 
Are practising your power on mo—because 
You have it; but beware! you know not whan 
You strive to tread ml 
Stral. Threat’st thou? 

Oah. Not so much 

As you accuse. You hint the basest iojury, 

And I retort it with an open warning. 

Stral. As you have said, ’t is true I owe you somo- 
ttiing, 

For which you seem disposed to pay yourself. 

Oab. Not with your gold. 

Stral. With bootless insolence. 

[To hit Aitendanit and Idebsteih 
Y ou need not further to molest this man, 

But lot him go bis way. Ulric, good morrow! 

[ExU BTXAi,EiriTEiM, ICElfsTCiir, and AUendanit. 

Gah. {following.) 1 'll aller him and- 

lUr. (stopping him.) Not a step. 

Gah. Who shall 

Oppose rao? 

Ulr. Your own reason, with a moment’s 
Thought. 

Gab. Must I bear this? 

Ulr. Pshaw! we all must bear 

The arrogance of sometliing higher than 
Ourselves—the higliest cannot temper Satan, 

Nor the lowest his vicegerents iqion earth. 

I ’vc seen you brave the element, and bear 
Things which had made tins silkworm cast his skin— 
And shrink you from a few sliarp sneers and words ? 

Gab. Must I bear to bo deem’d a thief? If’t were 
A bandit of tlio woods, I could have home it— 

'There's sometliing daring in it;—but to steal 
The moneys of a slumbering man!— 

Vtr. It seems, tlien, 

V’ou are not guilty ? 

Gab. Do I hoar aright? 

Foti too! 

Ulr. I merely ask’d a simple question. 

Gab. If tho judge ask’d me, I would answer “ No"— 
To you I answer that. (He rlrawt.) 

Ulr. (drawing.) With all my heart! 

Joe. Without there! Ho! help! help!—Oh God! 
here's murder! [Exit Josephine, ehrieldng. 

Gabok and Dlbic fgld. Gabos is disarmed just as 
STRALEtntEm, JosEPHiJTE, Idekstejn, re-enter. 

Jos. Oh! glorious heaven! Ho’s safe! 

Siral. (to josEPBim.) JVho 's safe? 

Jos. My- 

Ulr. (interrupdng her teiih a stem look, and turning 
afterwards to Stkaeekbeiiu.) Both! 

Here’s no great harm done. 

Stral. What hath caused all this? 

Ulr. You, baron, I believe; but as the effect 
Is bannless, let it not disturb you.—Gabor ! 

There is your sword; and when you bare it next, 

Let it not be against your friends. 

(XJliuc pronounces the last words slowlp atnd empha- 
tuxdb/ in a taw mice to Gabos. 

Goi. I thank you 

Less for my life tlian lor your counsel. 

Stral. These 

Bnwis must end here. 

Bab. (a^-ms sword.) They shaU. You have 
sirM)|f9 ma, Ulric, 

Mere with your tiwind thou^ts than swi»d: I would 
The last were mdtky bosom rather than 


The first in yours. 1 could have borne yoB neUe^i 
Absurd insinuations—ignorance 
And dull suspicion are a part of his 
Intail will last him longer than his lands.— 

But I may fit him yet i —you have vanquish’d me, 

I was the fool of passion to conceivo 

That I could cope with you, whom I had seen 

Already proved by greater perils than 

Rest in this arm. We may meet by and by, 

However—but in friendship. [Exit Gabos. 

Stral. I will brook 

No more! This outrage following up bis insults, * 

P' rhaps his guilt, has cancell’d all tho little 
I owed him heretofore for the so-vaunted 
Aid which ho added to your abler succour. * 
Ulric, you are not hurl ?— 

Ulr. Not even by a scratch. 

Stral. (to Idebstein.) Intendant 1 take your measures 
to secure 

Yon fellow: 1 revoke my former lenity. 

He sliall be sent to Frankfort with an escort 
The instant tliat the waters have abated. 

Idm. Secure him! He hath got his sword again— 
And seems to know tho use on’t; *1 is his trade, 

Belike;—’m a civilian. 

SiTid. Fool! are not ‘ 

Yon score of vassals dogging at your heels 
Etiougli to seize a dozen such? Hence ! after him! 
Ulr. Baron, I do beseech you! 

Stral. I must be 

Obi y'd. No words! 

Iden. Well, if it must bo so— 

March, vassals! I !m your leader, and will bring 
The rear up: a wise general never should 
Expose his precious life—on which all rests. 

I like tliat article of war. 

[Exit IcENSTEiN and Allendants. 
Stral. Come hither, 

Ulric: what does that woman hero? Oh! now 
1 recognise her, ’t is the stranger's wife 
Whom they iiniwe “Werner.” 

Ulr. ’T is his name. 

Stral. Indeed! 

Is not your husband visible, fair dame ?— 

Jos. Who seeks him? 

Sind. No one—for Uic present: but 

fain would parley, Ulric, with youreelf 
Alone. 

Ulr. I will retire with you. 

Jos. Not so: 

You are tlie latest stranger, and cesnmand 
All places here. 

(Aside to Ulsic as she goes out.) 0 Ulric! have a 
care— 

Remember what depends on a rash word! 

Ulr. (to JosEPiUKE.) Pear not !— 

[Exit JosEPHlSE. 

Stral. Ulric, I think thiU I may trust you: 

You saved my life—and acts like these beget 
Unbounded confidence. 

Ulr. Say tai. 

Stral. Mysterious 

And long-engender’d circumstances (not 
To bo now fully enter’d on) have made 
This man obnoxious—perhaps fatal to me. 

Ub. Who ? Gabor, the Hungarian? 

Stral. No—this “Werner"— 

With the false name and htdut. 

Ulr. How can this be? 

He is the poorest of the poor—and yellow 
Sickness sits cavem’d in his hollow eye: 

The man is bclploss. 

Stral. Hois—"t is no matter;— 

But if he be the man I deem (and that 
He is so, all oinund us here—and much 



Act lit 


That is not here—confiran my ap|j«jbension) 

He must be mode secure ere twelve hours further. 

(Jlr. And what liave I to do with tliis ? 

I have sent 

he governor, my fricud, 
rily to do so by 
)usc of Brandenburg,) 
ml tliis cursed flood 
id may do for some hours. 

That is well. 

But how 

Ah one who did so much 
)t bo indiflbrent to 
(lore import to me than 
ed.—Keep your eye on him! 
le, knows timt I now know him.—> 
f^nu would watch the wild boar wliuii 
you in tlie hunter’s gai»— 
be spear’d. 

WJiy so ? 

Ho stands 

i bravo inhcvilancc! 
i il! But you shall. 

I hope so. 

■idlest of the rich Bohemia, 
ching war. It lies so near 
Prague, that fire and sword 
ghlly : so tljat ijow, besides 
i‘, it hears <louh!e value 
hole realms far und near 

m doserilwi it fuilhfullv. 
d you see it, you would say i 

It sliali. 

I a<!Cept the onien. 
an u rerom[>eiise from it and me, 
tiako worthy y<M<r ueceplaiicc 
■ and mine tor (fver. 

>!•;, siek, und nuserahle wreteli— 
anger—stands between you und 
(As Adam did between 

I— 

Ho doth. 

jJutli !..■ n<i right'/ 
>no. A di'<inhcrited prodigal, 
nty vt'ara ilisgraccd liis Imeago 
t chieflv by his marriage, 
^ornnierce-fctciiiiig burghers, 

•hant.s, in a mart of Jews, 
vife, du n ? 

Yon’d b« sorry to 
ther. You iiavo seen the woman 

Is she not so? 

No more 

ther:—an Italian girl, 
iianish’d man, who lives 
ty willi ihw same Werner, 
hildless, then ? 

There is or was a bastard, 
n—'the graniisire (as old age 
•k to warm his bosom, 
iownward to the grave : 

# not in my patli—he has fled, 
itluT; and if he had not, 
vere too contemptiUe 
y' do you smile ? 

At your vain fears: 
jl in his grasp—a child 
can startle a grandee ! 
be fear’d, where all is to he gain’d, 
aught done to save or to obtain it. 

2R 


Strtd, You have har|>'(] the very string wMrt to 
heart. 

I may depend U|>on you ? 

Uhr> T were too tale 

To doubt it. 

Str<tl, Let no foolish pity riiake 
Your bosom (fw the appearance (rf* the man 
Is pitiful)—die is a wretch, as likely 
To have robb’d me as the fellow more suspected, 
Except dial circumstance is less against him; 

He being lodged far o(f, and in a chauiber 
Witlioul apprtHich to mine: and, to say truth, 

1 think too well of blood allied to min^ 

To deem ho would dest^end to such an act: 

Besides he y/as a soldier, and a brave ono 
Once—though too ra^. 

t//r. And they, my lord, wo know 

By our experience never plunder till 
They knoitk the brains <ml first—wliich makes them 
heirs, 

Not tluev<'S. The dead, who feel naught, can lose 
nutiiuig, 

N<ji (i’er be robb’d: their spoils art? a bequest— 

N<» more. 

StrtU. Cio to! you aro a wag. But say 
I may be sure y<>u’il keep an eye on this man, 

And let nio know hi« sli^itest movement towt^s 
oiieealiiieiit or escape ? 
tVr. 

You may lie sure 

\ ou yuurHclf could not watcli Itiin int»ro than t 
Will be liis sentinel. 

By tills yixi make me 

^ iHirs, and for ever. 

Ulr^ Such is my iiilenlion- [Esieutd. 


ACT UI. 

ScENK hntl in ihc. Mim Pttlacc^ from whence Ihe 

acerct Paemf^v 

Knter Wewneii md tiAson. 

(i<ih. Sir, I have told my lale: ifil .so please you 
To give me rdijge Ibi a few hours, well— 

If not, 1 ’ll try my fortune elsewhere. 

How 

I, So wrctchcHl, give to misery 
\ shelter?—wanting such myself as much 
As e'er llic huiilcd deer a covert— 

(iuh. Or 

The wounded lion liis coo] cave. Methinki 
You rather look like one would turn at bay, 

And rip the hunter’s entrails. 

IVer. Ah? 

G(d>. I care not 

If it be so, being much disposed to do 
The same myself. But will you ihelter me ? 
f am oppress'd like you—and poor like you— 

I)i.sgra«;ed- 

IfV. {idfrupdy.) Who told you that I waa diagracedt 
0<dt. No one; nor did I say you were ao: wkh 
Your |S)vcrty my likcnewi ended; but 
I said 1 was so—und would add, wiUi truth, 

As nndvservedty as ym. 

IP^er. Amin! 

A.S I f 

Gulf. Or any other honest man. 

What the devil would you have? You do n\ bcKeve me 
(iuitty of lids base llicfl? 

WV. No, no—I cannot. 

Gaff. 'V^'^hy that 's my heart of honour! yea yeuag 
galianl— 

Your miserly inteiidariC and dense noble— 

All—all suspected me; and why ? because 



You? 


I am the wont-cbthtd, and least named among them; 
Although, were Motnua’ lattice in our breasts, 

My BO^ might brook to open it more widely 
Than thraro: but thus it is—you poor and helpless— 
Both etiil more than mysolC 

War. How know you that ? 

Gab. You’re right; I ask for shelter at hand 
Which 1 cal! helpless; if you now deny it, 

I were well paid. But you, who seem to have proved 
The wholesome bitterness of life, know well. 

By sympathy, that all the outspread gold 
Of the New World tho Spaniard boasts about 
Could never tempt the man who knows its worth, 
Weigh’d at its proper value in tlie balance. 

Save in such guise (and tlierc 1 grant its power, 
Because 1 feel it) os may leave no nightmare 
Upon his heart o’nights. 

Wer. What do you mean ? 

f?o6. Just what I say; I thought my speech wa.s 
plain; 

You are no thief—nor I—and, as true men, 

Should aid each otiiet. 

lYer. It is a damn’d world, sir. 

Gab. So is the nearest of the two next, as 
The priests say, (iujd no doubt tlioy should know 
best,) 

Therefore 1 ’ll stick by this—as being loth 
To suffer martyrdom, at least with such 
An epitaph as larceny upon my tomb. 

It is but a night's lodging which I crave; 

To-morrow I will try the waters, as 

The dove did, trusting tliat tiicy have abated. 

Wer. Abated? Is tlicre hope of that? 

Gab. Tlicro was 

At noontide. 

Wrr. Then wo may bo safe. 

GeA. Are you 

In peril? 

Wer. Poverty is ever so. 

GiA. That I know by long practice. Will you not 
Promise to make mine less ? 

Wer. Your poverty ? 

Gab. No—you do n’t look a leech for tliat disorder; 

I meant my peril only: you ’vc u roof 
And I have none ; I merely seek a covert. 

Wer, Rightly; for how should such a wrotcli as I 
Have gold? 

Gab. Scarce honestly, to say the truth on’t, 
Although 1 almost wish you had tlie baron’s. 

Wer. Dare you insinuate? 

Gab. What ? 

Wer. Are you aware 

To whom you speak ? 

Gab. No; and I am not used 

Greatly to care. [A noiee heard imthnut.) But hark! 
they come! 

Wer. Who como ? 

Gab. The intendant and his man-hounds after me: 

I’d face them—but it were in vain to expect 
Justice at hands like theirs. Where sli^l I go? 

But show me any place. I do assure you, 

If there be faitli in man, I am most guiltless; 

Think if it were your own case! 

Wer. (Aeide.) Oh, just God! 

Thy hell is not hereafter ! Am I dust still ? 

Gab. I see you ’re moved; and it shows well in you; 
I may live to requite it. 

Wer. Arc you not 

A spy of Strolenhesm’s? 

Gob. Not I! and if 

I were, what is there to espy in you? 

Altbooi^ I recollect his frequent question 
About you and your spouse might lead to some 
Suspicion; but you best know—what—and why. 

I am his deadhest foe. 


Wer. 

Gab. After such 

A treatment for the service which in part 
I render’d him, I am his enemy; 

If you are not his friend, you will assist me. 

Wer. 1 will. 

Gab. But how ? 

Wer. {ehowing the pound.) There is a secret spruig; 
Remember, I discover’d it by citance. 

And used it but for safety. 

Gab. Open it, , 

And I will use it for tho same. 

Wer. I fiiiffld it, 

As i have said: it leads through winding walls,, 

(So thick as to hear [laths within their ribs. 

Vet lose no jot of slrcugth or slatoline.ss,) 

And hollow cells, and obscure niches, to 
I know nut whither; you must not advance: 

Give me your word. 

Gab. It is unnecessary : 

Ilow should I make my way in darkness through 
A Gothic labyrinth of unknown windings ? 

ll 'er. Yes, but who knows to what place it may 
lead? 

I know not—(mark you!)—^but who knows it inightiiot 
joad even into the chamber of your foe ? 

Ko strangely were contrived these galleries 
By our Teutonic fathers in old days. 

When man built less against the eleiuenls 
Tliaii his next neighbour. You must not advance 
Beyond the two first windings; if you do, 

Albeit I never jiass’d them,) I ’ll not answer 
For what you may ho led to. 

Gab. But I will. 

A thousand thanks! 

Wer. Y'oii ’ll find the spring more obvious 

)n the other side ; and, when you would return, 
t yields to the least touch. 

Gab. 1’ll ill—farewell! 

[G ABoa goes in by the eeeret panel. 
lYer. {Hohi.e.) What have I done? Alas! what had 
I done 

Before to make this fearful? Let it lie 
kill some atoiicineni that I savo the man, 

Wliose sacrifice iiad saved perhaps my own— 

I They come! to seek elsewhere what is before tlicm! 

' Enter iDEiisrEiiir and Othere. 

him. Is he not here ? He must have vanish’d then 
Through the dim gothic glass by pious aid 
Of pictured saints upon tfic red and yellow 
Casements, through whicli die sunset .streams like sun¬ 
rise 

On long pearl-colour’d beards and crimson crosses. 

And gilded crosiers, and cross’d arms, and cowls, 

And helms, and twisted armour, and long swords, 

All Uie fantastic furniture of windows 
Dim with bravo knights and holy hermits, whose 
Likeness and fame alike rest in some panes 
Of crystal, which each rattling wind proclaims 
As frail as any other life or glory. 

Ho’s gone, however. 

Wer. Whom do you seek ? 

Iden. A villain 

Wer. Why need you come so far, Uien? 

Iden. In the search 

Of him who robb’d the baron. 

Wer. Are you sure 

You have divined tho man? 

Idm. As sure os you 

Stand there; but where’s he gone ? 

Wer. Who? 

lien. He we sought. 

Wer. You see ha is not here. 

Iden. And yet we traced him 



Kct hi. 


jp to this hall. Are you accomplices? 

Or deal you in the black art ? 

yfcr. I deal plainly, 

To many men the blackest. 

Jden. It may be 

I have a question or two for yourself 
Hercaller; but we must continue now 
Our search for t’other. 

fViT. You had best begin 

1 our inquisition now; I may not be 
,So patient always. 

I should like to know, 

In good .soolti, if you really are the man 
'i’liat Slralouheim’s in quest of. 

IVer. Insolent! 

iSaid you not that ho was not hen: ? 

Jden. Yes, one; 

Bui tliere’s another whom ho tracks more keenly. 

And soon, it may be, with authority 

Botli paramount to his an<l mine. But, come! 

Bustle, my hoys! we ore at fault. 

[Ejrit Idensteim and AttendatUn. 
IVer. In what 

A maze hath my dim destiny involved me! 

And one base sin hath done me less ill than 
'J'lie leaving undone one far greater. Uown, 

'i'lioii busy devil, rising in my heart! 

Thou art too late! I ’ll naught to do witli blood. 

EuUr Ulbic. 

Vlr. 1 sought you, father. 

IIV. Ts’t not dangerous ? 

lUr. No; Siralcuheim is ignorant of all 
Or any of the ties between us; more— 

.He sends me here a spy upon your aclions, 

I ler-riung me wholly his. 

HVr. I cannot think it; 

'T IS hul a snare he winds about us both, 

To swoop the sire and son at once. 

Ulr. I cannot 

Pause in each petty fear, and stumble at 
The doubts that rise like briers in our path, 

Hut must brcali through them, as an unarm’d carlo 
Would, though with naked limbs, were the wolf nistling 
In the same, thicket where he. hew’d ii>r Ijiead. 


XJlr. You must not tae it, at least now; but takta 
This ring. [Jth ghet WEimsm ajmd. 

Wer, A gem! It was my father’s! 

Uht. And 

As such is now your own. With this you must 
Bribe the intendant for his old cal^Jie 
And horses to pursue your route at sunrise, 

TogetJjcr with my inolJicr. 

Wer. And leave you, 

So lately foimd, in peril too ? 

Vir, Fear notliing! 

The only fear were if wc fled together, 

For that would make our ties beyond all doubt. 

The waters only lie in flood between 

This burgh and Frankfort; so far’s in our favour. 

I'he route on to Bohemia, though encumber’d, 

1$ not impassable; and when you gain 
A few hours’ start, the difficulties will bo 
The same to your pursuers. Once beyond 
The frontier, and you Ve safe. 

fVer. My noble boy! 

Ulr. Hush! husli! no troasports: we ’ll indulgd in 
fn Castle Siegendorf! Display no gold; [Uiem 

Show Idcnstein the gem, (] know the man, 

And have look’d through him:) it will answer thus 
A double purpose. Slralenheim lost gold-^ 

No jewel: therefore it could not be his; 

And tbi'ii the man who was jkwscsI of this 
Can hardly be suspected of alwtracting 
The harun’s wlien he couKI thus convert 
I’his ring to more than S^tralenhelm has lost 
By his hist night’s slumher. Be not over timid 
In your luldress, nor yet to<i arrogant, 

Anil Iden.stein will serve you, 

lUir. I will follow 

In all things your direction. 

Hr, I would have 

Spared you the troulilo; hut Imd I appear’d 
'I’o take an interest in you, and still more 
By dahhiing widi a jewel in your favour, 

All liad been known at once. 

lUrr, My guardian angel! 

This overpays the past. But how will th«>u 
Fare in our ubsenre ? 

IJlr. Strak.!nli<*iri! knows nothing 

Of nic as aught of kindred with yourself. 


Nets are for thru-shes, eagles aro not caught so: 

Wo ’I! overfly or rend them. 

1U(r. Show mo hm? 

Ulr. Can you not guess ? 

IFrr. I cannot. 

7//r. That is strange. 

Came the thought ne’er into your mind last night / 
IVcr. I understand you not. 

XJlr, Then wo shall never 

Alore understand each otlior. But to change 
The topic 

IVer, You mean to yursue it, as 

’T is of our safety. 

Ulr. Right,* I stand corrected. 

T see tlie subject now more clearly, and 
Our general situation in its bearings. 

The waters are abating; a few hours 

W’iil bring his summon’d myrmidons from Frankfort, 

When you will be a prisoner, perhaps worse, 

And I an outcast, bastardized by praedeo 
Of this same baron to make way for him. 

tVer. And now your remedy! I thought to escape 
By means of this accursed gold; but now 
I dare not use it, show it, scarce look on it. 

Methinks it wears upon its face my guilt 
For motto, not tlie mintage of tlie state; 

And, for the sovereign’s head, my own begirt 
With hissing snakes, which curl around my temples, 

And cry to all beholders, Lo! a villain! 


I will but wail a day or two with him 
To lull all doulits, and then rejoin my father. 

JVer. To part no more! 

Xflr. 1 know not that; but at 

The least wo’ll meet again once more. 

IVer. My boy! 

My friend! my only child, and solo preserver! 

Oh, do not hale me! 

Hr. Hate my father! 

fVer. Ay, 

Aly father hated me. Why not my son ? 

Ulr. Your father knew you not as I do. 

IVir. Scorpions 

Are in thy words! Thou know me? in this guise 
'riiou const not know me, 1 am not myself; 

Vel (liate me not) 1 will be soon, 

Ulr. I’ll wait! 

In the mean time be sure that all a son 
ii do for parents shall be done for mine. 

1 see it, and I feel it; yet 1 fed 
Furtiier—that you despise me. 

Ulr. Wherefore should 1 

IVer, Must I repeat my humiliation? 

Ulr. No! 

I have fathom'd it and you. But let us talk 
Of tills no more. Or if it must bo ever, 

Not note. Your error has redoubled all 
The present difficulties of our house, 

At secret war with that Stralenheun; , 



WERNER. 


AH we have nriw to thii»k of is lo baflic 
Mtxf. I Iavc shown one way. 

fVcr, Tlio only one, 

Anti I emln^ce it, as f Hkl my son. 

Who snow’d hitnMif and father’s .w/e/y in 
One (lay. 

Uir. You $fwdl be safe; let that suffice. 

Would Stralonhcim’s appearance in Bohemia 
Oisturh your right, or mme, if once wo were 
Admitted to onr lands? 

fVtr, Assurtwily, 

Situate as we arc now, ailhougli the first 
Possessor miglu, as usual, prove the strongest, 

Ksporiolly the next b blood. 

f//r. Blood !’t IS 

A word of many meanings; in Uic veins 
And out of it is a differont thing— 

And so it shouM be, when the same in blood 
(An if is call’d) are aliens to each other, 

Like Theban bretlireii: wh<m a ]>art is bad, 

A few spilt ounces purify the rest. 

IVer. 1 do not apprehend you. 

l/lr. That may 1»p — 

And should, per}tap»—and 3 'ot—hut get ye r<^u«!y; 

Vmi and my mother must away lo-iiight. 

Here comes tiic intondaut: suumi him with the gem; 

’T will sink into lus venal sou) hkc lead 
Into tile deep, and biing up Klinie and mud, 

And 007U loo, from the bottom, as the lead doth 
With its greased undersfralnm; hut no less 
Will serve to worn our vessids tlmnigh these slioals. 
The freight is rich, so heave the line in time! 

Farewell! I scarce have time, but yet your /tond, 

My father !— 

PVrr. Lot me embrace thee! 

Ufr. Wo may be 

Observed: subdue your nature to the liour! 

Keep off from me as from your fiie ! 

IVer. Accursed 

He lie wlio is tiio stifling cause which smothers 
The i)C 8 l and swe<*k‘ 8 t feeling of our hearts; 

At such an hour toot 

Vlr. Yes, curse—it will ease you t 

Here is the intondaut. 

Bnftr !i>ENSTKipr 

Master Tdenstein, 

How fare you in your purpose ? Have you caught 
The rogue? 

/dm. No, faiUi! 

Ulr. Well, there are {dcniy mwe; 

You may have bottcY luck another chtwe. 

Wliero is the baron ? 

Iden, Gone bark lo his chamber: 

And now I think on’t, ONking after you 
With nobiy*-born impatience. 

XJlr. Your great men 

Must ho ansi^'or’d on the in.starit, as tiie bound 
Of tiie stung steed n'plk's unto the spur; 

”r is well lliey have horses, t(K»; for if they liad not, 
f fear that men must draw their chariots ^ 

They say kings did Sesostris. 
iden. Wlio was he ? 

XJlr. An old Bohemian—an imperial gipsy. 
hUn. A gi|)sy or Bohemian, H is the same, - 

For they pass by both names. Ami was ho one ? 

Ubr, I Ve heard so; but 1 lunst take leave, In- 
tendant, 

Your servant!—Werner, (to Werher tdighti^^) if Uiat 
be your name, 

Yours. [Exit Ui.hic. 

Jdm. A well- 8 |>oken, pretty-faced young man! 

And preltily behaved! He knows big station, 

You see, sir: how he gave lo each his due 
Precedence! 


fVfT. T perceived it, and applaud 
His jii*;l discernment, and your own. 

Jtltn. That b well— 

That’s very well. You also know your place, too; 
And yet, I do n’t know that 1 know your place. 

JVrr. (slioumg: lltr. ring.) Would this assist your 
knowledge? 

him. ' How!—What!—Eh I 

A jewel! 

IVer. ’T is your own on one condition. 

Iden. Mine!—Name it! . 

XVer, That hereafter you permit me 

At thrico its value lo redeem it: \ is 
A family ring. , 

Iden. A family!—ywrs!—a gem ! 

T’m breatliKss! 

IVir. You must also furnish mo 

An hour ere daybreak with all means to quit 
This place. 

Iden. But is it real? I*ct me look on it: 
Dianiotvly by all that’s glorious! 

IVtr. Come, 111 trust you: 

You have gnoK.sM, no doubt, that I was horn alwive 
My present seeming. 

Jdcfi. I enn’t say I did, 

Phough this kioks like it: lliia is the true breeding 
■)rgentle blo<Kl! 

jlHer. I have important reasons 

For wishing to eonliniic privily 
My j-mniey hence. 

him. So tlion you nre the man 

■\Vlumi Sfralenheini’s in (piest of.<* 

JV{r. i am not; 

But being tiikeii fiir him might rondiicl 
To rnnelj emharrassmimt to me just now, 

And to the liaroii’s self herotilfer—1 is 
To spare both that, I woidd avoid all hustle. 

Iden. Be you tlte man or no, ’i is not my business; 
Ih'sides, I never should obtain the half 
From this prond, niggardly noble, who would raise 
The country fiir some missing hits of com, 

And never ofter a precise reward— 

But fhia /—another look! 

fVer. Gar.o on it freely; 

Al day-dawn it is yours. 

Iden. Oil, thou 8 wt‘ft( S[iarkler ! 

Thou more than stone of tho philosopher! 

Thou touclislone of Philosophy licrself! 

I'hoii bright eye of tlic Mine! thou loadstar of 
I'he soul! the true magnetic Pole to wliich 
All he.'irts point duly north, like trembling needles! 

I’hou flaming Spirit of the Earth I which, sitting 
High on Iho monarch’s diad('m, attraclest 
More wf)rsliip than the majesty who sweats 
Beneath the crown whieh makes his head ache. like 
Millhms of hearts which bleeit to lend it lustre ! 

Shnlt thou be mine ? I am, methinks, already 
A hide king, a lucky alchymisi!— 

A wise magician, who has bound the devil 
VVilhout the forfeit of his soul. But come, 

Werner, or what else? 

n V. Call mo Werner still; 

You may yet know me hy a loftier title. 

Iden. T do believe in thee! thou art the spirit 
or whom I long have dream’d in a low garb.— 

But come, I ’ll serve thee; thou shall be as free 
A« air, despifo tlie waters; let up hence: 

I ’ll show (hoe ! am honest—(oh, thou jewel!) 

Thou slmlt he furnish’d, W(“mor, willi such means 
Of flight, ihai if thou wert a snail, not birds 
Should overtake thee.—^l.cl me gaze again! 

I have B fmicr-brother in the mart 

fX Hamburgh skill’d in pr« cions stones. How many 

</aratP may it weigli ?—^ome, Werner 1 will wingth^ 

fEWimz 



ScEifB 11. —Sthalrnheim’s CftmhfT . 

StrXlenheim and Frite. 

fr'Uz. All’s ready, my good lord 1 

Strul. I am not sloopy. 

And yet I must, to bed; I fain would say 
To r«.st, but sQinctliiug heavy on iny spirit, 

Too dull for wuktjfuliiess, loo quick for slumber, 

Sits on rn« a -5 u <*i<jud along Um sky, 

Which will not let the sunbeams through, nor yet 
Descend in rain and end, but spreads itself 
'Twi.Tt earth and heaven, like envy between man 
And man, an everlasting mistI will 
Unto »ny pillow. 

Pritz. May yon rest there well! 

Stnd. I feel, and fear, 1 sliall. 

Fritz. And wherefore fear ? 

Siral. I know not why, and tlierefuru do foor more, 
Because an undescribable——-but ’l Is 
All lolly. Wore the lutjks (as I desired) 

Changed, to-day, of this chamber ? for last night’s 
Adventure makes it needful. 

Fritz. Certainly, 

According to your order, and beneath 

The inspection of myself and tlic young Saxon 

Who saved your life. I thitik Uioy call him “ Ulric.” 

Strnl. You thittk! you sujMTcilious slave! what right 
Have you to taac your memory, which should bo 
Cluick, proud, and happy to re.ta’ui the name 
Of him w'bo saved your master, a.s a litany 
Whos<; daily repelilion marks your duty.— 
t‘»et hence 1 “ Vou t/wnA:,” indtied! yon who stood still 
llowling and drippling on the bank, whilst I 
I.ay dying, and the stranger dusifd aside 
'I'he roaring lorront, and restored me to 
Thank him—ami disspisc you. “ Vm think and scarce 
t^'in recollect his nurae! I will not waste 
More words on you. Call me betimes. 

Friiz. Good night! 

I trust to-morrow will restore your lordship 
To renovatetl strengtii and temper. 

[Thr scene closes. 

ScEXE in .—The seeret Passage. 

Gah. (solus.) Four- 

Five—SIX hours have I counted, like the guard 
Dfoutjiosls on the nevor-merry clock: 

Tliat hollow tongue of time, which, even when 
It sounds for jo}', takes something frmn enioymenl 
With every clang. ’T is a perpetual knell, 

Tiiougli for a marriage-fcasi it rings: each stroke 
Peals for a hope the Jess; the funeral note 
Df I^ov<‘ deejH-bnried without resurrection 
III the grave of Possession ; while the knoll 
Of long-lived parents finds a jovial echo 
To triple Time in the son s ear. 

1 ’ra cold— 

I’m dark I Vc blown iny fingers—number'd oV 
Aiul o'er my steps—and kno<;k’d roy head against 
Some fifty Imtlresscs—and roused the rats 
And bats in general insiirrectimi, till 
Tludr cursed jiaUering feet and whirling wings 
L.eave me scarce hearing for another sound. 

A light! It IK at distance, (if! can 
M'-aniire in daHiness distance :) but it blinks 
As through a crevice or a keyhole, in 
The 'mlubitod direction: I must on, 

Nevertheless, from curiosity. 

A distant lamp-Iigitt is an incident 
In such a den as this. Pray Heaven it lead me 
To nothing tliat may (empt me! £lse—Heaven aid me 
1*0 obtain or to escape it! Shining still! 

Were it tlie star of T>iirifer himself. 

Or he himself girt with its beams, I could 


Contain no longer. Softly! mighty well t 

That corner ’h tumM— so— ah I noright! it draws 

Nearer, Hero is a darksome angle—eo 

I’hat’s weather’d.—Let me pause.—Suppose it lead 

Into some greater danger than (hat which 

I have c.s(;a[*cd—no matter, ’t is a new one; 

And novel pi^rils, like fresh inistreKses, 

Wear rnoro magnetic aispec.ts:—I will on, 

And be it where it may—I have rny dagger, 

Which may protect mti at a pinch.—Burn all!), 

Thou little light! Thim art my ignis fatuus! 

My stationary Will-o’the-wisp!—So! so! 

He hears my invocation, and fails not. 

scene doeest 

Scene IV.—-4 Garden. 

Enter Wehner* 

I could not sleep—and now the hour’s at hand; 

Ail’s ready. Idonstein has kept his word; 

And fstati<»nVl in th(‘ outskirts of the town, 

CTpon the forest’s edge, the vehicle 
Awaits us. Now the dwindling stars begin 
To pale in heaven; and for (he last time X 
<f)ok on these horrihl.* w'nlls. Oh! never, never 
'siiall I f‘rgt'( tiiern. Here 1 came most por>r, 

But not dishonour’d: and I leave them with 
A stain,—if not tijioii my name, yet in 
My heart!—a never-dying canker-worm, 

Wliicii all the coming splemlour of the ian^ 

And rights, and sovereignty of Siegendorf 
'!aii scarcly lull a momont. 1 mu.st find 
lome means of restitution, which would case 
ly soul in part; but how without discovery?— 

I must he- done, however; and I 'll pause 
pan the method the first hour of siifcty. 

The madness of my misery led to tliis 
Ha.se infamy; repenianc>c must retrieve it: 

~ will have naught of Siralcnheira's upon 
VXy spirit, though he would grasp ail of mine; 

.ands, freedom, life,—and yol he sleeps ! as soundly, 
\‘rhaps, ns infancy, with gorgeous curtains 
spread for hw canopy, o’er silken pillows, 
uch as when—Hark! what noise is that ? Again ! 
'lie branehos shake ; and some Ifjose stones have fallen 
^rom yonder terrace. 

[Oi.Ric leaps dowm from the terram. 
Dlric! ever welcome! 

'hrico welcome now! this filial— 

Ulr. Slop! Before 

.Vc apfiroach, tell mo— 
fVer. Why look you so? 

TJlr. Do I 

Behold my fatlier, o r --" ” — 

IfV. What? 

Ulr. An asBMsin? 

IVer. Insane or insolent! 

Ulr. Rcj»ly, sir, as 

ou prize your life, or mine! 

Wer. To what must 1 

nswer 

Ulr. Are you or aro you not the assassin 
'f Stralonheim? 

X never was a.s yet 

Miunlerer of any man. What mean you? 

!r. Did not you this night (as the night befi^e) 
Lctraco the secret passage? Ifid you not 
Again revisit Stralenheim’s chamber ? emd- 

[Uz.aic pattJ«. 

IFcr. Proceed. 

Ulr. Died ho not by your hand ? 

JV^ pr. Great God! 

Ulr. You are innocent, then ! my father’s innocent! 
Embrace me ! Yes,—your tone—your look—yes, yes,— 
Yet so. 



8M 

PTer. Iff e’er, hi heart or mind, 

Concenred deliberately such a thought, 

But rather strove to trample back to hcB 

Such thoughts—if e'er they glared a moment through 

The irritation of my oppressed spirit— 

May heaven be shut for ever from roy hopes 
As from mine eyes! 

Ulr. Hut Slralenhoim is dead. 

ff’er. ’T is horrible!’t is hideous, os’t is hateful !— 
But what have 1 to do witli iliis ? 

Ulr. No bolt 

Is forced; no violence can be detected. 

Save on his IhhI v. Part of his own household 
Have been alarruM ; but as the intiuiduut is 
Absent, I took upon myself the care 
Of mustering the police. His chamber has, 

Past doubt, been enter’d secretly. E.\cuse mo, 

If nature- 

IfVr. Oh, my boy! what unknown woes 

Of dark fatality, like clouds, are gathering 
Alwve our house! 

l/lr. My father! I acquit you! 

But will the world do so ? will even the judge. 

If-But you must away this instant. 

irer. No ! 

1 ’ll face it. Who shall dare 6tis|K!Ct ms ? 

Vbr. Yet 

You had no guests—w» visiters—^no life 
Breathing around you, save my mother’s ? 

JVrr. ' Ah! 

The Hungarian! 

I7/r. He is gone ! ho disappear’d 

Ere sunset. 

Wer, No; 1 hid him in that very 
Conceal’d and fatal gallery. 

Ulr. There 1 ’ll find him. 

[IJtnic in going. 

filler. It is too late: ho had left the palace oro 
I quitted it. I found the secret panel 
Open, and the doors winch lead from that hall 
Whicli ma.sks it: I but thought ho had snatch’d the 
silent 

And favourable moment to escape 
The myrmidons of IHenstcin, who were 
Dogging him yester-even. 

Ulr. You redosed 

The panel ? 

H V. Yes; and not wiihotif reproach 

(And inner trembling for the avoided |>crii) 

At his dull hecdlessnosK, in leaving thus 
His slieltorcrV asylum to die lisk 
CM’ a discovery. 

Ulr, You arc sure you closed it? 

iVer. Conain. 

Ulr. Tliat’s well; but had been belter, if 

Yon ne’er had turn’d it to a den for— {Hr.paum. 

PUer. Thieves! 

Thou wouidst say: I must bear it and deserve it \ 

But not— 

Ulr, No, father; do not speak of this: 

This is no hour to think of petty crimes, 

But to prevent the consequence of great ones. 

Why would you shelter this man ? 

JVer. Could I shun it? 

A man jiursucd by my chief foe; disgraced ^ 

For my own crime; a victim to my safety, ^ 

Imploring a few hours’ Concealment from 
The very wretch who was the cause he needed 
Such refuge. Had he been a wolf^ I could not 
Have m such circumstances tlinist him fortli. 

Ulr. And like the wolf he hath repaid you. But 
It is too late to ponder llms:—^you must 
Sot out ere dawn. I will remain here to 
Trace the murderer, if H is possible. 

M V* But thip my sudden flight will give the Mt^och 


Suspicion: two new victims in the lieu 
Of one, if I remain. The fled Hungarian, 

Who seems the culprit, and- 

l^. Who seem 9 fVho else 

Can be so? 

Wer. Not /, though just now you doubted— 
You, my eon! —doubted— 

Ulr. And do you doubt of him 

The fugitive ? 

Wer. Boy! since I fell into 

'J’ho abyss of crime, (tliough not of xuck crime,) 

I, having seen tlie innocent oppress’d for me, 

May doubt even of the guilty’s guilt. Your heart 
]m free, and quick vviih virliious wratli to accuse 
Appearances; and views a criminal 
In Innocence’s shadow, it may be, 

Because ’tis dusky. 

Ulr. Anil if I do so, 

What will mankind, who know you not, or knew 
Bui to oppress? You must not stand the hazard. 
Away!—] II make all easy. Idenstein 
Will for his own sake and his jewel’s hold 
His peac«'—be also is a partner in 
Your flight—moreover—— 

lV(r. Fly! and leave my name 

Link’d wiib (he IlungarianX or preferr’d as poorest, 

1*0 bear iho brand (»f bloodshed ? 

Ulr. Pshaw! leave anything 

Exc('pl our father’s sovereignty aiKl raslles, 

For which you hav<‘ so long panled and in vain! 

What nanK-y You have no name, since that you l»ear 
Ls feign’d. 

M Vr. Most true; but still I would not have it 
Fngraveil in crimson in men’s riieniorit;s, 

Though in tfiis most obscure abode of men— 
Besides, llie search— 

Ulr. 1 will provide against „ 

Aught dial <‘an touch vou. No one knows you hero 
As heir of Sicgi’iidorf: if Idenstein 
Suspects, ’lis bul mspicion, ami he is 
A fool: his folly shall have .such employment, 

Too, that (he unl;nown Werner shall give way 
To nearer thoughts of self. Tlui laws (if e’er 
Laws reach’d this village) arc all in abeyatico 
With file late general war of thirty years, 

’)r crush’d, f*r rising slowly from the dust, 

To whieli llm march of armies trampled them. 
Stralenlicim, altliough noble, is unheeiled 
Hne, save as etich —witlmui lands, influence, 

Save what Imlh perish’d with liim. Few prolong 
A week beyond their funeral rites tlieir sway 
O’er men, imlcss by relatives, whose interest 
8 rou-sed: si«'h is not here the case; he died 
Alone, unknown,—a solitary grave, 

Ob-scure ns his deserts, without a scutcheon, 

8 nil bo ’ll have, or wants. If / discover 
The assassin, ’l will be well—if not, believe me 
None else; tliougb all the full-fed train of menials 
May howl above his aslics (tu? they did 
Around him in his danger on the Oder) 

Will no more stir a finger now than then. 
denial*.! hence! I must not hear your answer.—Look! 
The stars arc almost faded, and the gray 
Begins to grizzle the black hair of night. 

You shall not an 8 we^—-Pardon me that I 
iAm peremptory; ’tis your son that speaks, 

Your long-lost, late-found son.—Let’s call my mother 
Softly anti swiftly step, and leave the rest 
To me: I ’ll answer for the event as far 
As regards you, and tliat is the chief point, 

As my first duty, which shall be ol^erved. 

We ’IJ meet in Castle Siegendoif—<mr.e more 
Our banners shall be glorious! Think of that 
Alone, and leave ail other thoughts to me, 

Whose youth may better battle with them.—Hence 
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And may your age be bap}»y!—I will kiss 
My mother once more, then Heaven’s speed be with you! 
9Ver, This counsel’s lade—but is it honourable ? 
tWr. To save a fiithor is a child's chief honour. 

[Eseunt. 


ACT rv. 

Scene I.— Gothtc Htdl in t/ie Castle of Siegendorf. 
near Prague, 

Elder Eric and Henrick, retainers of the Count. 

• Eric. So better times arc come at last; to theso 
Old walls new masters and high wa88ail«->both 
A long desideratum. 

Hen, Yes, for masters^ 

It might be unto tliose who long for novelty, 

Though made by a now grave: but as for wassail, 
Mctliinks the old Count Siegendorf maintain’d 
His feudal hospitality as high 
As e'er another prince of the empire. 

Eric. Why, 

For the mere cup and trencher, we no doubt 
Fared [}as8ing well; but as for merriment 
And sf)orr, wiUioiit which salt and sauces season 
The cheer but scantily, our sizings were 
Even of die narrowest. 

Hen. The old count loved not 

The roar of revel; arc you sure that this does ? 

Eric. As yet he hath been courteous as ho’s boun¬ 
teous, 

And we all love him 
Hen. His reign is as yet 

Hardly a year o’orpast its honey-moon, . 

And tlie first year of sovereigns is bridal ' 

• Anqn, wu shall perceive his real sway 
And moods of mind. 

Eric. Pray heaven ho keep tho present I 

Then hia bnivc son, Count LTlric—tliero’s a kniglit! 

Fitv the wars are o’er! 

Hen. Why so? 

Eric. Look on him! 

A»«l answer lliat yourself. 

Heu. He’s very youtliful, 

And strong and beautiful as a young tiger, 

Eric. Thai’s not a faithful vaa.sal’s likeness. 

H^i. But 

Perhaps a true one. 

Eric. Pity, as I said, 

The wars are over: in the hall, who like 
Count LTlric fir a well-supported pride. 

Which awes, but yet offends not ? in the field, 

Who like liim with his spear in hand, wh<‘n, gnashing 
His tusks, and ri]iping up from right to left 
The howling hounds, the boar makes for the Uiicket? 
Who hack.s a horse, or bears a hawk, or wears 
A sword like him? Whoso plume nodsknightlicr? 

Hen. No one’s, I grant you. Uo not fear, if war 
Be long in coming, he is of that hind 
Will make it for himself) if he hath not 
Already done as much. 

Eric. What do you mean ? 

Hen. You can't deny his train of followers 
(But few our native fellow vassals bom 
On tlie domain) are such a sort of knaves 
As—(Pauses.) 

Eric. What? 

Hen. The war (you love so much) loaves living. 

Like other parents, she spoils her worst children. 

Eric, Nonsense! Uioy are all brave iron-visaged 
fellows. 

Such as old Tilly loved. 

Hm. And who loved Tilly? 

Ask that at Magdebourg—or for that matter 


Wallenstem either‘they are gone to— 

Erio, Rest; 

But what beyond V is not ours to pronounce. 

Hen. I wish they had left us something of their rest 
The country (nommally now at peace) 

Is overrun with'—God knows i^o: they fly 
By night, and dis^pear with sunrise; but 
Leave us no less desoUtion, nay, even more, 

Tliau the most open war&re. 

Erice. But Count Ulric— 

What has all this to do with him ? 

Hen. With him! 

j He—might prevent it. As you say he ’» fond 
Of war, why makes ho it not on those marauders ? 

Eric. You’d better ask himself? 

Hen. I would os soon 

Ask tiie lion why he laps not milk. 

Eric. And here he comes! 

Hen. The devil! you ’ll liold your tongue ? 

Eric. Why do you turn so f»ale ? 

Hen. ’T is nothing—but 

Be silent. 

Eric. I will upon what you have said. 

Hen. 1 assure you I meant iiiithing,—a mere sport 
Of words, no more; besido.s, liad it been otherwise, 

He is to espouse tlie genlio baroness 
Ida of Siralenhcira, the late baron’s heiress; 

And siie no doubt will soften whatsoever 
Of fiercc'uess tho late long intestine wars 
Have given all nstiircs, and most unto those 
Who weru born in them, and bred up upon 
The iieees of Homicido ; sprinkled, as it were, 

With blood even at iheir baptism. Pritlioe, peace 
On all Uiat 1 have .said! 

Enter Ulric and Rodolph. 

(i(K)d morrow, count. 

Ulr. Good morrow, worthy Ilonrick. Eric, is 
All ready for the chose ? 

Eric. Tho dogs ore order’d 

Down to the forest, and the vassals out. 

To beat the bushes, and the day looks promising. 

Shall I call forth your excellency's suite? 

What courser will you please to mount ? 

T/lr. " The dun, 

Walstein. 

Eric. I fear he scarcely lias recover’d 
The toils of Monday; ’t was a noble chase : 

You spear’d four with your own hand. 

ZUr. True, good Eric; 

T had l 4 >rgotten—let it be the gray, then, 

Old Ziska ; ho lias not been out tins fortnight. 

Eric. Uc shall bo straight caparison’d. How many 
Of your immediate retainers shall 
Escort you? 

ZJlr. I leave that to Weiiburgh, our 

Master of the horse. [ExU Erio» 

Kodolph! 

Rod. My lord ! 

Ulr. Tho nows 

Is awkward from the— (Rodolph points to Heitrior) 
How now, Henrick ? why 

Loiter you here ? 

Hen. For your commands, my lord. 

Ulr. Go to my fatlier, and present my duty, ^ 

And learn if he would aught witii me before 
I mount. [Emi Henrjce 

Rodolph, our friends have had a check 
Upon tlie frontiers of Franconia, and 
’T is rumour’d that the column sent against them 
Is to be strengUion’d. I must join thorn soon. 

Rod, Best wait fur further and more sure advice*. 

Ulr. I mean it—and indeed it could not well 
Have fallen out at a time more opposite 
To all my plans. * 





Sad. It will bo difficult 

To excuse your absence to the count your father. 

Utr. Yes, but the unsettled state of our domain 
In high Silesia will permit and cover 
My journey. In the mean time, when we are 
Engaged in the chase, draw off the eighty men 
Whom Wdlfib leads—^eep the forest on your route: 
You know it well ? 

Rod. As well os on diat night 

When we— 

Uk. We will not speak of that until 

We can repeat the same with like success: 

And when you have join'd, give Rosenborg this lefler. 

[tfiecs « letter. 

Add further, that 1 have sent tlii.s slight addition 
To our force with you and Woltfe, as herajil of 
My coming, though I could but spare them ill 
At tliis time, u.s my father loves to keep 
Full numbers of retainers round the castle, 

Until this marriage, and its feasts and faulerie.s, 

Are rung out with its peal of niipliul nonsense. 

Soil. I dionght you loved the lady Ida? 

r>. Why, 

I do so—^hut it follows not from that 
1 would bind in my youth and glorious years. 

So brief and Isiming, with a lady’s zone, 

Ahlinugh 'iwerc that of Venus;—^Imt I love her, 

As woman should be loved, fairly and solely. 

Roll. And constantly ? 

Ulr. I tli'mk so; for I love 

Naught else.—But I have not the time to |>ause 
Upon those gewgaws of the heart. Great things 
We have to do ere long. Speed! speed! good Rodolph! 

Rml. On my return, however, I shall find 
The Baroness Ida lost in Countess Siegendorf ? 

Ulr. Perhaps—my father wishes it; and sooth 
'T is no had policy; tliia union witli 
The last hud of the rival branch at once 
Unites the fnliire and destroys the past. 

Rod. Adieu. 

Ulr. Yet hold—we had better keep togetlier 

Until the chase begins; then draw thou oil! 

And do as I have said. 

Rod, I will. But to 

Uoturn —1 was a most kind act in tho count 
Your father to send up to Konigsberg 
For this fair orphan of the baron, and 
To hail her as his daughter. 

Utr. Wondrous kind 1 

Especially as little kindness till 
Then grew between them. 

Rod. The late boron died 

Of a fever, did ho not ? 

Ulr. How should I know ? 

Rod. I have heard it whisper’d there was something.] 
suange 

About his death—and even the place of it 
Is scarcely known. 

Ulr. Some obsenro village on 

The Saxon or Silesian frontier. 

Rod. He 

Has left no testament—no farewell words ? 

Utr. 1 am neither confessor nor notary, . 

So camiot say. 

Rod. Ah! here’s the lady Ida. 

JEntor lj>A Stsalehhxim. 

Oh. You are early, my sweet cousin! 

Ida. Not loo early, 

Dear Ulric, if I do not interrupt you. 

Why do you call me “cousin?” 

Ulr. (smtltng.) Are we not so ? 

Ido. Yes, but I do not like the name; methinks 
It sounds so coU, as if you tiiought upon 


Our pedigree, and only weigh'd our blood. 

Ulr. {atwiing.) Blood! 

Ida. Why does yours start from your clioeks ? 

Ulr. Ay! doth h? 

Ida. It doth—but no! it rushes like a torrent 
Even to your brow again. 

Ulr. {recovering himeelf.) And if it fled, 
ft only was because your presence sent it 
Back to itiy heart, which beats for you, sweet cousin ! 
Ida. “ Cousin” again. 

Uh. Nay, then I ’ll call you sister. 

Ida. 1 like tliat name still worse.—Would we had 
ne’er 

Been aught of kindred 1 

Ulr. {gloomilg.) Would wo never had * 
if/a. oil heavens 1 and can you leisA that ? 

Ulr. Dearest Ida 1 

Did I not echo your own wiidi ? 

Ilia. Ves, Ulric, 

But ttien I wisli’d it not willi such a glance. 

And scarce knew what 1 said ; hut let me bo 
Sister, or cousin, what you will, so tliat 
I still to you am sonielliiiig. 

Ulr. You shall be 

All—all- 

Ida. And you to me are so already; 

But 1 can wait. 

Ulr. Dear Ida! 

Ilia. Call me Ida, 

Yiiwr Ida, for I would he yours, none else’s— 

Indeed I have none else loft, since iny poor fatliur- 

[jSAc pauses. 

Ulr. Yon have mine —you have me. 

Ida. Dear fllric, how I wish 

!\1y father could blit view my happiness, 
iVhich wants but this! 

Ulr. Indeed 1 

Ida. You would have loved film, 

Ho you; for die brave ever love each other; 

His maimer was a little cold, his sjiirit 
’roufi, (as is hirlh’.s prerogalive ;) but under 

This crave exterior-Would you liad known each 

Ollier! 

Had such as you been iie.ir liim on his journey 
-le had not died without a friend to sooth 
His last and lonely moments. 

XJIt. Who says that 

Ilia. What? 

lllr. That he dial alone. 

Ida. Tho general rumour 

And disappearance ofliis servants, who 
lave ne’er return’d; dial fever was most deadly 
fVhich swept them all away. 

Ulr. If they were near him, 

le could not die neglected or alone. 

Ilia. Alas 1 what is a menial to a deadi-bed. 

When the dim eye rolls vainly round for what 
I loves ?—They say he died of a fever. 

Ulr. Say! 

t was so. 

Ida. I sometimes dream odierwise. 

Ulr. All dreams arc false. 

Ida. And yet I see him as 

sec you. 

Ulr. Where? 

Ida. In sleep—^I see him lie 

‘ale, bleeding, and a man with a raised knife 
Beside him. 

Uir. But you do not see his face? 

Ida. {hooking at him.) No! Oh, my God! do you? 
Ulr. 'Why do you aric? 

Ida. Because you look as if you saw a rauriterer 1 
Uk. {agitatedly.) Ida, this is mere childishness ; 
your weakness 

Infects me, to my sliame; but os all feelings 
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Of yoars are common to me, it aSects me. 

I^rithoe, sweet child, change—— 

Ida. Child, indeed! I hav. 

Full hfleen summers! (ui bugle soum^r. 

Rod. Hark, my lord, the bugle! 

Ida. (peevishlif to Rodolph.) V^y need you tell 
him that? Can he not hear it 
Without your eeJw ? 

Rod, Pardon me, fair baroness! 

Ida. I will not pardon you, unless you earn it 
By aiding me in my dissuasion of 
Count*Ulric from tlie chase to-day 
Rod. You will not, 

£.ady, need aid of nmto. 

U2r. * I must not now 

Forego it. 

Ida. But you shall! 

Utr. SkaUl 

Ida. Yes, or bo 

No true knight.—Come, dear Ulric! yield to mo 
In ibis, for this one day: tlie day looks heavy, 

And you are turn’d so pale and ill. 

l/lr. You jest. 

Ida. Iiideod I do not:—ask of Uodolph. 

It(n2. 'J’ruly, 

M y lord, witinn this quarter of an hour 

You have changed more than e’er I saw you change 

In years. 

tflr. ’Tis nothing; hut if’t were, the air 
Would soon restore mo. I’m lljo true chameluun, 

And live but on the atiimsphere ; your feasts 
111 casth' halls, and s(^:ial huivjuets, nurse not 
My spiri’—I ’in a for»:slcr and breather 
t.>f (he sliujp iiiountain-toj>s, where 1 love all 
Th'5 eagle loves. 

lU. Kxeepf his prey, I hope. 

• f/^r. Sweet Ida, wish nn^ a fair chase, and 1 

Will bring you six boars’ heads for tropiiic's home. 

Ida. And will you not slay, then ? Vou shall not go! 
(Joine ! 1 will sing to you, 

lUr. Ida, you scarcely 

Will make a soldier’s wife. 

Ida. I do itol wish 

'i‘o bo so; I trust these wars are over, 

And you will live in peace on your domains. 

RrUcr Weiiner os Count SiEOENnoitK. 

* ’^r. My father, I salute you, and it grievrs uio 
With such briid* groi^ting.—Vou have heard our bugle; 
I'he. vassals wait. 

Sieg. So lot them.—You forget 

*|'o-m«>rrow is tho appoinlod festival 
In T’raguc for peace restored. You are apt to follow 
The chase with such an ardour as will scarce 
Permit you to return to-day, or if 
Ifotuni’d, too much fatigued to join to-morrow 
The nobles in our marsliall’d ranks. 

Ulr. You, count, 

Will well supply tho placo of both—I am not 
A lover of those pageantries. 

Sieg. No, Ulric: 

It were not well that you alone d* all 
Our young nobibty— 

Ida. And far tho noblest 

In aspect and demeanour. 

Siep. {to Isa.) True, dear child, 

Though somewhat frankly said for a fair damsel,— 

But, tJIric, recollect too our position, 

^o iattdy reinstated in our honours. 

Believe me, *t would be mark’d in any house, 

But moat in (wr», that one should be foun<l wanting 
At such a time and place. Besides, tho Heaven 
Which gave us back our own, in llie same moracDt 
It spread its peace o’er all, hath double claims 
On us for tltaiAkgiviiJg; fo*s(, for our country ; 


And next, that we are Hera to ifoare its blossin^^. 

Ulr, (aside.) Devout, too! Well, air, I <^y at once. 

(Then aloud to a Servant.'^ 
Ludwig, dismiss tho train without! [EisU Lv 0 Wio. 

Ida. And so 

You yield at once to him what I fur hours 
Might supplicate in vain. 

Sieg. (omiling.) Y’ou are not jedous 

Of me, I trust, my pretty rebel! who 
Would sanction dis^editmee against all 
Except thyself? But foor not; thou shalt rule lilm 
Hereafter with a fonder sway and firmer. 
lia. But I should like to govern now. 

Sieg. You shall, 

Your hurpj which by tho way awaits ytw with 
The countess in her chamber. She complains 
That you are a sad truant to your music: 

She attends you. 

Ida. Then g<M>d inoirovv, my kind kinsmou! 

Blrir, you’ll come and hoar me? 

Ulr. Hy and by. 

Ida. Be sure I ’ll sound it hotter than your biiglos; 
Then pray you be as jmnctual to its notes: 

’ll play you King Gu.siavus’ march. 

Ulr. And why not 

OKI Tilly’s? 

Ida. Not that monster’s! 1 sho»dd think 

My h,ir(>-strings rang with groans, and n<»t with niiisio, 
^mId aught of his sound on it:—but o.iiiu** ijuickly ; 

Your moihor will be eager to receive you. {A’xh Ida. 
Siep. Ulric, I wish to sptmk with you alone. 

Ulr. Mv time’s your vassal.— 

{A-iidr to Ropoi.oii.) Rudolph, hence! and do 
As 1 directed: and hy his best speed 
And readiest means htt RcKsonberg reply. 

R(hI. Ooimt Siegendorl^ command you uught ? 1 am 
bound 

Upon a jourin‘y past the frontier. 

Siep. {siarts.) All !— 

Whore? on wi/ifit frontier? 

Rod. Tho Silesian, rni 

My way —(Amdrio T7lrk:.)—IFVm-tc shall J say ? 

Ulr. (aside to Kouolch.) To Hoxiibiirgh. 

(Aeidti lo hiime{f.) I’hat 
Word will 1 think put a firm padlock on 
His fiirtiior imjuHition. 
liwl. fJounl, to Hamburgh. 

Rieg. (aedtttcd.) IIaiiibur{,di! No, I have naught to 
do there, nor 

Am aught connected with that city. Then 
iod speed you! 

Rttd. Fare ye well, Count Siegcmforf! 

[Erii RoiiOEFil. 

Sieg. Ulric, lliis man, who has just departed, is 
Jne of those strange cornf»uru(M»s whom I fain 
iVoiild reason with you on. 

IJlr. My lord, ho is 

Noble by birth, of one of Uio first houses 
n Saxony. 

Sic!^. I talk not of his birth. 

But of hw bearing. Men speak lightly of him. 

Ulr. So they will do of most men. Even the nionajxdi 
i not fenced hum Ills chamberlain’s slander, or 
'Die sneer of tlie last courtier whom he has made 
jireat and ungrateful. 

Step. If X must bo plain, 

I’he world speaks more than lightly of this Uodolph : 
They say he is leagued with the '‘black bands” whosUll 
lavage the fruitier. 

Ulr. And will you bdievo 

The world ? 

Sitg. In this case—yes. 

Ulr. In anif case, 

thought you knew it better than to take 
An accusation for a scatence. 
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I unJuratanti y<Mi: you refer to-"—-but 

My Destiny has so involved about me 

Ker spider wel>} that I can only flutter 

Like the poor fly, but broalt it not. Take heed, 

triric; you have seen to what the passions led me: 

Twenty lon 2 years of misery and faniino 

Q,ueii(‘ifd them not—twenty ih<nisand m»>re, perchance, 

Hereafter (or cvtui hero in momenta which 

Mijrlil date fir years, did Anguisli make the dial) 

May not ohliiorato or expiate 

The madness and dishonour of an iuslant. 

THrif^ he warnM hy a father!—I was not 
\iy mine, and you behold me! 

(Jtr. I behohl 

The prosperous and beloved Sieoendorf, 

I.ord of a prince’s appanage, and honour’d 
By tluMo he rules and those he ranks with. 

Sieg, Ah! 

Why wilt thou call me prosperous, while I fear 
For dice ? Beloved, w'hcri thou lovest me not! 

All hearts i)Ut one may beat in kmduesa n>r me— 

But i(‘ niy son 8 is cold !— 

(Hr. Wlio dare say tliat ? 

Sieg. None else but I, wlio see it— feel it—keener 
*rhan w<mld your adversary, who dared sav sc^ 

Your salrc in his heart! But mine survives 
Th <5 wound. 

Ulr. You err. My nature la not given 
To outward fondling ; how should it bo so, 

After twelve years’ divorcement from my parents ? 

Sirg. And did not I too pass those twelve torn years 
In a like absence ? But’t is vain tu urge you— 
Nature was n«iv<;r call'd back by remonstrance. 

Let’s change the theme. I wisli you to consider 
That those young violent nobles of high name, 

Ihit dark lieods, (ay, the darkc'St, if ail Rumour 
llrjiorts be true,) with whom thou consortesl, 

Will lead thee- 

Vlr. (imp'Uiently,) T ’ll be ltd by no man. 

AVg. Nor 

Be leiuler of su(;h, 1 would hope: at once 
To wean thee from the perils of thy youth 
And haughty spirit, I have thought it well 
I'hat thou siiouldsl wed the lady Ida—more 
As thou appear’st to love her. 

IHr. I have said 

1 will ohoy your onlers, were they to 
Unite with Ilccalo—can a son say more ? 

Aiug. He says too much in saying this. It is not 
The nature of ihiue age, nor of thy blood, 

Nor of thy lempcranienl, to talk so coolly, 

Or act so carelessly, in that which is 
The bloom or bliglu ot'all men's happiness, 

(For Glory’s pillow is but restless if 

Love lay not down his cheek tliore:) some strong bias, 

Some master fiend i.s in thy service to 

Misrule the mortal who believes liitn slave, 

And mokes his every thought subservient; else 
Thou ’<lsl say at once—I love young Ida, and 
Will wed heror, “ I love Iicr nut, and all 
The powers eartli shall never make me.”—So 
Would I have answer'd. 

Ulr. Sir, you ivtd for love, 

Sieg, I did, and it has been my only refuge 
In many tmseries. 

(fir. Which miseries 

Had never been but for Uiis iove-matcli. 

Sieg, Still 

Against your age and nature! Who at twenty 
E’er answer’d thus till now ? 

Ulr. Did you not warn mo 

Against ycair own example ? 

Sieg. si^hkitl 

In a word, do yvu love, or lovo not, Ida ? 


TJlr. What matters it, if I am ready to 
Obey you in espousing her ? 

Sieg. As far 

Ah you feel, nothing, but all life for her. 

She’s young—all boauliful—adores you—is 
Endow'd willi qualities to give happint^ 

Such as rounds common life into a dream 
Of Koinetliiiig which your poets cannot paint. 

And (if it wore not wisdom to love virtue) 

For wiiich Pliili^ophy miglit barter Wisdom ^ 

And giving so much happiness, deserves 
A little in return. I would not have her ’ 

Br«‘ak her lieart for a man who has none to break; 

Jr wither on her stalk like some pale rose 
Deserted by ilie bird slie tliouglit a nightingale, 
Acconlitig to the Oiieiit tale. She is— 

Ulr. TIh^ daughter of dead Stralenheim, your foo: 

I ’ll wed her, ne’erthcless; tlioiigh, to say truth, 

Just now T am not violently transported 
in favour of U i.o! 'iis. 

Sir:;. But she loves you. 

Ulr. And I love her, and then foro would think tunee. 

Sieg. Alas ! Love never did so. 

Ulr. Then ’tis time 

lie slioiiid begin, and lake the liandago from 
His eyes, and look beli»re h(^ leaps: till now 
He liath ta’cn a jump i’ the dark. 

Sieg. But you consent ? 

Ulr. I did and do. 

Sieg. Then fix Uie day. 

Ulr. ’T is usual, 

Am! cerU!S courteous, to leave that to tlie lady. 

Sieg. / will engage for her. 

Ulr. So will not / 

For any woman; and as what 1 fix, 
i lain wonli! see unshaken, when i<lic gives 
Hor answer, 1 ’)) give mine. 

Sieg. But’t is your t^co 

To woo. 

Ulr. Count, ’t is a marriage of your making, 

So he it of your wooing ; but to please you 
1 will now pay my duly to my mother, 

Witli whom, you know, llio lady Ida is.— 

Wliat would you have ? V'ou have forbid my stirring 
For luiuily sports beyond llu^ castle walls, 

And I obey; you bid in<‘ turn a chamberer, 

I’o pick up gloves, and fans, and knitting-needles, 

And list to songs and tune.s, and watch ibr smiles. 

And smile at pretty prattle, and look into 
The eyes of femiuie, as llioiigh they were 
The stars receding curly to our wish 
UjKiri the dawn of a world-winning battle— 

What can a son or man do more? {Exit Ulbic. 

Sieg. (jyo/u.^.) Toomudi!— 

Too mucii of duty and too little love! 

He pays mo in the coin he owes me not: 

For such hatli been my wayward I could not 
Fulfil a parent’s dutu>s by his side 
Till now; but love he owes me, for my thoughto 
Ne'er left him, nor my eyes long’d witliout tears 
'i'o see my chiki again, and now I have found him! 
But how!—obixiient, but with coldness ; duteous 
In iny sight, but with carelessness; mysterious, 
Alistracled—<listant—much given to long absence, 

And where—none know—in league with the mostriotoue 
Of our young nobles; thougli, to do him justice, 

He never sloops down to their vulgar pleasures 
Yet there’s some tie l>etwcen them which 1 cannot 
Unravel. They look up to him—consult him— 

Throng round inm as a leader: but with me 
He hath no confidence! Ah! can 1 hope it 
After—what! dotli my father’s curse descend 
Even to my cliild? Or is tlic Hungarian near 
To shed more blood 1 or—oh! if it should be! 

Spirit of Stralenheim, dost Uiou walk these walls 
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To wither him and his—who, though thoy k!o\v not, 
ThilafchM t}io door of death for time ? ’T was not 
Our fault, nor is our sin: thou wort our fie, 

Anil yet I spared thoc when my own destruction 
Slept witli Uiee, to awako with thine awakening! 

And ooly took—Accursed gold! thoti licst 
J.ike poison in my hands; I dan* not use th«'e, 

JS'or part from thee; thou catimsi in 8'ii*Si a nuisc, 
I\|rihmks thou wouldst cifntaminate all liamis 
l.ike mine. Y<'t I have done, t<» atone for ilu'e, 

Th<*u villanous gold! and thy dead musters doom, 
'I'hougli he diod not by m« or mine, as much 
As if he were my brother I I have ta’en 
4{is orphan Ida—cherish’d her one 
Who wfil be mine. 

EfUer an Atten(hint» 

Alt. The abbot, if it please 

Vcmr excellency, whom you sent for, waits 
Upon YOU. [EAt AUmdnnt. 

Enter tlic Priou At.beht. 

Priftr. Peace be with these walls, and all 
Within them! 

»SVeff. Welcome, wi’lcome, holy father! 

And may thy prayer Im heard!—all men have need 
Of fiiicli, and 1- 

Prior, Have the first claim to all 

7'!m‘ pravers of our community. Our conv<*n», 
b’ri'cicd your ancc'slors, is still 
Urol'Ttcd by tlu-ir childroii. 

Sire> Yes, good fallier; 

(’•(Hituiue daily orisons f>r us 

III (li*‘sc dim days of lierrsies an<l blood, 

Thoui:li the schismatic Swede, Ciiistavns, is 
t I'otio home. 

tUlor. To lljc endless Iiome of unbelievers, 
Wh-’ro tlierc is everlasting wail and wo, 

CiiKishing of teeth, and tears of blood, and fire 
Internal, and the worm which dietli not! 

Sics:. True, father: and to avert those pangs from one, 
Who, though of our most faultless holy clmrch, 

Y« t (lied without its last and dearest olfiees, 

Which snKJolli the soul through purgatorial pains, 

1 have to offer huniMy this donation 
fn masses for his spirit. 

[SiFOENnoiir (ffflrs (he t^ohl vihieh hchultaJccn 
from STKALENftEIM. 

prior. Count, if I 

Receive it, His because 1 know too well 
Refusal would offend you. Be assured 
'il’ln? liirge-ss shall ho only dealt m alms, 

And every mass no less sung for the dead. 

()iir house need- no donations, (hanks to yours, 

Which has of old cnilovvM it; hut from you 
And yours in all meet things ’(is fit wo oliey. 

For whom shall mass be, said ? 

Sirs, (fult^in".) For—for—the dc-ad. 

Prior. His name ? 

Sirs. ’Tis from a soul, and not a name, 

1 would avert perdition. 

Prior. I meant not 

To pry into your secret. We will pray 
P’or one unknown, the same as for the proudest. 

Sieff. Secret! I have none; but, father, ho wlio’s 
gone 

Migfit have one; or, in short, be did bequeath— 

No, not beqiiealli—But I bestow this sum 
For pious purposes. 

Prior, A proper deed 

In the bclialf of our departed friends. 

Sieg. But ho who's gone was not my friend, but foe, 
The deadliest and the stanchest. 

Prior. Belter Still! 

To employ our means to obtain heaven for the souls 


I Of nur d<*;vl enemies is worthy those 
Who can forgive them livhig. 

Sieg. But I did not 

Forgive this man. I loathed him to the la.st, 

As he dul mo. I do not love him now, 

But- 

Prior. BckI of all! Ihr tliis is pure religion 
You lain would rescue him you liatc from hell 
y\n ('vangdical compassion—will) 

Your own gold too! 

Sics. Father, H Ls not my gold. 

Prior. Whose liicn? You said il was no legacy. 

Sfcg. No matter whose—of this be sure, that he 
Who own'd il never more will need it, save 
In that whicli it may purchase from your altars: 

’T is yours, vr tlieirs. 

Prior. Is (here no blood upon it? 

Sicg. No; but there’s worse than blood—eternal 
shame! 

Prior. J >id he who own’d it die hi his bed ? 

Sirs. Alaa! 

He did. 

Prior. Son! yon relapse into revenge, 

If you regret yoiir enemy’s bloodless death. 

Sirs, iiw death was lathomlcssly deep m blood. 

Prior. Veil said he died in Ins l»cil, not battle. 

Sics. Ho 

Died, I scarce know—but—he was slabtfd i’ the dark, 
And now you have il—perish’d on his pillow 
\)y a eul-throat!—Av !—yon may lo*’k upon me! 

I am not the man. I 'll meet your cy<* on that (Kiint 
As 1 can one day ti.nl’s. 

Prior. Nor <Ud he die, 

By incnns, or men, or instrninenl of yours? 

Sics No! by the (Jod who sees and strikea! 

J*rior. Nor know you 

Who slew him ? 

Sieg. I could only guess at one, 

And lie to me a stranger, unconmjcted, 

As niu roploy’d. Except by one day’s knowledge 
I never saw the man who was suspected. 

Prior. Tlien you are free from guilt. 

Sics. (cfTserls.) Bli! am I?—say! 

Prior. Vou have said so, and know best. 

Sirs. Fallier! I have sfioken 

The truth, and naught but trutli, if not tlic whole: 

Vet say 1 am not guilty ! f«>r tin; blood 
Of tins man wi'iglis on in>', as if I shed it, 

Though, hy (lie INiwer who ahhorr<Jtli iiimian blood. 

I did not!—nay, once spared it, when I might 
And roidd —ay, perha|»s, Rhooid (if our scli^sufety 
Bt! eh r excusable in siK’ii defences 
AgaiiH the attack of over-i>o{»‘ni foes;) 

Bui pray far him, for me, and all my bouse; 

For, as I said, though J lie innocent, 

1 know not why, a like remorse ia on me, 

As if he had fiillen by me or mine. Pray fijr me, 
Father! I have [irayM myself in vain. 

Prior. I will. 

Be comforted ! You are innocent, and shuuki 
Be calm as innocence. 

Sics. But calmness is not 

Always the attribute of innoceiico, 

I fee! it is not. 

Prior. But it will be so, 

Wlicn the mind gathers up i*?; truth within it. 

Rcmernher the great festival to-morrow, 

In which you rank amidst our cliiefest nobles, 

As well as your brave son; and smoodi your aspect; 
Nor in the general orison of Llianks 
For bloodshed slept, lei blood yfiu shod not rise 
A cloud upon your thoughts. This were lo bo 
Too aensilive. Take comfort, and fijrget 
Such tilings, and leave remorse unto the guilty. 

[Eteunt. 
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ACT V. 

SccNf I.— A targe and magi^firent GoOdc HaU in die 
Cantle of Siegendorf dmirated witfi 2\ojihk»y Ban-' 
nertf and Arnuf of dud Family, 

Enter Aknhi:im mul Meistkr, AUendatde of CotrwT 
SlEOKICimRF. 

Am, Bo qitick! ihu count will Boon return: t)ic ladies 
Already are, at the portal. Have you sent 
The nicsHftngers in search of liim he seeks f>r ? 

MeU. 1 have, in all directions, over Prague, 

As far as the man's dress and figure could 
By your description track him. The devil take 
These revels and proci^sions 1 All the pleasure 
(If such there be) must Hdl to llic spectators. 

I'm sure none doiii to ns who make the show. 

Am, Go to! my lady countess conies. 

Meie. I'd rather 

Ride a day's hunting on an outworn jade, 

Than follow in the triuii of a great man 
In thi;se dull pageantries. 

Am. Begone! and rail 

Within. [Exeunt. 

Enter die Countess Josephine Sikoendorf and Ipa 
Stbalenheim. 

Jo». Well, Hcaron be praised, the show is over! 

Ida. How con you say so! never liavo I dreamt 
Of aught so beautiful. The dowers, iho houghs, 

The banners, and the nobles, and the knights, 

The gems, tlH5 robes, the plumes, the happy faces, 

The coursers, and the incense, and (ho sun 
Str«mnr»ing through the stain’d windows, even the loinba, 
Which look’d so calm, and the colcstial hymns, 

Whic.h seem’d m if tliey ratlw^r came from heaven 
Than mount* d there. The bursting organs peal 
Rolling on high like an harmmiioiis diundor; 

The white robes and the litted eyes; the world 
At peace! and all at peace with one another! 

Oil, my sw«‘<st mother! [Enihraeing Josephine. 

Jos. My beloved child! 

For Kiicli, I trust, lliou slialt be shortly. 

Ifta. Oh! 

I am so already. Feet Iit>w my heart beats! 

Jtts. It duos, my love; and never may it throb 
With aught more bitter. 

Ida. Never shall it do so! 

How should it ? What should make us grieve ? 1 liate 
To hear of sorrow: how can we be sad, 

Who love each other so entirely ? Y ou, 

The count, and Ulric, and your daughter Ida. 

Jos. Poor cliiki! 

Ifla, Do you pity me ? 

Jos. No; I but envy. 

And that in sorrow, not in the world’s sonso 
Of the universal vice., if one vico be 
More general than another. 

Ida. I ’ll not hc^r 

A word against a world wliicli still contains 
You and my Ulric. Did you ever see 
Aught like him? How he tower’d among them all! 
How all eyes follow’d him! I'he flowers fell faster— 
Rain’d from each lattice at his fc^ct, methought, 

Thim before all the rest; and whore he trod 
I dare be sworn that they grow still, nor e’er 
Will wither. 

Jos. You will spoil him, UtUo flatterer, 

Jf he shfHild hear you. 

Ida. But he never will. 

T dare not say so much to him—I fear him. 

Jos. Why so? he loves you well. 

Ida. But I can never 

Sliape my Umughts if him into words to him. 

Aenales, ho oornpiimes friglitens roc. 


Jos. How so? 

Ilia. A cloud comes o’er his bluo eyes suddenly, 

Y^et he says nothing. 

Jos. It is nothing: all men, 

Ks]>ecially in Uiese dark troublous times, 

Have much to think oil 
Ida. But I cannot think 

Of aught save him. 

Jos. Yet there are other men, 

In the world's eye, as goodly. There's, for instance, 
The young Count Waldorfl who scarce once withdrew 
His eyes from yours to-day. 

Ida. 1 did not see him, 

But TTlric. Did you not see at tlie moment 
When ail knelt, and I w<'pt: and yet incUioughl, 
Through my fast tears, though they were thick and 
• wunn. 

I saw him smiling on mo. 

Jos. I could not 

See aught save heaven, to wliich my eyes were raised 
Togetlier with the pfjoplc's. 

Ida. I thought too 

Of heaven, although I lotdc’d on Ulric. 

Jos. Como, 

Lot us retire; they wUl be hero anon 
Expectant of tlie banquet. We will lay 
A^ide these nodding plumes and dragging trains. 

Ida. And, alxivc all, these stiff and heavy jewels, 
Which make my liead and heart ache, as bolli throb 
Bcneatli (Imir glitter oVr my brow and zone. 

Dear mother, I am with you. [Exeunt. 

Enter Count SieoenporFjIti full dress^ from the solem- 
nily^ and Ludwig. 

Sir.g. Is lie not flmiid ? 

Ijtd. Strict search is making every where; and if 
The man be. in league, be sure he will be found. 

Sieg. Where’s Ulric ? 

Ijid. Ho dkIo round the other way 

With some young nobles; but he left them soon; 

And, if I err not, not a minuLc sinew 
I heard his excellency, with Ins train, 

;»allop o'er Uio west drawbridge. 

Enter Ulric, splmtlidly tlxessed. 

Sieg. (to I.uijwjo.) Sec they cease not 

Their quest of him I have described. (Exit Lupwio.) 
Oh, Ulric! 

IIow have I long’d for theo! 

Ubr. Your wish is granted — 

Behold me! 

Sieg. I have seen the murderer. 

UIt. Whom? Where? 

The Hungarian, W'ho slew Stralenlieim. 
lllr. >”011 dream. 

Sieg. I live! and as I live, I saw him— 

Heard him! he dared to utter even my name. 

IJlr. What name ? 

Skg, Werner! i'w’as mine. 

lllr. It roiust l>e so 

No more: forget it. 

Sieg. Never! never! all 

My destinies were woven in that name: 

It will iHit Ixj engraved upon ray torab, 

Bui it may lead me there. 

Uhr. To the jM>int—(lie Hungarian? 

iSieg. Listen!—Tim church wa« throng’d; the hymn 
was raised; 

“ Te /JcMw” peal’d from nations, ralJier than • 

From choirs, in one great cry of “God be praised” 

For one day's peace, after thrice ten dread years, 
l^och bloodier than the fi>rmer: I arose, 

With all th<* nobles, ami as I lock'd down 
Along tim lines of lifted faces,—from 
Jur banner'd and csrulrhe(»u’d gnllery, I 
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Saw, like a flash of lighttiing, (iur I saw 
A moment aiid no more,) what struck mo sightless 
To all else—the Hungarian’s facet I grew 
Sick; and when I recover’d from the mist 
Which curl’d about my senses, and again 
Look’d down, I saw him not. The tlmnksgiving 
Was over, and wc inarch'd back in procession. 

XJlr. Continue. 

Skg. When we reach’d the Muldau’s bridg' 

The joyous crowd above, the numberiosa 
Barks mann’d with revellers in their best garbs, 

WhiSh shot along the glancing tide below, 

The decorated street, tlie long array, 

. The clashing music, and die thundering 
Of farVtillery, which seem’d to bid 
A long and lo<id farewell to its great doings, 

7'he standards o’er me, and the tramplings round, 

The roar of rushing tliousauds,—all—all could not 
C'hasc this man from my miiuJ, alUmugh my senses 
No longer held him palpable. 

lUr. You saw him 

No more, then ? 

Sieg, I look’d, as a dying soldier 

TiOoks at a draught of water, for tliis man j 
But still 1 saw him not; but in lus stead— 

TJlr. What in hh* stead ? 

Sieg. My eye for ever fell 

Upon your dancing cn'st; the loftiest, 

As on (he loiliest and the luveUost head 
Jt rose tlio highest of the stream of plumes, 

Whicli overflow’d the gliltoring streets of Prague. 

Ulr. Wliat’s this to ilio Hungarian ? 

Sitfg. Much; for I 

Had almost, then forgot him in my son; 

Wlioii jtist as the artillery etjused, and paused 
']'h(i music, and (ho crowd embraced in lieu 
Of^houiing, I heard in a deep, low voice, 

Oi.stinct and keener far nfjon niy car 

Than the late cannon’s volume, this word—” WemerT 

Ulr. Uttered by- 

Sieg. Him! I turn’d—an<l saw—and fell 

Ulr. And wherefore ? Were you so<*n? 

Sieg. The ofilcious cart 

Of those aroun<! me draggVl me from the Kjmt, 

Seeing my faintness, ignorant of tlie cause \ 

Vou, Ukj, were too remote in the procession 
(The old nobles being divided from their children) 

To aid me. 

Uh. Ihit I ’ll aid you now. 

Sieg. In what ? 

Ulr. In searching for this man, or—When he’fi 
, found, 

What shall wo do with him? 

Skg. I know not tliat. 

Vh. Then wherefore seek? 

Sieg. Because I cannot rest 

Till he is found. Ilis fate, and Blralenheitn’s^ 

And oiir.s, seem intertwisted! nor can be 
UnravellVI, till— 


Eid& an JlUcndfml. 

Au. A stranger to wait on 

Your excellency. 

Skg. Who ? 

Alt. He gave no name. 

Sieg. Admit him, ne’erthelcss. 

[The Alfetulant inlroduceit Ga-Bor, and qficneardt 


Cab. ’T is, then, Wemor! 

Sieg. {fumghtilg.) The same you knew, sir, by that 
name; and yo ?/! 

Gnh. (Ifioking rotmd.) I recognize you both: father 
and son, { 


It seems. Count, 1 have heard that you, or yours, 
Have lately been in search of me: I am hero. 

Sieg. I have sought you, and have found you: you 
arc chargt^d 

(Your own hoart may inform you why) with such 
A crime as— [JJe pau»e$. 

Gab. Give it utteituico, and then 

1 ’ll meet the consequences, 

Sieg. You shall do so— 

Unless— 

Gah. First, wlio accuses roe ? 

Sieg. AU things, 

If not all men: the uiiivc'rsal rumour— 

My own presence on the spot—tlie piano—tlio lime— 
And ev(5ry speck of circumstance unite 
To fix the blot on you. 

Gaff. And on me only ? 

Pause cre you answer: is no other name, 

Save mine, stain'd in tliis busiiit^ss ? 

Sieg. Trifling villain! 

Who j>layVl with thine own guilt! Of all lliat breathe 
Thou best dost know the innocence of him 
’Gainst whom thy breath w’ould blow ihy bloody slander. 
Hut I will talk no furllier with a wrtrtch, 

Furtlicr than justice asks. Answer at once, 

Arifl witliout quibbling, to my charge. 

Gah. ’T is tulse! 

Skg. Who .says so? 

Gaff. I. 


Sieg. And how dispnwo it? 

Gah. 

Th« presence of the murderer. 

Sieg. Name him! 

Xfah. H« 


By 


May have more names than one. Your lordship had so 
')nco on a time. 

Sieg. If you mean me, £ dare 

Your utmost. 

Gah. You may do sc^ and in safety; 
know Uic assassin. 

Sieg. Where is ho ? 

Gah, {/wn/in;? to Ulric.) Besidoyou! 

[Ui.Ric rusht» frrunrd to attack Gabor ; Sikokn- 
DORV itUerpfwrs. 

Sieg. Liar and fiend! but you sliall not be slain 
These walls are mine, and you ore safe Hithin them. 

[He turtis to Ulkio. 

.Tlric, repel this calumny, as T 
Will do. I avow it is a growtli so monstrous, 
could not deem it earth-bom: but be calm; 
t will refute itself. Hut touch him not. 


[Ulric cndcawurs to compose himaelf. 

Gah. Tiook at Aim, count, and then hear me. 

Sieg. {Jirst to Gabor, aiut then looking at Ulric.) 

I hear thee. 

My God! yon IckA— 

Ulr. How ? 

Sieg. As on that dr<«ad night 

i^Vhen we mot in tho garden. 

Ulr. (composes himself .) It is nothing 
Gal>. (louiit, you arc bound to hear me. I came 
hither 

'Tot seeking you, but sought. When I knelt, down 
\niidst tlic people in tho church, I droam’d not 
.'o find th<^ beggar’d Werner in die seat 
)f senators and princos; but you have call’d me^ 
nd we have met. 

Sieg. Go on, sir. 

Gal). Ere I do so, 

How me to inquire who profited 
ly Stralenheim’s <lcalh ? Was *t I—as poor as ever; 
\.nd poorer by suspicion on my name! 

'’he baron lost in that last outrage neither 
wcls nor gold; his life alone was 84Mi|jht,— 
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A life which frt4>od between the claims of otiiers 
To honours and vHtatf)s scarce less tl)un priitcely. 

Steg. 'I'hoN} liintH, vague as vain) attach no less 
To mo thfui to my sou. 

Oub. \ rmi’t help that. 

Bat lei the consequence alitfht on him 
Who foebs hiriistdr ihc eoilty rmo ainoug ns. 

I speak to voMj <^'oiin( Siri:*-ndorf, bt-catJse 
I know y»)U inn<iCfni, and de ern yon just. 

But ere 1 can prort^od- ^/nre you proh'cl mo? 

Dare you corniuand me ? 

[SrEOKNf)OKf.^r.vi5 /Wfs ol tlir Ihmgnrion^ uTuJlhrn 
fft lIi.KK’, iib(t has un^ntcMcd hift »(il>re mu/ is 
'ij-av'in^ lines mth i' m the Jloor^still in its 
sliffd/i. 

I Hr. {b)nk» ni his father and s'/.v*) ^'Cl the man go on! 

(iai>. 1 am unarinM, coiiiii — i)nl your son lay down 
His sabre. 

Ulr. {iifflvsiliahitnetinlrni'iditmishf.) Take if. 

Gab, No, sir, ’t is enough 

T}»ai. we are both unarm’d—T woukl not elKKise 
To wear a steel whieli may be stain’d witli more 
Blood titan came Utert- in l>atlh^ 

t'/r. f-i(.Hls the sahre from him in conU'rnpt.) It—or 
sumo 

Siicli oilier weapon, in my hands—spon?d yours 
Once when disarm'd and at iny merey. 

Liah. True — 

I have not forgotten it: you .spared me for 
Your own especial [turpose—to sutitaui 
All ignominy not iny own. 

TUr. Proceed. 

The tale is dotihOess worthy the relati'r. 

But IS it of my father to hear ftirlher? 

\Tti SlFGENDOBF. 

Sirg. (Uikes his »on hy the hand.) My son! I know 
my own innocc.ii('«', and dtmhi not 
Of yours—but 1 have promised this man patience; 

Bet him Continue. 

(Hail. I will not detain you 

By speaking of mysi lf much; I began 
Bife early—and am whaf the w(»rld )»as made me. 

At Frankfat on flic Oder, whore I pnssM 
A winter in obscurity, it was 
My I’haiuu' at several places of resort 
(\Vhich T frequented vsomotinies, hut not often) 

To hear related a strange, eireuiiislanee 
In February last. A martial force, 

Sent by llie state, had after strong resistance 
Secured a band of desjMjrate men, supjM>sed 
Maiaude-rs from the hostile camp.—They proved, 
However, not to he so—hut banditti, 

'Wliom cither accident or cnlcr[>ris«5 
Hail carrii'd from ihcir ustail liaiint—fho forests 
Whicli skirt- Bohemia — ev«m info TiUsatia. 

Many amonu them were rc.porled of 
High rank—ami martial law slept for a time. 

At last lliey were escorted o’er the frontiers, 

And place<l luuusath the civil jurisdiction 
Of the free town of Froiilcfort. Of their fate, 

I know no mure. 

Sag. And what Is this to Ulric ? 

firn^. Among them there was said to be one man 
<'h'wonderful endowmentsbirth and fortune, 

Youth, strength, and beauty, almost superhuman, 

And courage as unriva.ird, were priadtum'd 
ITis by the public rumour; an<l his sway 
Not only over his associatea, hut 
His judges, was attributed to witchcraft. 

Such wa.s ids intlmmce:—I have no great fiuth 
In any magic save that of the mine— 

I therefiwe ileoin’d him weahhy.—But my soul 
Was roustni with various feelings to seek out 
I'liis pnxligy, if only to liehold him. 


mieg. And did you so? 

Gith, You’ll hear. Chanco favWd me 

A fiopular affray in the public square 
Brew crowd-s together —it was one of those 
Oc'tasiuns where men’s souls look out of them, 

And show liicm as they arc—even in tlieir faccB; 

'I’he mnnicul iny eve lucl bis, T exclaim’d, 

“ This the man 1” tliough bo wa.s then, as since, 

With the nobles of ilic T fell sure 

T bad not err’d, and watch’d him long and nearly: 

I noicd down his fnini—lus gesture—features, 

.stallin', and bearing—and amidst llioin all, 

Miilst every natural rmd acquired distinction, 

^ I cue' 1 <hsecm, uuuliought, the assassin's eye 
And idiuliatur’s heart. ■' 

V(r. {smiting.) The talc sounds well. 

G<ih. And may sound better.—He appear’d to me 
One of those beings to whom Fortune licnds 
As she (loth to the daring—and on wliom 
’J’Ih* fiitc'^ of o'hers oft di-fiend ; besidc.o, 

An iiulc>cribablts sensation <lrew me 
.Near In this man, as if my point of fortune 
VVas to be bx'd by him.—'J'hcrc I was wrong. 

Sirg. And may not be riglit now. 

Giih. 1 follow’d him, 

Sura/Uctl his notice—and obtained it— 

Though not lu.s friciulyhip:—il was his intention 
To leave the city privately—we left it 
Together—an<l togellie-r we arrivctl 
In ihc p<M'r town where Werner was conceal’d, 

And fcStralcnlieiin was .succour’d—Now wc arc mi 
'ihc verge— dure you hear fuiilicr ? 

AVr,/'. I must do so— 

Or 1 have heard too much. 

Gfih. I ssaw in you 

A man aliove liis slutimi—and if not 
So liigii, as now i lind you, in iny then 
< ’onccpiions, ’t was that 1 liad rarely jsecn 
Men such ns you appear’d in height of mind 
In the m«jst high uf worldly rank ; you were 
Poor, even to all save rags; I would have shared 
My purse, thoiigli slender, with you—^you re-fused it. 

JSie.g. l>)tli iny refusal make a debt to you, 

That finis you urge it? 

(iah. Still you owe mo somctliing, 

Though not fir tliat; and I owed you niy safety, 

At h*asl my socniing safety, when the slaves 
Of SlraliuiheiiM pnr.'^ucd me on the grounds 
That / had robb’d liiiii, 

Aug. / conceal’d you—T, 

Whom and wliose house you arraign, reviving viper! 

Old). 1 accuse no man—save in luy defence. 

You, coimf, have made yourself accuser—judge: 

Your Jmll's iny court, your heart is my tribunal. 

Be just, and I ’ll bo mcrcifiil! 

AVeg. Yon merciful 

Vou! Base calumniutor! 

Gab. I. ’T will rest 

With mo at last to he so. Yon conceal’d me¬ 
in secret passages known to yoiirscllj 
You said, and to none else. At dead of night, 

^ Weary with watching in the dark, and dubious 
I Of tracing bark my way, I saw’ a glinmicr, 

Through distant crannies, of a twinkling liglit: 
i I liillow’d it, and reach’d a door-^ secret 
' Portal—which open’d to the chamber, wlicrc, 
j With cauMous hand and slow, having first undone 
! As much as mmie a crcvicc of the fastening, 

< 1 kvik'd through an«l btdiekl a purple bod, 

And on it Stralonheim !— 

Sieg. Aslo^'p! And yet 

You slew liiin !—Wretch! 

Gah. He was already slain, 

And bleeding like a aacrific**. My own 
Blood hiM^auie ice. 
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Sieff. But he was all alone! ’T is no less true, however, that my fortunes 

You saw none else ? You did not see the— Have made me both at present. You shall aid me: 

[He pauses/r<m agitaUoti I would have aided you—and also have 
G(Jk Ko^ Been somewhat dainuj^ed in my name to save 

He, whom you dare not name, nor oven I Yours and your son^s. Weigh well what I have sau 

Scarce dare to recollect, was not then in Sieg. Dare you await the event of a few minutes’ 

The chamber. Dehbcralion 7 

Sieg. {in Uleic.) Then, my boy! tliou art guiltless Ga6. (casts his eyes on Ulkic, who is leaning agaim 
still— a pillar.) If I should do so? 


'I'Ikmi baifst me say / was so onco—Oh! now 
Do thou as much ! 

OUb, Be patient! I can not 

r{.e(v?de nmv, though it shako the very walls 
. Winch frown above us. You remember,—or 
If not,*your son does,—•that the lt)cks were changed 
Beneath his chief inspection on the morn 
Which led to tliis same night: how he had enter’d 
Ho best knows—but within an antcriiambcr, 

The door of which was half ajar, I saw 
A man who wash’d his bloody hands, and oil 
IV'ith stern and anxious glance gazed back upon 
T1 j« bleeding body—but it moved no more. 

AV^. Oh! God of fatliers! 

Gdh. I beheld his features 

As r see yours—but yours they were not, fhougli 
Keseinbling them—behold them in Count Ulric's ! 
Distinct, as 1 hehold them, though the expression 
Is not now what it tlien was;—^Imt it was so 
When 1 first cliargcd liim witli the crime-^o lately. 

tSkg. 1’liis is BO— 

GaO. {interrupting him.) Nay—but hear mu to Uie 
end ! 

JVow you must <lo so.—I conceived myself 

Jb trayM by you and him (for now I saw 

'I’lierc was some tic between you) into this 

Pi clcnded den of refuge, to become 

'I’li^ victim of* your guilt and my first thought 

Was vengeance: l>ut though ann’d with a short poniard 

(Having left iny swonl without) I was no match 

b'or )iim at any time, as had Ixien proved 

I’liat morning—tuther in address or torcc. 

I turn’d, and fled—i’ the dark : chance rather than 
Skill made mo gain tho secret door of the hall, 

And llii'iice the iduunber where you slept: if I 
Had fiuHid yoti vuikhtg, Heaven alone can tell 
^Vilal vengeance and suspicion might have proniptod; 
Hut nt;V:r sli'pt guilt as WiTiier slept that night. 

AVr^^ And yet 1 had horrid dreams ! and such brief 
sleep, 

Tho stars had not gone down when I awoke. 

Why didst thou spare me ? I dreamt of my fatlicr— 
^nd now my dream is out! 

GoIj. ’T ih not my fault, 

If I tiavu read if.—Well! T lied and hid mo— 

(’liaiice U“(l me hero afi<‘r so many moons— 

And sliow'd me Werner in ('ount Biegendorf! 

Wt'rner, whom 1 had sought in liuts in vain, 
inhabited tho jialace of a sovereign! 

^'ou sought me and have founil me—now you know 
JVl v secret, and may weigh its wortli. 

^ieg. {after a pause.) Indeed! 

GoIk Is it revenge or justice which inspires 
Your meditation ? 

Sieg. Neillier—I was wcigiiing 

Tlie value of your secret, 

Galt. You shall know it 

At oncoWhen you were jioor, and I, though poor, 
Jlich enough to relievo such poverty 
As might have envied mine, I offer’d you 
My purs©—you would not share itI ’ll be iranker 
With you: you are wealthy, noble, tnisted by 
The imperil powers—you understand me ? 

Sieg. Yes.— 

Gah, Not quite. You Uiink me venal, and scarce 
true: 


Sieg. I pledge my life for yours. Withdraw into 
This tower. [Opens a turret dooi 

Gah. {hesitatxngly.) This is tlic second safe asylui 
You liavc offer’d me. 

Sieg. And was not the first so? 

Gab. I know not that even now—but will approve 
The second. I have still a further shield.— 

I did not enter Prague alone; and sliouid 1 
Be put to rest with Slralenlieiin, there are 
Some Umguus witliou! will wag in my behalf. 

Be bri(;f in your decision ! 

Sieg. I will bo so.— 

My word is sacred and irrevocable 
Witliin these walls, but it extends no further 

Hub. I 'll fake it for so much. 

Sieg. {/u/ints to TJljiic’s salrre still upon the f^round. 

I’alto also /An/— 

T saw }'ou eye it eagerly, and him 
Distrusifully. 

G*th. {(ukesnp the. sabre.) I will; and so provide 
To sell my lifi—not clieaply. 

[liiiBOB goes into the turret, which SiFOKirpoai 
elosps. 

Sieg. {fulvaricrs to Vlmc.) Now, Count TJlric ! 

For son 1 dare not coll iheo—What say’st thou? 

Ulr. Ills talc is true. 

Sieg. True, rnonstor! 

f7/r. Most true, father! 

And you did well to listen to it: what 
Wo know, wc can provide against. lie must 
Be silenced. 

Sieg. Ay, with half of my domains ; 

And with the otlnx* half, could he and tliou 
Unsay tliis villany. 

Ulr. It is no time 

For trifling or dissembling. I have said 
Ilis story’s true; and ho U>o must be silenced. 

Sieg. How so? 

Ulr. As Stralonbcim is. Arc you so dul 

As never to have bit on lliis before ? 

When vve met In tlio garden, what except 
Discovery in the. act could make me know 
His deaiii ? Or had th<’ prince’s household been 
7'heii .suiiinion’d, vvouM tho cry for the {lolice 
Been left to .such a stranger? Or should I 
Have loiter’d on llic way ? Or could you, IVerner 
TIic object of llie baron’s hate and fears, 

Have tied, unh:Hs by many an hour before 
Suspicion wok(i ? 1 sought and fathom’d you, 
Doubting if you were false or feeble : I 
Perceived you were the latter; and yrl. so 
Confiding have I found you, that T doubted 
At limes your weakne.s:^. 

Sieg. Parricide ! no less 

Than cornmon slubber ! What deed of my life, 

>r thought of mine, could make you deem me fit 
*’or your accomplice ? 

Ulr. Father, do not raise 

The devil ywi cannot lay between us. This 
s time for union and for action, not 
For fiuiiily disputes. While ymi were tortured, 

I^ould 1 be culm ? Tliink you that 1 have heard 
This fellow’s tale without some feeling ?—you 
lave taught mo feeling for you and myself; 

^or whom or what else did you over teach it ? 

Sieg. Ob! my dead father’s curse! 'i is working now. 
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Uhr. Let tl wwk on \ the grave will keep it dow’n! 
Ashes are feeble foes : it is more easy 
To bufHe fiuch, Uian countermine a mole, 

Which winds its blind but living path beneath you. 

Yet hear me stillIf you condemn mo, yet 
Remember tuho hath taught mo once too often 
To listen to himi IVfio proclaimM to me 
That there were crime* made venial by the occtuuon i 
That passion was our nature? that tlio goods 
(Jf Heaven waited on the goods of fortune ? 

JViw show’d mo his humanity soctired 

By ins Tueves only ? Who deprived mo of 

All power to vimlicate myself and race 

In open day? By his disgrace which stamp’d 

(It might be) bastardy on me, and on 

HimselP—a fetorC* brand! The man who is 

At once both warm and weak invites to deeds 

He longs b> do, !)»t dare not. Is it stnu»go 

That I should what you could think? Wc have done 

With right and wrong ; awl now must only jK>udor 

Upon etfecls, not causes. Stralonhoim, i 

W'ho.sc life I saved from impulse, as, unhuitDn, 

I would have saved a f>easanfs or a dog’s, I slew 
Known as our fi)c—hut not from vengeance. IIo 
Was a rock in our way whifdi I cut through, 

As doth tlie bolt, because it stowl between us 
And our true dcsliimlion—but not idly. 

As stranger I presorv'ed him, and he me 
His l[fh: when due, 1 but resumed the debt. 

Ho, you, and I stood oVr a gulf wherein 
I have pluitged our enemy. Vtm kiiullod first 
The torch—y{«4 showM Uio patlt; now trace roe thal 
Of safety—or let me! 

Sieg, I have done with life ! 

Ulr. Lot us have done with lliat which cankers 
Ufij— 

Fniiiiliar fbuds anrl vain recriminations 
Of tilings which cannot l»e umlono. We havo 
No more to learn or hide: J know no fear, 

And havo within these very walls men whom 
(Although you know tliom not) dare venture ail tilings. 
You stand high witli tlie stale; wliat jiasses here 
Will not c.vcito her too great curiosity : 

Keep your own secret, keep a steady eye, 

Stir not, and speak not;—leave (ho rest to mo: 

We must have no t^urd babblers thrust between us. 

[Exit Tlniar. 

Sieg. (sr/Ius.) Am I awake ? arc Uiosc iny father's 
halls? 

And yon—my son? Afysrai! ritine! who have ever 
Abhorr'd both mystery and bhxid, awl yet 
Am {dunged into the deepest hell of both! 

I must be speedy, or more will be sliod— 

The Hungarian's!—Ulric—4io halli partisans, 

It sn'euis: I might, have guess'd as much. Oh fool ! 
Wolves prowl in company. He hath tlie key 
(As 1 too) of the op}>osite door whicli leads 
Into the turret. Now tlien! or once more 
To be the fatlier of fresh crimes, no less 
Than of the criminal! Ho! Gabor! Galior 1 

[Exit into the turret, closing the door after Idm. 

Scene II.—The Interior of the Turret, 

Gador and Siegendorf. 

Gofc. Who calls? 

Sieg, I —Siegondorf! Take these, and fly! 

Lose not a moment! 

[Tears a diamond star and other jewelsj and 
ihrusts them into Gabor's hand, 

Gah, What am I to do 

With these? 

Sieg. Wlialc'or you will: sell them, or hoard, 

And {irosper; but delay not, or you are lost! 

Gah. You pledged your honour for my safety! 


Sieg, And 

Must thus redeem it. Fly! 1 am not mastei, 

It seems, of my own castle—of my own 
Retainers—nay, even of these very walls, 

Or 1 would bid them fall and crush me! Fly! 

Or you will bo slain by — — 

Onb, Is it even so ? 

Farewell, Uion! Recollect, however, count, 

You sought tliis fatal interview! 

Sieg. I did: 

Let it not be more fatal still!—Begone! 

Gal). By the same path I enter'd ? 

Sirg. Yes ; that's safe still: 

But l-'iter not in Prague;—you do not know 
With whom you have to deal. 

Gah. I know too well— 

Ami knew it cro yourself unhappy sire! 

Farewell! [Exit Gabor. 

Sieg. {solu.’i and listening.) Ho hath clear'd the 
staircase. Ah! £ hear 
The d<x>r sound loud behind him! He is safe! 

?afe !—Oh, my fathers spirit!—I am faint— 

[He leans dovm */|>en a stone seat, near the undl 
(f the lower, in udrooinngptMare, 

Enter Vi.Wic, with others armed, and with weapons draion. 
Vtr. Despatch!—he’s tliere! 

Liid. The count, my lord! 

Vlr. (nrogjiumir SiECKNOORF.) Fou hero, sir! 
Sieg. Yes: if you want another victim, strike! 

Glr. {seeing him strijd of his jneels.) Where is tho 
rniram wlio hath {)lundc*r’d you? 

Vassals, despatch in searcli of him! You sco 
'7* was as 1 said—rh<“ wretch hath stript my father 
Of jcw< ls which might Ibriii a prince's licirloom! 

Away ! J ’ll fi>llovv you forthwith. 

[Exeunt aU but Siegendorf andUnyc. 

What’s Uiis? 

Where is tho villain ? 

Sieg. There are two, sir; wliich 

Ar<* you in quest of? 

Ulr. I,et us hear no more 

Oi this; ho must be ii>und. You have not let liirn 

Esciqtc ? 

Sieg. He’s gone. 

Ulr, With your connivance ? 

Sifg. With 

My fullest, freest akl. 

Ulr, Then fare you well! 

[Uj.ric is going. 

SUg. Sto|>! 1 command—enlroat—implore! Ol», 
Ulric! 

Will you then leave me? 

Ulr, What! remain to bo 

Di nouiict'd—dragg’d, it may be, in chains ; and all 
By your mhcrent weakness, half-humanity, 

Selfish remorse, and temporising {lity, 

That sacrifices your w’holc race to save 
A wretch to {profit by our ruin! No, count, 

Henceforth you have no son! 

Sieg. I never had one; 

And would you ne'er had borne the useless name! 
Where will you go? 1 would not send you forth 
Without protection. 

Ulr. Leave that unto me. 

I am not alone ; nor merely tho vain heir 
Of your domains ; a thousand, ay, ten thousand 
Swords, hearts, and hands, arc mine. 

Sieg. The foresters! 

With whom tlie Hungarian fiamd yem first at Frankfort ? 

Ulr. Y’es—men—who arc worthy of the name! Go tell 
Your senators that they look woll to Prague; 

Their feast of peace was early for the times; 

There are more spirits abroad tl^ have been laid 
Witli Wallenstein! 





Enter JoacPHiivE and Ida. 

Jo*. What ia H wo hear ? My Siegendorf! 

Thanh Heav’ii, I see you safe! 

' Safe ( 

/da. Yes, dear father! 

Sieg. No, no; I have no children: never mura 
Call me by that worst name of parent. 

JoK. What 

Meati.s my good lord ? 

S'k!’. That you have given birth 

To a demon! 

"Ida. {toSdng Ulric's hami.) Who shall dare say this 
rfUlric? 

Sfeg. Ida, beware! there's blood upon that hattd! 


Ida. (ulooping to hm it.) 1 ’d kiss it off; though it were 
mme! 

Sitg. It is so! 

Vlr. Away! it is your father’s! {Exit Utatc. 

■I'hr- Oh, great Qod! 

And 1 have loved tliis man! 

[loA/rtt* acrtadcaa —Josephine stand* opeadden 
with horror, 

Sirg. The wrotch hath slain 

Thom botli!—.\Iy Josephine! we are now alone ! 
Would we had over been so!—All is over 
For me!—Now open wide, my sire, thy grave; 

Thy curse hath dug it deeper for thy son 
In mine!—The race of Siegendorf is past! 


THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED. 

A DRAMA. 


[Thij* proilucUon is founded partly on t!ie s»(>ry of a 
novel called 21ie IVtree. Srotfwrsy publialioii many yearn 
ago, from which M. G. Lewis’ Tyotnl Dfmon was also 
taken—and partly on the Faust of the great GiaHIk*. 
The present publication contains the two lir.sti^arts only, 
and the opening chorus of the third. Tlie rest may per¬ 
haps appear hereafter.^ 
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Cellini. 
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Bertha. 

Olimpia. 

iSpiniHy Soldiersy Citizens of Romey Priest% Peasants 
PART I. 

Scene I .—A Forest. 

Enter Arnold and his mother Bertha. 

Bert. Out, liunchback! 

Am. I was bom so, moliicr! 

Bert. Out, 

Thou incubus! Thou nightmare! Of seven sons 
The sole abortion! 

Am. Would that 1 had been ao, 

And never seen the light! 

Bert. I would so too i 

But as tliou Aosf—hence, hence—and do thy best! 
That back of tliine may bear its burden; *t is 
More high, if not so broad as that of others. 

j4m. It bears its burden;—but, my heart! Will it 
Sustain that whicli you lay tipon it, mother ? 

I love, or, at the least, I loved you: nothing 
Save ycHi, in nature, can love aught like me. 

You nursed me—do not kill me \ 

Seri. Yes—I nursed thee, 

Because thou wert my Brst-born, and I knew not 

2T 


If Ibrre would be anotluT unlike thee, 

Tluit monstrous sport of nature. But get hence, 

And gatlicr wood! 

Am. 1 will: hut when I bring it, 

Spoak to me kindly. Thougl> my brotliers are 

So bcauufid and lusty, and as free 

As the free eliaso they fillow, do not Spurn me: 

Our milk has been the same. 

Bcrl, As is tlie hedgehog’s, 

Wliioli sucks at midnight from the wholesome dam 
Of the young bull, until the inilkiiiaid finds 
The nipple next day f'ure and ndder dry. 

('all not thy brolbcr.s brellircn! (-a!) me not 
Mother; for if 1 brought Uf'c forih, it was 
As foolkvh hens at lini'*s hatch vijK^r^, by 
&>illing upon strange eggs. Out, urchin, out 

{Exit Bertha. 

Am. (solus.) Oh mother ! ■■■■She ’s gone, and 1 
must do 

Her biddingwearily but willingly 
I would fulfil it, could I only hope 
A kind word in return. Wliat shall I do? 

[Arnold br.jtins to ait vmd: in doing this he 
wyiinds one of his hands. 

My lalKiUr for tlic day i.s over now. 

Accunsed bo lids blood that flows so fast; 

For double ctir.ses will be my mwd now 
At home.—Wliat homo ? I have no home, no kin, 

No kind—not mado like other creatures, or 
To sliaro their sports or pleasures. AIu.st I blood too 
Like them ? Oh that each drop which falls to eartli 
Would rise a snake to sling thcm,as they liave stung mel 
Or that the devil, to whom they liken mo, 

Would aid his Ukeness 1 If I must partake 
His form, why not his \M>wer? Is it bucauso 
1 have not his will too? For one kind word 
From her who bore me would still reconcile me 
Even to this hateful as^Hset. Let me wash 
The wound. 

[Arnold goes to a i^ringy and stoops to wash his 
hand: he starts hack. 

They are right; and Nature's mirror shows me 
What she hath made me. I will not look on it 
Again, and scarce dare Uiink on \. Hideous wretch 
That I am! The very waters mock me with 
My horrid shadow—like a demon placed 
]>eop in the fountain to scare back the cattle 
From drinking therein. {He pauses. 
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And shall I live on, 

A burden to the earth, m;fiel( and shame 
Onto what brought me into life ? Thou blood. 

Which flowest so freely from a scratch, let me 
Try if tliou wilt not in a fuller stream 
Pour forth my woes for ever with thyself 
On earth, to which I will restore at once 
This hateful compound of her atouis, and 
Resolve back to her elements, and take 
The shape of any reptile save myself. 

And make a world (or myriads of new worms ! 

This knife! now let me prove if it will sever 
This wither’d slip of nature’s nightshade—my 
Vile form—from the creation, as it hath 
The green bough from the forest. 

[Ahnold ptaaa the knife in the ground, with the 
point vpwardi. 

Now’t is set. 

And 1 can fall upon it. Yet one glance 
On the tiur day, which sees no foul thing like 
Myself, and the. sweet sun, which warm’d me, but 
In vain. The birds—how joyously they sing! 

So let thorn, for I would not be lamented: 

But lot their merriest notes bo Arnold’s knell; 

The fallen leaves iny monument; lire murmur 
Of the near fountain my sole elegy. 

Now, knife, stand firmly, as 1 fain would full! 

[jie he ruehee to throw himeclf upon the knife, )ue 
eye ie audderity caught i/y tite founlmn, which 
aeems in motion. 

The fountain moves without a wind: but shall 
The ripple of a spring change my resolve ? 

No. Yet it moves again! The waters stir. 

Not as with air, but by some subterrano 
And rocking power of tire intcniul world. 

What’s here? A mist! No more?— 

[A cUnul cornea from the fountain. He atamia 
gazing upon it: it ia diapeUed, and a tall black 
man comes towards him. 

Am. What would you ? Speak! 

Spirit or man ? 

Stran. As man is both, why not 

Say both in one ? 

Am. Your form is man’s, and yet 

You may be devil. 

Stran. So many men are tliat 

Which is so called or thought, that you may add mo 
To which you please, without much wrong to eitlier. 
But come; you wish to kill yourself;—pursue 
Your purpose. 

Am. You have interrupted me. 

Stran. What is that resolution which can e’er 
Bo interrupted ? If I be tlte devil 
You deem, a single moment would have made you 
Mine, and for ever, by your suicide; 

And yet my coming saves you. 

Am. I said not 

You teere the demon, but that your approach 
Was like one. 

Stran, Unless you hoop company 

With Itim (and you seem scarce used to such high 
Society) you can’t toll how he approaches; 

And for his aspect, look upon the fountain. 

And then on me, and judge which of us twain 
I.ook likcst what tlie boors believe to bo 
Their clovemfooted terror. 

Am. Do you—dare you 

To taimt me with my born dcfbrniity? 

Stran. Were I to taunt a buffalo with this 
Oloven fast of thine, or the swift dromedary 
Widt ihff^pMitne of humps, the animals 
WoiiM rMtl bi the compUmont. And yet 
JIMk beinlfe Itre more swil^ more strong, more mighty 
fih aafewn MMI endurance than thysolT, 


And alt the 6erce and fair of the same kind 
With thoe. Thy form is natural: *t was only 
Nature^ mistaken larger to bestow 
The gifts which are of others ujion man. 

jdm. Give me the strength then of the buffalo’s fb<d| 
When he spurns high the dust, beholding his 
Near enemy; or let me have the long 
And patient swiflncss of the desert-ship, 

The hehuless dromedary and 1 ’ll bear 
Thy hendish sarcasm with a saintly patience. 

Stran. 1 will. 

Am. (with surpiitte.) Thou const ? 

Stran. Perhaps. Would you aught else? 

Am. 

Stran 
What a 
*1 O talk u.r 

Thou const not yet speak mine) llie forester 
Hunts not tlie wretched coney, but the boar, 

Or wolf, or lion, leaving paltry game 
To petty burghers, who leave once a year 
Their walls, to fill their household caldrcms with 
Such scullion prey. Tho meanest gibe at ihcc,— 

Now / can mock the mightiest. 

Am. Then waste not 

Thy time on me: I seek thee not. 

Stran. Your thoughts 

Are not far from me. Do not send nto back: 

I am not so easily recall’d to do 

i Good service. 

Am. What wilt thou do for me ? 

Stran. Change 

Shapes with you, if you will, since yours so irks you; 
Or ff>rm you to your wish in any sliape. 

Am. Oh! then you arc indeed the demon, for 
Naught else would wittingly wear mine. 

Stran. I ’ll show thee 

The brightest wliich the world e’er bore, and give tlieo 
Thy clioice. 

Am. On what condition ? 

Stran. I'here’s a question! 

An hour ago you would have given your soul 
To look like other men, and now you pause 
To wear the form of heroes. 

Am. No; I will not. 

1 must not compromise my soul. 

Stran. Wliat soul, 

Wurth naming so, would dwell in such a carcass ? 

Am. ’T is an aspiring one, whate’er tlie tenement 
In which it is mislodged. But name your compact: 
Must it be sign’d in blood ? 

Stran. Not in your own. 

Am. Whose blood then ? 

Stran. We will talk of tliat hereafter 

But 1 ’ll bo moderate with you, for I see 
Groat things witltin you. You shall have no bond 
But your own will, no contract save your deeds. 

Are you content ? 

Am. I take thee at tliy word. 

Stran. Now then!— 

[The Stranger approaches the fountain^ ami turns to 
Arnold. 

A little of your blood. 

Am. For what ? 

Stran. To mingle with the magic of tho waters, 

And make the charm effective. 

Am. (holding out his wounded arm.) Take it aU. 
Stran. Not now. A few dro()s will suffice for this. 

{The Stranger takes some of Ahnold’s blood in Ids 
hand^ and casts it irUo the fountain, 

Stran. Shadows of beauty! 

Shadows of power 1 
Rise to your duty— 

This is the hour! 
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Walk lovely and pliant 
From the depth of this fountaint 
As the cioud-shapen giant 
Bestrides the Hartz mountain.^ 

Come as yc were, 

That our eyes may behold 
The model in ur 
Of the form I will mould, 

Bright as the Iris 
When ether is spannM 
Such his desire is, [Pointing to Arnold. 

Such my command! 

Demons heroic— 

Demons wlio wore 
Tlie fmm of the stoic 
Or sqihist of yore— 

Or the shape of each victor, 

From Macedoii^s boy 
To each high Roman’s picture, 

Wlio breatifd to destroy— 

Shadows of beauty! 

Shadows of power! 

XTp to your duty— 

'i'his is the hour! 

[Vartmts Phtintoms arise from the ujoZ/ts, aiutpass 
in suci:€SHion hefore tfie Strange and Arwoi.13 
Arn. What du I sec? 

Stran. The hiack-eyed Roman, with 

eagle’s beak between those r^yes which ne’er 
U4'hold a eoiMjiieror, or look’d along 
'I'hc land he iittulo not Rome’s, while Romo became 
His, ;ukI all theirs who heir'd Ids very name. 

Am. I'ht* phantom’s buhl ; niy quest is beauty 
Could 1 

Inherit but his fame with his defects! 

Slrun. His brow was girt witli laurels more than 
« iiairs. 

Von see his aspect—choose it, or reject. 

I can Imt promise you his form; his fame 
M«isi 1 m- long sought and fought for. 

Arn. J W’ill fight loo, 

Ibit not as a mock Cmsar. Let him pass; 
iiis aspect may he fair, but suits me not. 

Stran. Tht'U you are far more ditficult to please 
7'han Cato’s sister, or than Brutus’ mothiT, 
ih (.’leopuira at sixteen—an age 
WIkoj love is not less in the rye than heart. 

Ihil Ui it so! Shadow, pass oti! 

[7'kfphaiUom of JuUus C«sar disappears. 
Arn. And can it 

Be, that the man who shook the earth is gono, 

And left no footstep? 

Stran. There you err. His substance 

I.eft graves enough, and woes enough, and fame 
More than enougli to track his memory; 

But. tor tiis stiadow, ’t is no more than yours, 

Except a little Icmger and loss crooked 
r the sun. Behold another! 

[A second phantom p^ses. 
Arn. Who is ho ? 

Stran. He was the fairest and Uio bravest of 
Athenians. Look upon him well. 

Am. He is 

More lovely than the last. How beautiful! 

Stran. Siicii was tlie curled son of Ciinias;—wouldsf 
(hou 

Invest tliee with his form? 

Am. Would that I had 

Been bom with it! But since I may choose further, 

1 will lottk further. 

[The shade of Akihiades disc^ppears. 

* U 8 wcU'knowh (jernwn gigauUc ibailov pro- 

dttcwt bj rcfltcUoi) oo ibe Brocken. 


Stran. Lo! behold again! 

Am. What! tiiat low, swartliy, short-noie«i roand' 
eyed satyr, 

With the wide nostrils and Silenus* aspect, 

The splay feet and low stature! I liad hotter 
Remain that which 1 am. 

Stran. And yet he was 

The earth’s perfection of ail mental beauty, 

And porsoniiication of all virtue. 

But you reject him ? 

Arn. If his form could bring me 

Tliat which redeem’d it—no. 

Stran. I have no pow’er 

To promise that; hut you may try, and fed it 
Easier in sucli a form, or in your own. 

Arn. No. 1 was not born for philosophy. 

Though I have that about mo which has need on*t. 

~«et him fleet on. 

Strim. Be air, thou hcmlock-tlrinker! 

[ shadow of Socrates disajpears: another rises. 
Am, Wliat’s here? whoso broad brow and whose 
curly !>card 

And manly aspect look like IIercu)e.s, 

-^avc that his jocund eye hath more of Bacchus 
i’han tho sad pnrger of tlio inferna] world, 

I’aning dojoctoil on his club of conquest, 

I As if he knew the worthlessness of those 
I For whom ho l»ad fought. 

Stran. It was the man who l(»t 

'Die ancient work! for love. 

Arn. I cannot blame him, 

■iinco I have riskM my soul because 1 find not 
That winch he exchang’d tho earth for. 

Stran. Since so fiur 

Vou seem congenial, will you wear his features? 

Am. No. As you leave me choice, I am diiiicull^ 
f but to see llio l)ero<!S 1 should ne’er 

I Have seen else on fliis side <»f tlie dim shwo 
Whence they float back before us. 

Stran. Henco, triumvir! 

Thy Cleopatra’s wailing 

f r/ic shade of Antony disappears: another risti. 
Am. Who is this ? 

A^ho truly lookcl!) like a demigod, 
blooming and bright, with golden hair, awl stature, 
f not more high than mortal, yet immortal 
a ail lliat namcloss hearing of his Umbs, 

ATliich he wears as the sun his rays—a something 
tVliich shines from him, and yet is but tlie flashing 
Emanation of a tiling more glorious still. 
iV as he eW hunmn only ? 

Stran. Let tlic eartli speak, 

f there be atoms of him left, or even 
If llie more solid gold that form’d his urn. 

Am. Who was this glory of mankind? 

Stran. The shame 

•f Greece in peace, her Uiunderbolt in war— 

Jcinetriiis tho Macedonian, and 
’aker of cities. 

Arn. Yet one shadow more. 

Stran. {addressing the s/iorZow.) Gel thee Iq Lamia's 
lap: 

[TAf atiade of Hcmctrius PoUooetes vanishes: 
anoOter rises. 

I ’ll fit you still, 

Fear not, my hunchback. If the shadows of 
Phat which existed please not your nice taste, 

'll animate the ideal marble, till 

‘our soul be reconciled to her new garment. 

Am. Content! 1 will fix hero. 

Stran. I must commend 

our choice. Tho godlike son of Uie sea-goddess, 

1 h> unshorn boy of Peleus, witli his locks 
.s l>eauuful and clear as the amber waves 
rich Paetdus, roll’d o ’er sands of gol(4 
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Soften'd by intervening crystal, and 
Rippled like ffo^^g waters by the wind, 

All vow’d to Sperchius as they were—behold them! 
And /wm—as he stood by Polbtena, 

With aanclion’d and with soften’d love, before 
The altar, gazing on his IVojan bride, 

With some remorse wiUiin for Hector slain 
And Priam weeping, mingled with deep passkm 
For the sweet downcast virgin, whose young hand 
Trembled in his w'ho slew her brother. So 
He stood i’ the temple! Look u|K>n him as 
Greece looked her Inst upon her best, the instant 
Ere Paris* arrow flew. 

Am. I gaze upon him 

As if I were his soul, whose form shall soon 
Envelop mine. 

Stran. You have done well. The greatest 

Defiirinily should only barter with 
The extremest beauty, if the proverb’s true 
Of mortals, that cxtrcnica meet. 

Am. Come! Bo quick! 

I am impatient. 

Slran. As a youtlifiil beauty 

l»*r glass. Vou both sec what is not, 

Hut <]roam it is what must bo. 

Am. Must I wait ? 

Stran. No ; that were a pity. But a word or two: 
His stalurc is twelve cubits ; would you so far 
Outstep those times, and be a Titan? Or 
(To talk canonicaily) wax a sou 
Of Anak? 

Am. Why not? 

Stran. Glorious ambition! 

I love theft most in dwarfe ! A mortal of 
Philistine stature would have glailly pared 
His own Goliath down to a slight David: 

But ihou, my manikin, woiildsl soar a show 
Hatln'r Ilian hero, ^'l^ou slialt ho indulged, 
irsui:h be thy d(‘sire'; an<l yet, hy Inung 
A iitlle less removed from preseut men 
In ligurc, thou cansl sway tlieui more ; for all 
Would rise against thee now, as if to hunt 
A new-loimd mammoth; an<l their cursed engines, 
Their culvcrins, arnl so tiirih, would tiiul way 
'I’hrongli (Mir fru'iKl’s armour tliere, with greater case 
Than the adulterer's arrow throuijh his heel, 

Wliieh TJieiis harl forgotton to baptize 
In 8fyx. 

Am. Tlien let it he as thou deem’st best. 

Stran. Thmi shall be beauteous as Uie thing thou 
soest, 

And strong as what it was, and— 

Arn. 1 ask not 

For valour, since dr firrniity is daring, 
ft is its essence to o’ertake mankind 
By heart and soul, and make itself the equal— 

Ay, th(? ^u|H>rior of tlic rest. There is 
A spur in lU liall moviiuents, to become 
All (hut the others cannot, in such things 
Ab still are free to boih, to compensate 
For stopdairic Nature’s avarice at first. 

They wm>\vithft ai!css deeds the smiles of fortune, 

And ofl, lik(* Timonr t!»o lame Tartar, w'in them. 

Stran. Well spolo'ii! And thou doubtless wilt remain 
FonnM as thou art. I may dismiss tlic mould 
Uf shadow, which must (urn to flesh, to incase 
'j’his daring soul, which c<m\d achieve no less 
Without il ? 

Am. Had no power presented ms 
The |K)Ssibility of change, I would 
Have done the best which spirit may to moke 
Its way, with all dofi)rmity*s dull, de.^y, 

£>isrx»uraging w«;ight upon me, like a mountaii^ 

In feeling, on my luyirt as on my shoulders— 

An hatefiit and unsi^ily molelull to 


The eyes of happier man. I would have look’d 
On beauty in that sex which is the typo 
Of all we know or dream of beauiifiil 
Beyond the world they brighten, with a sigh— 

Not of love,but despair; nor sought to win, 

Though to a heart all love, what could not love roe 
In turn, because of this vile crooked clog, 

Which makes me lonely. Nay, I could have homo 
It all, had not my mother spurn'd me from her. 

The she»bear licks her cubs into a sort 

Of shapemy dam beheld my shape was hopeless 

Had S' e exposed me, like die Spartan, ere 

I knew tlic passionate part of life, I had 

Been a clod of the valley,—happier nothing ^ 

Than what I am. But even thus, the lowesl, 

Ugliest, and meanest of mankind, what courage 
And perseverance could havcdwic, perchance 
ITiid made me something—aa it has made heroes 
Of the same mould as mine. You lately saw me 
Master of my owm life, end quick to quit it; 

And he wim is so is the master of 
Whatever dreads to die. 

Stran. Deckle between 

Whal you have been, or will be. 

Arn. I have done so. 

You have open’d brighter prospects to my eyes, 

And swi'ctcr to my heart. As I am now, 

I might be fi’urV!, admired, respected, loved 
or all save tJiosf next to me, of whom I 
Would he ln*love<l. As thou sh(Jwost me 
A clieice of forms, I take the one I view. 

Uaste ! haste! 

AVron. And wliat sliall I wear ? 

Arn. Surely he 

Who can eomniand all foruis will choose llie highest, 
Sonnohing superior even (o thut which was 
IN lides now heft>re us. Perhaps hit , 

Who hlt?w him, that of Paris: or—still higher— 

'i’he ptici’s jM'd, clotljed in sufli limbs as are 
Tht*^u^»^.l\e;•! » ]M>etry. 

Strah. Less will content me ; 

For 1, too, l(jve a cliaiige. 

Am. Your aHjjcct is 

Dusky, hut not uncomely, 

Slrnri. If I chose, 

I might be whiter; hut 1 have a penchant 

For bladv—ii w so honest, uiul hesides 

(*an neither blush with slmme nor pale with fear: 

But 1 liave worn it long enough of late, 

And now I ’ll take your figure. 

Arn. Mine! 

Stran. Vis. You 

Shall change wilh Thetis’ son, and I with Bertha, 

Your mothers offspring. People have llieir tastes; 

You have yours—I mine. 

Arn. Despatch! despatch! 

Stran. Even so. 

[ The Stranger kJiet mmr rarth and monlHt it cd/mg 
the tor/i and then addrvxsrt the phantom oj 
Arhidte. 

Beautiful shadow 
Of Thfttis’s hoy 1 
Wlio .sleojts in tlie meadow 
Whose grass grows o'er Troy : 

From the red earth, like Adam,* 

Thy likeness I shape, 

As the being who made him, 

Whose actions I ape. 

Thou clay, he all glowing, 

Till the rose in hb< Hieek 
Be as fair as, when blowing, 

It wears its first streak! 


* Ailam awam '‘r<d<arrt,’' from whkli ifea ll*«l mwi w»a formad. 
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Ye vioWts, I scatter, 

Now tuni into eyes! 

And thou sun^liiny water, 

Of blood tiAe the guise! 

Let these hyacinth botighs 
Be hiB Ion*; flowing hair, 

And wave o’er his l)row«, 

As thou \v;jvfsi in air! 

Lot his heart Iw* this marble 
I tear fnmi flu* rock! 

Bnt his voice as Uie warblo 
Of birds on yon t)ak! 

Tjot his flo'h bo the purest 
Of mould, in which grew 
The lilv-root surest, 

An<l drank the best d<uv! 

Lot his limbs lie tlie lightest 
Which clay can compound, 

And Ins a«[M‘Ct the brightest 
Oil earth to he found ! 

Elements, near ni«‘, 

Be nnnglc.l and stirr’d, 

Know nn^, and hear me, 

And leap to my word! 

Sunbeam s awaken 

This earlhV animation! 

’I' is done 1 Me hath taken 
Ifis stand iii creation! 

[AKtsroLi) fitlh ariwless; /m soul jmjsk/'s inh th 
shape of' Aclulies^ which rises from On- fpmind 
while the phavfoni has <lisiipprorc<lj port hy party 
as the Jijiurr W’av formed from the earth. 

Arn. (in his new fcm.'j X love, and I .shall h' 
bfdoved! <-)hlii’e! 

At last I feel thee! (ikirioiis B[>irit! 

Sf.ran, Stop! 

What shall become of yoiir abandon’d garment, 

Your hump, and lump, and citwl of iighne.ss, 

Whndi late you wore, or \v<?ro ? 

Arn. Who cares? Let wolves 

And vultures take it, if lliey will. 

S'tran. And if 

'I’hey do, and arc not. scared by il, ymi ’1! say 
ft must b<* pea<’«*-tim<}, and no b*'tfcr fare 
AI»roa<l i’ the fields. 

Arn. I.et ns btil leave it there; 

No matter what bocomea on't. 

Sfran. That’s ungracious, 

If not, ungrateful. Whatsoe’er it be, 

It hatli sustain d your soul full many a day. 

Am. Ay, as the dunghiH may c<»nceal a gem 
Whioli is now set in gold, as jewels shouUl he. 

Stran. But if I give another form, it must bo 
By fair exchange, not robbery. For they 
Wlio make men without women’s aid Imvc long 
Had paient.s ti)r the same, and do n‘>i lovo 
Your interlopers. The devil may lake men, 

Not make them,—though he reap tlie benefit 
Of (he original workman.shipand th<5rcWo 
Some one must be found to a.ssume the shape 
You have quitted. 

Am. Who would do so ? 

Stran. That I know not, 

And therefor© I must. 

Am, You! 

Stran. I said it ere 

You mhabited vour present dome of beauty. 

Am. True. I forget all things in the new joy 
Of this immortal change. 

Sfran. Tn a few moments 

I will be as yoti were, and you shall sco 
YcMirsclf f»)r ever by you, as your shadow. 

Arn. I wiMild be spared this. 

Stran. But it cannot be. 


Wlial! shrink already, being what you are, 

Prom seeing what you were ? 

Am. Do as thou wilt. 

Stran. (tn the late form of Akkold, extended an (Jm 
earth.) 

C!lay! not dead, but soul-less! 

Though no man would choose thee 
An immortal no less 
Deigns not to refuse thee. 

Clay liiou art; and unto spirit 
All clay is of wjual merit. 

Fire! viithaut which naught can live; 

Fire! but in which naught can live, 

Save the fabled salamander, 

Or immortal souls, which wander, 

Praying what doth not forgive, 

Howling for a drop of water, 

Burning in a qiienclilcss lot. 

Fire! the only element 

W here nor fish, beast, bird, nor worm, 

Save the worm winch dieth not, 

Can preserve a moment's (brm, 

But must with thyself be hlent: 

Fire ! man’s safeguanl nud Ins «Iaught(*r: 

Fire! Creation’s first-born daughter, 

And 1 )estrncti»)n’s tbrrnlon’d son, 

W’hen heaven willi llio world hath done; 
Fire.! assist mo to re.riew 
1 life ill wliat lies in my view 
Stilf and cold! 

TXis roRurreciion rests with mo and yon! 

One !itth‘, marshy spark of llame 
And h(‘ again slial! seem tbo same; 

But 1 bis spirit’s placfs shall hold ! 

[An ifi'ni<-fnlu7js Jl/f.s Ihrnugh the Hwwf, anti res 
on the hroin of the Ixuly, 'JVte Stranger tli. 
./ppcf/rs : the hody rists. 

Am. (in his new form.) Ob! horrible! 

Stran. (in Akxolo'k itk skapf.) What! trembicsl 
thou 

Aru. Not so— 

mcridy slmddcr. WIkmc is tb'd (bo slmpc 
Tliou lately worosl ? 

Skan. To the world of shadows. 

!hit let us thread ibc prevooi. Wliuber will tliou? 

Arn. Must lh«ju bo iny c'unpyiiion? 

Stran. VVliercfiiro not? 

'our bc.ttcrs lo'cp wor.e* company, 
yirn. j\Ty betters! 

Stran. Oh! you wax ]»roud, I of your new 
firm : 

’ill glad of ibaJ. Ou-Tralertil lo<»! That ’s well; 

*'ou improve apace:—two rlumges in an irislant, 

And yon arc old in the wi.rld's ways already. 

But bear w'iih me: in<lre<| you 'll find me useful 
Jpon your pilgrimage. But come, pronmmeo 
A'here sbull w'»? now bo errant ? 

Arn. Where the world 

s thickest, that I may Iw-diold if in 
Is xvorkings. 

Stran. That’s to say, where there is war 
\iid woman in activity, l.et’s soe! 

.■tpaiii—Italy—tin* new Atlantic world— 

^frlc, with a!l its Moors. In very truth, 

"hero is small cli >iee: the w'liole race arc just now 
'’ugging as usual at each other’s hearts. 

Arn. I have h<‘ard great things ofRcwne. 

Stran. A g«XKlly choice— 

md scarce a hotter to be found on earth, 
ince Sixiom was put out. The field is wide too; 

^or now ih© Frank, and Hun, and Spanish scion 
tf the old Vandals, are at play along 
’he sunny shores of the world’s garden. 

Am. 

mil w e proceed ? 


How 
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StrauL Like galltuite) on good coursers. 

What ho! my chargers! Never yet were better, 
Since Phaeton was upset into the Po. 

Our pages too! 

JSrUer two Pages u^h fawr coal-’blach horsce. 

Am, A noble sight: 

iSfran. And of 

A nobler breed. Match me in Barbary, 

Or your Kochliiii race of Araby, 

With these! 

Am. The mighty steam, which volumes high 
From their proud nostrils, burns tlie very air: 

And sparks of flume, like dancing Hre-dies, wheel 
Around their manes, as common insects swarm 
Hound coiiinK)n steeds towards sunset. 

StT(pi. Mount, my lord: 

TU'y un<l I arc your servitors. 

Am. And Uicse 

Our dark-eyed pages—what ntay be their names ? 
Sfrtxti. You shall baptize them. 

Am. What! in holy water ? 

Sfntii.. W'hy not ? The deeper sinner, better saint. 
Arfi. They are beautiful, and cannot, sure, be demons. 
Stnm. True; U»e devil’s always ugly; and your 
beauty 

Is never di'td)eUcal. 

Am. I ’ll call liim 

Who bears the golden hom, and wears sucli bright 
And blooming aspect, Huon; fur he looks 
Like to the lovely boy lost in the forest, 

And never found till now. And fur Uie other 
And darker, and more tlioughlful, wlio smiles not, 

But looks as serious tliough serene as niglit, 

He shall he Menirum, from tlie KUiiop king 
Whose statue turns a harper once a day. 

And you ? 

I have ten thousand names, and twice 
As many attributes; but as 1 wear 
A human shape, will take a human name. 

Am. More human lliun tlie shape (iliough it was 
mino once) 

I trust, 

Stran. Then call me Cmsar. 

Am, Why, tliat name 

Reloiigs to empires, and has been but borne 
By the world’s lords. 

Stran. And tliercforc fittest for 

The devil in disguise—since so you deem me, 

Unless you call me pope instead. 

.^rn. Well, tlien, 

C'a'.sar thou shalt be. For myself, my name 
Bliali be plain Arnold still. 

C<ts. We’ll add a title— 

“(vomit Arnoldit liath no ungracious sound, 

And will look well upon a billet-doux. 

Am. Or in an order for a battle-field. 

Cfl*. (sings.) Toliorse! to horse! my coal-black steed 
Paws the ground and snuffs the air! 

There’s not a foal of Arab’s breed 
More knows wliom he must bear ; 

On the hill lie will not tire, 

Swifter as it waxes higher; 

In the marsh he will not slacken, 

On the plain be overtaken ; 

In tlic wave be wilt not sink, 

Nor pause at the brook’s side to drink; 

In the race he will not pant, 

In tlie combat be 'll not faint; 

On the sloru's he will not stumble, 

Time nor toil shall make him hutnUo; 

In the stall he will not stiffen, 

But be winged ns a griffin, 

Only Hying wiUi his feet; 

And will not such a voyage bo sweet? 


Merrily ! merrily! never unsound, 

Shall our bonny black horses skim over the ground! 
From the Alps to the Caucasus, ride we, or ^! 

For wc ’ll leave tliem behind in the glance of an eye. 

[Tftey mount their horses^ and disegtpear, 

ScEivE II.—u4 Camp before the Walls of Rome. 

AiiNOLi) and C.£BAR. 

C<Bs. You are well entered now. 

Am. Ay j but my path 

Has been o’er carcasses: mine eyes are full 
Ofitlood. 

Cers. Then wipe tliom, and see clearly. Why! 
Thou art a cumpicror ; the chosen knight 
And frc<‘ companion of the gallant Bourbon, 

TiUto constable of France: and now to be 
I.ord of tlie city wliich bath been earth’s lord 
Under its cmper(»rs, and—changing sex, 

Kot sceptre, un hermaphrodite of empire— 

L/uh/ of the old world. 

Arn. How old? What! are there 

NfO' worhis ? 

Vo's. To i/of/. You’ll find there arc such shortly, 
Hy its ricli harvests, new disease, and gold; 

From one half of the world named a lohole new one, 
Beeatisc you know no heller than the (.hill 
And dubious notice of your eyes and ears. 

Am. I’D trust th'-m. 

C<rs. I > 0 ! They will deceive you sweetly, 

And that is better thantlm bitter truth. 

Am. Dog! 

Ctes. Man! 

Arn. Devil! 

(V.v. Your ohedient humble servant. 

Am. Say rnasirr ratlicr. Thou hast lured me on, 
Tlirough se«.‘nos of bIo»Mj and lust, till X am here. 

C(ts. And where wouldsl ihni be ? 

Am. Oh, at peace—in |>eace! 

C«». And where is that which is so 7 h'rom tin^star 
To tlic winding worm, all life is motion ; and 
In life wmmotioTi i.s ll»c <*xtreniest point 
Of life. The planet wlirels till it becointis 
A comet, and dtistroying a.s it sweeps 
The star^j, go(*s out. Tiie poor worm winds its way, 
Living u)»on the death of otijcr things, 

But still, like them, must live and die, the subject 
Of something which has made it live and die. 

You must, obey what all oln^y, Uie rule 
Of fix'd n(‘cesHity ; against her edict 
Rcbtdlioii prospers not. 

Arn. And when it prosper s — - 

Ctc«. ’T is no rebellion. 

Am. Will it prasper now ? 

Cow. The Bourbon lialh given orders for tlie assault, 
And by the dawn there will be work. 

Am. Alas! 

And shall the city yield ? I see the giant 
Ab(xl(5 of the true God, tuid liis true saint, 

Saint Peter, rear its dome and cross into 
That sky whence ('hriat ascended from the cross, 

Which his bl(K>(.l made a badgt; of gb*ry and 
Of joy, (as OUC6 of torture unto him, 

God and God’s Son, man’s sole and only refuge.) 

Ca-s. 'Tis there, and shall be. 

Am. Wliat ? 

Vets, The crucifix 

Above, and many altar shrines below. 

Also some eulverins upon the walls, 

And hnniuebusses, and what not; besides 
The men who arc to kindle them to death 
Of otlier men. 

Am. And those scarce mortal archw, 

Pile adiove pile of everlasting wall, 
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The theatre where emperors and their subjects 
(Those subjects Romans) stooti at gaze u{K>n 
The battles of tho monarchs of Uie wild 
And wood, the lion and his tusky rebels 
Of the then untamed desert, brought to joust 
In Uic arena, (as right well they might, 

When they liod left no human foe unconquerM;) 
Made even the forest pay its tribute of 
Life to their amphitheatre, as well 
As Dacia men to die Uie eternal death 
For a sole instant’s pastime, and "Pass on, 

To*a new gladiator it fall ? 

CtM. The city, or the amphitheatre? 

The church, or one, or ail ? for you confound 
Both^om and me. 

Am. To-morrow sounds the assault 

With the first cock-crow. 

CVs. Which, if it end with 

The evening’s first nightingale, will be 
Something new in the annals of great sieges; 

Ktir men must have their prey after long toil. 

Am. The sun goes down as calmly, and perhaps 
More beautifully, than ho did on Rome 
On tho day Remus leapt her wall. 

Cms. I saw him. 

Am. You ! 

Cits. Yes, sir. You forget I am or was 

Spirit, till I took up witli your cast shape 
And a worse name. 1 ’m Csesar and a hunchback 
Now. Well! the first of Caesars was a bald-hoad, 
And loved his laurels bettor as a wig 
(So history says) than as a glory. Thus 
I’lie uorld runs on, but wo ’ll bo merry still, 
f saw your Romulus (simple as 1 am) 

Slay his own twin, quick-bom of iho same womb, 
Be('.unsc he leapt a ditch, (’twas tliori no wall, 
Whale’cr it now’ be;) and Rome’s earliest cement 
Was brother’s blood; and if its native blood 
Be spilt till the choked Tiber be as red 
As o’er ’twas yellow, it will never wear 
The deep hue of the ocean and tlie oanh, 

Whioii the great robber sons of fratricide 
Have made Uicir never-ceasing scene of slaughter 
P'or ages. 

Arn. But what have tliesc done, their far 
Remote descendants, who have lived in peace, 

The poac^ of heaven, and in her sunsliino of 
Piety? 

Ctpjt. And what had tho/ done, wboiu tlie old 
Romans o’erswopt?—Hark! 

Am. They are soldiers singing 

A reckless roundelay, upon the eve 
Of many deaths, it may be of their own. 

Ctvs. And why should they not sing as well as swans? 
They are black ones, to bo sure. 

Am. So, you are leam’d,, 

I see, too? 

Cos. In my grammar, certes. 1 
Was educated for a monk of all times, 

And once I was well versed in tho forgotten 
Etruscan letters, and—were 1 so minded— 

Could maso tneu: hieroglyphics plainer than 
Your alphabet. 

Am. And wherefore do you not? 

CoiS. It answers better to resolve the alphabet 
Back into inerogiy|>hic8. Like your statesman, 

And prophet, pontiff, doctor, alchjunwt, 

Philosopher, and w’hat not, tlioy have built 
More Babels, witliout new distiersion, than 
The stammering young ones of the flood’s dull oozd, 
Who fail’d and fled each other. Why? why, marry, 
Because no man could understand hLs neighbour. 

They are wiser now, and will not separate 
For nonsense. Nay, it is theur brotherhood, 

Thoir Shibboleth, their Koran, Talmud, their 


(’abaia; their best brick-worii, wherewithal 
I’bey build more— 

^rn. (interrupting him.) Oh, tliou everlasting sneerer* 
Be silent! How the 8oUli<T’» rough strain seems 
Soften’d by distance to a bymn-ltke cadence! 

Listen! 

Cass. Yes, 1 have heard the angels sing. 

Am. And demcsis howl. 

C(rs. And man too. Let us listen 

1 love all music. 

Sang of Vie Soldias within. 

The black bands camo over 
The Alps and tlieir snow; 

With Bourbon, th« rover, 

They pass’d die broad Po. 

We have beaten all foemcn, 

We have captiircil a king, 

We have turn’d back on no men, 

And so let us sing! 

Hero’s the Bourl>on for ever! 

Though pennyless all, 

We ’ll have one more endeavour 
At yonder old wall. 

WiiJi tho Bourbon we’ll gaUier 
At day-dawn before 
The gates, and lt>g<'ihor 
Or break or climb o’er 
The wall: on the ladder 
As ninimts each firm foot, 

Our shouts shall grow gladder, 

And death only bo mute. 

With die Hourlsm wo’ll mount o’er 
The walls of old Rome, 

And who thou shall count o’er 
The spoils of each dome ? 

Up! up with tho lily ! 

And down widi the keys! 

In old Rome, tho seven-hilly, 

We’ll revel at ease. 

Her streets shall be gory, 

Her TilM^r all red, 

And her U*in)>lcs so hoary 
Shall clang with our tread. 

Oh, die Bourbon! the Bourbon ! 

Th<5 Bourbon for aye! 

Of our song boar the burden! 

And fire, fire away! 

With Spam for die vanguard, 

Our varied host comes ; 

And next to die Spaniard 
Boat th'rniany’s drums; 

And Italy’s lances 

Are couch’d at dteir mother; 

But our leader from France’ is, 

Who warr’d with liis brother. 

Ob, the Bourlion! the Bourbon! 

Sans country or home, 

We’ll follow the Bourbon, 

To plunder old Rome. 

CcB9. An iudtfforeni song 

For those within the walls, mediinks, to hear. 

Am. Yes, if dicy keep to thoir cliorus. But here 
comes 

Tho genera! with his chiofo and men of trust. 

A goodly rebel! 

JEnter the Constalde BotrsBOir, '‘cummisf 
Phil. How now, noble prince, 

You are not cheerful? 

JBourb. Why sliould I be so ? 

Phxl. Upon the eve of txmqucst, such as ours, 

Most men would bo so. 
fiaurb. If I wore secure! 
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Phil. Doubt not oar soldiera. Were tho walls of 
adamant, 

They y crack them. H»n^r is a sharp artillery. 

Bourb. That they will falter is ray least of fears. 

That they will he repulsed, with Bourlwn for 
Their chief, and all their kindled appctiies 
To marshal them on—were those hoary walls 
Moimiaiiis, anti those who guard them like tlic gods 
Of tile old fables, I would trust niy Titans;— 

But now— 

Phil. 'I'hey sre but men who war with rnortals. 
Bottrb. True; biit tliose walls have girded in great 
And sent P>rih mighty spirits. The past earth [ages, 
And present phantom of imperious Rome 
Is peopled with those warriors ; and inethinks 
They flit along Utc eternal city’s rampart, 

And stretch tludr glorious, gory, shadowy hands, 

And heckuu rno away! 

PlaL So let them 1 Wilt thou 

Turn hack from shjulowy menaces of shadows ? 

B<nirh. They do not menace mo. I could have faced, 
jVIethink.'?, a Sylla’s menace; but they clasp 
And raise, and wring Ibcir dim and deathlike hands, 

And with their tlnn aspen faces and fixed eyes 
Fascinate mine. Look there! 

Phil. I look upon 

A lofty baiilemcnt. 

Bourh, And there! 

Phil. Not even 

A guard in sight; they wisely keep below, 

Shtdtered hy the gray {larapet from some 
Stray bullet of our lansquenets, who might 
Practice in the aK>l twilight. 

Bmirb. You arc blind. 

Phil. If .seeing nothing more than may be seen 
Be; s(>. 

Bourh. A thousand y<iars have marm’d the walls 
Witli all their heroes,—the lastOato stands 
And tours his Ik>wcIs, rather than survive 
The liberty of tJiat I would enslave. 

And the first (^a'sar with his triumphs fids 
From battlemenl to hatllcmoiit. 

PhU. *I’hon conquer 

Tlic walls for which he conquer’d, and bo greater! 
Bintrb. True: so 1 will, or perish. 

Phil. You can not. 

In such an enterprise to die is rather 
The dawn of an eternal day, than death. 

lCou7it Arxold and CjESAh admnc' 
CtBs. And the mere men—do they too sweat bcneatli 
The noon of tills same ever-scorching glory? 

Bourft. Ah! 

Welcome tlio bitter hunchback! and his m^ter, 

’riie beauty of our liost, and bravo as beauteous, 

And gimerous as lovely. Wc shall find 
Work for you both ero morning. 

Ctf». You will find, 

So please your highness, no less for yourself, 

Bourh. And if 1 do, there will not bo a labourer 
More forward, hunchback! 

C<c8. Y’ou may well say s(^ 

For you have seen that back—as general, 

Placed in tlie rear in action—but your foes 
Have never seen it. 

Bour^i. That’s a fiiir retort, 

For 1 provdted itd>ut the Bourbon’s breast 
Has been, and ever shall be, far advanced 
In danger’s face as yours, were you die devil. 

Cam. And if I were, I might have saved myself 
The toil of coming hero. 

Phil. Why so? 

Cam. One half 

Of your brave bonds of their own bold accord 
Will go to him, the odior half be sent, 

More swiftly, not loss surely. 


Bourb. Arnold, your 

dighi crook’d friend’s as snake-like in his words 
\s his deeds. 

CrtJs. Your highness much mistakes me, 

'ho first snake was a flatterer-1 am none; 
nd f>r my deeds, T only sting when stung. 

Bourb. Y’ou are brave, and that’s enou^ for me, 
and quick 

n speech as sharp in action—and that’s more.- 
urn not alone a soldier, but the sddiors’ 
omradc. 

Cam. 'I'hoy are but bad company, your highness; 
\iid worse even for their frieneb than foes, as being 
More permanent actpiointance. 

Phil. How now, follow! 

'hou waxest insolent, beyond the privilege 
Qf a buffoon. 

C<t8. You moan I speak the truth. 

’ll lie—it is as easy: then you ’ll pra'^o me 
’or calling you a hero. 

B<mrb. Philibert! 

LiOt him alone; he *s brave, and ever has 
Been first, with that swart face and mountain shoulder, 
n field or storm, and patient in starvation; 

And for his tongue, the camp is full of licence, 

And the sharp stinging of a lively rogue 
s, to my mind, far preferable to 
The gross, dull, heavy, gloomy execration 
)f a mere famish’d, sullen, grumbling slave, 

Whom nothing can convince save a full meal, 

And wine, and sleop, and a few maravedis, 

With which he deems him rich. 

CVe.H. It would be well 

If tlie earth’s princes a.sk’d no mwe. 

Bourh. Be silent! 

Cam. Ay, but not idle. Work yourself with words! 
Y’ou have few to speak. 

Phil. What means the audacious prater f 

C<r4. To prate, like other prophets. 

Bourh. Philibert! 

Why will you vex him ? Have we not enough 
To tliink on? Arnold! I will lead llie attack 
To-morrow. 

Am. 7 have In'ard as much, my lord. 

Bourb. And you will follow ? 

Am. Since I must not lead. 

Bourb. ’T is necessary fi>r the further daring 
Of our loo needy army, that their chief 
Plant the first foot upon the foit^mosl ladder’s 
First step. 

Cam. Upon its topmost, let us hope: 

So shall ho liave lus full deserts. 

Bourb. The world’s 

Great capital perchance is ours to-morrow. 

Through every change ll»e sevcn-hill’d city hath 
Retain’d her sway o’er nations, and the Coisars 
But yielded to the Alarics, the Alaric.s 
Unto tlie j>ontifrR. Roman, Goth, or priest. 

Still the world’s masters! Civilized, barbarian, 

Or saintly, still the wails of Romulus 
Have been the circus of an empire. YVcIl! 

’T was their turn—now’t is ours; and let us hope 
That we will fight as well, and rule much better. 

Cm. No doubt, the camp’s the sdiool of civic 
rights. 

What would you make of Rome ? 

Bourb. That which it was. 

Cm. In Alaric’s time? 

Bourb. No, slave! in the first C8e8ar’&, 

Whoso name you boar bke other curs- 

Cam. And kings! 

’T is a great name for bloodhounds. 

Bourb. There’s a demon 

In that fierce rattlesnake thy ton^e. WHt never 
Be sehous ? 
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Ctus. On tbo ev© of battle, no;— 

J'tiat war© not 8oldiej>*Uko. ’T is for Uio general 
To be more pensive: wo adventurers 
Must be mure cheerful. Wlierefore should we think? 
Our tutelar deity, in a leader’s sliupc, 

I'akes care of us. Keep tliought aloof from busts! 

If the knaves take to iliinking, you will have 
I’o crack those walls alone. 

Bourb. You may sneer, since 

’T IS lucky for you that you light no worse for’t. 

C<fis, 1 tliank you for the freedom; ’t is the only 
Pay i have taken in your highness’ service. 

Bourb. Well, sir, to-morrow you shall pay yourself. 
L()ok on those lowers; they hold my treasury: 

Hut, Pftilibert, wo ’ll in to council. Arnold, 

We would request your presence. 

Am. Prince! my service j 

Is yours, os in the held. 

Bourb. In both wo prize it, 

.^n l vfMirs will bo a post of tnist at daybreak. 

Cm. And mine ? 

B mrh. To follow glory with the Bourbon, 

(tood i)ii>ht ! 

Ani. {to (’a:sar.) Prepare our armour for the assault, 
And wail within mv tciit, 

[ Boruuojv, Aiooud, Phimbkht, 

fVs. (Wz/s.) Wi'hin thy lent! 

'i'luukVl thnii liiaf I pas.5 from ihee with my presence? 

Ill tlfiil tins croak'd coffer, whic.)i coiilain'd 
I’hv jaiuriple of life, is auirlil to me 
KKc*‘[»f a mask? And these are men, (orsooih! 
ll'Toi's and chiefs, ilm liowv^r of Adam’s bastards! 

'i'lus IS (he rousequeiK'..! of giviiitr niafl«;r 

']'h»- (» over of thoMj.dif. It is a suiliboni substance, 

And liiinks chaatieaiiy, as il acts, 

ICwr retiipVin;; inio its firsl eletuciils. 

Well! I imisil play with iliese p/KW puppets: ’t w 
Tie* spirit's }iasliiiic in his idler liours. 

\Viieii 1 ijrow weary f*f i:, I liaVe business 
Ainon^T the stars, whicli lliesr jioor rTeainres d<« ia 
Were made for tlieiii to look al. ’'rwey ajusi now 
'J'o luring one d^iwn aiiiong them, and set tiro 
ihilo their aruhtll: how the pismires then 
Would hcamjier o’er the .sTtalfling soil, and, ceasing 
bVom (earing flown eacli other’s nests, pipe fjrlh 
Hue universal orison! Ila!ha! [AVti Ca^sau. 


PART n 

Hcvne I.— ihr V'lUh of Home.—The ; 

the arnitf in motion.^ taddrrs to sr.ulc tfie wailn; 
Bourbon, tetl/i a white xcarf oner fits armour^fonnutst. 

Chorus of Spirits m the air. 

1. 

’T is the morn, but dim and dark. 

Whither Hies the silent lark ? 

Whit her shrinks the clouded sun? 

Is the day indeed bf^guii? 

Nature’s eye is melancholy 
O’er the city high and holy: 

But without the.re is a din 
Should arouse the saints within, 

And revive the heroic ashtss 
Round which yellow Tiber dashes. 

Oh yc seven hills! awaken, 

Ere your very base be shaken ? 

2 . 

Hearken to the steady stanqi I 
Mars 18 in their every tramp! 

Not a step is cMit of tune, 

As the tides obey the moon! 

“2 U 


TRAKSPOHMED. 

On they march, though to self> 8 laughier, 
Regular as rallitig water, 

Whose high waves oersweep the border 
Of hugo moles, but keep their order, 

Breaking only rank by rank. 

Hearken to the arnimir’s claiili! 

Look down o’er each frowning warrior, 

How he glares ujKiii tiio barrier: 

Lof^ on cadi step of each ladder. 

As iho siri;>es Umt streak an adder. 

3. 

I^»k upon the bristling wall, 

Maim’d widiout an itUorval! 

Huimd and round, ami tier on tier, 

Oauiioii's black mouth, shining spear, 
lilt match, holi-iiiotith’d musf|Uotooii, 

Gaping to be muiderous soon. 

All (he warlike g<^ar of old, 

Miv'd with wlial wo ivav behold, 

111 this s'rife ’i\vi\t old and new, 

(j.ilher like a locicls’ crow. 

Shade fjf Rc■lnu^! '(is a lime ! 

Awful as thy hrofherV eiimrl 
t dirisfiaiis war aj.misi (,!liris(’s shrine;— 

-Must its lot !tc like to thm« ? 

4. 

Ne-'r—fitjd imar—and nearer siilf, 

A> fin* eiulliumiHC s;ij»s flic hill, 

with tietriMiug, hdlhivv ii)>>tioii 
I.il.o a ■'eulce-u^^<^k^'n^^ oeean, 

Then widi slroiiyer sloMdi un<l loude 
Till (he rocks an* <*rus‘.M lo pmvde 
Onward swi ops the r.dhng host! 

^J(;ro^^.s ftf the immorud boast! 

JVI/phly e.liiefs! el'Miial shailows ! 

First Houe.-s <if (he hlfKxly ineaflo 
Wlindi <*n- ')m;»iiss Rome, the luollmr 
Of a pc'jpir wiihiuif ln«»i!K.r! 

Will you sl« ep when nations’ ipianel?i 
Plondi die root up tif your laurf'Is ? 

who wept o'er (’ardiage bui 
Weeji not—stri/cf ! Ibr Roinw is mourning!' 

1 Onward sw'cep tfie varit^d nations 1 

Famine )on.'» hath deah their rations. 

To the wail, vvidi haio and huii;M*r, 

Numerous as vv<>lve.s, and sfrimger, 

On they sweep. Oh! fd<»rions city, 

Must thmi hv. a them** f<ir pii y ? 
l‘'ight, like your first sire, each Jiotnan! 

Alaric was a }.u*uile fiiemaii, 

Mateh’tf widi Bourlion’s black banditti! 

Rouse du'c, lliou erernul city; 

Rouse tlicei Hallier give the Ifircli 
With thy own hand lo liiy porch, 

Than beliold such luists polluto 
Your worst dwelling wiUi their foot. 

6 . 

Ah ! bfihold yon btecfiing sportr©! 

Ilioii’s children find no Hector; 

Priam’s oHspring lovixl ihcir brother; 

RfimeV sire forgot hi.** moUier, 

When he ah^w his gallant twin, 

With iriexpiahlc sin. 

Sec the giant shad<»w stride 
O'er the ramparts high and wide! 

When (In* first o’erleapt thy wall, 

, lu fiMimiation mourn’d thy Hill. 

*Rr.ipio, the $ee<mA .Ifitoin i«, in iiud (u Imv« t«|ieAtMt t renr M 
Homer, and wept nvrr the hu-nioj; of (.'ftiilMfe. He h*d have 

graotsd U • capUulatiuft. ^ 
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Now, though towering like a Babel, 

Who to atop his steps are able ? 

Stalking o’er thy hipest dome, 

Remus claims hU vengeance, Romo! 

7. 

Now they reach thee in their anger: 

Fire and smoko and hellish clangcmr 
Are aroUTul thee, thou worlds wonder! 

Death is in thy walls and under. 

Now the mccUiig steel lirst clashes, 

Downward tlicn the ladder crashes, 

Witli its iron load all gleatiiing, 

Lying at its biasfdjemiiig I 
Up again! for every warrior 
Slain, another climbs the barrier 
Thicker grows the strife: thy ditches 
Europe’s mingling gore enriches. 

Home! althotigh tliy wall may |M»rish, 

Such nninurc ihy fields will cherish, 

Mailing gay the harvest-home ; 

But ihy hearths, alas! oh, Home!— 

Yet he liotiie amid tliinc angiiisli, 

Fight us tliou want wont to vanquish! 

8 . 

Yet once mon‘, ye old P‘’naf.e.s ! 

Let not yonr qu‘‘nch’d licarths be Ate’s! 

Yet again, yc shadowy hcro<*K, 

Yiekl not to these «trang«T Neros! 

Though tlie sou who slew his mother 
{Shed Romo’s blood, he was your brothijr: 

’T ivas the Homan curb’d the Homan;— 
Brennus was a baffled f>eniau. 

Yet again, yo saints and martyrs, 

Rise! for yours are liolicr charters! 

Mighty gods of temples falling, 

Yot in ruin still appalling! 

Mightier fiuridors of Uioso altars, 

U’ruo and (yliristian,—strike the assaulter! 
Tiller! Tiber! let thy torrent 
Show even nature’s self abhorrent. 

Lot each breathing heart dilated 
Turn, as doth the lion baited! 

Home be crush’d to one wide tomb, 

But be still tlie Homan's Rome 1 

BotJKBON, Aknold, (JjKsar, utvl othfTs, arrim at the 
fifot of the wall. Arnoi.i> in about to plant his Uuidtr, 
Bourb. Hold, Arnold! I am first. 

Am. Not so, my lord. 

Bourh. Hold, sir, I cliargo you! FoIIcjw ! 1 am proud 
Of such a follower, but will brook no leader, 

fBouKUON plarUi his kuUler^ ami hegim to mount. 
Now, boys! On ! on! 

[A ahot atrikes Wm, and Bourbon foIU. 
Ctm. And off! 

Am. Eternal powers! 

The host will bo appall’d,—but vengeance! veiigtmncc! 
Bourlf. ”1' is nothing — lend me your hand. 

[Bourbon taken Armouu bp tfw hand and ri^a; 
but as he puts his foot on the stcft^ fails again. 
Bourb. Arnold! 1 am sped. 

Conceal my fall—all will go well—conceal it! 

Fling my cloak o’er what will be dust anon; 

Let not the soldiers see it. 

Am You must bo 

Ri-moved; the aid of— 

Bourb. No, iny gallant Iwy; 

Death is upon mo. But what is owe life ? 

I'he Bourbon’s spirit shall command tiiem still. 

Keep them yet ignorant that 1 am hut clay, 

Till tiiey are conquerors—tlien do as you may. 

C<ea. ^^kl not your highness t^oose to kiss tlie 


Wo have no priest here, but the hilt of sword 
May serve instead:—it did the same for Bayard. 

Bourb. Tliou bitter slave! to name him at this lime! 
But I deserve it. 

(to CiESAR.) Villain, hold your peace! 

C<es. What, when a Christian dies? ^all 1 not 
ofi'er 

A Christian “Vadc in pace?” 

Am. Silence! Oh! 

Those eyes are glazing which o’erlook’d the world, 

And saw no equal, 

Bourb Arnold, should’st thou see 

France-But hark! hark! the assault grows warmeiv- 

Oh! 

For but an Iiour, a minute more of life ' 

To die within the wall! Honce, Arnold, hence! 

You lose time—they will conquer Homo without thee. 
Arn. And witJiout thee! 

Bourb. Not st»; I ’ll load thorn still 

In spirit. Cover up my dust, and breatlie not 
That I liavo ceased to brealbe. Away! and be 
Victorious! 

Am. But I must not leave thee thus. 

Bourb. You must—farewell—Up! up! the world is 
winning. fliouuiioN dies. 

Cfps. (to Arnold.) Come, count, to business. 

Arn. I’ruo. Dl w«m‘|) hereafter. 

[Arnold emm BotniBON’s bod// with a mantle^ 
and mounts the larlder, crying 
The Rourhon! Roorlion! On. Imys! Homelsoiirs! 
Cics. (haul night, lord eonstalilc! Ihou wort a man. 
[Ca:sah,/1//oU5S Aknold; tfu-y Tt-ucli the battle- 
nu>nt ; A rnold and C.f:s ar are struck (hum. 
CfFS. A precious somerset! Is your counlslupinjured? 
Arn. No. [Hemounts the ladder. 

Cccs. A rare blood-hound, when his own is heated! 
Aufl’t )s no boy s play. Now he strikes them down! 
His hand is on Uie battlement—he grasps it 
As tiiough it were an altar; now his foot 
1.S on It, and—What have wo here ?—a Roman ? 

[A man faUs. 

The first hirtl of the covey! he has fallen 
On the outside of the iicsl. Why, how now, fellow? 
JVuUTuled Man. A drop of water! 

Coes. Blood’s the only liquid 

Nearer than Tiber. 

IVaujuhl Man. T have iliod (or Rome. [Dies. 

(J<es. And so did Bourbon, in another sense. 

Oh these immortal men! and their great motives! 

But I must after my young charge. He is 
By lliis tinu? i’ the forum, (^'harge! charge! 

[Ca:8ar mounts the ladder; the scene closes. 

ScENR 11.—T/ic rif//.--ComhcUs britveen Ok Besiegers 
ul Besieged in the strceis. Inhabiimis Jiping in con¬ 
fusion. 

Enter CjESAR. 

Cets. I cannot find my hero ; he is mk’d 
With the heroic crowd that now pursue 
The fugitives, or battle witli the desperate. 

What have wo here ? A cardinal or two 
That, do not seem in love with martyrdom. 

How the old red-shanks scauqtcr! Could they doff 
Their hose as they have doff’d their hats, ’t would be 
A blessing, as a mark the less for plunder. 

But let them fly; tile crimson kennels now 
Will not much stain their stockings, since the mire 
Is of (he setf**saine purjde hue. 

Eiier a }srny ./i^lifinff— Arnold at the head of ihg 
Besiegers. 

He cornea, 

Hand in hand %vith the mild twms—Gore and Glorgm 
Holloa! hold, count! 



Part II- 


.cuiA *s 


Am, Away! they ntust net rally. 

Ctes, I tell thee, be not rash; a golden bridge' 

Is for a flying enemy. I gave Uioe 
A form of beauty, and an 
Exemption from some maladies of body, 

}^t not of mind, which is not mine to give. 

But though I gave the form of Thetis' son, 

1 dipt tlieo not in Styx; and ’gainst a foe 
I would HOT warrant thy chivalric heart 
More than Pelides’ heel; why then, be cautious, 

And know thyself a morlal still. 

Am. And wlio 

With aught of soul would combat if ho wore 
, liivulnorable ? That were pretty sport. 

Think’iJt thou I heal for hares when lions roar? 

[Arnold ruafiesinto liut conitxu. 
CrfSi. A precious sample of hiiniunitv ! 

Woll, his blood’s up; ami if a little’s sliod, 

’T will serve to curb hw fever. 

[Arnold engages rmthaRomati^ who retires 
towards a jioTtico. 

Am. Yield thoc, slave! 

I promise quarter. 

Rom. That’s soon said. 


Arn. Thou art luU 

A bend ! 

Cws. And lliou—a man. 

Arn. VViiy, swell I fuui would show me. 

True—as men are. 

Am. And what is that? 

Thou foolest and Uiou seeVt. 
Arnold, in the combo/ whiek stilt 
continves Uuojmi (htadml parties. Ths acens 
closes. 

Scene HI.— St Peters—The luterhr of the Church — 
The Pope at the Attnr^Pricsfs, /^r. erowding in ron- 
fvsitm, and Citizens Jlpimi for rtfngc^ pursued by 
tSoldIrfy. 

Kilter (’a;sar. 

A Spanish SohHrr. Down with them, comrades! toi/e 
upon lamp.'.' 

C}oav<* you Imld-paled sliuveliiig to thu chine ! 

His rosary’s tjf gold! 

Ijufheran Sohher. Koveugc! rovongo! 

Plunder Ijoroafler, hut for vongoanco now— 

Yonder siands Anti-Chrirst! 


Arn. And dono— 

My word is known. 

Ro/n. So shall bo my deeds. 

[Theyre-engage. C*8AR e/mesforward. 
(Ws. Why, Arnold! hold tliino own: thou liast in 
hand 

A famous artisan, a cunning sculptor; 

Also a dealer in tlio sword and dagger. 

No5 ‘•Oj my musqueleer; ’twas lie wlio slew 
I’iie Hourbon from Uic wall. 

Am. Ay, did ho so ? 

TIhui ho hath carved his nionunient. 

Ro,n. I yet 

MiiV live to carve your bettors. 

CffS. ’Well saitl, mv man of marble! Benvenuto, 
Thou hast some jiruo.tice in bmli ways; ami he 
Who slays Collmi will have w’ork’d as hard 
As e’er thou didst upon (’arrara’s blocks. 

[Arnold disarms and wmnfbi Celi.ini, hut slis'lUli/! 
the latter draws a pis/oh and Jins; then retires, 
and d.isa}>pe.ars through ihe.portieo, 

C<rs, Ilow farosi ihou ? Tliou hast a taste, inelhinks, 
Of red Jiellomi’s banquet. 

Arn. (staggtTs.) ’T is a scratch. 

Lend me thy scarf. He shall not ’scape me thus. 

C(FS. Where is it ? 

Arn. In the ehoulde.r, not the sword arm— 

And that’s enough. I am Uiirsty: would 1 had 
A helm of water! 

Cats. That’s a liquid now 

fn rcipusition, but by no means easiest 
I'o come at. 

Arn. And my thirst increasesbut 

1 ’ll find a way to quench it. 

CtBs. Or be quench’d 

Thyself? 

Am. The chance U oven; wo will throw 


Cces. {nnerjiosing.) How now, Rchisinatic! 

What wouid'sf thou? 

/^th Sul. In the holy name of Christ, 

Destroy proud Anti-Ohrisf. I am a Oliristinn. 

(Ws. Yea, a diseiplo that would make the founder 
Of your belief reini'meo if, could lie see 
Such pr<»s<*lyn‘s. Best stint thyself to plunder. 

IjiCh. Sol. 1 sny ho is die devil. 

CVv. Hush! keep that secret, 

Lest he shcuild recognise yon fj>r his own. 

Luth Sol. Why would y»»u save him? I repeat he is 
I’lie devil, or llu* devil’s VM*ar ij|«»n earth. 

Ca's. And that’s Uio reason: would you make a 
quarrel 

With vimr best friends? You had far host be quiet; 
His hour ts not yet coinc. 

Kuth. Sot. Tiiat shall be soon ’ 

[The JMtheran Soldier rushes J'onoard; a shot strikes 
him from one of the Pope's Guards, and he faUs 
at the foot of (he AUar. 

Cces. {to //if Kuiluran.) I told you .so. 

Path. Sol. And will you not avenge me? 

Cws. Not )! You know timt “Vengeance is the 
fiords 

You see he loves no interlopers. 

fjuth. S>d. (di/hig.) (Ill! 

Had I but slam him, 1 had gone on high, 

CIrowiul with e.tenial glory! Heaven, forgive 
My fecibleiiess of arm that reach’d him not, 

Ai^ lake lliy servant to iliy nujrcy. ’T is 
A glorious triumph still; proud Babylon’s 
No more ; Uie Harlot of the te>pven Hills 
Ilatb eiianged her scarlet raiment fi>r sackcloth 
And asites ! f^Vie ljutheran dies. 

Cres. Yes, thine own amid the rest. 

Weil done, old Babel! 

[The Guards dtfevd thnnselues desperatelpy while the 


I'lic dice thereon. But I UK>3e lime in prating; 
Prillice be quick. [Ca:sar binds on thescarf 

And wliat dost thou eo idly ? 

Wliy dost not strike ? 

Cas. Your old philosophers 

Beiicld mankind, as mere spectators of 
Tlie Olympic games. When I behold a prize 
•■Worlh wrestling for, I may be found a Milo. 

Arn. Ay, ’gainst an oak. 

Ccts. A forest, whoa it suits me. 

I combat with a mass, or not at all. 

Meantime, pursue tlxy sport as I do mine ; 

Which is just now to garr, since oil tlicse labourers 
Will reap my harvest gratis. 


Pontiff’ emipfsjty n private, passage, to the Vatican 
and the Castle oj' St. Auceht. 

Ctes. Ha! right nobly battled! 

Now’, priest! now, soldier! tlie two great |>rofessions, 
Togellier by the ears and lu arts ! I have not seen 
A more comic paiuomirne since I’iius 
Took Jewry. But Uic Romans |jad tlie best then; 
Now they must take tlieir turn. 

SfJiliers. He hath esct 4 >ed! 

Follow! 

Another Sol. They have barr’d the narrow passage U{^ 
And it is clogg'd with dead even to tlie dtior. 

Cecs. I am glad he bath escaped : he may thank me 
for't 
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Paat ir. 


Fn part. I would not havo his bull» abuli.sliM'-* i 

'Twore worth one half<Hir empire: Itis | 

Demand some in return no, lie miiMt n<Jt j 

Kail ;— and beskleR, l«s now ewaiie mny furnish i 

A future miracle, in future proof | 

Of his infallibilily. [To the Spanish SoUiery. 

Well, cut-throats! 

What do you pame for ? If you make not Imsto, 

There will not be a link of pious {fold left. 

And ym too, Catholics! Would yc return 
Krom such a pil«frima}»e without a relic? 

Tlie very Lulberane have more true devotion ; 

See how they strip the shrines ! 

SoldifTB. By holy Peter! 

He speaks the truth; the heretics will bear 
l'b<^ best away. 

Cftn. And that were shame! Go to! 

Assist in their conversion. 

[7Vie Snlditrn diverse ; muny quit the 0/mrr/i, 
others micr. 

' Vrrs. 'rhey are pone, 

And others come; so flows the wave cm wave 
<»r what theso creatures call cieriHiy, 
fieeminp fhcmscdvc's the breakers of the ocean, 

While they are hut its bubbles, itniorani. 

Thai foam is their foundaiion. So, another! 

F.uter OtiMPiA,^^vi«.ir /ftw the pur-*uU-^She. springt, 
upon the AUar, 

fiul. Slio V mine 

Another Sol. {oppoidnf' the former.') You lie, I track'd 
her first; and, were she 

The Po(M!’8 niece, I’ll not yield her. [7Vjri/ fietU. 

*Sii Sol. (a<2t>ancin<^ touMV/ls Olimpia.) You may 
settle 

Veur claims; I’ll make mine pood. 

(Himp. Infernal slave! 

Y'»u touch me not alive. 
iW Sot, Alive nr demd ! 

OUntp. {ernharing a masHiif' crueifix.) Respect your 
(iod! 

%i Sol. Yes, when he shines in gold. 

Girl, you but. grasp your dowry. 

[As he «c/i;n7»res, Oltmci A, viith u sttnmg and Hitddni 
casts dovm the cruej/ir; rt strikes Vie Sohlier^ 
w/io falls. 

3cf Sol, f)h, great God! 

Oliwp. All I now’ you recogni.-so hnn. 

Sfl Sol. My brain’s cnish’d! 

Comrades, help, ho! All’s darkness! [Hedies. 

Other Soldiers, {rorning up.) Slay her, although she 
had n tliousand lives: 

She hath kill’d our comrade. 

Ofimp. Wele.ome such a death! 

You have no life to give, which the worst slave 
Would take. <5reat (i(kI! through thy redeeming Son, 
And thy Son’s Mother, now receive roe as 
r w'ould ap]*roarh tliee, worthy her, and Imn, 

And thee! 

Kutcr Arnold. 

Am. Wlmt do T see ? Accursed jaciials'l 
Forbear! 

Cos. {aside^ and taughing.) Ha! ha! here’s equity 
The dogs 

Have as much right as ho. But to the issue! 

Sfildiers. Count, sho hath stain our comrade. 

Am. With what weapon 

Sot. The mw», honeath which he is crush’d; l»eh<»l(! 
him 

F.io thoro, more like a worm than man; sho east it 
ItjioA his head. 

Ath^, Even so: then? is a woman 

Worthv a brave man’s liking. AVero yo siicb, 

\m would liavo honour’d h«r. But get ye hence, 


And thank your meanness, other Gt»d you have none, 
’’or ymir e«.stence. Had you touched a hair 
)f those dislKweird locks, I would liave tbinn’d 
)nr ranks more than the en»iny. Away! 

5 jaeJtals! gnaw tlie bones the lion leaves, 

But not even tliese til! he permits. 

A Sol. {murmuring.) The lion 

Might eojnjucr for himself then. 

Am. {truhi him doum.) Mutineer! 

Rebel in hell—you shall obey on earth ! 

[The Soldiers assault Ahwold. 
Am. Come on! 1 ’ni glad on ’1! i will show you, 
slaves, 

low you should be commandeil, and who led you 
Kirst o’l'r the wall yon wore as shy to scale, * 
rnlil [ wave>(I my banners from its height, 

As you are hold wiilun ii. 

[Arnold mow.s rUwn the foremost; the rest Virow 
doirn (firir (rrms. 

Soldiers. Mercy! mercy! 

Arri. 'j’hen learn to grant it. Have I taught you who 
ed y«ni o'er R<»ine’« et«‘rnal hatllements? 

Stihlicrs. We FJiw it, and we know it; yet forgive 
A iiKmient’s error in the* heat of conquest— 

The conquest which yon h-d to. 

Arti. Get you hence! 

lence to v<)Ur {piai'teis! you will find lliem iix’d 
II the Cohmua palace. 

(Himp. {(mdc.) In my father’s 
louse! 

Am. {to the Soldiers.) Leave yow arms; yo have no 
further need 

)f such: the city’s render’d. And maHi well 
^'ou keep your hands <*leati, or I ’ll find a slreain, 

As red «M 7’iher no>v run.-^, for your hapii.^sm. 

Soldiers. {depu.dng their arm.sainl departing.) We 
ob<y! 

(fo Ot.iMPfA.) Lady, you are safc. 

Ohmp. 1 should l>e so, 

lad I a knife even ; but it matters not— 

Dealii hatit a thousand gates; and on the marble, 

Even at the altar foot, whence 1 look down 
(Tj»ofi destruction, sliall my head he dash'd, 

Ere thou aseiTid it. GojI forgive thee, man! 

Am. 1 wish to merit his forgiveness, and 
I’hiiie ovvo, although J have not injui»d llice. 

OHmp. No! thou hast only sack'd my native land,— 
No injiirv !—and made my father's house 
A den <«r thieves! No iiijurv !—this temple— 
lipjierv with liornan au<l with holy jjore. 

No injury! And now th{»u w’ouldst preserve me, 
q'o he —hut that shall never be ! 

[She Tdises her rips to Heaven^ fold.i her rohe round 
hfT^ and fireparcs to dash hirHe[f doum on ike sids 
of the AUur o})posite to Ifutt where A RNoi.n stwids. 
Am.' Hold! hold! 

I swear. 

(Himp. Spare diinc already forfeit soul 
A jieijiiry f«>r which even hell would h*atho thee. 

I I knovv th 

4m. No, tlion know’st me not; I am not 

Of these men, though— 

(Himp. 1 judge thee, by thy matee; 

It is ti)r God to judge thee as thou art. 

\ «eo tliee purple with llie hlootl of Rome; 

'fake mine, ’t is all thou eVr shall have of mo! 

And here, iqsai (he umrnle of this temple, 

Where the baptismal (itol baptised mo God’s, 

f offer him a li>s holy 

But not less pure (pure as it left mo then, 

A redeem’d infant) flian the. lK*)y water 
The saints liave .’iaiiciilled! 

[(M iMi’iA Mwtva her hrmit to Arnold vsth dibdam, 
and dnshss her-^sif on 1),$ ptmsrusisi from Hu 
Ah(w. 
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THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED. 


Mi 


Aril. Eternal God! 

I Pn*! ilif<'»ow! Help! help! Sho’s gone. 

Cfics. (apffroaches,) I am hare 

Am, Tliou! hut oh, mve her! 

C(e8. {(minting him to raise Oi.impia.) She hath done 
it well! 

T)ie leap w?is serious. 

Ar>i. Oil! she is lifeless! 

Cm, K 

Slir be s(», I have naught to do with that: 

'rh« resurrection is Ihjyond me. 

Am* Slave! 

Cm. Ay, slave or master, ’t is all one; inelhinks 
Gocxl w»»rds, however, are as well at times. 

Worjls!—-Ganst thou aid her? 

Cm. I will try. A sprinkling 

Of that same holy water may bo useful. 

[He brinfis some in hia helmet from the font. 
Am. ’T is mix’d with blood. 

( 'm. There is no cleaner now 

III Romo. 

Am. How pale ! how beautifui! how lifeless ! 
Alive or d<*ad, tliou essence of all beauty, 

I love htU thee ! 

Ctra, Even so Achilles loved 

Ponthesilra: with his fi»rra it seems 
You have- his heart, and yol it was no soft one. 

Am. She breathes! l»ut no,’t \vas nothing, or the last 
F-.imt tliiller life disputes with death. 

(\p.-i. ftho breathes. 

Am. Thou say’st it ? Then ’tis trulli. 
fVv. You do me right— 

'rii - Speaks truth much oftener than he’s deem’d: 
|]f» ba'h an ignoriujt audience. 

Arn. [u'Uhmt altendins'to hinii) Yes! her heart beats. 
Al;»v. rhfit the. firsi. lieat of the rsjly lieurt 
\ *'Ver wish'd to bent with inino should vibrato 
'i’o a?i assassin'.s pulse. 

fVx. A sage reflection, 

Ibu somewhat late T tlio day. Where shall we bear 
lier ? 

I .sav she lives*. 

Ant, And will she live ? 

(',yy. Ab much 

A*-- dust ran. 

ytnt. Then .she is dead ! 

(.Wa. Hah! hall! You are so, 

/ .id do not know it. She will iN>nie to life— | 

‘•'■vdi as you think so, such as you now aro ; i 

Ihit we must work by human means. 1 

Am. Wo will ! 

tVnivev lier unto the Oolonnii palace, ! 

Where r Imve pitch’d iny hanner. 
f-W ('ome then! raise lier up! 

Arn. Softly! 

Ctr.a. As softly as tliey hear the dead, 

Fh.'rhaps because tliey cannot feel the jolting. 

Am. But doth she live indeed ? 

C/ps. Nay, never fear ! 

Uuf, if you rue if after, blame not mo. 

Am. Let her but live! 

(\ns. The spirit of her life 

1 yet within her breast, and m\v revive. 

Ooum! count! 1 am your Korvant in all things, 

And this ic a new office ’t is not oft 
I -im employ’d in such; but you perceive 
How stanch a friend is what yim call a fiend. 

On earth vou have often only fiends for friends ; 

Now I desert not mine. Soft! bear her hence, 

Tli« beautiful half-eiay, and nearly spirit! 

I am almost enamour’d of her, as 
old the angels of her earliest sex. 

Arn. Thou ! 

Ctea. I ! Out fear not. Ill not b« your nval. 
R i\til! 


C<cs, I could be one right formidable; 

But sineo I slow the seven husbands of 
Tobias’ future bride, (and after all 
’T was suck’d out by some incense*,) I have laid 
Aside imrigue: ’t is rarely worth die trouble 
Of gaining, or—v\hal is more difficult— 

Uetiirig rid of your prize again; for there *8 
The rub! at lca.st to mortals. 

Arn. Prithee, peace! 

Softly! methinks her lips move, her eves open ! 

(V.s*. Like stars, no doubt; for that’s a meti^hor 
For Lucifer and Venus. 

Am. To the palace 

Colonna, as I told you t 

CfT’.a. Oh! I know 

My way through Homo. 

Arn. Now onward, onward! Gently 

[Ej’cunf, bearing Oijmpia.—T/ ie scene cloaes 


PART lU. 

ScENK T .—A Castle in (he Apeyinine.fj surrounded by a 
will but ewntry. Clutms (f Peasants singing 

before the Outca. 


1 . 

The wars are over, 

The spring is come, 

The hriih* and her lover 
Have sought their home: 

They are ha[»py, we rejoici*; 

Let their lioarls have an echo in ovory voice! 

o 

Tlio spring is come ; the violet's gone, 

'I’he first-horn cliild of the early sun: 

Witli us she is but a winter's flower, 

The snow on the hills cannot blast her bower, 
And she lifts her dewy eye of blue 
To the youngest sky tif llio .selftsamo liu<i. 

S. 

And when the spring comes with her host 
Of tlowcrs, that flower beloved t)>o most 
Shrinks from tin- crowd that may ccmfiisc 
Her heavenly odour and virgin hues. 

4. 

Pluck the others, hut still remember 
Their herald out el'dun ])eceml>er— 

The luorniug star ftf all the flowers, 

The pledge trf'dayliglu's lengtlK’ii’d hours; 

Nor, inid the r<isc'-, e'er forget 
'I'he virgin, virgin violet. 

Enter Ca:sah. 

C(ps. (singing.) T!ie wars aro all over, 

Our swords arc all idle, 

The s‘eed bites the bridle, 

1’hc casf|iio’s on tbe wall. 

'I’liere’s rest f>r tlie rover; 

Rut Ins armour is rusty, 

And the veteran grows crusty, 

As he yawns in tlie hall. 

He drinks—but what’s drinking? 

A mere pause from flunking! 

No bugle awakes him with life-and-dsath call. 

CHORUS. 

Rut the hound bayeth loniflv, 

Tlitj boar’s in flic wood, 

And the fjilcon longs proudlv 
To spring from her hood: 



HfiAVBnW ANT> EARTH. 


On the wrist of ifie noblo 
She site like a crest, 

And the air is in trouble 
With birds from their nest. 

Cm. Oh! shadow of glorj’! 

Dim imofte of war! 

But the ehase hath no story, 
Hot hero no star, 

Since Nimrod the founder 
Of empire and chase. 

Who made the woods wonder 
And quake fo' their race. 

When the. lion was youuft 
In ilie pride of his might, 

Then’t was sport for the strong 
To embrace him in fight; 


To go forth, with a pine 
Por a spear 'gainst the mammotli, 
Or strike through the ravine 
At the foaming behemoth; 

While man was in stature 
As towers in our time, 

The first-born of nature, 

And, like her, sublime! 


But the wars are over. 

The spring is conic; i 

The bride and her lover 
Have sought their home: 

They are happy, and we rtqoice; ‘ 

Let tlieir hearts have an echo from every voice! 

f Exeunt the Peatantry, tinging. 


HEAVEN AND EARTH 

A MYSTERY, 


FOUNDEH on TIIE FOLLOWING P.AfiRAGE IN OKNFS18, CHAP. VI. 

And it Mmv to raM . . . . that tlie (ton* of God law (he daugliiBro that lh<>T war* fair; and 

(ooktbam wireRofali which (twjrchoso." 


* And woman vailing for Iwr iWmon lover.’’—ro/rrit/f*. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA?:. 

ANGKTsS. 

Samiara. 

Azaziel. 

Raphael the Archangel. 

MEN. 

Noah and hU Sons. 

Irad. 

Japket. 

WOMEN. 

Anaii. 

Aiioliramah. 

ChoruKof Spirititof ih*' Earlh.’^Ckonia of Mortals. 

PART I. 

CBNE uHHxU/ arul mountainotis district near 

Mount Ararot.'^^Time^ midnight. 

Enter Anah and Aitoi.ibamaii. 

Anah. Oim father sleeps: it is the hotir when they 
^ho love us arc accustom'd to descend 
'hrough the deep clouds o’er rocky Ararat:— 

[ow my heart beats! 

Also. liCl us proceed ujion 

lur invocation. 

Anah. But the stars arc hidden, 

tremble, 

Ako. So do I, but not mtli fear 
>f aught save their delay. 

Anah. My ^tor) Uiough 


I love Azaziel more than—oh, too much ! 

What was J going to say 'I my heart grows impioiH. 
Aho. And wheni is the iiiijuety of loving 
1 Celestial natures ? 

Anah. But, Aljiilibamah, 

I love our G<'»d less since his angel loved me; 

This cannot he of gfKxJ; ami thougli 1 know not 
That I do wrong, I feel a thou-sand feara 
Which are not ominous of right. 

Ako. Them wed ihco 

Unto some son of clay, and toil and spin! 

There's Japhel loves thee well, hath loved theo long; 
Marry, and bring forth dust! 

Aruth. I .should have loved 

Azuziel not leas wore he mortal; yet 
I am glad he is not. I (‘an not outlive him. 

I And when 1 think Uiat his irnmorlH) wings 
Will one day liover o\t the scpulclirc 
Of tlm poor child of clay which so adored him, 

As he adores the Highest, death becomes 
Less ternblt?; but yet I pity him: 

His grief will be of ages, or at least 

Mine would be such for him, were 1 the sera{)h, 

And he the perishable. 

Aho. Rather say, 

That he will single forth some other daughter 
Of lOarlh, and love her as he once loved Anah. 

Anah. And if it should he so, and she loved hin^ 
Better thus than that he shunld weep for me. 

Aho. If 1 thought thus of Samia.sa’s love, 

All seraph as he is, 1 ’d spurn him from me. 

But to our invocation! ’T is the hour. 

Anah. Seraph! 

From thy sphere! 

Whatever star contain tliy glory ; 

In the eternal depths of heaven 
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HEAVEN AND EARTi::. 


Albeit thou watchest witli *‘the seven”* 

Though throtigh s{)ace infinite and hoarj 
Before thy bright wings worlds be driven, 

Yet hear I 

Oh ! think of her who holds thee dear! 

And though she nothing is to thee, 

Yet think that tliou art all to her. 

Thou canst not tell,—and never be 
Such pangH decreed to aught save me,— 

The bitterness of tears. 

Eternity is in thy years, 

Unlxw), undying beauty in thino eyes; 

With mo thou canst not sympathize, 

Except in love, and tlicre tliou must 
Ackwwiedge that more loving dust 
Ne’er wept bcneatii the skies. 

Thou walk’st tliy many worlds, thou see’st 
The fac^ of him who made tlioe great, 

As he hath made me of the least 
Of those cast out from Eden’s gate: 

Yet, Seraph dear! 

Oh hoar! 

For thou hast loved me, and I would not die 
Until I know what I roust die in knowing, 

I’liat tliou forgetst in Uiinc etemiiy 
Her whose heart death could not keep from o’er- 
flowing 

For tliec, immortal essence oe thou art! 

Grout is their love who love in sin and fear; 

And such, I feel, are waging in my heart 

A war unworthy: to an Adamite 

Forgive, my Seraph! that such thoughts appear, 

For sorrow is our element; 

Delight 

An Kden kept afar from sight, 

Though sometimes with our visions blent. 

The liour is near 

Which tells me wc aro nol abandon’d quite.— 

Appear! Appear! 

Seraph! 

My own Azaziol! be but here, 

And leave the Rim'S to Uieir own light. 

Aho. Samiasa! 

Wheresoe’er 

Tliou rulcst in the upper air— 

Or warring with the spirits who may dare 
Dispute witli him 

Who made all empires, empire; or recalling 
Some wandering star, whicli shoots throu^i the abyas, 
Whose tenants dying, wliilc their world is falling, 
Share the dim destiny of clay in this; 

Or joining with the inferior cherubim, 

* Thou deignest to partake their hymn— 

Samiasa! 

I call thee, I await thee, and I love thee. 

Many may worship lliee, that will 1 not: 

If tliat thy spirit down to mine may move thee, 
Descend and share my lot! 

Though I be form’d of clay, 

And thou of beams 
More bright than those of day 
On Eden’s streams, 

'J’hine immortality can not repay 
With love more warm than mine 
My love. There is a ray 
, In mo, which, thmigh forbidden yet to shine, 

1 feel was lighted at thy G<^’s and thine. 

It may be hidden long: death and decay 
, Our mother Eve bwjuealh’d us—but my heart 
Defies it: though tliis life must pass away, 

Is that a cause for thee and me to part ? 

Thou art immortal—so am I: I feel— 

I feel my iramortality o’ersweep 

* The Arebiuiit4» »aid to be efveo m number. 


All pains, all tears, all time, all fears, and peal, 

Like the eternal thunders of the deep, ■ 

Into niy <!a-rs this trutli—* thou liv’st for ever!” ^ 

But if it be in joy 
I know not, nor would know; 

That secret rests wiUi tlie Almighty giver 
Who folds in clouds the fonts of hlins and wo. 

But dice and me he never can desUoy; 

Change us he may, but not o’erwhelm^ we are 
Of as eternal essence, and must war 
With him if he will war with us; with thee 
I can share all tilings, even immortal sonow j 
For thou hast ventured to share life with 
And shall / siiriiik from thine eternity'? 

No! though die serpent’s sting should pierce me 
thorough, 

And thou thyself wort like the serpent coil 
Around me still! and 1 will smile 
And curse thee not; but hold 
Thee in as warm a fold 
As—but descend; and prove 
A morlal’a love 

For an immortal. If the skies contain 
More joy diaii thou canst give and take, remain! 

Anah. Sister! sister! I view Uiem winging 
Their bright way ihrougli the parted night. 

Alu). The clouds from olf their pinions Hinging 
As though they b<jro to-morrow’s light. 

Anah. But if our father see die sight! 

Aho. lie would but <leem it was die niocm 
Rising unto some sorcerer’s tuno 
An hour too soon. 

Arinh. 'Tlioy como! he comes!—Azazicl! 

Aho. Haste 

To meet them! Oh ! for wings to bear 
My spirit, while they hover there, 

To Samiasa’s breast! 

AnaJu Do! diey have kindled all the west, 

Like a returning sunset;—lo! 

On Ararat’s late secret crest 
A mill! and inaiiy-colour’d bow, 

The remnant of their Hashing path, 

Now shines! and now, behold! it hath 
Return’d to night, a.s rippling loam, 

Whicli die luviadian hath lush'd 
From his unfiithuinablc home, 

'W’hen sporting on the faro of the calm deep, 

Subsides soon af«;r he again hatfi dash’d 
Down, down, to where the ocean’s fiiuntains sleep. 

Afto. They liavc touch’d cardi! Samiosa! 

Aiuih. My Azazicl! 

[£!<rcunl. 

ScENR Irad and Japhet. 

Irad. DesfKmd not; wherefore wilt thou wander thus 
To add lliy silence (o tlie silent night, 

And lift diy tearful eye unto the stars? 

They cannot aid dice. 

Japh. But they sooth mo—4iow 

Perhaps she looks upon diem as I lodi. 

Meihinks a being dial i.s bountiful 
Becometh more so as it looks on beauty, 

The eternal beauty of undying diings. 

Oh, Anah! 

/rod. But she loves thee not. 

Japh. Aiiu! 

/rad. And proud Aholibamah spurns me also. 

Japh. I feel for thee loo. 

/rod. Let her keep her pride, 

Vline hath enabled me to bear her scorn: 

. may be, time loo will avenge it. 

Japh. Canst thou 

'ind joy in such a thought ? 

/rad. Nor joy nor sorrow. 



I loved her well; I would have loved her better, 

Had love beea met witli love; as His, I leave her 
To brighter deetinies, if bo deems them. 

Ju^k. What destinies ? 

Irad. I Itave some cause to think 

She loves another. 

Japk. Anah t 

Irad; No; her sister. 

Japh. What other ? 

/rod. That I know not; but her air, 

If not lier words, Cells me she loves another. 

Jnjtk. Ay, but not Anoh: she but loves her God. 

irad. Whatever she lovctli, so she loves tliee not, 
What can it profit thee ? 

Jcfph. True, nothing; but 

1 love. 

JrmL And so did L 

Japh. And now thou lov’st ncK, 

Or (luiik'sL thou lov’st not, art thou happier 1 

Jrad. Yes. 

Japh. 1 pity thee. 

Irud. Mo! why ? 

Japh. For being happy, 

Dtiprived of Uml whicli makes my misery. 

Irad. I lake thy Uiunt a« f)arl of thy dwtemper. 

Ami would not fed a.s thou dust fur more shekels 
Than all our father’s herds would bring if weigh’d 
Against the mt'lal of the sons of Cain-~ 

I'lio yellow dust tliey try to barter with us, 

As if such usf'less and diswloorM trash, 

The refuse of the earth, conld be received 
For milk, and wool, and fiesh, and fruits, and all 
Our flocks and wilderness afford.—Go, Japhet, 

Sigh to the stars as wolves howl to the moon— 

I must back to my rest. 

Jajih. And so would I 

If 1 could rest. 

Itfkl. Tboti wilt not to our tents then ? 

Juph. No, Irad ; I will to the cavern, whose 
Muuih lh(«y say opens from the inU'mal world 
To let the inner Sjurits id* the earth 
Forih when they walk its surface. 

Inul. Whereforo so ? 

What would’st tliou there ? 

Japh. Sooth further my sad spirit 

With gloom as sad: it is a hopeless spot, 

And I am hopeless. 

Jrad. But H is dangerous; 

Strange sounds and sights have peopled it with terrors. 
1 iiiusi go with liioo. 

Japh. Irad, no; believe me 

I feel no evil thoughi, uihI fear no evil. 

had. But evil tilings will be thy foe the more 
As not being of tlicm: (urn lliy steps aside, 

Or lot riiiuo be with thine. 

Japh. No, ncitlicr, Irad; 

1 must proceed alone. 

/rod. Then peace be witli thoe! 

[Ejc'U Iaai) 

Japh. {vdtu.) Peace! 1 have sought it where ii 
should be found, 

In love—^with love, loo, which peiiiaps deserved it; 
And, in its stead, a heaviness of heart— 

A weakness d* the spirit—listless days, 

And nights inexorable to sweot sleep— 

Have conic upon me. Peace! what peace ? the calm 

Of di^olation, and the stillnet^ of 

The untrodden forest, only broken by 

The sweeping tempest tlirotigh its groaning boughs; 

Such is the sullen or the fitful state 

Of my mind overworn. The earth’s grown wicked, 

And many signs and portents have proclaim’d 

A changelit hand, and an o’crwheiining doom 

To pensh)^ beings. Oh, my Anah! 

When the dread hour denounced shall open wide 


'he fountains of the deep, how mightest thou 
lave lain within this bosom, folded from 
!’}ie elements; this bosom, which in vain 
lath beat for lliee, and ihen will beat more vainly, 

Yhiie thine' ■ Oh, God! at least remit to her 
'hy wrath! for she is pure amid (he failing 
As a star in the clouds, which cannot quench, 

^Itliough they obscure il fur an hour. My Anali! 

How would I have adored thee, but thou wouldst nol; 
And still would I redeem thee—sec the© live 
iVhcu ocean is eartli’s grave, and, uuo|)po8cd 
By rock or sliallow, the Icviaihan, •’ 

•ord of tlie slioreloss sea and watery world, 
lhall wonder at liis boundlessness of realm. 

^APMKT. 

Euler Noah a/td Shkm. 

NoaJi. Wlioro is thy brother Jnidiet ? 

Shem. He wont forth 

Acconling to his won(, to meet with Irad, 

Fie said ; hut, as 1 fear, lo bend bis steps 
Towards Aiuilfs tents, round which lu; hovers nightly 
iike a dove round and round its pillaged nest; 

)r else he walks the wild up to the cavern 
Which opens to the heart of Ararat. 

Noah. What dodt h(; then;? Il is an evil spot 
I poll au eartli all ©vii; for tilings worso 
Than even wicdied men resort there: he 
^till loves this daughter of a fated race, 

Allhoiigli he could iK)t wed her if sh<' loved lum, 

And that slie doth not. Oh, the unhappy hearts 
Jf men! tliat mie of my hi*tod, knowing woll 
Tlk^ destiny uud evil of these days, 

And tliat the hour npproaclielh, should indulge 
'n sucli forbidden yearnings! Lead U»e way; 

He must bo sought fir! 

Shm. Go not forward, father: 

will seek Juphot. 

Noah. Do not fear f<>r me: 

All evil things arc powerless on the man 
Selected hy Jehovah—let ns on. 

Skem. 'J’o tho tcnis of llie father of the sisters? 

Noah. No; to the cavern of die Caucasus. 

[A'rcnrd N(»ah and $ii£M. 

Scene Ul.^-^The Mouvimm.—A Vuvern^andlheRociu 
of OmcasuH. 

Japk. (hoIus.) Ye wilds, that look eternal; and Uiou 
cave, 

Which seem st unfathomable; and yo mountains, 

So varied and so terrible in beauty; 

Here, in your rugged majesty of rocks ' 

And toppling trees that twine their roots with stone 
In perpendicular places, wlicre the foot 
Of man would treinhie, could he reach tl»cm—yej«, 

Yc look eternal! Yet, in a fiuv da 3 *s, 

Porhaps even hours, yc will be changed, rent, hurl’d 
Before the mass of waters; and yon cave, 

Which seems to lead into a lower world, 

Shall have its depth searcli’d by the sweeping wave, 
And dolpiiins gambol in the lion’s den! 

And man-Oli, men! my fellow-beings! Who 

Shall weep above your universal grave, 

Save I ? Who shall be left to weep? My kinsmen, 
Alas! what am 1 better than yo are,. 

That I must live beyond ye ? W'here shall be ? 

The pleasant places where I thought of Anah 
While I had hope t or the more savage haunts, 
Scarce less beloved, where 1 despair’d for her? 

And can it be!—Shall yon exulting peak, 

'Whose glittering top is like a distant stu', 

Lie low beneath the boiling of the deep? 

No more to have the morning sun break forth, 

And scatter back the mists in floating folds 



From its tremendous brow 1 no more to have 
Uay’s broad orb drop behind its ftcad at even, 

Leaving it with a crown of many hues 7 
No more to be tite beacon of the world, 

For angels to aligitt on, os the spot 

Nearest the stars 7 And can those words “no more” 

Be meant for thee, ibr all things, save for us, 

And the predestined creeping things reserved 
By my sire to Jehovah’s bidding 7 May 
He preserve them, and / not have the power 
To snatch the loveliest »)f earth’s daughter from 
A d<^m which evon some serpent, witii his mate, 

Shall ’scape to savo his kind to bo prolong’d, 

To hiss and sting through some emerging world, 
Hooking and dank from out the slime, whose ooze 
Shall slumber o’er the wreck of this until 
The salt morass subside into a sphere 
Beneath the sun, and be the monument, 

The sole and undistiuguish’d sepulcitre, 

Of yet quick myriads of all life ? How much 
Breath will be still’d at once! All beauteous world! 

So young, so mark’d out for destruction, I 
With a cleft heart look on thee day by day, 

And night by night, thy number’d days and nights. 

I cannot save thee, cannot savo oven her 

Whoso love had ma<le mo love thee inore; but as 

A portion of thy dust, I cannot tliink 

U|>on thy coming doom without n feeling 

Snell as—*011 Gi)il! and cans! thou -■ [Hepfmnef 

ji rusldng tmnid from the cax>em in harrd, ond shouts \ 
of huQfUcr—afteruywrds a Spirit put- 
Jiipk. In the iioniu 

or the Most High, what art thou ? 

S)tlrii. {lauffhs.) Ha! Ha! TIa! 

Japh. Hy all that earth liolds holiest, speak! 

Spirit, {huffhs,) lla! Ha 

J^pk. By the approaching deluge! by the cartii 
"VVIucIi will be straiigletl by the ocean ! by 
The deep which will lay open all her fountains! 

The heaven which w ill convert her clouds to seas, 

And the Onim|)otont who makes and crushes! 

Thou unknown, terrihlo, an<l indistinct, 

Yet awful Thing of Shadow's, apeak to mo! 

Why dost thou laugh that horrid laugh? 

Spirit. Why wecp’at Uiou ? 

Japh. For earth and all her childrtm. 

Spirit. Ha! Ha! Ha! 

vanishes. 

Japh. How llie fiend mocks the tortures of a world. 
The coming desolation of an orb, 

On which the sun shall rise and warm no life! 

3rTow the earth sleeps! and all that in it Is 
Sleep too upon the very eve of death! 

Why should they wake to meet it? Wiat Is here, 
Which look like death in life, and speak like things 
Bom cro this dying world ? Tht'y come like clouds 1 

f Various Spirits jfoas from the cavern. 
Spirit. Rcjoico! 

Tlie abhorred race 

Which could not keep in Eden their lugh jdacc, 

But listen’d to the voice 
Of knowledge without power, 

Are nigh the hour 
Of death! 

Not slow, not single, not by sword, nor sorrow, 

Nor years, nor heart-break, nor lime’s sapping 
motion, 

Shall they drop off. Behold their last to-morrow! 

£ar^ shall be ocean! 

And no breath, 

Save of the winds, be on the unbounded wave! 

Angels shall tire their wings, but find no spot: 

Not evon a rock fircrni out the liquid grave 
Shall lift its point to save. 

2V 


Or show the place where strong despair hath died, 
After long looking o’er the ocean wide 
For the expected ebb wiiicb cometh not \ 

All shall be void, 

Destroy'd! 

Anoftier element shall be the lord 
Of life, and the abhorr’d 
Children of dust bo quench’d; and of each hue 
Of earth naught left but the unbruken blue; 

And of the variegated mountain 
Shall naught remain 
Unchanged, nor of the Uwel plain; 

Cedar and pine shall lift their tops in vain: 

All mergod witiiin tlie universal fountain, 

Man, earth, and fire, .uhall die, 

And fica and sky 

Look vast and lifeless in the eternal eye. 

Upon the foam 

Who shall erect a home? 

Japh. {cominfi; forward.) My sire! 

Earth’s seed shall not cxfiiro; 

Only the evil Blmll be jmi awny 
From day. 

Avaunt! yo exulting demons of tlio waste! 
Who howl your hideous joy 
Wlien God destroys w'horn you dare not destroy; 
Hence! linsio! 

Back to your inner caves! 

Until the waves 

Sliall s<*areli you in ymr secret j>lace, 

And drive your KuHeii rnec 
^orlli, to bf^ roll’d uj»on llie tt»sslng w'inds 
In restless wretchedness along all space; 

Spirit. Son of tlie saved! 

When thou and lliine have braved 
The wide ami warring eleriKuit; 

WnMUi the great l>arri<T of the deep is rent, 
ftliall thou and thine be good or happy!—No! 

Thy new world and new ra<5ti shall be of wo— 
Loss goodly in their aspect, in their years 
Less than the glorious giants, wlio 
Yet walk iho world in pride, 
he Sons of Heaven by many a mortal bride, 

I'hine shall he nothing of the past, save tears. 

And art tli<»u not ashatued 
Thus to survive, 

And eat, arnl drink, and wivc ? 

Yith a base heart so far Rulidued and taminl, 
s even to hear this wld^^ tlesiriiciiori named, 

Vilhour such grief and c»Mjrage, as should rather 
Bid thee await the world-ilissolving wave, 

'ban stH'k a Hhellcr with thy favour'd father, 

And build tliy city o’er the drown’d earth’s grave? 
Who would outlive their kind, 

Except the base and blind ? 

Mine 

Ilatcth thinc 

As of a diflbrent order in the sphere, 

But not our own. 

'hero is not one who hath not left a throne 
Vacant in heaven to dwell in darkness here 
athcr than sec his mates endure alone. 

Clh), wretch! and give 
life like thine to other wretches—live ! 

And when tlic annlhilaung waters roar 

Above what they have done,- 
nvy the giant patriarchs then no more, 

And scorn Uiy sire as the surviving one! 

Thysetf fi>r being his son! 

Chorus of Spirits issuing from the eeR)em, 
Rejoice! 

No more the human voice 
Shall vex our joys in rmddle air 
Willi prayer; 



No more 
Sbttll they adore; 

And we, who ne*er for have adored 
The prayer-exacting Lord, 

To whom the omumion of a eocritice 
Is vice; 

We, we ahail view die deepV salt sources pourd 
Until one element shall do die work 
Of ali in chaos ; until they, 

The creatures proud of their poor clay, 

Shall perish, and dieir bleached bonus shall lurk 
In caves, in dens, in clefls of mountains, where 
The deep shall follow to their latest lair; 

Where oven the brutes, in their despair, 

Shall ccaso to prey m man and on each other, 

And die striped tiger shall lie down to die 
Beside the laml^ as though ho were his brothor; 

Till all things shall ^ as they wore, 

Silent and uncreated, save the sky: 

While a brief truce 
[s made with Death, who shall forbear 
The little remnant of die past creation. 

To generate now nations for hLs use; 

Tills remnant, tioatiiig o’er the undulation 
Of die subsiding <ieiuge, from its slime, 

WHien the hot sun hath baked tlio recking soil 
Into a world, shail give again to timo 
New b<'ings—years—diseases—sorrow—crime— 

With all coiiipnnionKhi)) »>f hate and toil, 

Until- 

Juph. {iniernipUnff thum.) The <‘tornal will 
Shall licign to expound this <)rc-am 
Of good and evil; and redeem 

Unto himself all times, all things: 

And, gatlicr’d uinler his almiglity wings, 

Abolish hell! 

And to die expiated Earth 
Restore the beauty of her hirih, 

1 ler Eden in an etidlcsK )iaradisu, 

Where iiiuii no more, can fail us once he foil, 

And even the very demons shall do well! 

Spirits. And when sliail take effect this wondrous 
spoil ? 

Jitph, When the Redeemer conielh; first in pain, 
And (hen in glory. 

Syirit. Mealtime blill sirugglo in die mortal diain, 
Till earth wax hoary; 

War with yourselves, and hell, and heaven, in vain, 
Uniil the clouds l{>ok gory 
With the blotxireeking from each haltle plain; 

New times, now dimes, new arts, now men; but still 
The .same old tears, old crimes, and oldesl ill. 

Shall be among your race in diiferont forms; 

But die same moral storms 
Shall oversweep the I'ulure, as die waves 
lo a ibw houra the glorious giant’s graves."*^ 

Chorus of Spirits. 

Brethren, rejoice I 
Mortal, farewell! 

Hartc I hark! already we can hear die voice 
Of growing ocean’s gloomy swell; 

The winds, too, plimio their piercing wings! 

The clouds have nearly fill’d their springs ; 

The fountains of the groat deep shall be broken, 

And hoaven set wide her windows; while mankind 
View, unacknowledged, each tremendous token— 

^dll, as they wore firmiht bogiamng, blind. 

Wo hear the ■faifd.Miiy -Cannot hear, 

The mustering thimders of the threatening sphere; 
Yet a few hours their coming is delay’d; 

Their dashing banners, folded still on high, 

• "4k»d th€r« were sisata in Umm dtijm, tnd atter ; mighty rneo, 
Midi WWt of old iMii urrenowo.”—Otfuwit. 


I Yet uzKlisplay’d, 

Save to tlie Spirit’s all-pervading eye. 

Ilowi! howl! oh EarSi! 

Thy dcadi is nearer dian thy recent birth: 

Tremble, ye mountains, soon to shrink below 
The ocean’s overflow! 

The wave shall break upon your clids; and shells, 

I The little shells, of ocean’s least things be 
I Deposed whero now die eagle’s oflkpring dwells— 

How shall he shriek o’er the remorseless sea 1 
I And call bis nesUmgs up with fruitless yell, 

Unanswer’d, save by thu encroacliing swell;— 

While man shall lonj 
The wings which could ni»i save: 

Whero could he rest ilium, while the whole sjiacc brings 
Nauglit to his eye beyond ihe deep, his grave'? 
Bruthrurj, rejoice! 

And loudly lift each superhuman voice— 

AH die, 

Save the sUglit remnant of Seth’s seed— 

The seed of 

Exempt for future stirrow’s sake from death. 

But ofliie sons of Cain 
None shall remain; 

And all his gor>diy daughters 
Must lie beneath the th-.Holaliiig waters ; 

Or, floating upward, wiili their long hair laid 
Along the wave, the eriud Heaven upbraid, 

Which would not spare 
Bidiigs even in death so fair. 

It is decreed, 

All die! 

And to the universal human cry 
Tlie universal silence shall .succeed! 

Fly, br<‘ihrcn, fly! 

But siiii rejoice! 

■\Ve n :i! 

'J’hey fall! 

So perish all 

Tliei.o jMJtty Am-s of ifeaven who :4irinU from licll! 

j The Spinls iltsujijKOr^ swring vjuranh. 

Jnftli. Ciod hath jirwlaini’d tJio destiny of 

earth; 

My father’s urk of safety lialU auru>nin ed it; 

The very uernoT.s sinli;k it from their eaves; 

'I’iie seroll’t- ef I'inoch |.rop5i' -ied it lon;^ 

In silent books, wliieh, in iln.ir .siionc**, say 
More to die niind tban thunder to the »'ar: 

And yet men ILleu'd not, imr iist*-n; hni 

Walk iliirlibijg lo ih'-ir doom; wliich, though so nigh, 

iShake..^ tiieiii no more in lin-ir dim disbeUef) 

Thau their last cries .shall sltalu! the Almighty pur]»ose, 
Or deaf obedient ocean, whicli fulfils it. 

No sign yet bangs its banner in the air; 

Tho clouds are few, and of their wonted texture ; 

The sun will rise upon the earth’s last day 
As on Uie fourth day of creation, when 
God said unto him, “ fc>binc !** and he broke forth 
Into tlie dawn, which lighted not tho yet 
Unfonn’d flirofuther of mankind—^but roused 
Before the human orison the earlier 
Made and far sw’<'eler voices of the birds, 

Whicli ill the opea firmament of heaven 
Have wings like angels, and like Oiem salute 
Heaven first each day before tho Adamites: 

Their matins now draw nigh—the cast is kindling— 
And they will slog! and day will break! Both noar, 

So near the awful clos<'! For these must drop 
Their outworn pinions on Uic deep ; and day, 

After the bright courso of a few brief morrows,— 

Ay, day will rise ; but ujwn wliat ?—a chaos, 

Wliich wa* ere day; and wliich, renew’d, makes lime 

■ The biK»k of Enoch, pre*ema by tb« EUiIojHbd*, U *ait1 by them to 
bf Baterior to the flood. 



Nothing! for, wlthoul life, what are the hours? 

No more to dust than is elcmity 
Unto Jehovah, who created both. 

Withotjt lum, even eternity would ho 
A void: without man, lime, as made for man, 

Dies with man, and is swallowed in that deep 
Which lias no fouiiiain; as his race will be 
Devour’d by that wliich drowns his infant world.— 
What liave we hero? Shapes of both earth and air? 
No —aU of heaven, they aro so beautiful. 

J cannot trace thoir features; but their forms, 

H( 3 w lovclily Uiey move along the side 
Of the gray mountain, scattering its mist! 

And after the swart savage spirits, whose 
Infernal immortality pour’d lorth 
Their impious hymn of triumph, they shall be 
W'oloonie as Eden. Jt may he tliey como 
To tell me the reprieve of our young world, 
h’or which I have so often pray’d—They come! 

Anali! oh, God! and with her— 

Enftr Samiasa, Azazikl, Awaii, and Aiioubamah. 


Anafu Sister! sistor! speak not 

Thus. 

Aga, Fcarest tliou, my Anah ? 

Amh, Yes^ for thee: 

I would resign the greater remnant of 
This little life of mine, before one hour 
Of thine eternity should know a pang, 

Japh. It is for him, then! fur the seraph thou 
Hast loft mo! 'I’bat is nothing, if thou hast not 
Left thy Go<l too! for unions like to these, 
Ketween a mortal and aii inimoria), cannot 
Bo happy or be hallow’d. We are sent 
Upon the earth to b»il uud die; and they 
Arc math: to miuisier on high unto 
The Highest: but if lio can saoe thee, soon 
Tlio liour will come in wliich celestial aid 
Alone can do so. 

I Anah. Ah! lie speaks of death 

Sam. Of deatli to tut! and those who aro with 
But that tile mau seems full of sorrow, 1 
(h>iild smile. 

Jnjfh. 1 grieve not ftjr niysell] nor fear 
IT am safe, not f >r my own deserts, but those 
Of a well-doiug sire, who hath Im^cu found 
llighicons enough to save his children. Would 
His jiower was greater of ro>l(‘m[diuii! or 
That hy exchanging my own life f»r hers, 

\Vln> could al><ne liave tinulo mine happy, she, 
T’iie last and lovtdiest of Cain’s race, could share 
The ark which shall receive a rciniiaiit of 
The su(h 1 of iSctU! 

Alto. And dost tliou think that w 

With (Jain’s, the oldest burn of Adam’s, blood 
Warm in our veins,—slruiig Cam! wlio was 
gotten 

In Baradi->e,—would ir.iugle witli Seth’s children? 
^elli, ill'* last ollspriiig of old Adam’s dotage ? 
No, not to save all earth, were eiirlh in peril! 

Our nice hath alway dwell apart from tliine 
Er'»ni the beginning, and sliall do so ever. 

Jujth. 1 did nut speak to thee, Aholibamoii! 
Too rinadi of the fortfalhcr whom thou vaiirilost 
Has coiritMlown in that haughty Itlouil which sprit 
b’rom him who shed the lirsl, and tliaf a brother’s 
But thou, my Anaii! let me call thee iiiiue, 

Alhoil thou art not; ’tis award I eaimot 
Bart with, alUiunt'h 1 mu:.i from (Iwe, My Anah 
J’liou wlio dost ratlier make me dream that Abel 
Had left a dangliler, wliose pure pious race 
Survived in tliee, s*> murlj unlike ihuu art 
file rest of the stern Cauitics, save in beauty, 
Eor all of them are furesi ui llieir favour— 
Ako. him.) And wouldat lliou ha*, 

like oiir liither’;; loo 

In mind, in S'>ul ? If / partook tliy thought, 

And dr»*atn’d liiut auirlit of Ahd was in 
Gel ihcc hence, .son ofNiab; timu makost strife. 
Japh. Off-’pruig of (Jain, Uiy father did »oI 
Aim. ' E 

He slew not Seth; and what bust thou to do 
With ot}M;r deeds hetAvoen hU God and liim? 
Juph. Tlwu spcakosl well: lus God hath judge 
liim, and 

1 ha<l not named bis de(;d, but tftal tbys^'lf 
Didst i^i'cin to glory in iiini, nor to Hlirink 
From wliul bo had done. 

Afio. He was our father^ fa 

The eldest liorn of man, the strongest, bravest, 
And m<»st enduring:—{Shall I blush for him 
From wliom we bud our being? Look upon 
Our race; beliolii ihidr stature and (heir beauty, 
Their coum;:(‘, slrengtli, and length of days— 
Japh. Tliey are nmi 

Aho. Be it so! but while yet their hours enduri 
glory in my brethren and our fathers. 


Anah. Japhet! 

Sam. Lo! 

A son of Adam: 

Az(i. What doth the earthhorn lu‘re, 

Wlitio al! his race are slumbering? 

Japh. Angt‘11 what 

D'Ht thou on earth when thou shonld’st be on higli? 

Azk. Kntivv'st lliou not, or forget’st thou, that a part 
Of our gn-al fonelion is to 'uiard tiiine earth? 

Japh. But all g'MRl angels hav«* torsaken earth, 
\Mitch is eondonin’d: nny, even the evil tly 
The approrirhing chaos. Anah! Aiiiih ! my 
Ir. vain, and hug, and still lo be beloved! 

^Vllv walk’s! liifiu with this spin!, m those hours 
Vyhen no g<wK! spirit longer liclils below ? 

Anah. .laphel, I cannot aiisvser thee; yet, yet 
P’orgive m(5— 

Japh. May tlie Heaven, which soon no more 

Will pardon, do so! for thou art greatly templed. 

/Ilia. Biu’k lo thy tents, insulting son of Noah! 

W'r kuiov theo not. 

J<i:>h. 'I’lie hour may come when thou 

ku*uv me heller; and thy sisU'r know 
M'- s;i!! i[io .sarno which I liiuo over been. 

Sa/fi. Wan of the patriarch, who hath ever been 
Upright bef<n’e his (i(h|. whaJe’erthy gifts, 

And thy wor<ls sjeju of sornos, lui.vM with wrath, 

How have Azaziel, or itivseK^ hrouiilif on ihco 
Wrong? 

Japh. Wrong! the g'realest of all wrong.s; but thou 
Say’s! well, though she be dost, I did not, could not, 
I)e,-'erv(‘ her. Farewell, Anah! I havi* said 
'I’hnt word so oftim! bu! now say it, ne’er 
'fo bo repealed. Angel! or whale’er 
'I’hou aii, or must be soon, hast thou the power 
'I'o save this beautifiil—/!/ic»c beautiful 
Children of (Jain? 

Aza. From what? 

Japh. And is it so, 

That ye too know not ? Angels! angels! yo 
Have shared man’s sin, and, it may bo, now must 
Partake his punishment; or at the least 
My sorrow, 

tSam. Sorrow! I ne’er tliought till now 
To hoar an Adamite speak ritldles to me. 

Japh. And hath not tlio !Vli>sl High expounded them? 
Then ye are lost, as they are lost. 

Ahfl. So be it! 

If they love as they are loved, they will not ahrink 
More to he mortal, than I would to dare 
An immortality of agotiios 
Witii Samiasa! 



tut ^ory in thoir God, 

Annh! and thou 

Anah, Whate’er our God docrees, 

The Giod of Seth as Cun, I moit obey, 

And will endeavour panently to (d>ey. 

But could I dare to pray in his dread hour 
Of univinml vengeance, (if such should bo,) 

It would not be to live, alone exempt 
Of all my house. My sister! oh, iny sister! 

What wore the world, or other worlds, or all 
The brightest future, without the sweet past— 

Thy love—^iny father’s—all the life, and all 
The things which sprang up with me, like the stars 
Malting my dim eidstence radiant with 
Soft lights which were not mine? Aholibamah! 

Oh! if there sbimld be iiierey—seek it, find it: 

1 abhor death, because that thou must die. 

Ahu. What! hath this dreamer, with his father’s ark, 
The bugliear ho hath built to scare the world, 

Shaken 7//;y sister ? Are uic mtt the loved 
Of suraphs ? and if wc were not, must we 
Cling to a son of Noali fiir our lives ? 

Rather than thus-But the enthusiast dreams 

Thu worst of dreams, the faninsies engender’d 
By hopeless love and liualod vigils. Who 
Shall shake those solid iiioiintains, this firm earth, 

And hid those clouds and waters take a shape 
Distinct from that whidi we and all our sires 
Have seen them wear on their oienial way ? 

Who shall do this? 

Japh. Ho whose one word produced tliem. 

AJv), W'lio hrard that word ? 

Japh. The universe, which leap'd 

To life before it. Ah! sniilest thou still in scorn? 

’ Tufu h’ diy 8cra[)liB; if they attest it not, 

They are none. 

!' Sam. Aholibamah, mvn thy God! 

; Aho. 1 have ever hail’d our Maker, Samiasa, 

As ihiiic, and miiio: a (’tod of love, not sorrow. 
t Japh. Alas! what i-lst is love but sorrow? Even 
He who made earth in love liad soon to grieve 
. Above its first and best inhabitants, 
t Aha. ”i’ is said so. 

; Jnph. It is evon so. 

i EnUsr Noah and Suem. 

I Nnah. Japhet! What 

! Post thou here with those children of the wicked ? 

I Dread'sl thou not to partake their coming doom. 

Japh. I'’alher,it cannot be a sin to seek 
To save an carthbom being; and behold, 

I Those arc not of the sinftil, since they have 
1 The fellowship of angels, 
i Noah. These are they, then, 

I Who leave the throne of God, to take them wives 
7 From out the race of Cain ; the sons of heaven, 

J' Who seek earth’s daughters for their beauty ? 

I Aza. Patriarch! 

I Thou hast said it, 

Noah. Wo, wo, wo to such communion! 

I Has not God made a barrier between oorth 
I And heaven, and limited each, kind to kind? 

^ Sam. Was not man made in high Jehovah’s imago? 

'' t)id God not love what he had made ? And what 
I Do wo but imitate and emolate 
F His love unto created love? 

! AWi. I am 

But man, and was not mode to judge mankind, 

Far less the sons of God; but as our God 
Has deign'd to commune with me, and reveal 
Hi* judgments, I reply, that the descent 
^ Of seraphs from tlieir everlasting seat 
*; Unto a perishable and perishing, 

• Even on the very nie of perilling, world, 

; Cannot be good. 


Aza. What ! thm^h it wore to save? 

Noah. Not ye in giQ your gloty can redeem 
What he who made you glorious hath condemn'd. 

Were your immortal mission safety, 'twoidd 
Be general, not for two, though besuo&l; 

And beautiful they are, but not the leas 
Condemn’d. 

Japh. Oh &ther! say it not. 

iVooh. Son! son! 

If that thou wouldst avoid their doom, forget 
Tliat they exist; they soon shall cease to be. 

While thou shall be the sire of a new world, 

And bettor. 

Japh. Let mo die witli this, and them! 

Noah. Thou sluruldst for such a thought, butadialt 
Wlio can redeems thee. (not; he 

Scan. And why him and thee. 

More than what he, thy son, prefers to both ? 

Noah. Ash him who made Iheo greater than myself 
And mine, but not loss subject to his own 
Almighliness. And lo! his mildest and 
Least to he tempted messenger appears! 

Enter Baphaei. the Archangd. 

R^h. Spirits! 

Whose seat is near the throne, 

What do ye here ? 

Is thus a seraph’s duty to be shown, 

Now that the hour is near 
When earth must be alone ? 

Return! 

Adore and bum 

In glorious homage with the elected " seven.” 

Your ]ilace is heaven. 

Sam. Raphael! 

The first and fairest of the sons of God, 

How long hath this been law. 

That earth by angels must be left untrod ? . 

Earth ! which oft saw 
Jehovah’s fiiotsleps not disdain her sod ! 

The world he loved, and made 
For love ; and ofi have we obey’d 
His frequent mission with delighted pinions: 

Adoring him in his least works display’d; 

Watching this youngest star of his dominions; 

And, as the latest birth of his great word, 

Eager to keep it worthy of our Lord. 

Why is thy brow severe ? 

And wherefore speak’st thou of destruction near ? 

Jlajth. Had Bomiasa and Azaaiel been 
111 their Iriio place, with the angelic choir, 

Written in fire 
They would liave seen 
Jehovah’s late decree, 

And not impiircd tlioir Maker’s breath of me t 
But ignorance must ever be 
A part of sin ; 

And even the spirits’ knowledge shall grow less 
As they wax proud within; 

For Blindness is the first-born of Excess. 

When all good angels left the world, ye stayed. 

Stung with strange passions, and debased 
By mortal feelings for a mortal maid; 

Blit yc are pardon’d thus far, and replaced 
With your pure rajuals. Hence! away! away! 

Or .slay. 

And lose eternity by that delay! 

Aza. And thou ! if earth be thus forbidden 
In the decree 

To us until this moment hidden, 

Dost lliou not err as we 
In being here ? 

Raph. I came to call ye back to yom fit sphere, 

In the great name and at the woid of God. 

Dear, dearest in themselves, and scarce less dear 



That which I tsama to 4o t tEl tiow w« trod 
Togedier the ettsmal i^fmce; together 
Let U8 8t^ walk the etare. True, earth must die I 
Her race, remmM into her womb, must wither, 

And mudi whudi she inherits; but oh! why 
Cannot this earth be made, or be destroy’d, 

Without invoiviiig over some vast void 
In the immortal ranks ? immortal still 
In their immeasurable forfeiture. 

Our brother Satan fell; his burning will 
Rather than long worship dared endure! 

But ye who still are pure! 

Seraphs! less mighty than that nughUest one, 

Think how ho was undone! 

And tliink if tempting man can compensate 
For heaven desired too late! 

Long have I warr’d, 

Long mast I war 
With him who deem’d it hard 
To be created, and to ackni>wledge him 
Who midst the chenibim 
Made him as suns to a (ie()enderinttar, 

Leaving the archangels at his right hand dim. 

1 loved him—beautiful he was: oh heaven! 

Save his who made, what beauty and what power 
Was ever like to Satan’s! Would tho hour 
In which he fell could ever be ft»rgiven I 
The wish is impious: but, oh ye ! 

Yet uudestroy’d,bo warn’d! EU'rnity 
Witli him, or with his God, is in your choice: 

He hath not loKtpled you; he cannot tempt 
The aii;(els, from his furiher snares exoni|jt; 

lint man hath listen’d to his voice, 

And ye to w(»m;ui’s—boatitiful she is, 

'riio s«rper»l’s voire ItSs subtle thaJi hrr kiss. 

I’he snake but vaiiquishM dust; but site will draw 
A NtH'ond host from heaven, to break heaven’s htw, 
Vel, yrr, oil fly ! 

Ye cannot din; 

But th<’y 
Shall pass away, 

While yc shall lill widi uhrieks the upper sky 
For perishable clay, 

Whose memory m your imiiiortalitv 

Shall long outlast Ok; sun -niiici gave them day. 
Think hi>w your essence difft-ri'tli Irom tlioirs 
In ail hut suflbring! wliy partake 
7'lie agony to which they miisf be heirs— 

Horn 111 he plough’d wiili years, ami sown witli cares, 
And reafi’d by l)cath, l(»rd of the human sod } 

.Even had ihcir <lays been left to toil tiieir [>at.h 
Throngii time to dust, iinshorlen’d by God’s wrath, 
they arc Evil’s prey and Sorrow’s spoil. 

Ah). Let them fly! 

I hear tlie voice which says that all must die 
Sooner than our while-licardod patriarchs died ; 

And that on high 
An ocean is pr<‘pared, 

While from below 

The deep shall rise to meet heaven’s overflow. 

Few shall be spared, 

It Rooms; and, of that few, the race of Coin 
Must lift their eyes to Adam’s God in vain. 

Sister ? since it is so, 

And the eternal liord 
In vain would be implored 
For tho remission of one hour of wo, 

Let UR resign oven wliat we liave adored, 

And meet the wavt', as w’c would meet the swevd, 

If not unmoved, yet umiismay’d. 

And wailing less for us than those who aliall 
Survive in mortal or immortal tlirall, 

And, when tlie fatal watem are allay’d, 

Weep for tho myriads who can weep no more. 

Fly, seraphs ! to your own eternal shore, 


Where winds nor howl xior wsterff Mr. 

Our{tortionifi to die, 

And yours to live for ever: 

But which is best, a dead eternity, 

Or living, is but known to the great Giver. 

Obey him, as we shall obey ; 

I would not keep this life of mine in clay 
An hour beyond his will; 

Nor see ye lose a pordon of his grace, 

I For all the mercy which Seth’s race 
Find sfllL 
Fly! 

And as your pinions bear ye back to heaven, 

Think that my love still mounts with tliec on high, 
Sainiasa! 

And if I look up with a tearless eye, 

’Tis that an angel’s bnde disdains to weep.^ 
Farow'ell! Now rise, inexorable deep! 

Anah. And must we die ? 

And must I lose thee too, 

Azaxiel ? 

Oh, my heart! my heart! 

Tliy prophecies were true! 

And yet thou wert so happy too? 

The blow, though not tmiook’d for, falls as new; 

Btit yet def»art! 

Ah! why? 

Yet let me not retain thoe—^fly ! 

My pangs can l)e but brief; but thine would be 
Etonial, if repulsed from heaven for mo. 

Too much already hast thou deign’d 
To one of Adam’s race! 

Our doom is sorrow: not to us alone, 

Hut to the s|»irit« who have not disdain’d 
To love us, couictl) anguish with disgrace. 

Tli(? first who taught us knowledge hath been hurl’d 
From his ouco ar<*haugclic tlirono 
Into some unknown world; 

And thou, A/a/icl! No— 

7'hou shall not suffor wo 
’or me. Away! nor weep! 

Thou cansi not weep; hut yet 
Mayst suffer rn<»re, not weeping: tlien forgot 
Her, whom the surges of lii<i all-sfrungling deep 
Gan bring no pang likt.‘ (his. Fly! fly! 

Being gone, ’twill he less difficult to die. 

Jtiph. Oh say not so! 

Father I and thou, arcliaiigel, thou! 

Surely celestial rnerey lurks below 
That [Hire severe serenity f>f brow ; 

Let tlieni not meet this sea without a shore, 

•av'e in our oik, or l< t me be no more! 

Noah. Peace, child of passi<in, peace ! 
f not within thy heart, yet wilji ihy loiiguo 
Do Gf»d no wrong! 

dve as he wills it—die, when he ordains, 

*. righteous death, unlike the seed of ('ain's. 

Cease, or be sorrowful in silence ; ecaso 
To weary Heaven’s ear with thy selfish plaint 
Woukisi thou have God commit a sin for Uiee t 
Snell would it be 
To niter his intent 

j’or a mere mortal sorrow. Be a man ! 

\nd bear wbaf Adam’s race must bear, and can. 

Japh. Ay, failier! but when they are gone, 

An<l we arc all alone, 

F’loaling u[»on the azure desert, and 

The depth beneath us hides our own dear land, 

And dearer, silent friends and brethren, ail 
Buried in its itnmeasiirablo breast, 

Who, who, our tears, our shrieks, shall then rofiimand ? 
Can we in desolation’s peace have rest ? 

Oh God! be thou a God, and spare 
Yet while ’tis time! 

:enew not Adam’s fall; 



Mar^nd were then hot twain, 

But they are numerous now as are the waves 
Ai^ the tremendous rain, 

Whose drops shall be lees tMdc than would their graves, 
Were graves permitted to the seed of C^. 

Noah, Silence, vain boy! each word of Uiine’s a crime. 
Angel! forgive this stnplingfs fond despair. 

Rc^. Seraphs! these mortals speak in passion: Yo 
Who are, or should be, pasaonless and pure, 

May now return with me. 

Sam. It may not be; 

We have chosen, and will endure* 

JlapK Say’st 6iou 1 

Aza. He hath said it, and I say, Amen 

Raph, Again! 

Then from this hour, 

ShcsT) as ye are of all celestia] power, 

And aliens from your God, 

Farewell! 

Japh. Alas! where shall they dwell ? 

Hark, hark! Deep sounds, and deeper still, 

Arc howling from the mountain’s bosom: 

Tiicre’s not a breath of wmd upon tlie hill, 

Yet quivers every leaf, and dro|>s each blossom: 
Karth groans as if beneath a heavy load. 

Noah. Hark, hark! the sea-bird.s cry! 

In clouds they overspread the lurid sky. 

And hover round the mountain, where before 
Newer a white wing, wetted by the wave, 

Yet dared to soar, 

Even when the waters wax’d too fierce to brave. 
Soon it shall be their only shore. 

And then, no n»oro! 

Japh. Tlie sun! the sun! 

lie riseth, b\it his belter light Is gone; 

And a Hack circle, bound 
His glaring disk around, 

Proclaims earlli’s last of snininer days hath shone ! 

The clouds return into the hu<;s of night, 

Save where their hraz<*rKioIour‘<l streak 
*i'he verge whert: bright<'r morns were w'onl to break. 

Noah. And lo ! yon Hash of li Hil, 

Tlie distant thunder’s harbinger, appears 
It comtith ! hence, aw[i\’! 

I>oave to the eleincnUii their evil prey! 

Henoe lo where our all-hallovv’d ark uproars 
Its safe and wreckloss sales. 

JnpU. Oh, father, slay! 

I.cave not my Anah toth*' swallowing tides! 

Noah. Must we imt leave all life to such? Begone! 
Japh. N'<t I. 

NfHih. Tln.'ii die 

With thorn! 

How ilarcsi thou look on that prophetic sky, 

And sock to save what all things now condemn, 

In overwhelming unison 

With just Jehovah’s wrr.'Ji! 

Jnph. Can rage and justice join in ilic same path ? 
Noah. Blasphemer! darest thou murmur even now? 
R(Vf>h. Patriarch, he still a father! smooth thy brow: 
Thy son, despite liis folly, shall not sink ; 

He knows not what he says, yci shall not drink 
With sobs the salt foam of t)ic swelling waters ; 

But be, when passion passeth, good a‘« tliou. 

Nor perish like; heaven’s children with man’s daughters. 
Aho. The tempest cometh; heaven and earth unite 
For the annihilation of all life. 

Unequal is tlic strife 

Between our strength and the Eternal Might 1 
Sam. But ours in with thee; wo will bear ye for 
To some luttroubled alar, 

Where Aom and Anah shalt partake our lot: 

Ajid ff ^diOu dost not weep fi)r thy lost earth, 
OoHbfiyt heaven shall also be forgot. 

JiNiH Oh! my dear father’s tents, my place of birth, 


And mountains, land, and woods! when ye are ao^ 
Who shall dry up my tears? 

Aza. Thy spirib-Iord. 

Fear not; though we are shut from heaven, 

Yet much is ours, whence wo can ndl%o driven. 

Rapk. Rebel! thy words are wicked, as thy deeds 
Shall honccfortli bo btit weak: the fiaming sword, 
Which chased the first-bom out of Paradise, 

Still flashes in the angelic hands. 

Aza. It cannot slay us: tlireafen dust with death, 
And talk of weapons unto that which bleeds. 

What are thy swords in our immortal eyes? 

Raph. Titc moment couicth to approve thy strength; 
And learn at longih 

How vain to war with what thy God commands:* 

Thy fomier force was in thy faith. 

Enter Mortals, flpinq for rtfuge. 

Choms of MtfrUtls, 

The heavens and earth are mingling— God! oh God! 
What have wo dano? Yet, spare! 

I Hark! <5ven the forest beasts how] forth their pray’r! 
The flragon crawls from out liis den, 

To lierd, in Icrrrjr, innocent with men; 

And the hinls Ner<*am iheir tigony through air. 

Vet, yet, Jehovah! yet wnbdraw thv rfxl 
Of wrath, ami pity tliim- own world’s despair! 

Hear not man '-niy bft all nature plead ! 

Hapli. I’areweli, Ihoti tnirlh ! ye wretched sons of clay 
I cannot, must not, aitl y«ni. ’T is decreed ! 

IJCxit RAPHAEr.. 

Japh. Some clniul.* sweep on as vultiirc.s fivr their prey, 
While Olliers, fix’d os rocKs, await the word 
At which ihcif wralhfnl vial'^ shall be pour’d. 

No :unrc nicro shall robe llie firmament, 

Nor spaiiided ^'tars be ;;;oiious: Death bath risen: 

In the snnV jilace a pale and ghastly glare 
Hath wound itself around llm dying air. 

Aza. (‘dim*, Anah! quit iliis chaos-founded prison. 
To which the elcmtnrs again rejiair, 

To turn it in'<» vvh:U i> was: hencufh 

The shcllcr of shc>(! ^vings thou shalt be safe, 

As was the caiilc’s nesdiug once within 
Its mothers.—Let l)m coming chaos chafe 
With all its elements! Heed not their din! 

A brighler vvorl.l ihan llus, where thou shalt brcatlie 
Ethereal life, will ^\e explore: 

Tlieso daikcn’d clouds are not the only skies. 

[Azazict. n.n<l S.^MiASA of, arul diMpprar 
u-Uk Atsah and Aijolibamaii. 

Japh. Th<y are gone! Tln'y have disapj)ear’d amid 
the r<»ar 

Of the Drsaken world; and never more, 

Whether they (.r (he witli all earlh’.s life 
Now near its lost, can aught restore 
Anah unto these eyes. 

Chorw of Moriah. 

Oh son ofNfiah! mercy on tliy kind ! 

What.I wilt thou leave us all—all— nil behind? 
kVIiile safe* amid llie elcnnjntal strife, 

I'hou siflst wiihin thy guarded ark? 

A Mother, (nffering her infant to Japhet.) Oh let 
this child emKark! 

1 brought him forth in wo, 

But thought it joy 

To see him to my bosom clinging so. 

Why was he lairn? 

What hath he done— 

My unwean’d son— 

To move Jehovah’s wrath or scorn ? 

What is there in this milk of mine, that death 
Should stir all heaven and earth up to destroy 
My boy, 



And rdi the waters o'er his placid breath ? 

Save him, thou seed cd* Seth! 

Or curB»d be—^with him who made 

Thee and thy racej^for which we are betray'd! 

Jajit, Peace! ’lis no hour for curses, but for prayer 

Chorus of Marlak. 

For prayer!!! 

And where 
Shall prayer ascend, 

When the swoln clouds unto the mountains bend 
And burst, 

And gushing oceans every barrier rend, 

Until the very deserts blow no tliirst ? 

Accurst 

Bo ho who made tliee and thy sire ! 

We deem our curses vaiu; wo must expire; 

But as we know the worst. 

Why should our liyiun bo raised, our knees bo bent 
Before the implacable Oinnii>otcnt, 

Since we must fall the same ? 

if he hath made earth, let it be his shame, 

To make a world for lorliire.—Lo! tliey come, 

The loat hsome waters, in their rage! 

And with their roar make wholesome nature dumb! 

The forest’s trees, (coeval witJi tlie hour 
When Paradise iipspruiig, 

Kre live gave Adam knowledge for her dower, 

Or Adam his first hymn of slavery sung,) 

Hi) massy, vast, yet green in their old age, 

Are ovortopl, 

Their summer blossoms by the surges lopt, 

Wliioh rise, and rise, and rise. 

Vainly vve look up to the lowering skies— 

They meet the sea.s, 

And shut out God fioin our hesoccliing eyes 
Fly, Soil of Noah, Hy! and take tliine case 
In thine allotted ocean-lent; 

And view, all floating o’er the ilemeni, 

The corpses of the world of lliy young days : 

Then to Jehovah raise 
'I'hy sung of praise! 

A Murtul. Blessed are llie, .haid 
Who llie III the Lord! 

And lliougli the waters he o'er eailh oiil.spread, 

A^‘t, as liis word, 

!5e the decree adoreu! 

He giive rne life—lie takelli hot 
The breath which is his own : 

And though these eyes should bo for ever .shut, 


Nor longer this weak voice before his throne 
Be heard in supplicating toue, 

Still blesseiJ be the Lord, 

For what is past, 

For that which Is: 

For all are his, 

From first to last— 

Time—space—ctoriiiiy—life—dead i— 

The vast known and iimncusurablo unluiown. 

He made, and can unmake; 

And sliali i, for a little gasp of breath 
Blaspheme and groan ? 

No; let me dio, as I have lived, in iiiitli, 

Nor quiver, tliough the universe may quake 

Chorus Ilf Murids. 

Whore shall we fly ? 

Not to the mountains high; 

For now their torrents rush, with doublo roar. 

To meet the ocean, winch, advancing still, 

Already gra.sps each drowning liill. 

Nor leaves an unsearch'd cave. 

Enter a fVoinan, 

JVoman. Oh, save me, save! 

Our valley is no more; 

My fallicr and my liiiher’s lent, 

My brethren and my brethren’s herd.!, 

The pleasant trees that o’er our noonday bent 
And sent forlli evening songs from sweetest birds, 
The little livnict vidiicli fio.slien’d all 
Our pastures green, 

No more arc to ho .seen. 

When to the mountain cliff I climb'd this morn, 

I turn’d lo bless the spot, 

And not a leaf appear’d about lo fall;— 

And now they are not!— 

Why was I born ? 

Jajih, To die! in youth lo die; 

And happier in that doom, 

'J'haii to behold the universal tomb 
Whicb I 

Am tliiis coiidoimV.I to vveeii above in vain. 

■Vhy, when all iicri.di, wliy must I remain ? 

[Tkr. tent(ft. rise; Men Jlfi in eiieri/ direcUt. 
many arc oi<ertdten hy the waves ; ilw Cltm 
of Marlak disperses in search of safety 
the maiiiUaiiis; Japhet remains upon a ro 
tphile the Ark JUials towards him tn 
distance. 



THE ISLAND; 


on, 

CHRISTIAN AND HIS COMRADES. 


The foundation of tho following story will be found 
|iartly in the account of the mutiny of the Bmntu i 
the South Seas, (in 1789,) and partly in * Mariner' 
Account of the Tonga lelcmde.” 


CANTO I. 

I. 

The nioruing watch was come ; the vessel lay 
Her course, and gently made her liquid way; 

The cloven billow dash’d from off her prow 
In furrows form’d by that majestic plough; 

The waters with their world were all before; 
Behind, the Soutli Sea’s many an islet shore 
The t|uiet night, now dappling, ’gan to wane. 
Dividing darkness from the dawning main; 

The dolphins, not unconscious of tlie day, 

Swam liigh, as eager of the coming ray; 

The stars from broader beams began to crco|), 

And lift their shining eyelids from the deep; 

The sail resumed its lately shadow’d white. 

And tlie wmd flutter’d with a freshening flight; 
The purpling ocean owns tlie coming sun, 

But ore ho break—a deed is to bo done. 

It. 

The gallant chief within his cabin slept, 

Secure in tliose by whom the watch was kept: 

His dreams were of Old England’s welcome shore. 
Of toils rewarded, and of danger’s o’er; 

His name was added to the glorious roll 
Of those who soareh the storm-surrounded Polo. 
The worst was over, and tlie rest seem’d sure. 

And why should not his slumber be secure 1 
Alas! his deck was trod by unwilling feet, 

And wilder hands would hold the vessel’s sheet; 
Young hearts, which languish’d for some sunny isle, 
Where summer years and summer women smile; 
Men without country, who, too long estranged, 

Had found no native home, or found it changed. 

And, half unciviliiod, preferr’d the cavo 
Of some soft savage to the imcertain wave— 

The gusliing fruits that nature gave unfill’d; 

The wood without a path but where they will’d; 
The flold o’er which promiscuous plenty pour’d 
Her horn; the equal land without a lortl; 

The wish—which ages have not yet subdued 
In man—to have no master save his mood; 

The earth, whoso mine was on its face, unsold, 

The glowing sun and produce all its gold; 

The freedom whicli can call each grot a home; 

The general garden, where all steps may roam. 
Whore Nature owns a nation as her child. 

Exulting in the enjoyment of tlie wild; 

Their shells, their fruits, die only wealtli they know 
Tlieir unexploring navy, the canoe; 

Their sport, the dashing breakers and the chase; 
Their strangest sight, ati European face;— 

Such was the country which Uiese strangers yearn’d 
To see again; a sight they deaiiy earn’d. 


in. 

Awake, bold Bligh! the foe is at the gate! 

Awake! awake!——Alas! it b too late! 

Fiercely beside thy cot the mutineer 
Stands, and proclaims tlie reign of rage and fear. 
Thy limbs are bound, the bayonet at thy breast; 
The hands, which trembled at thy voice, arrest; 
Dragg’d o’er the dock, no more at thy command 
The obedient helm shall veer, the sail expand; 

That savage spirit, which would lull by wrath 
Us desperate escape from duty’s path, 

(j lares round thee, in the scarce believing eyes 
Of those who fear the chief they sacrifice: 

For ne’er can man hb conscience all assuage. 
Unless he drain the wine of passion—^rage. 

IV. 

In vain, not silenced by the eye of death. 

Thou call’st the loyal with thy menaced breath 
They come not; they are few, and, over-awed, 
Must acquiesce, while sterner hearts applaud. 

In vain thou dost demand the cause: a curse 
Is nil tlie answer, with the threat of worse. 

Pull ill thine eyes is waved the glitlermg blade, 
Close to thy throat the pointed bayonet laid. 

The levell’d muskets circle round thy breast 
In hands as steel'd to do the deadly rest. 

Thou darest them to their worst, exclaiming—* Fire 
But they who pitied not could yet admiie; 

Some lurking remnant of their former awe 
Restrain’d them longer than their broken law; 

They would not dip their souls at once in blood. 

But left thee to the mercies of the floml. 

T. 

“ Hoist out the boat!” was now the leader’s cry; 
And who dare answer “ No!’ to Mutiny, 
n the first dawning of the drunken hour. 

The Saturnalia of unliopod-for power? 

The boat is lower’d vvitli all the haste of hate, 
iVilh its slight plank between thee and thy fate; 

Her only cargo such a scant supply 
As prombes the death their hands deny; 

And just enough of water and of bread 
To keep, some days, the dying from the dead; 

Some cordage, canvass, sails, and lines, and twine. 
But treasures all to hermits of the brine. 

Were added after, to the earnest prayer 
If those who saw no hope save sea and air; 

And last, that trembling vassal of the Pole— 

'he feeling compass—Navigation’s soul. 

ri. 

\nd now tlie selfrelected chief finds time 
i'o stun the first sensation of hb crime, 
knd raise it in his followers—* Ho! (he bowl!” 

.ost passion shoidd return to reason’s shoal. 

Brandy for heroes!" Burke could once exclaim— 
doubt a liquid path to epic fame; 

.nd such the new-born heroes found it hero. 

And drain’d the draught with an applauding cheer. 
Huzza! for Otaheite!” was the cry. 

How strange such shouts from sons of Mutiny 



llio geatio island} and the genial seal, 

The ii'iendljr hearts, tiie feasts witliout a toil, 

The cour^ous manners but from nature caught, 
The wealth unlioarded, and the love unbought; 
Could these have charms for rudest seaboys, driven 
Before tiie mast by evo^ wind of heaven ? 

And now, even now preimrod with other’s woes 
To earn mild virtue’s vain desire, repose ? 

Alas! such is our nature! all but aim 
At the same end by pathways not the same; 

Our means, our btrtli, our nation, and our name, 
Our fortune, temper, even our outward frame, 

Are far more potent o’er our yielding clay 
Than aught we know beyond our little day. 

* Yet sUH there wliUpers the smai! voice within, 
Heard through Gain’s silence, and o’er Glory’s din : 
Whatever creed bo taught or land be trod, 

Man’s conscience is the oracle of God. 

The lanch is crowded with the faithful few 
Who wait their chief, a melancholy crew; 

But some remain’d reluctant op the deck 
Of that proud vessel—now a moral wreck— 

And view’d their captain’s fate with pit<*ous eyes; 
While others serv’d his aujriir’d miseries, 

Sneer’d at tlic prospect of his pigniy sail, 

And the slight bark so laden and so frail. 

The tender nautilus, who steers liis prow, 

The seaborn sailor of his shell canoe, 
ocean Mab, tlie fairy of the sea, 
yeeins far less fragile, and, alas! more free. 

Ho, when the UghUiing-wing'd tornados sweep 
The stirge, is safe—his port is in the deef>— 

And triiunplLs o’er (he armadas of inanKind, 

Whicii shako the worl<l, y<‘l crumble in Uie wiinl. 

VIII. 

WMm all was now prepared, tlui vessel ch;ar 
Which iiail’U l»er master in the mutineer— 

A scatiuui, less olidtirato than his mates, 

Show’d the vain pity which but irritatca; 

Watch’d his late chieftain vvifh c.tjfloring eye, 

And told, in signs, repentant sympathy; 

Held the moist shadd<K:k to his parched mouth, 
Which fell exhaustion’s ileep and hitter dnmth. 

But soon observtid, this guanlian was withdrawn, 

Nor further mercy clouds relieliiou’s tluwn. 

Then forward stepp’il the bold and frowanl boy 
His clhef had cherish’d only to destroy, 

And, pointing to the helpless prow luoieath, 
hixciaiin’d, “Depart al oneo! delay is deatli!” 

Yet then, even then, iiis feelings ceased not all: 
tn (hat lust moment could a word recall 
Remorse for the black deed as yet half done, 

And what he hid from many show <1 to one: 

When Bligh in stern reproach demanded where 
Was now his grateful Hciise of fonner care? 

Whore all his hopes to see his name asphe., 

And blazon Britain’s thousand glories higher? 

His fcverisli lips tlius broke their gloomy spell, 

"’T IS that! ’t is timt! I am in hell! in hell!” 

No more he said; but urging to tho bark 
His ciiic^ commits him to his fragile ark; 

7'hoso the sole accents from his tongue tliat fell, 

But volumes lurk’d below lus horco farewell. 

IX. 

Tho arctic sun rose broad above the wave ; 

The breeze now sank, now whisper’d from his cave; 
As on die ^olian haqi, hts fitful wings 
Now 8well’(^ now flutter’d o’er his ocean strings. 
With slow, despairing oar, the idwuidon’d skiff 
Ploughs its drear progress to the scarce-seen cfifll 
Which lifts its peak a cloud above the main; 
boat and ship shad never meet again! 

2 W 


Hut't is not mine to toll dieir tale of grief) 

'riieir constant peril and Uieir scant relief; 

7'heir days of danger, ami their nights of pain; 
Their manly courage even wiien deem’d in vain; 

I The sapping famine, rendering scarce a son 
Known to his mother in the skeloUvn; 

The ills that lessen'd still their little store, 

And starved oven Hungor till Jie wning no mors; 
The varying frowns and favours of tlie deep, 

That now almost ingulfs, then leaves to creep 
With crazy oar and shatter’d strength along 
The tide that yields reluctant to the strung; 

The incessant fever of that arid Uiirst 
Wliich welcomes, as a wdl, the clouds that burst 
Above their nuked bones, and feels delight 
In the cold drenching of the stormy ni^it, 

And from (he outs]>reuJ canvass gladly wrings 
A drop to moisten life's all gasping springs; 
riio savage foe escaped, to seek again 
Mure hospitahle shelU'r from the main; 

'I’he ghastly sjwjclres wliicfi were disxii’d at last, 

I’o t<*ll UR lnu‘ a tall* of <langers past, 

As ever the dark aimals of tlio deep 
1 lUclosed for man to dr«*ad or woman weep. 

X. 

We leave iheni to their fate, hut not unknown 
Nor iinredress’d. Revenge iiaiy have her own: 
llousc<i discipline aloud priMdaims their cause. 

And injuri'd navies urge llieir hrolicn laws. 

Piir.sue we on his track llie luutifioer, 

Whom distant vengeance hail n(»l taught to tear. 
Wide o’er the wave—aw a) ! away! away! 

)nee more ins eves shall hail the wolcmiu} bay; 

Ince more the happy shores willioiit a law 
llcceivc the outlaws whom they lately saw ; 

Nature, and nature’s goddess—woman—woos 
To lands where, save ihi'ir conscience, none at'cuso ; 
Where all partake the earth without dispute, 

And bread itself is gather'd as a fnut 
W here none contest the fields,the wocxls, the uireatiis: 
TIio golJlesR age, where gold disturbs no dreams, 
nhahits or inhabiled (In* shoie, 

’ll! Kiiropn taught thoin hefler liiaii hfftwo; 

Bestow’d iier rusloiiis, and amended (lieu's, 

It left her vice.s also to their heirs. 

Away with this! behold them as tliey were, 

)o good with Nature, or with NaUiro err. 

IluzZa 1 for Otiiiieilc!” was llic eiy, 

As stately swept the gullaiiL vessel by. 

The breeze spriiig.s up ; the lately iluppnig sail 
Extends its arcli before tin* growing gale; 

I swifter ripples stream aside the. seas, 

Yhich her iH^hi brtw flings off with dashing case. 

’hus Argo plough’d (Ik* iMixine’s virgin f<>am; 
dot tho.se she wafted still look back to home— 

’hese spurn llioir c<iunlry with their rebel bark, 
id fly her as tlie raven fltMl the ark ; 

\ud yet they seek to nestle with llic dtive, 
nd tame their fiery spit its down to love. 


CANTO a. 

I. 

ow pleasant were llio songs <>f 7'tsiboiia»,j 
Vlicii Muinmer’s sun went d<m'n tlio contl bay! 
onie, h?t 118 to tile mlots softtisl shade, 

.nd hear tlie warbling birds! the damsels said: 

' Thf* nr>w crlebraUrt brri»d-fi'in*, to lr0rH|ilnirt Wlikb ('aplfttu Biifh'c 
pvflitioii WKa MurWlalieti. 

Ttie liral tbr«i» Avcliona nr« tnk^n from nn orhnil amiRof the Tonfll 
inrtrtn, of which a prow tranwlaiom ia m *' MAriu«r’» Ae<r«iiot 
Ihr Tonga UUvln.” Tnohuitai ia tint how<rer our of (hrm ; bai 
at on« of Ihute where Cbrialiaii aiwl the tiM:tiiirrn< took refuga. I 
ivr alieraU aitd added, hot have reiaised ae luucb ae poMiUie of (ha 
igmal. 



The woocWove from the forest d«|ith shall coo, 

LUis voices of the gods from Bolotoo; 

We T1 cull the flowers that grow above the dead, 

For these most bloom where rests the warrior’s bead; 

Aod we will sit b twilight’s face, and see 

The sweet moon glancing throu^ the tooa tree. 

The lofty accents of whose sighmg bough 
Shall sadly please us as we lean below; 

Or dimb the steep, and view the surf in vain 
Wrestle with rocky giants oW Uio main. 

Which spurn in colunuis back llio batflud spray. 

How l,eaiiliful are tliese! how happy they, 

Who, from llte toil and tumult of their lives, 

Steal to look down where naught but ocean strives! 
£von he too loves at time the blue lagoon, 

And BmnutlicB his ruflled mane beneath tho iitouii. 

II. 

Yes—from tho sepulchre well gather flowers, 

Then feast like spirits ui Uieir promised bowers. 

Then plunge and revel in tlie rolling surf. 

Then lay our limbs along the tender turf 
And, wet and shining from the sportive toil, 

Anoint our bodies with the fragrant oil. 

And pliiit our garlands gather'd from the grave, 

Aral wear the wreaths that sprung from out the brave. 
But lo! night comes, the Moua woos us back, 

The sound of mats are heard along our track ; 

Anon the lorehlighi dance shall fling its sheen 
In flashing mazes o’er the Marly’s green ; 

And we too will bo there; we too recall 
The memory bright with many a festival. 

I'lre Fiji blew the sliell tS war, when foes 
For the first time were wafted in canoes. 

Alas! for them the flower of mankind bleeds; 

Alas! for them our fields are rank with weeds : 
Forgotten Ls the rapture, or unknown. 

Of wandering with tlic moon and love alone. 

But be it so;—/Aej/ taught us how to wield 
The club and rain our arrows o’er the field: 

Now let them reap tho harvest of their art! 

But fe.'tst to-night! to-morrow we depart. 

Strike up the dance! the cava bowl fill high! 

Drain every dro|i!—to-morrow we may die. 

In summer garments be our limbs array'd; 

Around our waists the tnppa’s white display’d 
Thick wreaths shall form our coronal, like springs. 

And round our necks shall glance the hooni strings; 
So shall their brighter hues contrast tho glow 
Of the duidt bosoms that heat high below. 

III. 

But now tlie dance is o’er—^yet stay awhile; 

Ah, pause I nor yet |>ut out the social smile. 
To-morrow for the Mooa we depart, 

But not lo-night—to-night is for the heart. 

Again bestow the wreaths we gently woo, 

Ye young enchantresses of gay Licoo! 

How lovely are your forms! how every sense 
Bows to your beauties, soften’d, but intense, 

Like to llie flowers on Mataloco’s steep. 

Which fling their fragrance far athwart the deep!— 
We too will see Licoo ; but—oh! my heart!— 

WI at do I say ?—to-morrow we depart! 

IV. 

Thus ruse a song—the harmony of times 
Before the winds blew Europe o’er these climes. 

True, they had vices—such are nature’s growth— 

But only the barbarian’s—wo have both: 

The sorrfor of civilization, mix’d 

With all the savage which man’s fall hath fix’d. 

Who hath not seen Dissunulaliou’s reign. 

The prayers (rf Abel link’d to deeds irfCain? 

Who such would see may from bis lattice view 
The Old World more degraded than the New,— 


Now new no more, save where Columbia rears 
Twin giaiile, born by Freedom lo her spheres, 
Whore Chimborazo, over air, earth, wave. 

Glares with his Titan eye, and sees no slave. ■ 

V. 

Such was this ditty of tradition’s days, 

Which to tho dead a lingormg fame conveys 
In song, where fame as yet hath left no sign 
Beyond the sotiiid whose charm is half divine ; 
Which leaves no record lo the skeptic eye, 

But yields young history all to harmony; 

A boy Achilles, with tlie centaur’s lyre 
In hand, to teach him to surpass his sire. 

For olio long-cdierish’d ballad’s simple stave, „ 

!■’ uiig from the rock, or mingled with the wave, 

Ur from llie, bubbling streamlet’s grassy side, 

Or gutboring iiiountam echoes as tliey glide, 

Hath greater power o’er each true hoart and ear, 
Then all the columns Conquest’s minions rear; 
Invites, when liieroglypliics are a thtune 
For sages’ labours or the student’s dream; 

Attracts, when history's volumes are a toil,— 

The first, the freshest hud of b'celmg’s soil. 

Such was this rude rhyme—rhyme is of the rude— 
But such inspired the Nerscinaii’s solitude, 

Who cam,- and conquer’d ; such, wherever rise 
Lands wliieh no fiies destroy or civilize, 

Exi.sl: and what eim oiir aceoiiipllsh’d art 
Of verse do more than reach the awaken’d heart? 

I VI. 

And sweetly now those untaught melodics 
Broke the lu.vuriuus silence of tho skies, 

The sweet siesta of a summer day. 

The tro|>ic aflernixrn of Toohonai, 

When every flower was bloom, and air was balm, 
And the first breath began to stir the palm, 

The first yet voiceless wind to urge the wave 
All gently to refresh the thirsty cave. 

Where sat the songstress with the stranger boy, 
Who taught her passion’s desolating joy. 

Too |K)werful over every heart, but most 
O’er those vvho know not bow it may bo li«l; 

O’er those who, burning in tho new-born fire, 

Like martyrs revel in their funeral pyre, 

With such devotion to their ecstasy. 

That life knows no such rapture us to die; 

And die tliey do; for earthly life has naught 
Match’d wiUi tlial hurst of nature, even in tliought; 
And all our dreams of bettor life above 
But close in one eternal gush of love. 

VII. 

There sat the gentle savage of the wild, 

In growtli a woman, though in years a child, 

As childhood dales within our colder clime. 

Where naught is ripen'd rapidly save crime; 

The infant of an infant world, as pure 
From nature—^lovely, warm, and premature; 

Dusky like night, but night with all her stars; 

Or cavern sparkling with its native spars; 

With eyes that were a language and a spell, 

A form like Ajihrodilc’s in her shell. 

With all her loves around her on tho deep, 
Voluptuous os tho first approach of sleep; 

Yet full of life—for through her tropic cheek 
Tho blush would make its way, and all but speak 
The sun-bom blood sulfused her neck and threw 
O’er her clear nutbrowii skin a lucid hue, 

Like coral reddening through tlio darken’d wave, 
Which draws the diver to the crimson cave. 

Such was tliis daughter of the southern seas, 
Herself a billow in her energies, 

To bear die bark of others’ happiness, 

Nor feel a sorrow till their joy grew leas ; 



Her wild and warm yet iaithful bosom knew 
No joy Uk^what it gave; her hopes ne’er drew 
Aught experience, that chill touchstone, whoso 
Sad pr&f reduces all things from their hues: 

She fear’d no ill, l>ccausc she knew it not, 

Or what she knew was soon—too soon—forgot: 
tier smiles and tears had pass'd, as light winds pass 
O’er lakes, to ruffle, not destro}', their giaas, 

Whose dcptlis urisearcli'd, and fountains from llie hill, 
Restore tlicir surface, in itself so still, 

Until the earthquake tear the naiad’s cave, 

RoOl up the spring, and trample on die wave, 

And crush the living waters to a mass, 

'J’he amphibious desert of the dank morass! 

And dlust their fate be hers? The eternal change 
But graspa humanity with quicker range; 

And they who fall but fall as worlds will fall, 

I’o rise, if just, a spirit oVr tliom all. 

VIII. 

And who is he ? the blue-eyed norUn*m child 
Of isles more known to man, Init scarce leas wild; 

The fair-boir’d offspring of the Hebrides, 

Where roars the Peiitlatid with its whirling seas ; 
Roek’d in his cradle by the roaring wind, 

Tlie tempest-horn in body and in mind, 
llis young eyes opening on (he ocean-foam, 

Hod from that moment detmi’d the deep his home, 

'I'ho giant comrade of Ins fwnsive moods, 

'riic sharer of his craggy solitudes, 

TIhi only Mentor of his youth, where’er 

Ills bark was liorne; Uie sport of wuvtr and air; 

A careless thing, who placed his choice in chance, 
Nursed by the legends of his huid’s romance; 

Eager to hope, but not less firm to bear, 

Accpiaiatcd witli all feelings save despair. 

Planed in the Arab’s clime, lie would have been 
As bold a rover as the sands have seen, 

And braved their thirst with as enduring lip 
As Ishmacl, wafted on his desert-ship 
Fix’d upon Chili’s shore, a proud cacique; 

On Hellas* mountains a ndtellious Greek; 

Born in a lent, perhaps a Taint^rlane; 

Bred to a throne, pt^rhaps unfit to reign. 

E’or the same soul that rends its patli to sway, 

If ri'ar’d to Rueh, can find no further prey 
Jieyoiid itself, and must retrace its way,t 
Plmiging for pleasure into pain: the same 
Sjjiril which made a Nero, Rome’s worst shame, 

A humbler state and discipline of lieart 

Hud fornul his glorious namesake’s < ountcrparl ;J 

But grant lus vices, grant them all his own, 

How small their tlicatre witiiout a throne! 

IX. 

Thou smiles! ;--Ujeso comparisons seem high 
To those who scan all things with da/.zled eye; 

Link'd with tlie unknown name of one whoso doom 
Has naiiglit to do w'ilh glory or with Rome, 

With Chili, ITclias, or with Araby ;— 

Thou smilest?—Smile; ’tis better Urns than sigh; 

Yet such he might have been; he was a man, 

A soaring spirit, ever in the van, 

A patriot hero or desj)(»tic chief, 

To form a nation’s glory or its grie^ 

* Tlie ‘*i»)»ip of Ihe d**»erl'’ ii the OrionlHl fipire foi the eemel cr 
drumpdary : nnrt they ilew>rve thu meUplior well, the former ftN* hii 
endurance, the Intivr for h» •wifutcM. 

t “ LuculJus, wlw'ii fiugJtUty could chnrm, 

Had roaated turnips in theliiatHiie farm.*’—/’<>/>#. 

X The conaul Nero, who made the iineqtmiled tnarrb which deceived 
Haiiiniml, and defeated Aadruhal : llierelty iicrontpliNhinr ah ucliiave. 
mcnl almoiii oiirivalted in military annul*. Thefimt inteniseiire uf hU 
lelurii, to Hannihtfl, was the sight of Asdrubal's head tlirown inio hi* 
camp. When liarinilial saw this, he exclaimed wiUt n ligh, that '* Rome 
would now he the roiKl>va« of the world.” Atwl yet to «lu* victorv of 
Nero'a it miRhi be owm^ that Ins impeiial iianiesake reittned at all. Rut 
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thinfc. 


Bom under auspices which make us more 
Or less than wo doliglit to ponder o’or. 

But tliese are visions; say, what was he here ^ 

A blooming boy, a truant mutineer. 

The fiiir-hair’d rorquil, free as ocean’s spray, 

I’he Inisband ol' tlie lirido of Toobonai. 

X, 

By Nouhn’s skit* he sate, and watcli’d Uie waters,— 
Neuha, the sunflower of (he island daughters, 
Highborn, (a birth at which the iierald smiles, 
Without a scutcheon for these secret isles,) 

Of a long race, the valiant and (ho free, 

The naked ktiiglKs of savage diivalr}', 

AVhosc grassy cairns ascend along the shore ; 

And iliini*—! ’vc seon—Achilles! do no more. 

She, when the (humler-bearing strangers came, 

Fn Ya«t canoes, begirt with bolls of flame, 

Topp'd with tall trees, which, loftier tliwi the palm, 
Seem’d rooted in the deiqi amid its calm; 

But wljcn llio wind'? awaken’d, shot forth wings 
Broad a'^ the cloud along the horizon flings, 

Ami sway’d tlie waves, like cities of the sea. 

Making the very billows look Ies« free 
She, with her paddling oar and dancing prow, 

Shot through the surf, like reindeer tlirough the snow 
Swifi-gliding o’er the breaker's whitening edge, 

Light as a nereid in her ocean sledge, 

And gazed and wonder’d at the giant hulk, 

Which heaved from wave to wave its trampling bulk: 
The anchor dropp’d; it lay along the deep, 

Tiike a huge lion in the sun asleep, 

While, round it swarm'd Uio proas’ flitting chain, 

Like summer bees that hum around his mane. 

XI. 

The white man land<*d!—need the real Im Idd? 

The New World streiclul ils dusk hand to the Old; 
Eucli was to each a marvel, and the tie 
Of wondiT warm’d to better synipalhy. 

Kind vs’as the welcome of th(? sun-bom sires, 

And kinder still their dniighf(!r’s gentler (ires, 

1 heir union grew; the children of the storm 
Found lieauty link'd with many a dusky form; 

While tliese in turn admired (he paler glow*, 

Which Siiem’d so while in climes that knew no snow. 
The cliasc, tlie race, tin* Uherly to roam, 

I'he soil where every cottage show’d a home; 

The sea-sproad net, tlie lighlly-launch’d niuioe, 

VV'hioh slemm'd (lie studded arcliipelago, 

O’er whose l)lu<^ h(#soni rose the .starry isles; 

The h(‘althy slumber, earn’d by sportive toils; 

The palm, the ioloe.'it drviul of the woods, 

Witiiin whose ho^om infant Bacchus Imnnls, 

While eagles sr-arce build higher tliari the crest 
Winch shadows o’er tlie vineyard in her breast; 

The cava feast, the yam, the cocoa’s root, 

Whicli bears at once the cup, and milk, and fruit; 

The bread-tree, which, without the ploughsliare, yiokki 
The unreap’d harvest of unfurrow’d fields, 

And bakes its unadulterated loaves 
Without a furnace in impurchased groves, 

And flings off famine from its furlile breast, 

A priceless market for the gathering guest;— 

These, with tlie luxuries of seas and woods. 

The airy joys of social solitudes, 

Tamed oacli rii<lc wanderer to the sympathies 
3f those who were more happy* if less wise, 

;>id more than Eurofus’s discipline had done, 

And civilized civilization's son! 

Xlf. 

Of these, and there was many a willing pair, 

Neuha and Torquil were not iho least feir: 

Both children of the isle.*, (bough di.'?tajit far; 

Bodi born beneath a sea-|<re.^kling s(ar; 



Both nourwhM amid nature’s native BceneS} 

Loved to die last) whatever intervenes 
Between us and our childhood’s sympathy, 

Wlucfa still reverts to what first cauf^ht the eye. 

He who first met the Highlands' swelling blue 
Will love each peak that shows a kindred hue, 

Hail in each crag a friend’s familiar face, 

And clasp the mountain in his mind's embrace. 
l*ong have I roaraM through lands which are not mine, 
Adored the Alp, and loved the Apetmine, 

Revered Parnassus, and beheld the steep 
Jove’s Ida and Olympus crown the dc<^p: 

But 'i was not all long ages lore, nor alt 
I'ftcir nature held mo in their thrilling thrall 
The infant rapture still survived the boy, 

And I.oeh*na*gar with Ida look'd o'er Troy,^ 

Mix’d Okie memories with the Phiygian mount, 

And Highland linns with Castalie’s clear fount. 

Forgive me, Hom<?r’s universal shade! 

Forgive me, Phmhus t that my fancy stray’d; 

The north and nature taught me to adore 
Your scenes sublime, from those belove<l beforo. 
xin. 

The love which maketli all things fond and fair, 

The youth which makes one rainbow of (he air, 

The dangers past, that make even man enjoy 
I'hc pause in which he ceases to destroy, 

The mutual beauty, which the sternest feel 
Strike to Jluir hearts like lightning to tho Blct'l, 

United the half savage and tlio wdiolc, 

The maid and Ikiv, m one alisorbiiig soul. 

No more the thundering memory of the fight 
Wrapp'd his wean’d bosom in its dark delight; 

No more the irksome restlessness of ref4 
Disfurh’d him like the eagle in her nest, 

VVliose whetted beak arnl far-j)cn'ading rye 
Darts for a victim over all the sky; 

His heart was tamed to tJmt voluptuous slate, 

At i»nre Klysiaii and etlennnate, 

Which leaves no laurels o’er the hero's urn;— 

Thew^ wither when fi»r aught save bl('K)d they bum; 
Yet when their ashes in their are laid, 

Doth not tho myrtle leave as sweet a shade ? 

Had C.Tsar known but Oleo|)aira’s kiss, 

Rome had been free, the world had not been his. 

And what hav<' C»;sars deeds ami C®sar’s fame 
Done tor the eartli ? We fisel them in our shame: 

The gory sanctum of his glory stains 
The rust which tyrants cherish on our chains. 

Tlmugh Glory, Nature, Re.ason, Freedom, hid 
Remsed millions do what single Brutus did— 

Sweep these mere mock-hirtls of the (k:8|>ot's song 
From the tall bough where they have perch’d so long,— 
Still are we hawk’d at by such mousing owls, 

And take for falcons those ignoble fowls, 

When hut a word of freedom would dispel 
These bugl>ears, as their terrors show too well. 

XJV. 

Rapt in the fond forgetfulness of life, 

Notiha, the South Sea girl, was all a wife, 

With no distracting world to call her off 
From love; with no society to scoff 
At tho new transient flame; no babbling crowd 
Of coxcombry in admiration loud, 

Or with adulterous whisper to alloy 
Her duty, and her glory, and her joy: 


* Wh«n very ro'ini', nbout year* of *re, afier an attack of the 
ararlel fever at Alterdeeo, I wtg WMnoveti by medical ndvire into the 
HicbUnde. Here 1 paeoed eesMiosMdty acme aummera, mid from thia 
panod t dal* my Iwe of imniglshinni rouottifa. I run never fnri^t the 
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With faith and foelingi naked as her fiirm, 

8)io stood as stands a rainbow in a storm, ^ 
Changing its hues with bright variety, v,. 

But still expanding lovelier o’er the sky, '• 

Howe’er its arch may swell, its colours move, 

The cloud-compelling harbinger of love. 

xr. 

Here, in this grotto of the wave-wom shore, 

They pass’d the tropic’s rod meridian o’er; 

Nor long the hours—they never passed o’er time, 
Unbroken by the clock’s funereal chime, 

Which deals the daily pittance of our span, 

And points and mocks with iron laugh at man. 
What deem’d they of tho future or the past? , 
The present, like a tyrant, held them fast: 

Their hourglaas was tho sea-sand, and the tide, 
Take her smooth billow, saw their moments glide; 
Their clock the sun, in his unbounded towV; 

They reckon’d not, whoso day was but an hour ; 
The nighiingale, their only vesper-bell, 

Sung Rwcelly to the rose the days farewell;* 

The broad sun set, but not with lingering sweep, 

As in the north ho mellows o’er the dee[^ 

Bui fier}’, full, and fierce, as if he left 
The work! for eviT, earth of light bereft, 

Plunged wiih red fiirehead down along the wave, 
As dives a hero headlong to his grave. 

Then rose (hey, looking first along the skies, 

And then for light into each other’s eyes, 
Wondering lliat summer slmw’d so brief a sun, 

And asking if indeed the day were done. 

XVI. 

And let not this seem strange; the devotee 
Tiives not in earth, hut in his ecstasy; 

Around him days and worlds arc liecdless driven, 
His soul is gone before his dust to heaven. 

; lovo less potimt ? No—his path is trod, 

Alike uplifted gloriously to God ; 

Or link’d to all we know of heaven below, 

Tlie other better sell] whose joy or wo 
Is more than ours; the all-ahsorbing flame 
Whieh, kindled by anotliiT, grows the same, 

Wrapt in one blaze; the pure, yet funeral {lilo, 
Whore gentle hearts, like Bramins, sit and smile. 
How often we forgot all time, when lone, 

Admiring Nature’s universal throne, 

Her woods, her wilds, her wafers, tlie intense 
Reply of hern to our intolligonco ! 

T<ive not the stars and mountains ? Arc the waves 
Without a spirit ? Are the dropping caves 
Without a feeling in their silent fears? 

Nt», no;—they w’tM> and clasp us to their spheres, 
Dissolve this clog and clod of clay before 
Its hour, and merge our soul in the great shore. 
Strip oft*tills fond and false ideulity!— 

Who thinks ofsellj when gazing on the sky? 

And who, tluHigh gazing lower, ever thought. 

In the young tiiomenirt ere the heart is taught 
Timers lessoti, of man’s basmiesK or his own ? 

All nature is liis realm, and love his throne. 

xvti. 

Neuha arose, and Torquil: twilight’s hour 
('amo Slid and softly to their rocky bower. 

Which, kindling by degrees its dewy spans, 

Echoed their dim liglti to the mustering stani. 
Slowly the pair, partaking nature’s calm, 

Sought out their cottage, built beneath the palm; 
Now smiling and now silent, as tlie scene ; 

Lovely os Love—the spirit!—when serene. 


* Tha now wfll.kniiwn atar^ of (ht tavva f>f fh* ntfhttngala asd roM 
wd net bv m<ue iban aliutlvH la, baiiig aiiJIcianily liaiiHor (o (h* wot- 
I torn Ro In »h# *a*ic 



Tlia Ocean acarca spoke louder with bis swell, 
Than brcatl^B his mimic murtnurer in the slietl/ 
As, &r div^ed from his parent deep, 

T)ie seldom infant cries, and will not sleep, 
Raising his little plaint in rain, to rave 
For the broad bosom of his nursing wave: 

Tho woods drooped darkly, as inclined to rest, 

The tropic bird wheel’d rock-ward to his nest, 
And the blue eky spread round tlicm like a lake 
Of peace, where Pioty her thirst might slake. 

xviir. 

But ftirough the palm and plantain, bark, a voice! 
Not such as would have been a lover’s choice, 

• In such^an hour, to break tlie air so still; 

. No dying night-breeze, harping o'er the hill. 
Striking the strings of nature, rock and tree, 

I’hose best and earliest lyres of harmony, 

"With Echo for their chorus; nor the alarm 
Of die lotid war-whoop to dispel the charm ; 

Nor tho solUtKjuy of the hermit owl, 

Exhaling all his solitary soul, 

The dim tliough large-eyed winged anchorite, 

Who peals liis dreary paean oVr tho night 
But a loud, long, and naval whistle, shrill 
As ever started through a sea-bird’s bill; 

And then a pause, and tlien a hoarse ‘^Ilillo! 
Torquil! my boy! what cheer? Ho! brother, ho!” 
“Who hails?” cried Torqihl, f»)llowing with his cyo 
Tho sound. “Here’s one,” was all the brief reply. 

XIX. 

But here the herald of the seIf>samo mouth 
Came breathing o’er the aromatic south, 

Not like a “bed of violets” on the gale, 

But such as wafts its cloud o'er grog or ale, 

Borne from a short frail pipe, which yet had blown 
Its gentle (Hiours over either zone, 

Andi|>ntr’d where’er w inds rise or waters roll, 

Had wafted smoke froni P(»r(smoulli to llio Pole, 
Opposed Its vapemr as the lightning flash'd, 

And reek’d, mid mountain-billows unabaslVd, 

To ^b>lu8 a constant sacrifice, 

U'brough every change of all the varyitig skies. 

And what was ho who bore it ?—1 may err, 

Ihit deem him sailor or philosoplier.f 
Stiblline tobacco! which from east to west 
('heers the tar’s labour or the Turkman’s rest; 
Which on the Moslem’s ottoman divides 
His hours, and rivals opium and his brides; 
Magnificent in Stamboiil, b»»t leas grand. 

Though not less loved, in Wapping or the. Strand; 
Divine in hookas, glorious in a pipe, 

When lipp’d with amber, midlow, rich, and ripe; 

I.ike other channers, wooing the caress 
More dazzlingly when daring in full dress; 

Yet thy true lovers more admire by far 
Thy naked beauties—Give, me a cigar ! 

XX. 

ThrcMigh the approaching darkness of the wood 
A human itguro broke the solitude, 
fantastically, it may be, array’d, 

A seaman in a savage masquerade; 

Snell as appears to risi* out from the deep 
When o’er tlie line the merry vessels sweep. 


* If ihe reneVr will apply to Itia car th« sen-thcll on hi* chimnav*piere, 
he will l>e uwnre uf whoi U allurled to. tf the text ihouUi Api>ear ob* 
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And the rough saturnalia oi the tar 

Flock o’er the deck, in Neptune’s borrow’d car ;♦ 

And jileasetl tho god of ocean sees his name 
lievive once more, though but in mimic game 
Of his true sons, who riot in the breeze 
Undreamt of in his native Cyclades. 

Still the old god deliglits, from out the main, 

To snatch some glimpses of his ancient reign. 

Our sailor’s jacket, though in ragged trim, 

His constant pipe, which never yet hum’d dim, 

His forema-st air, and somewhat rolling gait, 

Like his dear vessel, s])oke his former state; 

But then a sort of kerchief round his head, 

Not over-tightly bound, nor nicely spread; 

And stead of trowsers (ah! too early tom! 

For even the mildc«»l woods will have their thorn) 

A curious sort of somewlial scanty mat 
Now served (or ine.xprcs8iblos and hat; 

Ills naked fiu'f and nt^ck, and sunburnt face. 
Perchance might suit alike with either race. 

TlLs arms were all his own, our Europe’s growth, 
Which (wo world’s ble.ss for civilizing both; 

The mu.sket swung behiiul his shoulders broad, 

And somewhat stoop’d by his marine abode, 

But brawny a.s the boar’s; and hung beneath, 

His cutlass droop'd, unconscious of a sheath, 

Hr lost or worn away; his pistols were 
liiiik’d to his belt., a matrimonial pair— 

(Let not Ihi.s inetaiihor appear a scoflj 
Though one miss'd (ire, the other would go off; 

These, with a bayonet, not so free from mat 
As when the arm-chest held its brighter trust, 
Completed his accoutreuients, as Night 
Purvey’d him in his garb he.tero<;Uie. 

xxr. 

Wliat cheer, Ben Bunting?” cried (when in full view 
Our new actpiaiiitance) Torquil, “ Aught of new ?” 

“ Ey, ey!” quoth Ben, “ not new, hut news enow; 

A .strange sail in the offing.”—“ Sail! and liow? 
iVhat! could you make her out ? It cannot be 
Ve seen no mg of canvas.s on Ihe .sea.” 

Belike,” said Ben, “ you might not from the bay, 

But from (he bluH-head, where T watch’d lo-day, 
saw he.r in the doldrums; fiir tlie wind 
iVas light and baffling.”—" Whe.n the sun declined 
Where lay she? had .she anclior’d?”—“ Nf>, but still 
She bore down on us, till the wintl grew still.” 

Her flag?”—“ I had no glass; but (ore arnl aft, 

Ogatl! .she seemed a wicked-looking craft.” 

Arm’d ?”—“ I exi>ect so;—sent fw the look-out: 

’T is liine, belike, to pul our helm about.” 

About ?—Whate’er may have us now in chase, 

Wo’II make no running (ighi, for that were base 
We will die at our quarters, like true men.” 

Ky, ey! ft>r that’t is all the sanui to Ben.” 

Does (Miristian know this?”—Ay; he has piped all 
hands 

Ho quarters. They are furbishing tho stands 
)f arms; and we have got some guns to bear, 
nd scaled them. You are wanted.”—" That’s but fair; 
.nd if It were not, mine is not the soul 
-\) leave my comrades helpless on (he slioal. 

Vly Neuha! ah! and must my fate pursue 
lot me alone, but one so sweet and true? 
lut whatsoe’er betide, ah, Neuha! now 
Tiiman me not; the hour will not allow 
i tear; I am thine whatever intervenes!” 

Riglit,” quoth Ben, “ that will do for the marines.”! 


• Thl* rough but )o»«l<*cTPraoiiy, ii«eil in croning the Tine, hut b#»n *0 
on «n<l Ml well deacrlbiul, tlint ii need not he more ih«n sllnded tn. 
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CANTO in, 

I. 

The fi^ht was o’er; the flashing through the gloom, 
Which roboN the cannon as he wings a tomb, 

Had ceased; and sulphury vapours upward driven 
Had left the cartli, and but polluted iu'aven: 

The rattling roar which rung in every volley 
Had left the echoes to their melancholy; 

No more tliey shriek’d their horror, boom for boom; 
The strife was done, the vanquish’d had their doom; 
The mutineers were crush’d, dispersed, or ta’en, 

Or liv’d to deem tlm liaj)picHt xvere tlie slain. 

Few, few escaped, ami these were hunted o’er 
The isle they loved hcyoti*! tludr native shore. 

No further home was iheii*s, it seem’d, on caitit, 

Once renrga<les to that wdiich gave them birth; 

Track’d like wild beasts, like them they sought the wild, 
As to a mother's bosom flies the child; 

Hut vainly wolves and lions seek their den, 

And still mure vainly men escape from men. 

II. 

Beneath a rock whose jutting base protrudes 
Far over ocean in his fiercest mriods, 

When scaling his enonnous crag the wave 
Is Imrl’d down headlong, like the foremost brave, 

And fails back on the foaming crowd behind, 

Which fight Inmeath the hamlet’s the wind, 

Rut now at rest, a little rernnaiil drew 
Together, Weeding, thirsty, faint, and few; 

But still their weaftons in their hands, and still 
With somt.'llnng of the pride of former will, 

As men not all unused to meditate, 

And strive much more limn wonder at their fate. 

Their present lot was what they had fim'soen, 

And dared as what was likely to liave been; 

Yet still the lingering hope, which deem’d their lot 
Not pardon'd, but unsought for or forgot, 

Or trusted that, if sought, iheir distant cavos 
Might still be miss'd amid the world of waves, 

Had weau’d their thoughts in iiart from what they saw 
And felt, die. vengeance of their cimnlry’s law. 

Their sea-green isle, tlieir guilt-won paradise, 

No more could shield their virtue or Uieir vice: 

Their bettor feelings, if such were, were tlirowii 
Bark on themselves,—their sins remain’d alone. 
Proscribed even in th(‘ir second country, they 
Were lost; in vain the world before them lay; 

All outlets seem'd secured. Their new allies 
Had fought and bled in mutual sacrifice; 

But what avail’d the club and spear, and arm 
Of Hercules, against the sulphury charm, 

The magic tif tl»e thunder, which destroy’d 
The warrior ere his sfrength could bo employ’d ? 

Dug, like a spreading pestilence, file grave 
No less of human bravery than die brave !* 

Their own scant numbers acted all the few 
Against die many oft will dare and do; 

But diough the choice seems native to die free, 

Even Greece can boast but. one Thermopylin, 

Til) nou), when she has forged her broken chain 
Bark to a sword, vid dies and lives again ! 

III. 

Besklc the jutting rock the few appear’d, 

I.ike the last remnant of the red-doer’s herd; 

Their eyes were feverish, and their aspect worn, 

But still the hunter’s blood was on their horn, 

A little stream eamo tumbling from the height, 

And straggling into ocean as it might, 

* ArohMtoiiM. kins of SiMtrtii, and iton nf AntiiAua, when he nw tt 
tn«MMnl fnr UhsmiUw of 4iu»ra urid (tHrm. rxclaim^d ilmi U 
WM IMb <*artiTe of Thf mnw slorv tian been mid of wimi* 

ka^lik* An thr ftnt apiWMitou ul' s;'i(ipowdttr; l>ut Ui« oiieiuRl auec* 
<iot« ik in riiMnrrb, 


Its hounding chrystal frolick’d m the ray, 

And gush’d from clrtT to crag with sahlets spray? 

Close on the wild, wide ocean, yet as pure 
And fresh as innwence, and more secure, 

Its silver tfirrorit glitter’d o’er the deep, 

As the s,hy ehaiiiois’ eye o’erlooks the steep, 

While fir below the vast and sullen swell 
Of o(van’s alimu* a/ure rose and fell. 

To this young spring they rush'd,—all feelings first 
Absorb’d in passion’s and in nature’s thirst,— i ,, 
Drank ns they do who drink their last, and threw' 

Their arms aside lo revel in its dew; 

CJool'fl iheir scorch’d throats, and wash’d the gory stains 
From wounds whose only bandage might lie chains; 
Then, when their drauglit was t|nench’d, look'd sadly* 
round, 

As w’otulering how fo many still were found 
Alive and fetterless but silent all, 

Each sought his fellow’s eyes, as if to call 
On him liir larigimgo which his lips denied, 

As though their voices with their cause had died. 


^tem, and aloof a little from the rest, 

'^lood ChrL«liaijj with his anus across his chest. 

The ruddy, reckless, dauntless hue once spread 
Along his cheek was livid now as lend ; 

Hi.s light-brown liK’ks, so graceful in their flow, 

Now rose like slartle<l vipers o’er hi.s brow. 

till as a statue, w-ilh fiis lips fvjniprest 
To stifle even (lie hrealii within his hreost, 

Fast by ihe rock, all iiumacuig, but mule, 

He stood; and, savi? a slight heat of his ftwit, 

Which d<‘c))en’<i now uud then ihe sandy dint 
Beneath his hc»*l, his firm s(*em'd turn’d to flint. 

Some jHicea further Torijuil leaii’d his bond 
•Vgain.st a hank, and spoke not, IhiI he bled,— 

Not mortally—his worst wound was within: 

Ills brow was pale, hi.s blue eyes sunken in. 

And bloo<l-dro|is, sjirinkled o’er his yellow hair, 
diow’d that hi.s faintness came not from despair, 

But nature’s ebb. Reside him wa.s another, 

Rough as a bear, hut willing as a brother,— 

Ben Bunting, who essay’d lo wa.sh, and wipe, 

And bind his wound—then calmly lit his pif>e, 

A trophy which survived n hundred fights, 

A bcactu) which had cheer’d t<’n thousand nights. 

The fourth and last of this ilcscrted group 

Walk'<l up and dowm—at times would stand, then stoop 

To pirk a pebble up—then lei it drop— 

Then hurry as in haste—then quickly stoji— 

Then cast his eves on his companions—then 
lalf whistle half a time, and |»ausc again— 

And then his former niov<?ments would redouble. 

With something between carelessness and trouble. 

This is a long description, hut applii'.s 

~’o scarce five minutes pass’d before the eyes; 

-lilt yet w/iai minutes! Moments like to these 
lend men’s lives into immurtaiilies. 

V. 

At length Jack Skyscrape, a mercurial man, 
iVho flutter’d over all things like a fan, 

More brave tlian firm, and more dispost^d to dare 
And die at once than wrestle with despair, 

Exclaim’d “G—d damn!”—(hose syllables intense,— 
!!^ucle«s of England's native ckxiucnce, 

As the Turk’s “Allah!” or the Roman’s more 
*agan “Proh Jupiter!” was wont of yore 
^0 give Uieir first impressions such a vent, 

By way of echo lo embarrassment, 
ack was embarrass'd,—never hero more, 

And as he knew not what to say, ho swore: 

Nor swore in vain: the long congenial sound 
Revived Ben Bunting from hts pipe profound 



Ht’ Jrcw it froia Iiis mouth, and look’d full wise, 

But merely ^ddod to the oath hU eye» ; 

I’lius rondt^iug the iiAperlbct phrase complete, 

A peroeaUon I need not r«.ipeat. 

VI. 

But Christian, of a higher order, stood 
Like an extinct volcano in his mood *, 

Silent, and sad, and savage,—with tlie trace 
Of passion rooking from his clouded face; 

Till Ulhng up again lus sombre eye. 

It glanced on Torquil, who loan’d faintly by. 

** And is it thus ?” he cried, “ uiiliappy boy! 

And thee, too, t/ice—my madness must destroy 1” 

He said, and strode to where youns Torquil stood, 

' Yet daWbled with his lately dovving blood; 

Seized his hand wistfully, but did not press, 

And shrunk as fearful of his own caress; 

Inquired into ius state; and whon he heard 
I'lic wound was slighter than ho deem’d or fear’d, 

A moment’s brightness pass’d along his brow, 

As much as such a moment would allow. 

Yes,” he exclaim’d, “ we are taken in the toil. 

But nut a coward or a common spoil; 

Dearly they have bouglit us—dearly still may buy,— 
And I must fall; but liave you strength to fly ? 

’T would be some comfort still, could you survive; 

Our dwindled band is now too few to strive. 
f)h! for a sole canoe! though but a shell, 

'I’o bear you hence to where a hope may dwell! 

For mo, my lot is what I sought; to bo, 

In bfo or deatli, the fearless and the free.” 

VII. 

Even as he spoke, around the promontory, 

Which nodded o’er tlio billows high and hoary, 

A dark speck dotted ocean: on it llow 
Like to the sliodow of a roused sea-mew; 

Onward it came—and, lo I a second follow’d— 

Noi% seen—now hid—where ocean’s vale was hollow’d; 
And near, and nearer, till their dusky crew 
I’rescnted wedl-knowu aspects to the view, 

Till on tile surf tlieir skimming paddles ]>lay, 

Buoyant as wings, and flitting through the spray 
Now perching on the waves liigh curl, and now 
Dash’d downvvanl in the thundering foam below, 

Which flings its broad and boiling shoct on sheet, 

And slings its high flakes, shiver’d into sleet: 

But floating still through surf and s>veil, drew nigh 
The barks, like small birds through a lowering sky. 
Their art scorn’d nature—such the skill to sweep 
The wave of these born playmates of the deep. 

VIII. 

And who the first tliat, springing on the strand, 

Leap’d like a nereid from hor shell to land, 

With dark but brilliant skin, and dewy oyo 
Shining with love, and hope, and constancy ? 

Neuha—the fond, the faithful, the adored— 

Her heart on Torquil’s like a torrent pour’d; 

And smiled, and wept, and near, and nearer clasp’d, 

As if to be assured’t was Ai/7i slie grasp’d; 

Shudder’d to see Ins yet warm wound, and then, 

To And it trivial, smiled and wept again. 

She was a warrior’s daughter, and could bear 
Such sights, and feel, and mourn, but not despair. 

Her lover lived,—nor f(K!s nor fears could blight 
That full-blown moment in its all delight: 

Joy trickled in her tears, joy fill’d the sob 
I'hat rock’d her heart till almost ueakd to throb; 

And paradise was breathing in the sigh 
CW* nature’s child in nature’s ecstacy. 

ix. 

The sterner spirits who beheld that meeting 

Were not unmoved; who are, when hearts are greeting? 

Even Christian gazed upon the mtud and boy 

With tearless eye, but yet a gloomy joy 

Mix’d with those bitter thou^ts the soul arrays 

la hopeless visions of our better days, 


Whon all’s gone—to the rainbow’s latest ray. 

“ And but for me 1” ho said, and turn’d away 
Tiion gazed upon the pair, os in ins den 
A lion looks upon his cubs again; 

And Uien relapsed into his sullen guise, 

As heedless oi' his further destinies. 

X. 

But brief tlmir time for good or evil iliought; 

The billows round the promontory brought 
The plash of hostile oars.—^Alas! wlio made 
That sound a dread? All round tiium seem’d array’d 
Against tlioni, save tlic bride of T<x>bonai: 

She, as she caught the first glimpse o’er the bay 
Of the arm’d boats, wliich liurricd to complete 
The remnant’s ruin with their flying feet, 

Beckon’d llni natives round her to Uieir prows, 
Embark’d their guests, and launch’d their light canoes*, 
In one placed Christian and his comrades twain; 

But site and Torquil must not part again. 

She flv’d him in her own.—Away! away! 

They chiar the breakers, dart along tlic bay, 

And towards a group of islets, sudi as bear 
The sea-bird’s nest and seal’s surf-hollow'<I lair, 

They skim the blue tops of the billows; fast 
They flow, and fast their fierce pursuers cliased. 

They gain upon them—now fJicy lose again,— 

Again make way am! menace o'er the main; 

And now tlio two canoes in cliase divide, 

And fijiltiw ihfrcrent courses o’er the tide, 

To haffle the pursuit.—Away ! away! 

As lift: is on each paddle’s flight to-day, 

And more than life or lives to Neuha: Love 
Freights the frail hark and urges to the cove— 

And now Uic refuge and tlic fix? arc nigh— 

Yet, yet a moment!—Fly, thou light ark, fly ! 


CANTO IV. 

I. 

White as a white soil on a dusky sea, 

When half the horizon’s clouded and half free, 
Fluttering between the dun wave and die sky, 

!.«! hope’s last gleam in man’s extremity. 

Her anchor parts ; hut still her snowy sad 
Attracts our eye amid the rudest gale: 

Though every wave she ciinihs divides us more, 
The heart still fiiliows from the loneliest shore. 

II. 

Not distant from the isle of Toolxmai, 

A black rock rears its bosom o’er the spray, 

'I'he haunt of birds, a desert to mankind, 

Whore tlic rough seal re|K>8es from tlio wind, 
And Bleeps unwieldy in his cavern dun, 

Or gambols with huge frolic in tlie sun: 

There shrilly to tiio passing oar is heard 
The startled echo of the occuii l>ird, 

Who rears on its bare breast her callow brood, 
The feather’d fishers of the solitude. 

A narrow segment of the yellow sand 
<Jn one side forms the outline of a strand; 

Here the young turlle, crawling from his shell, 
Steals to llie deep wherein his [lareTits dwell; 
Chipp’d by the beam, a nursling of Uie day, 

But hatch’d fur ocean by tlie fo.steriiig ray ; 

The rest was one bleak precipice, as e’er 
Gave mariners a shelter and despair; 

A spot to make the saved rogret the deck 
Which late went <lown, and envy the lost wreck. 
Such was the stern asylum Neuha chose 
To shield her lover from his following foes; 

But all its sercet was not told ; she knew 
111 this a treasure hidden from the view. 

111 . 

Ere the canoes divided, near the spot, 

The men tliat mann’d what held her Torquil’i lot, 



By her command removed, to (trengthen more 
The skiff whidi wafted Christian from the shore. 

This he would have apposed; but with a smile 
She pointed calmly to the craggy isle, 

And bade him “ speed and prosper.” She would lake 
The rest upon herself for Torquil’s sake. 

They part^ with this added aid; afar 
The proa darted like a shooting star, 

And gain’d on tho pursuers, who now steer’d 
Right on the rock which she and Torquil near’d. 

They pull’d; her arm, though delicate, was free 
And firm as over grappled with tho sea. 

And yielded scarce to Torijuil’s manlier strength. 

The prow now almost lay within its length 
Of tho crag’s steep, inexorable face, 

With naught but soundless waters for its base; 

Within a hundred boats’ length was the foo. 

And now what refuge but their frail canoe ? 

This Torquil ask’d with half upbraiding eye, 

Wliich said—“ Has Neuha brought mo here to die t 
Is this a place of safety, or a grave. 

And yon huge rock the tombstone of the wave ?” 

IV. 

They restiid on tlieir paddles, and uproso 
Noulia, and [Kiinling to the approaching foos. 

Cried, “ Torquil, follow me, and fearless follow!” 
Then plunged at once into the ocean’s hollow. 

There was no lime to pause—the foes were near— 
Chains in his eye, and menace in his ear; 

With vigour they pull’d on, and as they came. 

Hail’d him to yield, and by his forfeit name. 

Headlong he leapt—^to him the swimmer’s skill 
Was native, and now all his hope from ill: 

But how, or where ? He dived, and rose no more; 
The boat’s crew look’d amaaod o’er sea and shore. 
There was no landing on that precipice, 

Stcc|), harsh, and slippery as a berg of ice. 

They watch’d awhile to see lum float again. 

But nut a trace rebubblcd from the main: 

The wave roll’d on, no ripple on its face. 

Since tlieir first plunge recall’d a single trace; 

The little whirl which eddied, and slight foam. 

That whium’d o’er what seem'd their latest home, 
White os a sepulchre above tlie pair 
Who lefi no marble (mournful as an heir) 

The quiet proa wavering o’er the tide 
Was all that told of Torquil and his bride; 

And but for this alone tho whole might seem 
The vanish’d phantom of a seaman’s dream. 

They paused and seaich’d m vain, then pull’d away; 
Even superstition now forbade their stay. 

Some said he had not plung’d into tho wave. 

But vanish'd like a cor|>ae-iight from a grave; 

Others, that sometliing supernatural 
Glared in his figure, more than mortal tall; 

While all agreed that in his cheek and eye 
There was a dead hue of eternity. 

Still as their oars receded fnnn the crag, 

Round every weed a moment would tliey lag. 
Expectant of some token of their prey; 

But no—he had melted from them like tlio spray. 

V. 

And where was he, the pilgrim of (he deep. 

Following the nereid? Had they ceased to we^ 

For ever ? or, received in coral caves. 

Wrung life and pity from the softening waves 
Did tliey with ocean’s hidden sovereigns dwelt. 

And sound with mermen the fentastic shell? 

Did Neuha with the mermaids comb her hair 
Flowing o’er ocean as it stream’d in air ? 

Or had they perished, and in silence slept 
Beneath tlie gulf wherein they boldly leapt? 

TI. 

Toting Neuha plunged into the deep, and he 
Follow’d: her track beneath her native sea 


Was as a native’s of the element. 

So smoothly, bravely, hrdliaatly she went, ^ 

Leaving a streak of light behind her heel. 

Which struck and fiash’d like an amphibious sU^. 
Closely, and scarcely less expert to trace 
The depths where divers bold iheir pearl in chase, 
Torquil, the nursling of the northern seas, 

Pursued her liquid steps with heart and ease. 
Deep—deeper for an instant Neuha led 
The way—then upward soar’d—and as she spread 
Her arms, and flung tho Ciam from off her locks. 
Laugh’d, and the sound was answer’d by tho rocks. 
They had gain’d a central realm of earth again. 

But look’d for tree, and field, and sky, in vain. 
Around she pointed to a spacious cave, < 

Wlinse only portal was the keyless wave,* 

(A hollow arciiway hy the sun unseen. 

Save through tlie billows’ glassy veil df green. 

In sumo transparent ocean holiday. 

When all the finny people are at play,) 

Wiped with her hair the brine from Torquil’s eyes. 
And clapp’d her hands with joy at his suiqirisc; 

Led him to where tlic rock appear’d to jut. 

And furm a something like a Trilmi's hut; 

For all was darkness for a space, till day 
Through clefts above let in a sober’d ray; 

As in some old cathedral’s glimmering aisle 
The dusty monuments from light recoil, 

Thus sadly in their refuge submarine 

The vault drew half her shadow from the scene. 

VII. 

Forth from her bosom the young savage drew 
A pine torch, strongly girded witfi giiatoo; 

A plantain-leaf o'er all, the more to keep 
Its laleiil sparkle from the sapping deep. 

This mantle kept it dry; then from a nook 
Of the same plunt.iin-leaf a flint she took, 

A few shrunk wither’d twigs, ami from the blade 
Of TorquiPs knife struck fire, anil thus arrray'd 
The grot with torchlight. Wide it was and high. 
And slion’d a self-bom Golliic canopy; 

Tho arch iiprear’d by nature’s architect, 

Tlie architrave some earthquake might erect; 

The buttress from some mountain’s tio.sum hurl’d. 
When the Poles crash’d, and water was the world; 
Or harden’d from .some earth-absorbing fire 
While yet the globe reck’d from its fimoral pyre; 
The fretted piimacle, the aisle, the nave,f 
Were tlierc, all scoop’d by Darkness from her cave. 
There, with a little tinge of phantasy, 

Fanla-stic faces mop’d and mow’d im high. 

And then a mitre or a shrine would fix 
The eye upon its seeming crucifix. 

Thus Nature play’d with the stalactites. 

And built herself a chapel of the seas. 

VIII. 

And Ncitlia took her Torquil by die hand, 

And wavwi along the vault her kuidled brand. 

And led him into each recess, and show’d 
The secret places of their now abode. 

Nor these alone, for all had been prepared 
Before, to snath the lovork lot she shared: 

The mat for rest; for dress tho fresh gnatoo. 

And sandal oil to fence against the dew ; 

For food the cocoa-nut, the yam, the bread 
Bom of the fruit; for board tlie plantain spread 


* Of this CBve (w)iich it do ficiloii) the ori(rin«1 will be found in tho 
ninth chapter of '* Matriurr’i Account of the Tonca Itlandi.'* I ho*« 
token the ihhUIcrI liberty to tranaplant it to Toobouai, ihe loot ieiand 
where ony diotiucl occouiit U left vt Chrutian and hio comradaa. 

t I'hio may oeein to minute for Uie general outline (in Marlner'i 
Account) from which it it Uikeo. But few men hato travelled without 
teeing eumeihing of the kind—on land, that it. Without adverting to 
Kllora, ill Mungo Burk'tlaitiouma) (if my memory do not err, fiw there 
are eight yeart eiiice 1 read iW book) he meitttona having met with a 
rockormoontuiiito rxaetty retembling a Gothic rathodral, that only 
minute int^wcUoo could couvtnco him ibet U woe a work of aataro. 



With its broad ]ea^ or turtle-shell which bore 
A banquet in tlie flesh it covord o’er; 

The goiA-d with water recent from the rill, 

Th^ripe banana from the mellow hill; 

A pine-torch pile to keep undying light, 

And she herself^ as beautiful as nigiit, 

To fling her shadowy spirit o’er the scene, 

And make their subicrraneait world serene. 

She had foreseen, since flrst tlie strangers sail 
Drew to their isle, that force or flight might foil, 

And form’d a refuge of the rocky den 
F9r Torquifs safety from his countrymen. 

Each dawn liad uaAoH tliere her light canoe^ 

Laden with all the golden fruits that grew; 

Kactt eve had seen her gliding through I lie hour 
With all could cheer or deck their sparry Iwwcr; 
And now she spread her little store with smiles, 

The happiest daughter of the loving isles. 

IX. 

She, as he gazed with grateful w'onder, press’d 
Her shelter’d love to her impassion’d breast; 

And suited to her sofl caresses, told 
An olden tale of love,—for love is old, 

Old as eternity, but nol outworn 

With each new being born or lo bo bom:* 

How a young cliicf^ a thousand moons ago, 

Diving for turtle in the depths below, 

Had risen, in tracking fast his ocean prey. 

Into the cave which round and o'er lay; 

How in some desperate feud of after time 
IL; pholfcr’d there a daughter of tlie clirno, 

A foe beloved, and offspring of a fix', 

Saved by liis tril>c but for a capfivii’s wo; 

How, when ll»e slorni of war was still'd, he led 
His island clan to wlu^re the watt'rs spn'ad 
'I’lioir de*‘|>-green shadow o’er the rocky dtK)r, 

Then dived—it sc'om'd as if to rise no more : 
iRs wondering males, ama/ed w'ilhin tliei** hark, 

Or deem’d liirn mad, or prey to the blue shark; 

Row’d round in sorrow the sea-ginled rock, 

'J’heii paused upon their paddles from the slioek; 
When, froali and springing from tin* deejj, they saw 
A gmidess ri.se—«o deem’d they in their awe; 

And their companion, glorious by lii'r fiid<*, 

JVoud and exulting in his mermaid bride; 

And bow, wlien undeceive'!, tlie pair they boro 
With sounding conchs and j'>>'oiis slionts to shore ; 
How they liad gladly lived and calmly iliod,— 

And wliv not also Torquil and bis bride? 

Not mine to tell the rapturous caress 
Wliich foiiow'’d wildly in that wild recess 
'J'his tale; enough lliat all within that cave 
AVas love, though buric<l strong as in the grave 
Where Abelard, through tw<*nty years of death, 

'When Kloisa’s form was lower'd beneath 

Their nuptial vault, bis arms onfslretch’d, and press’d 

Tlie kindling otfiios to his kindled breast.f 

Tbfj waves without sang round their couch, Uioir roar 

As much unheeded as if life wore o’er; 

W'ltiiiii, their hearts made all their harmony, 

Love’s broken murmur and more broken sigh. 

X. 

And they, tlic cause and sharers of the shuck 
'W’bich left them exiles of the hollow ruck, 

Where were they ? OVr the sea for life they plied, 

To seek from Heaven the shelter men denied. 

Another course hatl been their choice—but where? 
The wave which bore them still tlieir foes would bear, 
Who, disappointed of tlieir former chase, 

In search of Christian now renew’d their race. 

* The reader wilt recollect the epigmm of the Uruek anthulogy, or fta 
traiivlaiicni iufo moet of the modern 

Wlute’nr thotiert, tliy iiiaitertee, 

He WM, nr ia. or i« to be.’* 

t Ttic tmUiUoii ii nllHcheil t'* llie eturv of F.loiau, lh:*t when her 1>wty 
lowered tntw ihe fttsive of Ahelat-d, (who Uail been buried twenty 
ye&ri.) be omuvU bia arnu to icc* ivc bn. 
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Eager with anger, their strong arms made way 
l4iko vultures lM.fH«d of their previtnis prey, 
go-iu’d upon tliem, all whose safety lay 
In some bleak crag or deeply-hidden bay: 

No fiirther chance or choice remain’d ; and right 
For the first further A»ck which met their sight 
They steer’d, to take their latest view of land, 

And yield as victims, or die swonl m bain!; 

Dismiss’d the natives and their .^hullop, who 
Would still have battled for that scanty ermv; 

But Christian bade tlioni seek their shore again, 

Nor add a sacrifice which were in vain; 

For what were simple bow and .savage spear 
Against the arms which must bo wielded hero? 

xt. 

They landed on a wild but narrow serne, 

Where few but Nature’s footsteps yet had been ; 
Prepared their arms, and witli that gloomy eye, 

Stem and sustain’d, of man’s cxti cmify, 

When hope is g«»rio, nor glory’s self remains 
To cheer rcsisiaiirc against d(*.ntii or cham.<>,— 

They stood, the tiirce, as tlic Uiroe him<lred stood 
Who dyed Therrnopylm wirli holy blood. 

Blit, ah! how Uiff*rent! ’t is the caMe makes all 
)cgrrulc5s or hallows couragi' in iis fall. 

)'cr I hem no fame, eleriml and inlensc, 

Bhized tliroughtlio clouds of death mid beckon’d hence 
No grateful cfHiniry, smiling through Ikt tears, 

Begun the praises f»f a iIjousuikI yours ; 

No nation's eyes \vou|<l on their tomb be bent, 

N*» luTocs envy thorn their monument; 

However boldly tlu'ir vi’arin blootl was spilt, 

T))»*ir lif* was sliainc, Ilnur epitaph was guilt. 

; And this they knew and felt, at least the one, 

Tlie leader of the hand he had undone; 

Wlio, horn perchance for better things, had set 
llis hfii upon a cast whicli linger’d yot: 
j But now tlie ilie was to be thrown, and al 
‘ 'I'hc ehaneos v.er<! in favour of his fall: 
j AikI .such a fall! But .still he faced llio shock, 
j Obdurate as a portion of the rock ^ 

Whereon he stood, and fixM his levell’d gim, 

Dark as a sullen ch>ud I>ef>re the sun, 

XU. 

The boat drew nigb, well arm’d, and firm the crew 
To act vvliufev (0 duty hatlu them do; 

Uarcle.ss of danger, as tlie onward wind 
Is of the leaves it strews, nor loiiks behind. 

And ye! perhaps they rather wish’d to go 
Against a nation’s than a native fin, 

And f(;lt. that tliis poor victim of scdf-will, 

Briton no nv>r(', had onn: been Britain’s still. 

I They had'd him to surremhT —no rejdy; 

I’licir arin.s were poised, and glitter’d in the sky. 

They hail’d again—no an.swer; yet once more 
They otfer’d quarter louder than bcf,*re. 

The echoes only, from tlie rocks rebound, 

Took their last tareweU of the dying sotmd. 
jl’hen flash’d iho flint, an<! fila/.ed the volleying flame, 

I And the smoke rose between thorn and tlieir aim. 

While the rot^k rallied with the bnllots’ knell, 

Which peal’d in vain, and llattcn’d as they loll; 

Then flew the only answer to be given 

By those who had lost all hope in earth or heaven. 

After the first fierce j>cal, as they pull’d nigher, 

They hcanl the voice of Christian Hliout, “Now fire !* 
And ere the word upon the echo died, 

Two fidl; the rest assail’d the rock’s rough side, 

I And, furious at the madness of their foes, 

Disdain’d all further efUirts, save to close. 

But steep the crag, and all wiliioiit u path, 

Each step opposed a basiidti to their wrath ; 

While, placed ’mid ciefis the least accessible, 

Which Christian’s eyo was train’d to mark full well, 



The three maintain’d a atrife winch most not yield, 

' b apots where ea^ea might have choeen to build. 
Their every ahot tdd; wlule the aaaailant feU, 

Daah’d on the alunglcs like the hmpet ahcll; 

But atin enough aurvived, and mounted atill, 

Scattering their niunbera here and there, tmtil 
Surround^ and commanded, though not nigh 
Enough for aeizurc, near enough to die, 

: The deaperate trio held aloof thoir fate 
But by a thread, like sharks who have gorged tlie bait 
: Yet to the very last they battled well, 

, And not a groan inform’d their foes who fell. 

" Christian died last—twice wounded ; and once more 
• Mercy was offer’d when tliey saw his gore; 

.. Too late lor life, but not too late to die, 

' With, thoiigli a hostile hand, to close his eye. 

A limb was bndien, and he droop’d along 
‘ The crag, as doth a falcon reft of young. 

The sound revived him, or apiwar’d to wake 
Some passion which a weakly gesture siiake: 

He beckon’d to the foremost, wlio drew nigh, 

But, as they near’d, he roar’d his weapon high— 

His last ball bad been aim'd, but from his breast 
Ho tore the topmost button from his vest,* 

Down the tube dash’d it, levell’d, fired, and smiled 
As bis foe fell; then, like a serpent, coil’d 
His wounded, wrmry firm, to where tlio steep 
Look’d desperate as himsolf along the deep; 

Cast one. glance ba< k, and clench’d liis hand, and shook 
His last rage ’gainst the earth whicli he forsook; 

Then plunged; the rock below received like glass 
His body crush’d into one gory mass, 

■With scarce a slired to tell of human form, 

Or fragment for the sea-bird or tln^ worm; 

A lair-hair’d scal[>, besmear’d with hlfHal and weeds. 
Yet reek’d, the remnant of himself and deeds; 

Borne splinters of his weapons, (to the last. 

As lotig as hand could hold, he Iteld them fast,) 

Yet glitter’d, but at distance—hurl’d away 
To rust honeath tint dew and dashing spray. 

The rest was nodiing—save a life mispeni, 

And soul—but who shall answer where it went ? 

T is ours to bear, not judge the dead ; and they 
Who doom to hell, themselves are on tlio way. 

Unless these bullies of eternal pains 

Are pardon’d ihoir bad hearts for their worse brains. 

xiit 

The deed was over! All were gone or ta’en, 

The fugitive, the captive, or the slain. 

Chain’d on die dock, where once, a gallant crew, 

Thov stood with honour, were the wretched few 


■ til ThIliHiiIt'»nciMnmt of Frelrvic tio- Rt-ojoS of Pnisou, tliorr i.a 
liiiaulor r-lmion of a yowOK Prtacliman. who with Itia miitOes# ni>ia‘aii?d 
to he of eome rank. HewnliMcil Mini aJ Scwi'itluMr. : ttiitl nUi'r 

adettifrate whb relaken, Knviiig kiltcif 

temiiiedto iielw bimaftftrhp wuBwoumled, hy theilUchixisi* of luaimis- 
ket )owl«d with « duUon of Iub luurorm- ««ime fircmiiKtaucefl «u Ium 
C ourt'ZnAftml raine*! h gn-at interest nmonc iii« ludip-s, who wiahetf «o 
diaeover hii real •ittialioii in Ute, ■which lie oir«.*reil t«» dUclow, bnt to th- 
ting only, to whomhem}U‘’Bled iHirmisainn i‘* wnic. Tli»« whh wtHsuMi, 
■nd Froderic wb* filled wUh the Rieatest hulisnation, from Imffled i.\in- 
CHiif y or eomo other motire, when he uiMfer»to<xt that liia hwl beeu 

dented.*-^ Thibmlt’a Work, ycI. ad.— [I quote front memory.] 


APPENDIX TO 

EXTRACT FROM TUB VOYAOB BY CAPTAIN BLIOH. 

Oh the 27th of D«oemlK*r it blew a severe storm of 
wind from the eastward, in tlie eoiirse of which wo suf¬ 
fered greatly. One sea broke away the spare yards 
and spars out of the starboard mainchains; antdher 
broke into the ship and stove all the boats. Several 
casks of beer that had beeu lashed on dock broke loose, 
and were washed overboard; and it was not without 
great risk and difficulty that wo were ablo to secure the 
Male from being washed away entirely. A great quan- 


Survivors of the skirmish on llie isle; 

But the last rock lefl no surviring sfKiil. , 

Cold lay diey where they fell, and weltering, % 
While o’er them flapp’d the sea-birds’ dewy wing^ 
Now wheeling nearer from the ncighbmiring surge, 
And screaming high thoir harsh and hungry dirge: 
But calm and careless h<‘avcd the wave below, 
Ktcmal with unsym{»atheiic flow ; 

Far o’er its face tlio dylpliius gporled on, 

And sprung iJie flying fi.^h against the sun. 

Till it« dried wing relapsed from ils brief height, 

To gather moisture for another flight. 

xiv. 

’T was mom ; and .Ncuha, w ho by dawn of clay 
'am smoothly fl»rth to catch iho ri.sing ray, • 
And watch if aught approach’d the amphibious lair 
W'lure lay her lover, saw a sail in air: 

It flapp'd, It fill'd, and to tho growing gale 
Bent it.s iiroad arrh: her breath began to fail 
With fluttering fear, lier Jiearl beat thick and high, 
VV'hile yet a doubt sprung where its course might lie 
}5ui no! it came not; last and far aw'ay 
’rhe shadow ]<!sseu‘'d as it <d(‘ar’<l the b«ay. 

She gazed and flung tin' Rea-tc>am from lior eyes, 

To watch as for a rainbow in the skies. 

Jn the hori'/on vergeil the ilistant deck, 

)iniiiii.-.h*d, dwindled to a very .‘••peek— 

Then vauisliM. All was <ic(‘an, all was joy ! 

>owii [ilunged she through the cave to rouse her boy 
Told all s!ie had seen, and all slie hoped, and all 
Tliaf lia})py love could angiir or rei’all; 

■sprung forth again, willj 'I'onjmi f)Ilo\ving free 
Iks hounding nereid over the liroail sea ; 

Sw'am round ilie rock, to where a shallow cleft 
lid the canoe that Ncuha there liad left 
jDrifiing aknig the ti'h*, without an oar, 

'i'hat. eve llte strangers chas“d them from the .shore; 
But. when the.‘-.e vanish’d, slu! ptinsma! iicr prow, 
Ilfgain’d, am! urged to wli'-re they f^nnd it no'V : 

Nor (‘ver di<l more love and joy <-miiaik, 

I'lian now was wafled in that, .shuider ark. 

XV. 

Again their own .siiorc rise.s on the vic.w, 

No more polluted with a liostiie hue; 

No sullen sliip lay l)risilittg o’er the l«»ani, 

A floating dung''on :—all vvits hope and home! 

A tliotisand proa.s darf<jd o’er the hay, 

Willt sounding shell,anil heralded (Indr way ; 

I'hc chiefs e,amo down, aroutid tfu* people jiour’d, 

And w<‘!et>med Torqtiil as u son restored; 

The women ihrong’il, enibra<-ing and embrneed 
By N'etiha, asking wlien; iliey had been chased, 

And how escaped / 'J'he tule wtis told; and then 
One. acclamation rent the sky again ; 

And from that hour a new tradition gave 
'Pheir sanctuary tho nanio of“Ne.uha’s Cave.” 

A hundred fires, far flickoriug from the Iieight, 

I Blazed o’er the genera! revel of the night, 

I I'ho feast in honour of the guest, return’d 
To iK-act; and pleasure, perilously earn’d ; 

A night succeeded by such happy days 
As only the yet infant world displays. 


THE ISLAND. 

tity of our bread was also damaged uiid r<*ndercd uset- 
less, for the sea had stove in our stern, and filled tho 
cabin with water. 

On ibe. 6th of January, 17B8, wo saw thti island of 
Teiierirte about twelve leagues distant: and next day, 
being Sunday, came to an anchor in ihc road of Santa 
Cniz. There we look in tho in‘r.e.ssarv supplies, and, 
having finished our business, sailed on llie lOlh. 

I now divided the people into three watches, and 
gave the charge of the third watch to Mr. Flctche/ 



ChristiaOf one of tlie mates. I have alwaj's eoiistcleroH llio sails clewed up. The lower yards were lowers 
this a desirable regulation when circumstances will ad- and the lopgailant-inasts got down upon deck, wbi 
mil of It; and I am persuaded lhat unbroken rest not relieved her much. Wc lay to all night, and in t\ 
onjjt contributes much lowards the liealUi of tlie ship’s morning boro away under a reefc^l foresail. The s. 
♦ 'company, but enables them more readily to exert tliora- still running high, in the aftern*)ou it became very unw 
selves in cases of sudden omergency. to stand on: w*? theroUire lay to all night, without ai 

As I wished to proceed (oOiuheite witlioul stopping, accident, excepting that a man at tlic steerage w 
J reduced llic allowance of bread to tw(>*lliirds, and thrown over the wheel and iniieh bruised. Towai* 
caused the water lor drinking to bo filtered through noon the violence, of the storm abated, and we aoa 
drip-.«»tuncs. bought at TeiieritTc for that purpose. 1 bore away under tin? reefed f»>rcsail. ^ 

now acquainted llic shiji’s company of the object of tlie In a few days wc passed the inland of St. Paul, who 
voyage, and gave assurances of certain promotion to there is good fresli water, as I was informed by u Uut» 
ewry one wlniso endcuvonrs should merit it. captain, and also a hot spring, which boils fish as cor 

On Tuesday liio 2Gth ot Pebriiary, being in south pletely as if done by a fire. Approudiing to Van I)i 
laJ itiide ‘20^ 38', and 44^^ 4d' west longh ude, wc b4 nt new man’s land, we liad much bad w oathcr, with snow ai 
sail.*^ and made other nccc.ssary preparations f4»r on- hail; but noilnng was seen to indicate our vicinity < 
coimleririg the w<*a!hcr that wa.‘=> to be <*.vpecicd in a the ]3lh <d' August, except a seal, which appeared 
high latitude. Onr disfane.o from the. coast of Brazil the distance of twenty i<'«gnos from it. Wo anchort 
was al>out ouo huiidre<l leagues. in Adventure Bay on Wednesday the 20li». 

On liio forenoon of Sunday the 2d of iVfarcb, after In our passage hither from the Cape of Good Hop 
semng that every jier.son was clean, divine service was tlio winds were chiefly from the westward, with vci 
prafonned, accoriling to my usual custom on this day. boistemus weather. Tim iippronch of strong souther 
I gave to Mr. Klctcher C/iiri‘4finn, whom I had hi f<*rc winds is announced by many bird.s of ibo albatross i 
•lUcil to lake 4*bai'gc of ilic. tliird watch, u wnttei pctercl tribe ; and tlic aliateniciit of the gnlc, or o dii 

<icr to net as (iiutcuuii of w'ind to the norUuvani, by their keeping away. T1 

Tin* changi* of leinjicrafurc. soon began to b< thermometer also varies live orsix degrees in its heigl 

nly lell, and that ihe peoph* iniglii not suli'-r fr(*m iheir when a change of lliesc wind.s mav h<5 exj>taqed. 
own negligejjce, 1 .'•uppiicd tluMU wjtli thicker ckiiiji' In the laial surrounding Adventure Bav are man 
:!S b<'n,.r sujlod to iho t huMte. A great niiiniicr forest frees one hundred and fifty feet high: wc »a 
wlitdes r»f an iinnn-nse ^i/a-, witlt t\v4» spout-iioleis hich iiieusur^al above thirty-three fi'ct in girtl 

lln- hack of iho fu ad, w<'rc seen on the 11th. We tihserved .several eagle.s, some beautiful bluo-pk 

On a complaint Tuadt'to mo by ti>e mastor, 1 found inagcd luirons, and panxjuets in great variety. 

It nocc''<a.rv !<* punish Malfhevv (^uiuial, on*- of the The natives not appearing, we went in seaicli r 
seamen, willi two dozen of nislies, for jjisolonc** and (hem lowtirds Cape Krederic Henry. Boon aft© 
omlmous hebnMonr, win-li w:i tlie hr-1 lime lliul tlicre eoming to a grapnel close to the shore, fur it was in 
was anv occa i-ui for f)!;ne>'lnn'Uif on hoard. possible to land, wc liearil tlunr voices, like the cacklin 

W o were olf ('apt^ Si. Die-'.o, ttr“ eaUern part of the of geese, and (w'eiitv jHTSons came out of the wtuKi 
7’erra del Fuego, and, tlw wind h-'ing niifw oiirahh*, I Wc throw tnnk<'l.^ aslmro (umI up in parcels, which the 
thoiighl It more arlvisejihle to go tonnd to liie eastward would not opmi until [ made an appearance of leavir 
• •f Siufcn-i.ind Ifian attempi f»:j«'iug through Straits iliem: they (Ikui did so,and, taking the articles out,pt 
?.l'iire. We passed New Vear’s llarhoiii* and (Natie lliem on their In ads. On first coming in sight the 
Si. .lohn, and on .^londav file w<*re in l.Tlitmle ’ l prodigious riattering in iheir .speech, and hcl 

i'fou:!i. Buf die wind h’ram.e t'anahle, and wt* liad iheir annsoviT their heads. They spoke 9oqiack,thi 
had weather. it w.as impo v‘;ll))e t<» ealeli one single vvord tiiny uttcrcr 

Slvirms, all ended witli a jrreat s» a. provaile.l until the Their colour of a dull black ; their skin scarifietl abou 
1 ;i(h of Ap! It. The sliiji I'Cgan to leak, anti reipured le breast and shmilders. One was distitiguisiiod by hi 
pnmpin:! e\erv hour, v.hieii \va« no more than we had <idy lieing coloureil witli red ochre, but all the other 
rea-ou i», evpeel foun smdi a cimfinu.ueT of gah's of| wore jKiintefi fdack, wiih a Kind of s<M)t, so lliickly Ini* 
V. md and high seas. The deeks also heenii ' ' -ver 1 heir faces ami sliouklers, that it was difficuit t* 

‘li.'U It was necessary to Ifu’ anuit eahm, o!' whii'h iseerlaiii wluit they were like. 

I ina.le liUhMi-e except iu lim* wr.a'lier, to those p<*ople On 1'hur.sday, ific dih of Scpleiuhcr, wc sailed on 
> had iml tierlhs to hang th« ir }i,(nuiio( ks in, ami h d‘ Adviuitiire Ibiy, slem-ing first towards east-south 
hi-'i means ihe space betwte n il . wus le-.s erowih'd ejnt, and (heji to (lie iiorlhwanl of east, when, on tin 
Wiih all rids liad we.ither, w'• )*ad tin? aildiiiuiia lOfli, we came in sight ofa cIusliT of simill roi-ky i.slamh 
iioi ull<'atmn In llud, or itie emi ot‘every day, that w' wliich T named Bounty Isles. Soon afliTwanls we fre 
id; for, noiwifhstamhng . nlly oliserved the sea, in the night-time, lo he co 

I tie- most ridv:uila;-»‘ous irae ks, vered hy luiiiinous spots, caused by amazing qiianlitic- 
W4* did liril" better than drift ledbre the. w ind. On Tu< of siiiall hhihbers, f*r Medusjc, which emit a light lik< 
'lav the 1 of A[n-il, we hml eight down on the sick a blaze of a candb* from the strings or fil.ameiils extend 
hd, and the rest <»f the pimple, though in good health, ing from them, while tlie rest of the body contimics p«r- 
w'ore greatly fiuigtieil : but i saw, with miicli <-oneern feellv dark. 

that It was impossible to inrdic a juissage tliis way t' We discovered the island of Otafeute on the 25th 

• Society l.'^laiids, for wc had now been thlrlyila id, before rasimg anchor next inorning in Matava 

in a te.mjiesl.uons ocean. Thus (he .season was too fa Hay, s.ueh nurnhery of canoes had conic off, that, aft« 
advunccil for ii.s to exjicct beilei wcatl ’’ the nalives asi ertauied we were friends, they came or 

loiihle Cape Horn : and, from llicse and oth.u •on- board, and crowded the deck bo much, that in ten mi 
sulcratioiis, I oidenul tin*, lielm to he put u-weallicr i I <’,ould si arcc find my own people. Tlic whoh 

and bore away for (h<* <N»pc of Good Hope, to the grea distance which the ship had rim, in ihrccl nnd contrary 
jov of every one on boanl. cour.sc.s, from the lime of leaving Kngland until reach 

Wc came to an anchor on Friday the 2oil of May in ing Otulieite, wa.s tweufy-s«V4*n ihoubaiid and eighty 
•Simons Bav, at ihc (Nine, after a tolerable run. TIi .six miles, which, ou an average, was one hundred and 
sliip rcumre'd complete caulking, for she had become .so lugfit miles earb twcnly-four hours. 

IcDKy. mat we were obliged to pump hourly in our pas- /lere we lost oiir surgeon <ni the 9fh of December, 
sage from Cuj>e Horn. Tlie. sails and rigging also re- Of late be had scarcely ever Kfirrod out of the cabin, 
qnired repair ; and on exainunng the {irovisions, a con- hough not apprehernled to he in a dangerous state, 
sidcrably (jnantitv was found ilarnaged. Nev« rtheless, app' nring worse than iisna! in the cven- 

Havuig remained thirty-eij'ht days in this place, and mg, he was removed where he could obtain more air, 
mv tieojile. having rcteiveil all llu* ailvantagc that eoijld mt w ithout any benefit, for lie. died in an hour after- 
bedonved from r«‘fivslmienis of every kind that could wards. This iiufortMuafe man diarik very hard, and 
ho met with, we sailed on the Isl of July. aas so averse to ti.xercisc, that he would never be pro 

A gale of wind blew on the 20th, with a higl sea: it /ailed on to lake half a dozen turns on dieck at a 
increased after noon with such violence, that Oic .ship ime duriiv.; all Ihe course of the voyage. He was bti- 
was drive'll almost fiirecasllo unth'r before we could get ied on sh<»re. , 




On Monday the 5ih of January, the small cutler was 
miOTcd, of wnich I was immediately apprised. The 
chip’s company being mustered, we found three men 
absent, who had carried it off. They had taken with 
Ibem eight stand of arms and ammuniiion; but with re¬ 
gard to ih<ur plan, every one on board seemed to be 
quite ignorant. I therefore went on shore, and en¬ 
gaged all the chiefs to assist in recovering boili the 
boat and the deserters. Accordingly, the former was 
brought hack in the course of the day by live of the 
natives; but the men were not taken until nearly thr., 
weeks afterwards. liCarning the place where they 
were, in a dirterent quarter of the island of Otaheitc, I 
went tliilher in the cutter, tliinking there would he no 
great diffieully in seruring Ihcin with the assistance of, 
the natives. However, they heard of mv arrival; and 
when I was near a house in whirh they were, the^ 
came out w ithout their lire-arrns, and delivered thein- 
sclves up. Some ot the duets had flinnerly seized and 
bound these deserters \ !»ul had been prevailed on, by 
fair promises of returning ]>eaceab1y to the shij). to 
release them. But finding an ojiporiunily again to 
get poRsossion of their amip, they set the natives at 
definnee. 

The object of the voyage being now completed, all 
tho bread-fruit, plants, to the number of one thousand 
and fifteen, w'ere got on hoard on Tuesday the 3lfit of | 
iVlarch, Besides lh<*se, we had coItre.t<»d many other' 
plant.s, some of them bearing the finest fruits* iu the 
world; and valuable, from utfording brilliant lives, and 
for various properties besides. At sunset of tlie dth of 
April, w'c niaile sail from Otaheile, bi<hling farewell to 
an island where for twentv-three weeks wr had hei 
treated with the utmost atfeetion and regard, and whirh 
seemed to increase in proportion to our stay. That w e 
vverc not insensible to their kindness, the'sucreeding 
circumRlanres siifTieiently proved; for to tho friendly 
and endearing behaviour of tliese people may be as¬ 
cribed the motives inriling an event that effected the 
ruin of onr exp<‘dilif»n, vvhieh there was every reason to 
believe would have been attcndi^d with the iiiost favour¬ 
able issue. 

Ni'Xt morning we got sight of the island Huaheine ; 
and a double ranee soor, eoniiug ah'fjg'fide, con auiiiig 
ten natives, I how among them n young man, wh<» re¬ 
collected mo, and railed me by inv name. 1 had hern 
here in the year 1780, will; (lapiain (‘ook.in the Br.so- 
iution. A lew days after sailing from this island, tho 
weuthrr became'squally, ami a thick hmly of l.larh 
cloufls collected in the i-ast. A water-.’pout was in u 
short time seen at no great.distance from u.s, whielt ap¬ 
peared to great ailvamago fri.in the darkness of the 
clouds behiml it. As nearly as 1 could judge, the u|)- 
per pari was about two feet In diameter, and the lower 
about eight inches. Scarcely had! made these remarks, 
when 1 ot)«erved that it was rapidly advancing towards 
the sliip. We immediately altere«l our course, and took 
in all the sails except the fori'sail; goon after wliicli it 
passed within rim yards of tlie stern, with a rustling 
noise, but without our feeling the least effect from it 
being so near. It seemed to be travelling at the rate 
of about ten rmli s an hour, in the dirrefion of the win<l, 
and it dispersed in a quarter of an hour after passiim 
us. It is impossible to say wdiat injury we shouhl have 
received luid it passed directly over us. Masts, 1 ima¬ 
gine, might have been carried away, but I do not o.|>- 
prrhend that it would have endangered the loss of the 
'ahiu. 

Passing Several islands on the wov, wc anchored at 
Animinooku on the 23:1 of Ajiril; and an <i1d lame man 
called Tepn, whom 1 hud known hcr(‘ in 1777, and im- 
me.-iiaielv n'eo]leeirfl,< nmeon board, along with others, 
from dilfcrent I^l«:.(ls in the vicinity. They W'eri? de¬ 
sirous to sec the ship, and on being taken bdow, where 
the bread-fruit phuds \v4>ro. a'^rariged, they testified 
great surprise, A fi‘w of these being decayed, we went 
on shore to procure some in their ]ilncc. 

The na'ives exhibited numerous marks of the pecu¬ 
liar mourniug whirli they express on losing thoir rela¬ 
tives; such as bloody iempies, their beads being de¬ 
prived ’if'lhKMit of their hair; and what was worse, al¬ 
most, flip tiAolc of them hld'tost some of their fingers. 
Severti fine boys, not above six years old, had lost both 


their little fingers; and several of Uie men, besides 
these, had parted with the middle finger of the ri^t 
hand. 

The chiufs went off with me to dinner, and we oer- 
rie.d on a brisk trade for yams: we also got plantains' * 
, and bread-fruit. But tlie yams were in great abun« 

I ilancc, and very fine and large. One of them weighed 
I above forty-fiv<^ pounds. Sailing canoes came, some 
’ nf which contained not less than ninety passengers. 
Such a number of them gradually arrived from diffe¬ 
rent islands, that it was impossible to get any thing 
I done, the multitude became so great, and there was no 
; chief of sufficient authority to command the whole. *1 
therefore ordered a watering party, then employed, to 
come on hoard, and sailed on Sunday the 26th of April, 

We kept near the island of Kotoo all tho afterftoon 
of Monday, in hopi's that some canoes would come off 
to tl/o ship, hut in this wc were disappointed. Tho 
wind being iiortburly, we steered to the westward in 
the evening, to pass south of Tofoa ; and I gave direc¬ 
tions for this course to be continued during the night. 
The mat^ter had the first watch, the gunner the mindie 
watch, and Mr. Christian the morning watch. This 
was the turn of duty for the night. 

Hitherto the voyage had advanced in a course of un- 
intorrupted jirosperily, and ha<l been nllcmled with ctr- 
cmn.'tances eijually pleasing and saiisfuctory. Bui a 
very dilforcnt scene was now to he disclosed: 

Rpiracy had been formed, whi< h nas to render all our 
past labour productive only of misery ami distress; and 
it had been concerted willi so much .secrecy and cir- 
emnspeetion, That no one circumstance esi-apcd lobe- 
tray the impending calamity. 

On the night of Miuiday, the watch was set as I have 
described. Just before sunrise on Tnes-dav moniiiig, 
while I was yet asleep, Mr. Christian, wi’h ilie nuistei 
at arms, giipner's mote, and Tlmnias BorKitt, senman. 
came into my eotmi, and sc'/ing me, tied mv hands 
with a cord behind my ba<‘li, threatening me vviih in¬ 
stant d<-afh in spoke or nuulo the hnist tiohr. J never- 
ihtdess called out :i.s loud as I could, in luqies of assi*-’- 
tance ; hut the ofiieers not of llitir pailv were alre.ady 
Kecitre<l hv sentinels at thfir doors. At mv own cabin 
tliri e men, he:.iih « the four within : all ex- 
eepi Clirislinn had muskets and havinels: he had ('idy 
J was (Irngred out of Ix'd, and forced 
deck in mv shirt, Rufieiiiig gr«‘at paiti in the mean lime 
from the tightn'-ss with whirh my l ands vere tied. On 
ilemandiiig tin* reason of sue)i violete r, the only an- 
'jwer vafi ahusi* for not Imlding mv 1<»n‘Mie. The mas¬ 
ter, the gunti' r, surgeon, nuu-terV unite, sou! Kehou the 
gardeiH-r, wore kept confimMl hehi\\, titmI the fore liateh- 
way was guarded hv f>enihiels. 7'lie hoaiswain and car¬ 
penter, and also the clerk, w er<* allow etl to come on deek, 
where they saw me stamling abaft tl-e nii77.on-mast, 
with iny hands tied behind mv Iniek, under a LU.ai<l,wilh 
Cliri'-tian at their head. 'I’fie hoatvwain was then or¬ 
dered to ludsl out the launeli, accfunpanieil by a threat, 
f he did not do it in.'.lantly, to takk cakk of utm- 
sr.t.v. 

The boat being hoisted out, Mr. Havward and Mr. 
IJallct, two of the mid.shipmen. and INIr. Samuel, tlm 
clerk, were ordered into it. I demanded llie intention 
■if giving this order, and ctuleavoured to persuade the 
people near me not to persist in such acts of violence; 
inn it was to no effect; for the constant answer was, 

“ Hold your tiJiigiie, sir, or you ore d<’nd thiv moment.” 

The master had by this time sent, ri'qnestirig llmf lie 
might come on deck, which was permitted : but he was 
soon onlercd hack again to his cabin. Mv e.xertions 
to turn the tide ofnflairs were continued: when Chris¬ 
tian, changing the cutlass he held for a bayonet, and 
holding me by the cord about my hands with a strong 
gripe, threatened me witli immediate death if I would 
not he quiet; and, the villains around mo had their 
piece's cocked, and bayonets fixed. 

Certain individuals were called on to gel into tli« 
boat, and W'ere hurried over the ship’s side; whence I 
conrludeil that along witli them I was to bo set adrift. 
Another effort to bring about a change produced no¬ 
thing but menaces of having my brains blown out. 

The boatswain and those seamen who were to b« 
put into the boat wore allowed to collect twine, canvatw, 



Hoes, sails, corda^ an cight-and*twenty-gallon cask 
of water; and Mr. Samuel got 150 poiWs of bread 
with a small quantity of rum and wine ; also a quadran 
anc^ompass, but ho was prohibited, on pain of death, 

touch any map or astronomical book, and any instru¬ 
ment, or any of my surveys and drawings. 

The mutineers having thus forced those of ilic sea¬ 
men whom they wished to get rid of into the boat, 
Christian directed a dram to be served to each of his 
crew, I then unhappily saw tlmt nothing could be done 
to recover the sliip. The officers were next called on 
dock, and forcori over the ship’s side into the boat, while 
1 1 * 1 «; kept apart from everyone abaft the mizzen-mast. 
Cliristian, armed witli a bayonet, held the cord faslciiing 
iny liunds, and Uie guard around me stood with their 
piece* cocked; but on my daring the ungrutcful w'retcJies 
to liic, they uncocked tlu’m. Isaac Martin,one of tlicne 
1 saw had an inclination to assist me; and as he fed 
me with shaddock, my lips Uoing quite parclied, we ex¬ 
plained each otlier’s sentimeins by looks. But this was 
observed, and ho was removed. He then got into the 
Ixiat, attempting to leave the shij); however, he wa?- 
roiiqielled to return. Some others were also kept con¬ 
trary to their inclination. 

It appeared to mo that Christian was some time in 
dr»ul)t wliether he should keep the carpenter or his 
mates. At length he determined on the latter, and the 
carpenter w'as ordered into tlie boat. He was per- 
mirted, though not without opposition, to take his tool- 
chest. 

Mr. Samuel .secured my journals and commis.sion, 
with some important ship papers : this he did with great 
resolution, though strictly watched. He attempted to 
save the time-keeper, and a l»ox with my surveys, 
drawings, and remarks for liflceii years past, which 
were very numerous, wlioti he was hurried away with— 
“ Damn your cytJS, you arc well off to get what you 
luiv 

Mm h allercaliou took place amon*; the mutinous 
crew during the transaction of this whole affair. W<»uie 
swore, 1 ’ll be daimie<l if lu’ <loes not lind liis way home, 
il^ie gels any thing with him,” meaning me ; and wlicn 
the cariieiiter’s cliest was carrying away, “ Damn my 
eves, he wilt have a vessel iMulf in a month:” wlnli* 
others ridiculed tlie helpless situation of ilii* houl, which 
was voiv deep m tlie water, and )ia<i so lifilo room lor 
those who were; in her. As for ('hrislian, he seeiinMl 
as if meditating dosfruclion on hhiisejf and every one 
f'lsa. 

i asked f<»r arms, but the muiiiieers laughed at me, 
arnlsaid I w’as well aemiaiiiled with fh«‘ people among 
whom 1 was going : mur eutlas.-jes, however, were 
llirow'ii into the boat afier we wme veered 

''1‘he officers and men being in tlie boat, they only 
waited for me, of which tin* niaster-ut-arrns informed 
Clirisiian, who then said, “ Come, Cajiiain Bligh, your 
officers and men are now in the boat,and you must go 
with them; if yon attempt to make the least resislanee, 
you will instantly be put to cleatliami without further 
ceremony I was forced over llm side by a tribe of armed 
ruffians, where they uulu'd my hands. Being in ilie 
boat, we were veered astern by a ro)»e. A few pieces 
of pork were throw'll to us, also llie Omr cutl.assrs. The 
irinoiirer and carpenter then called out to me to re¬ 
member that they had no hand in the transaction, 
4fier having been kept some time to make sport for 
.he.se unfeeling wretches, and having undergone much 
•idinile, wo wero at length ca.st adrift in tlie open ocean. 

Eighteen persons wero with mo in the b(»at,—the 
master, acting surgeon, liotani.st, gunnor, boatswain, 
carpenter, mastiT,and quartermaster’s mate, two quar- 
'.crmaslers, the sail-maker, two cooks, ray clerk, the 
outchor, and a boy. There remained on board Fletcher 
Christian, the master’s mat**; Peter HaywomI, Edward 
!iroung, George Stewart, midshipmen; th« masler-at- 
nrms, gunner^ mate, boatswains mate, gardenor, ar¬ 
mourer, carpenter’s innte,carperilor’s crew,and fourteen 
seamen, being allogetlior tlie most able men of the 
chip’s company. 

llavirig little or no wind, we rowed pretty fast to¬ 
wards the island of Tofoa, which bore northeast about 
ten leagues distant. The ship while in sight steered 


west-northwest; but this I considered only as a feia 
for when wo were sent away, ^ Huzza for Otaheita ’ 
was frequently heard among the mutineers. 

Christian, the chief of them, was of a rpspectabJ 
family in the north of England. Tins was tiie thir 
voyage he had made with me. ISotwithstanding th 
roughness with which 1 was treated, the remcmbranc 
iof past kindnesses produced some remorse in him 
While they were forcing me out tlie ship, 1 asked hiiv 
whether tliis was a proper return for the many instance 
he had experienced of my friendship ? He appeare* 
dhstiirbcd at the qtiostioii, and answ'ered with muci 
emotion, “That—Captain Bligh—that is the thing— 
am ill hell—1 uni in hell!” His abilities to take charg 
of the third watch, as 1 had so divided the ship’s com 
pany, were fully equal to the tusk. 

Haywood was also of a respectable family in th 
north of England, and a young man of abilities, as wel 
as Christian. These two had been objects of my par 
licular regard un<l attention, and 1 had taken great pain 
lo instruct them, having entertained hopes that, as pre 
fessiona) men, they would have become a credit to thei 
country. Young was well reeommeinlcd, and Stewar 
of creifilable parents in the Orkneys,at which place,o 
the return of the Resalution from the Siuith Seas i* 
1780, we received so many civilities, that in considc 
'ation of these alone I siiould gladly have takiui hin 
with me. Hut lie had always borne a gmjd character 

When 1 had lime to refli’ct, an inward satisfactioi 
irevrnted llie deprossion of my spirits. Yet, a fev 
lours before, my situation had been peculiarly flat 
teriug; 1 had a ship in tlie most perfect order, storct 
with every necessary, both for health and service; thi 
ohjec! (if the voyage was attained, and two-thirds of i 
now eoinpU-ted. I'lie remaining part had every pros¬ 
pect of success. 

ft will naturally be asked, what could be the caus* 
of such a revolt ? In answer, 1 can only conjecturs 
that the imitme(‘rs had ilalt(‘red themselves with th 
iiojic of a Itftppie.r liffi among the Otalieitans than the 
could possibly enjoy in lOriglund, which, joined lo som 
ft nni]** connexions,most probably occasioned the who) 
transaction. 

'riie women of Olalieite ar(i handsome, mild, am 
■Ijeerful in manners and conversation, possessed o( 
[irraf scnsihililv, and hav(* suflicient d(‘hcury to make 
ffiem lie a(iinir<'d and beloved. I’he chiels were sc 
much altnclicd to om people, that they rather encou 
raged their stay among tliem than otherwise, and even 
made tluni promises of large possess ions. Under 
these and many (»ther eoncotiiilam cimimstances, it 
oiiglit linrdly to he tin* siihj* < f of surprise that a set of 
sailors, niosl of tfiem void of e(mne.\i(»ns, should be led 
away, where lliev laid the power of fixing thcmselvoR 
in the midst of plenty, in one of the linesl islands in 
the woild, where tliere was m* !n.‘cessify to lalxuir, and 
where the alln''enient.s of dissipation are beyond any 
conception that ran he nn-mciIofif. The utmost, how'- 
evf?r, tliat a eoimniiudiT ronld have expected was de¬ 
sertions, such as huve already happened more, or less 
in the *Soulh Sea^-, ami not un ad, of open mutiny. 

But the secrecy of this mutiny snrpasst's belief. 
Thirteen of th(^ parly who were now with me. had 
always lived forward among the Heaincn, yet neither 
they, nor the messmates of Christian, Sfew'art, Hay¬ 
wood, and Young, had ever oliserved any circumstance 
to excite suspicion (jf what was plotting ; and it is not 
wonderful if I fell a sarntire to it, my mind being en¬ 
tirely free from suspicion. Perhaps,had mariners been 
on lioard, a senlim ! at my cabin door miglil have pre¬ 
vented it ; for I eon.slanlly slept with the door open, 
that the officer ((f the watch might have access to me 
on all occasions. If the mutiny had been occasioned 
by anv grievances, eiilier real or imaginary, I must 
have di.seovercd symptoms of discontent, which would 
have put me on iny guard ; but it was far otherwise. 
With Christian, in particular, I was on the most friendly 
tonus; that very day he was engaged to have dined 
with me ; and the preceding nigfit he excused himself 
from simping with me on pretence of indisposition, for 
which 1 felt concerned, having no suspicions of his 
honour or integrity. 
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Lord Byron first opppared as on author in Novem¬ 
ber, 1806, when he printed a collection of poems for dis¬ 
tribution among his friimds. The first copy of thi‘j volume, 
whicli is a thin quarto, was presented to Mr. ileelier, 
who immediately perceived, on hioking uv«*r its pap'‘.‘^, 
that some of the contents were by no means of a ilescrip- 
tioii to refiect credit on their author; and at his frieiHlly 
suggestion tiie whole impression, WTth the e.xception <.l 
iwo, or, at the most, //tree copies, was commitl«*d to iIh- 
flames. After the de.sfnicfion of tills volume. Lord Hv- 
rnn directed the collection lobe roprinled, with the <*riiis- 
sion of the ohjertionahle poems. This edition, vihjeh 
waa Confined to a hnndreil copies, and, like its pn-dee.’- 
Nor, de.signed for private cirenl:ilit»ii, wan proeefdod in 
so quickly, that at the end of about si.v weeks, .lanuury, 
1807, it was ready for delivery. The volume was enti¬ 
tledPoems on Various Oeeasion.s,” uud was jninied 
at Newark by S. and J. Ridge ; the nullmr’s name was 
not given. The dedication was, ** To tlio.se frienfL ai 
whose requc.^t they w'erc printed, for whose ainnsemeni 
or approbation they were .solely intimd'*'!, the.sf Iritle,’ 
are respenifidly dedicated hv liie aiitlior.” Immediately 
Pillowing tlie dedication was this noliee :—” Tin* onl\ 
apology necessary to lie atldne.ed in c.'itentiaticai of any 
error.s in tin* Pillowing collerlioii is, that the author has 
not yi-t comjdeled his nineteeiilh year. DeremluT 2d. 
1806.” 'rije npproliation whiith this volume received 
from the frieud.s to whom it wa.s submitted indneeil Lord 
Hyrmi to coino more immediately before the puldic; and 
in the latter end of May, 1807, this colI«efi<m, with C(»n- 
Btdcrahlu alterations, the. omission of .some poems, and 
the addition of others, was reprinted and [mblisln*d. un- 
dor tho title of ‘* Ilotirs of Idlene.ss, a Series of Poems,, 
original and translated, by George Gordon, liord Uvron j 
a Minor.” Tliis volume was also printed at Newark.! 
In tho four cdilioiH of tJiis work, which rapidly suc<*f*ed- 
ed each other, many varia'ion.? are found: several eor-l 
rectionswore made; several pieces were silently with¬ 
drawn, and replaced by othor.s; and after the first edit ion 
a dedication to Lord CJarlislc was prefixed. In tho pre¬ 
sent pnblication, all those jiooms from the “Private Vo¬ 
lume,” and the early oditiuiw of “ Hours of Idleness,” 
which were suppressed by the aiitlmr, are reprinted, and 
all the variations of the different impressions are noticed. 

* ThU vi’i Ui« only moUo Riven in Ihp j)rivatc volume ; U wo* j 
rd with the nlh«>i iwti in ttif first v litioii ui Hour* of l<UeneM, aadomitted | 
inthr aeciwA. 


PUKFACK.H' 

In stihmiUing to ihe piiitlle eye the Pdlowiiig collectiou. 
1 have not only lo fo,/il>at (ho diiiieiilti-*.. that. wrii<'rs of 
ver.so generallv eiuDOufer, Imt may incur tin* charge of 
presniiqilion f»r obirnding in}seiron the work), when. 
with<uU dotihl, I might lie, at my c."*, jnt>re n-iefnllv em- 
jdoyed. 'j'he-i' |•|■od■H*(ioIls UP’ ihe, fniHs of llu* IlghfiT 
lionrs of a young man wlio bus hUelv iM.np'eied hi-; 
ninoleen'.h \e.ir. As thi-v b'sir thf' in1'Tis:il i vitlrnce (.f 
;i boyish min i, this is. perhaps. uhneee'-s;ir\ mli>niialn !i. 
Some. P‘\v were vvriitt'ii dining the di'-inkuiiLiges of i!l- 
ii<‘s< and depreHsion of spirit.,; nnd'T t'.ie firm-T iniln- 
enee, REroLLLCTio.v.-;.” in paiiinilav, 

usTe eumpoted. 'i’!ii< coii.'^iJeialioii, ihondi ii eaiinoi 
cM-ite the voice of IVyi'^e, mav n( least arre.s} |]ie jinnof 
(leiisuve. A eon--i( I'M able portion of then* poem-: has 
b'‘en pi ivate'v priiiU tl, a! the reqn-'st ami for the perusal 
of rnv fi‘lend' 1 . J am smisiliju ilial the partial and fr-*- 
(jneiillv itjjiidieioii', a Imiraiion ol’a sottial eip'ie is no! tin- 
erilerion liv wliieli piwlieal genius Is to be e-.tinialed. y* t, 
•• lo dogreadv,” tvt* innst “dare gre.ifly;” aiKlIliave 
hazarded mv reputation and feelings in ))U^^ii^!lI^g iliis 
volume. “ J have passed the iinbieon,’'and mu a staml 
n'fiillbv llie * r,!.st of die die.” In the latter event, 1 
shad “uinni; widnnit a nmniiiir ; for, tboneh not wilhoni 

tlieiliide fir ihefite of llies** elliisions, mv expoctaiions 
are by no inean-^ sangtiitv. It is probab’e that I may 
lave dared mncli and done lil’le; fir, in the words of 
(/owper, “ it is one thing to wi lte what may please onr 
friends, who, beeause they are snt'h, ,are apt to be n little 
biassed in our favour, and unotlnT lo write what, mnv 

as(“ <.vi‘ry liodv; becausit tliov who have no ci.jirnui'in, 
or eu’ti knowledge (»f (he author, will be sure to find fault 
if they can.” 'I’o the tnjth of tliis, however, I do not 
wlmlly sub.seribe : on tlie eotifrary. 1 feel convinced ihul 
these trifle.swltl not be treated with injtisliee. 'fbeir 
merit, if ihev po-sessanv, willlie liberally allowed; tiieir 
numerous faults, on the other hand, cannot expi'et that 
favour v.-hieh has btam dcnietl to others of maturt‘r years, 
decided character, and far greater ability. 1 have not 
aimed at exclusive originality, still less have I studied 
any particular ukkIcI for imitation: some translations are 
given, <if which many are paraplirastic. Tii the original 
pieces there may ajipear a casual cohiculeuce with au- 

* rriiiu»d In Ihf firm (•liiiion of Ilitiin, ot Itllpiicoi; omitti’d in lit# 
Mconil. 




thors wliose wcM'ks I have been accuslomcd to read; bii 
1 have not been guiUy of intenlional [ilagiarism. To pro- 
du(5o any thing entirely new, in an age so fertile' in rhyme, 
wjjulAbo a Herculean task, as every subject has ahead) 
*<tfcn treated to its utmost extent.—Poetry, however, i 
not my primary vocation; to divert the dull moments o 
indisposition, or tlie iiionotony of a vacant liour, urged 
mo “ to this sin little can be expected from so unpro 
misiiig a muse. My wnjalh, scanty as it must be, is ul 
1 shall derive from these productions; and 1 sliall neve 
attempt to replace its fading icavos. or pluck asiiigloaddi¬ 
tional sprig fr<wn groves where 1 am, at host, an intruder. 
'f'hotJgh accustomed, in my youngi-r days, to rove a care¬ 
less mountaineer on the Highlands of Scotland, 1 have 
not, of*late years, had liie bcuctit of sue)* pure air, or so 
elevated a residence, as might enable me to entt'r tlic 
lists witli genuine hard.s, wi»o have enjoved both these 
mlvantages. Hut they derive considerable fame, and a 
few not less profit, from their productions ; while I shal, 
exiiiatc iiiy raifliness as an inlerloper, i^ertainly without 
th«* latter, and in all j»rohahilily with a very slight share 
of tile former, I leave to others Virum voliiare per ora, 

1 look to the li;\v wijfi will hear witli palienre ‘‘ dulce est 
de'sipere in 1 o(h».”—T o the hirnier wortliies I resign, 
without repining, llie hope of immortality, and nmteiit | 
myself with the not very magnitieent pro,;pcCl of ranking 

atnorig the inoh of gimtlemen v\ho write my read¬ 
ers must, detennine whether I dare say ‘"with ea.«i(\’’ o 
tlie honour of a posliininous pagi; in “The (.’alalogui 
of Koyal and Noble Aulli(»rs,” a w'ork to which tin 
peerage funder irdinite* obligall'ms, inasrnneh as many 
names of ccmsiderahle l<*ngth, sound, and antiquity, are 
thfTeby rescued fnan the obscurity whicli unluckily over« 
shadows several voluminous pr<Kluclions (jf tlicir illustri¬ 
ous hearers. 

With sliglit hopes, and some f'ars, T piildish tins first 
and last, attempU 'I’o the dictates of voung ambition 
ina^he ascribed many actions more criminal and equally 
4‘hsunl. 'j’o a ft^w of my own ag<“ the contents may 
sdn>rd nmu^eineiil : I tru.sl ihev will, at least, he f<mml 
harmless. It is highly iinprohaidc, from my sitiiafitni 
and )Hiisnils hereaflei, that I should ever obtrude mvself 
a second time on the public ; nor even in iIm^ very tlouhl- , 
liil ev<“iit (it* present indulgence, shall T be tefri{)lcd to i 
commit a futun* trespass of the same nature. The. opi-j 
nion of J )r. Johns».»n on the Poems of a noble relation ofj 
mine,* “That when a m,iu rif rank apfioareil in the 
eljaracter of an author, his merit should he. haialsoniely 
aekiiowledirr'd,’’ ran have litih- weight with viTbal, and 
.stiU le.iy with periodical censors ; hut Were it otlierwist', 

] should he loath to avo.il myself of the privilege, and 
woiiid ratlior incur the biltere.si censuvi’ of anonymous cri- 
ticiKm than triumph in honours grantiul solely to a title. 


miscellaneous; pieces. 


ON LEAVING NEWSTEAD ABBEY. 

“ Why do.st thou builu the hall, .son of the vvinoed 
PAVS? Thou LOOKKHT prom THY TOWER TO*l)AY : Yiri 
A FEW YKAUS, AND THE Bf.A8T OF THE DESERT COMES, 
IT HOWLS IN THY EMPTY COURT.—Osaiaw.f 


2 . 

Of the mail-cover’d Barons, who proudly to battie 
hod their va^ssals from Europe u> Palestine’s plain, 

The e.scutchoon and shield, which widi every blist rattle, 
Arc the only sad vestiges now that remain. 

3. 

No more doth old Robert, with haqvstringing nuinlicrs, 
Raise a flame in the breast f«)r the war-laurcll’d wreath; 

Near Askaion’s tow^ers, John of Horistan* Rlumbers, 
Unnerved is tlic hand of his mUistri‘1 by deutli. 

4. 

Paul and Hubert, too. sl<‘ep in the valley of Oc.ssv ; 
l^'or die safelv of Pklward and England they fell: 

My fathers! tlie tears of vonrcountry redress ye; 

Ilow you fought, how yciu died, still lior annals can loll 

5. 

On A'lnrslorijf with Rupert,].’gainst traitor.s contemling, 
li’ourbrothers enrich’d witii their hhK)d die bleak field ; 

Eor (lie rights of a inonardi their country tlefending, 

Till death iheir attachment to royally sealM- 

6 . 

Shadi.'s of lieroe.s, farewell! yi^ur descendant, <h»parting 
Prom the scat of hi.s ancestors, bids you .adimi! 

Abroad, or at home, your remembrance imparting 
Ntw courage, hc’li tliink upon glory and you. 

7. 

Though a l(‘ar dim hi.s eve nf this siul .separation, 

’’J’ is niiture, no! fear, that e.xeite.s his regret ; 

’ar di.-^lanl he gors, widi the sanu* emululton, 

I’hc fame of hi.s futliers lie ne’er can forget, 

ft, 

TJial fame, aiul that memory, still will he cheri.sli; 

He vows (hat he ne’er will disgrace your renown; 

dke yon will he live, or like you will hr perish ; 

"VN’ hon decay’d, may ho mingle Jiis dust with your own 

1803. 


JN A DISTANT VIEW OF THE VIELAGE, 
AND S(;H00H of ha RROW on ’I'JHt; IHLE.II 

oil 1 nibii [irfitliTiim letcral si .tii|ji(i r niiiios. 

Vt’dtl, Ajtc'ul, lib.B, 580. 

I. 

Vc scene.sof my childlirKul, whoso loved recollection 
Junhitlcrs the. pn^sent, compared with the past; 

Where science first dawned on (he powers of ri tlectign, 
And friendships were form’d too roiiiuiilic lo last; 

Whore fancy yet joy.s lo n'tnice the rosemhlanco 
Of comrades in friendship ;uid mischief allied ; 

How welcome to mo your ne’er n-iding remembraiioe, 
Which rusts in tlie )>osom, tJiuugh hope is denied! 

3. 

Again 1 revisit the hills where wo sported, 

The streams where wc swam, and die fields whore we 
fought; 

The school where, loud warn'd by the bell, wc rosortod, 
I’o pore o’er the precepts by pedagogues taught. 


1. I Again T boliold where for hours I have ponder’d, 


Through tliy battlements, Nowstead, llio hollow winds 
whistle; 

, I’hou, the hull of my fathers, art. gone to decay; 
liitliy once smiling garden, Uio hemlock and thistle 
Have choked up the rose wliich late bloom’d in tlio way. 

* Tb« EhvI of C'arli»le‘, whoie worki have long received the m«Ht of j 
public nprtttuee, to wbicb, by (Iteir uiUiueic wt>nh, Uioy were well eoti- j 
tied. 

t The motto wai added Ui the &rit edition of Uoara of IdleneH. 


As reclining, at eve, on yon tombstone I lay; 

Or round tlie steep brow of tlie churchyard I wander'd, 
To catch the last gleam of the .sun's setting ray. 


* IhirisLaii C'aalU-, in Dorhynhire, an ancient seal uf the Hyron family. 

t The l»4Ule of Alaoion Moor, where Ute nrlhureiiti uifCbarlM 1. 
verr deft-ab'd. 

\ Sun of (li^ Kkrior PalatiiM', and related lu Charlci I. He eftor- 
wunlacotnniHiKled the Aeet in tbt* rrien of Clmclua It. 

II Tida poem waa printed iu Ute private voliune.uud iuthe Sritodllioo 
of Hours of Idleiieai, where the motto from Vlrfil ww adtled. It vat 
aflerwardi omitted. 



'I «Bea mutt vitnr dw room vi& ipectttora wirroimded, 
Wlnr«t •* Zanga, I trod on Alonzo o’erthrown; 
WiiUo to »woU my yoong pride sudi applaiwea ro- 


vad virtue cl^ a ifort delay, 

Or beauty cbarm fheq>ectte Aom his prey; 
Thou still hadst lived to Mesa my aching sight, 


sounded, 

I bnoied that Mossop* himself was outshone: 

Or, as Lear, I poured forth the deep imprecation. 

By my daughters of kingdom and reason deprived; 
Till, fired by loud plaudits and self-adulation, 

I regarded myself as a Garrick ipvived, 

7. 

Ye dreams of my boyhood, how much I regret you! 

Unfaded your memory dwells in my breast'f; 
Though sad and deserted, I ne’er can fbrget you; 
Your pleasures may still be in fancy possest. 

8 . 

To IdaJ full oft may remembrance restore me, 
While fate shall the shades of the future unroll! 
Since darkness o’orshadows the prospect before me. 
More dear is the beam of the past to my soul. 

9. 


comrade’s honour, and thy friend’s delight, • 

If yet thy gentle spirit liover 
The spot wWe now thy mouldering ashes lie, 

Here wilt thou read, recorded on my heart, 

A grief too deep to trust the sculptor’s art. 

No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep, 

But living statutes there are seen to weep; 
Affliction’s somblance bends not o’er thy tomb, 
Iffliotion's self deplores thy youthful doom. 

IVhat though thy sire lament his failing line, 

1 father’s sorrows cannot equal mine! 

Though none like tliee bis dying hour willcheei’, 

Yet other offspring soothe his anguish here: 

But who with me shall hold thy former plsce? 

Thiiie image what new friendship can efibco ? 

Ah none!—a fathei's tears will cease to flow. 

Time will assuage an infant brother’s woe; 

To all, save one, is consolation known, 

While solitary friendship sighs alone. 

, 1803. 


But if, through tlie course of the years which await me. 
Some new scene of pleasure idiould open to view, 

I will say, while with rapture the thought shall elate me, 
“ CM)! such were the days which my infancy knew.” 

1806. 


TO D|l. 

1 . 

In thee I fondly hoped to clasp 
A friend, whom death alone could sever; 

Till envy, witii malignant grasp. 

Detach’d thee from my breast for ever. 

2 . 

True she Ims forced tliee from my breast, 
yet in my heart thou keep'st thy seat; 

Thera, there thine image still must rest, 

Until that lieart sliall cease to beat. 

3. 

And, when die grave restores her dead, 

Wlien life again to dust is given. 

On thy dear breast I ’ll lay my head— 

WiUiout thee, where would be my heaven 1 
February, 1803. 


EPITAPH ON A FRIEND’**. 

LturiUu, 

Ob, Friend! for over loved, for ever deorff, 

What fruitless tears have bathed thy honour’d bier! 
Wbat sighs re-echo’d to thy parting breath, 

Whilst uou wast struggling in the pangs of death! 
Could tears retard frio tyrant in his course; 

Could sighs avert his dart’s relentless force 


MaMo{K « eot«mponu 7 of QfflnHck, i«<nouft far hit jurfonaknce of 
Zaagi, in rono|[’ii trogwiy of the Rceeivin. 

T Tour memory beaim tbrougli thia agtmlsed brMet>'* 

Priaau wIwm. 

I tboft^tht thie tnor bradB, ferer’d even to med&eet, 

Cif tMf«, Bi (B reaem, for ever w«« dr&ia'd; 

But tte wtiieb Sow down thU hoeom of MulnaM, 

CwTinee me the tprlnp have some mdtlare retainM. 


.. . aoenea of my ehlldhom! t yoitr bleet recolleetion 
Ha« wruag from tbeie eydttde, to wmihiffl iong deed, 
In torrenU the team of my wartneet asoetiem, 

The last and the fondest I enr ihHl) abed." 


Prfrafs Mftme. 

li Mated b tiie private volume only. 

** Thne UuM were printed in the (wivaie vcAume, the Ulte brine " 
Mil OB a beloved rviend**^ The motto wu added In the first siudM 
Mjain ofTdiincsi. 

tt “ Oh, Bov t tw vrm bred, for oror dour.”— Private oohano. 


A FRAGMENT. 

When, to their airy hall, my fathers’ voice 
Shall call my spirit, joyful in their dioice; 

Wlien, poised upon the gain, my form shall ride, 

Or, dark in mist, descend tlie mountain’s side ; 

Oh may my shade behold no sculptured urns 
To mark the spot where earth to earth returns ! 
tNo lengthened scroll, no praise-encumbor’d stone; 
My epitaph stiall be my name alone; 

If that with lionour fail to crown my clay. 

Oh may no other fame my deeds repay! 

That, only t/iai, shall single out tlie. spot; 

J By that remcmber’4, or with that forgot. 


TO EDDLESTON ||. 

1 . 

Let Folly smile,, to view the names 
Of thee and me in friendship twined; 

Yet Virtue will have greater elaims 
To love, tlian rank with vice combined, 

2 . 

And though unequal is thy fate, 

S’ ’to title deck'd my higher birth! 

Yet envy not this gaudy state; 

Thine is the pride of modest worth. ' 

3, 

Our souls at least congenial meet, 

Nor can thy lot my rank disgrace ; 

Our intercourse is not less sweet. 

Since worth of rank supplies the place. 

^Tovember, 1802. 


Tbonyh low thy lot, rince In a cottage boro, 

Nu Utlei did thy humbiv munw adorn ; 

To me fnr dearer WM tby artlna love 

Th«> all Umi joyii wealth, fame, aud frieudi could (sore t 

Tor thee alone I lived, w wMi’d to live ; 

Oh Ood! if impldua, Ibie rcuih wunl forgive I 
Beart4mil(«n »ow, I wail an equal doom, 

Coutent to Join Uwe in tby luiwUd tomb; 

'Wlwro, tble fraU funa compuMd in endisM net, 

1 *11 (uue my laat cold pillow cm thy br«a«t; 

Thai breut where oft in life I*ve liM my bead, 

WiU vet receive me mouldering with tbe dead ; 

Tbit life mlgti’d, without one partbig ilgh, 

Togetlier faa one l>ed of earUi weMt lloT' 

Tcgetlier riwre tiie fate to mortab jiivea. 

Ti^ther mix our dial, and hope far heavMU* 

Such waa tbo conaiurion in the private volume. 


t *' No leni^en’d ecrril c/ virtue and renown.** 

Privnt* vofumg, ani Jfiret edfliow of Htmro of THftntHa 
t ** By that remember’d, or for e'er fargnU^JPriveao vofmu. 

{[ dnly printed iu private volume^ 






HOUHS OF tilLKMfiSS 


EEPLY TO SOME VERSES OP J. M. B, 
PIQOT, ESQ.., ON THE CRUELTV 
OP HIS MISTRESS ♦. 

1 . 

Why, Pigot, complain 
Of this damsel's disdain, 

Why thus in despair do you fret 7 
For months you may try, 

Yet, believe me, a sigh 
JVill never obtain a coquette, 

2 . 

Would you teach her to love ? 

• For a time seem to rove ; 

At first she may frown in a pet; 

But leave her awhile, 

She shortly will smile. 

And then you may kiss your coquette, 

3, 

For such are tlio airs 
Of these fanciful feirs. 

They think all our homage a debt; 

Yet a partial neglect 
* Soon lakes an effect, 

And humbles the proudest coquette, 

d. 

Dissemble your pain. 

And lengthen your chain, 

And seem her hauteur to regret; 

If again you shall sigh. 

She no more will deny 
That yours is the rosy coi|uetle, 

5. 

If stilt, from false pride. 

Your pangs she ileride, 

.This whimsical virgin forget; 
idome other admire. 

Who will melt with your fini 
And laugh at tlie little coquette. 

6. 

For mo, I adore 
Some twenty or more, 

And love them most dearly ; but yet, 

Though my heart they enthral, 

I’d aliandon them all, 

Did they act like your blooming co<inette. 

7. 

No longer repine. 

Adopt this design, 

And break through her slight-woven net; 

Away with despair, 

No longer forbear, 

To fly from the captious coquette. 

8. 

Then quit her, my friend! 

Your losom defend, 

Ere quite with her snares you’re beset: 

Lest your deop-wounded hAirt, . 

When incens^ by the smart, ' 

Should lead you to curse the coquette. 

Ootober Hth, 1806 , , 


TO THE SIGHING STREPHONf. 

1. 

Your pardon, my friend, 

If my rhymes did offend, ,, 

Your pa^nn, a thousand times o’er 
From friendship I strove 
Your pangs to remove. 

But I swear I will do so no more. 


* Mated in Oie iirivsu wloim onlj. 
t Tims SISSSH teset oalg printed in U» ptisste nhuns. 
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t. 

Since your beautifbi maid 
Your teme has repaid, 

No more I your folly regret; 

She’s now the most divine. 

And 1 bow at the shrine 
Of this quickly reformed coquntte. 

3 . 

Yet still, I must own, 

I should never have known 
From your verses, what else she deserved; 
Your pain seem’d so great, 

I pitied your fate, 

Ag your fair was so develisli reserved, 

4 . 

Since the balm-breathing kiss 
Of this magical miss , , 

Con such wondurfitl trausports produce; 
Since the “ world you forget, 

When your lips once have met,” 

My counsel wilt got but abuse. 

6. 

You say, when “ 1 rove, 

1 know notliii^ of love 
'Tis true, I am given to range: 

If I rightly remember, 

I’vo loved a good nuniher. 

Vet there’s pleasure, at least, ill a clutuge. 

6. 

I will not advance. 

By the rules of romance, 

To humour a whimsical fair ; 

Though a smile may delight. 

Yet a Irowti won’t affright. 

Or drive mo to dreadful despair. 

7. 

While my blood is thus warm 
I ne’er shall rcRirm, 

To mix ill the Platouists’ school; 

Of this I am sure. 

Was Illy pas.shm so |>ure, 

Thy raisli f ss would think me a fool. 

8. 

And ifl should shun 
Every woman for one, 

Whose image must fill my wlrola breast— 
Whom I must prefer, 

And sigh hut for her— 

What an insult ’t.would be to the rest! 

9. 

Now, SlrephtMi, good bye; 

I cannot deny 

Your pa.ssion ap|icars most absurd ; 
ftiieli love a.“ you plead 
Is pure love indoerl, 

For it only consists in the word. 


THE-.TEAR. 

o O lachrvtnBrnni foil*, tenero **cm* 

DuMutiuni 'trim ak sMlnio ; quRMr 
Felix > m itnu nui Ketentf’in 
ftclore Wt Nycipha, tenstt."—(Tfuir*. 

1. 

YVhen Friendship or Love 
Our sympathies move, 

WIten Truth in a glance should appesir, 

The lips may beguile 
With a dinqile or smile. 

But the test of affection’s a Tear. 

2 . 

Too oft is a smile 
But the hypocrite’s wile, 

* Tlur motto wm kworted In tlui br»i odiiMii tg^Hows 0 $ lilintem. 



ttttk detestation ot fear; 

GUw DM :dMi 100 si^ 

Whilst the soaMel^ eye 
Is dkna’d fiir a time edth a Tetr 

5. 

Mild Chttrity’s glow, 

To us fflortsis mIow, 

Shows the soul from barbarity clear; 
Compassion will melt 
Where this virtue is felt, 

And its dew is diffuaed in a Tear. 

4. 

The man doom’d to nil 
With the blast of the gale, 

Through billows Atlantic to steer, 

As he bends o’er the wave 
Which may soon be his grave 
The green sparkles bright with a Tear. 

6 . 

The soldier braves death 
For a fanciful wreath 
In Qlory’s romantic career; 

But he raises the foe 
When in battle laid low, 

And bathes every wound with a Tear. 

6 . 

If with high-bounding pride 
He return to his bride. 

Renouncing the gorc-crimson’d spear, 

All his toils are repaid 
When, embracing the maid. 

From her eyelid he kisses thy Tear. 

7. 

Sweet scene of my youth! 

Seat ofFriendship and Truth, 

Where love chased each fast-fleeting year, 
Loth to leave thee, I mourned. 

For a last look I turn’d, 

But thy spire was scarce seen through a Tear. 

8 . 

Though my vows I can pour 
To my Mary no more. 

My Mary to Love once so dear, 
lu the shade of her bower 
I remember the hour 
She rewarded those vows with a Tear. 


By another possest. 

May slw live ever blest! 

Her name still my heart must revere; 
With a sigh I resign 
What 1 once thought was mine. 
And forgive her deceit with a Tear. 

10 . 

Ye friends of my heart. 

Ere fbom you I depart. 

This hope to my breast is most near i 
If again we shall meet 
In this rural retreat. 

May we meet, as we part, with a Tear. 

11 . 

When my soul wings her flight 
To the regions of night, 

* And my corse shall recline on its bier. 
As ye pass by the tomb 
Where my ashes consume. 

Oh! moisten their dust with a Tear. 

18. 

Utf no marble bestow 
IRw splendour of woe 



Mctr •hsU •two <»* •“ l«c.”--PrJsoW tahmf. 


Which the dtildrtn tf nniiy Mr # 

Ko fiction of fiune 

Shall blazon my mme, > 

All I ask—all I wish—is a Tear, 

Oetnier 86, 1806. 

TO MISS PI0OT * 

1 . 

Eliza, what fools are the Mussulman sect. 

Who to woman deny the tout’s fitture existence y 
Could tliey see thee, Eliza, they’d own their defect. 
And this doctrine would meet with a genera! resistance 

8 . 

Had their prophet possess’d half an atom of sense, 

He ne’er would have women from paradise driven, 
Instead of his bouris, a flimsy pretence. 

With women alone he had peopled bis heaven. 

8 . 

Yet still to increase your calamities more, 

Not content with depriving your bodies of spirit, 

He allots one poor husband to share amongst four !— 
With souls you’d dispense; but this last, who epuk 
bear it'? 

4. 

His religion to please neither party is made; 

On husbands ’tis hard, to the wives the most uncivil 
Still I can’t contradict, what so ofl has been said, 

“ Though women are angels, yet wedlock’s the devil.’ 


LINES WRITTEN IN “ LETTERS OF A^ 
ITALIAN NON AND AN ENGLISH GEN 
TLEMAN. BY J. J. ROUSSEAU. POUN 
DED ON FACTS t.” 

“ Away, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts; 

And you wWsmile at their believing, 

And they shall weep at your deceiving.” 

I ARSWEH TO THE FOKEGOIKG, ADDRESSED TO 
MISS 

Dear, simple girl, those flattering arts, 

From which thou’dst guard frail female hearts, 
Exist but in imagination,— 

I Mere phantoms of thine own creation; 

' For he wlio views that witching grace. 

That perfect form, that lovely face. 

With eyes admiring, oh! believe me, 

He never wisln* to deceive thee: 

Once in tliy polish’d mirror glance, 

Thou’lt there descry that elegance 
Which from our sex demands such praises. 

But envy in the other raises : 

Then ho who tolls tliee of thy beauty, 

Believe me, only does his duty: 

Ah! fly not from the candid youth { 

It is not flattery,—’tis truth. 

July, 1804. 

THE CORNELIAN t. 

1 . 

No specious splendour of this stone 
Endears it to my memory ever; 

With lustre only once it slwna. 

And blushes modest as the giver. 

8. 

Some, who can sneer at friendship’s ties, 

Have for my weakness oft r^roved me; 

* round odj ia tho prinrtte vdumc. 
t Only printed in th« priraie volunie. 
tTo7otu^(£d^••tou. Thu potmioooij found kite 
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Tetvtin ilm^e gift I pri**,— 

«m ran the giver loved me, 

8- 

He dte’iit with downcut look, 

Ae feaiw that I mi^t refhse it; 

I told him when the gift I took, 

My only feat should be to lose it. 

4. 

This pledge attentively I view’d, 

And sparkling as 1 hehl it near, 

Methoaght one drop the stone bedew’d, 
.And over since I’ve loved a tear. 

5. 

Still, to adorn his humble youth. 

Nor wealth nor birth their treasures yield i 

But he who seeks tiie flowers of truth, 

Must quit the garden for the field. 

6 . 

'Tis not the plant uprear’d in sloth, 

Which beauty shows, and sheds perfume; 

The flowers which yield the most of both 
In Nature's wild luxuriance bloom. 

1. 

Had Fortune aided Nature’s care, 

For once forgetting to bo blind, 

His would have been an ample sliare, 

If well-proportion’d to his mind. 

8 . 

But had tlie goddess clearly seen. 

His form had fix’d her fickle breast; 

Her countless hoards would his have been. 
And none remain’d to give tlio rest. 


ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY,* 
COUSIN TO THE AUTHOR, AND VERY 
DEAR TO HIM t- 

1. 

Hush’d are the winds, and still the evening gloom, 

Not e’en a zephyr, wanders through the grove, 

Whilst I return to view iny Margaret’s tomb. 

And scatter flowers on the dust 1 love. 

2 . 

Within this narrow cell reclines her clay. 

That clay where once such animation beam’d; 

The King iif Terrors seized her as his prey, 

Not wortli, nor beauty, have her life redeem’d. 

3. 

Oh! could that King of Terrors pity leel. 

Or Heaven reverse the droad decrees of fhle 1 

Not here the mourner would his grief reveal, 

Not here the muse her virtues would relate. 

4. 

But wherelore weep ? her matchlbss spirit soars 
Beyond where splendid shines the orb of day ; 

And weeping angels lead her to those bowers 
Where endless pleasures virtue’s deeds repay. 

6 . 

And shall presumptuous mortals heaven arraign. 

And, madly, godlike providence accuse? 

Ah! no, far fly from me attempts so vain. 

I’ll ne’er submission to roy God refuse. 


■ •. 

'T«t is r«nembruma«fti»ie viitaMdenri 

Yet fittsh the memory of that beauteous ftmt 
Still th^ eail forftt my wtrra affection’s toar, 

Still in my heart retain their wonted place. 

TO EMMA*. 

' 1 . 

Since now the hour is come at last, 

When you must quit your anxious lover; 

Since now our dream of bliss is past, 

I One pang, my girl, and all is over. 

Alas ! that pang will bo severe. 

Which bids us part to meet no more, 

Which tears me far from one so dear, 
Departing for a distant shorn. 

3. 

Well: wo liave pass’d some happy hours, 
And joy will mingle with our tears; 

When thinking on liaise ancient towers, 

The shelter of our infant years; 

4. 

Wlierc p-oin the golhic casement’s height, 

We view’d the lake, the park, the dale. 

And still, though tears obstruct our sight, 

Wc lingering look a last farewell. 

5. 

O’er flchls through which wo used to run, 
And spend the hours in childish play; 

O’er shades where, when our race was done, 
Reposing on my breast you lay; 

6 . 

Whilst I, admiring, too remiss. 

Forgot to scare the hov’ring flies, 

Yet envied every fly the kiss 
It dared to give your slumbering eyes: 

7. 

See still the little paintetj bark. 

In whicli 1 row’d you o’er the lake; 

Sec there, high waving o’er the park. 

The elm I clamber’d (or your sake, 

8 . 

These times ore past—our joys are gone, 
You leave me. leave this happy vale j 

These scenes I must retrace alone; 

Witlimit tliec w'liat will they avail? 

9. 

Who can conceive, who has not proved, 

The anguish of a last embrace ? 

When, torn from all you fundly loved, 

You bid a long adieu to peace. 

10 . 

This is tlio deepest of our woes. 

For this these tears our cheeks bedew; 

This is of love the final close, 

Oh, God, the fondest, last adieu! 


AN OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE. 

DECIVEKED PKEVIOttS TO TBE PERFOBMADCS 
“ THE WHEEI, or FORTUKE” AT A PRIV 
THEATRE. 


* Ml«t Parker. 

i To ibeee •taiane, whWhi we from the private volume, the foUowtug 
itoie WM WUAbed: “ T»» nuthor daime the indulge^ of U» reader 
more for tUa ^ee than, fierhapa, aajr other in ilte cotlecttou ; but at it 
w«s wrilltn .1.0 iwlod tb«B Ihr re.1 (teiiiscompc^ 

of fwirtoen), oud hi» flnl owoy. I>» pr'f"™! luluoiuliw ll to ita joduj- 
IWnctof lititriowlo in iu prewnl «Me, to nvikioj oithor oddilioo .«• 
•Iterailan.'* 


sSince the refinement of this poHih’d age 
Has awept immoral raillery from the stage i 
Since taste has now expunged licentious wit. 
Which stamp'd disgrace on all an author Writ *. 

• Thl# poem It iuaerted frwn the pi^vate^vsitfTM. 



SiBca now to pleace with purer scenes we seek, 

; Nor dor* 10 the hlaah from Beauty’s cheek; 

;; Oh! let the Modest muse some pity claim, 

' And meat indalgence, though she find notfiuna. 
f Still, not fr>r her alone we wish respect, 

Ofriers appear more omiscious of defect; 

To-night no veteran Roscii you behold, 

In all the arts of scenic action old; 

No Cooke, no Kemble, can salute you here, 

No StDOons draw the sympathetic tear; 

To-night you throng to witness the debut 
, Of embryo actors, to the Drama new; 

Here, then, our almost unfledged wings we try; 

Clip not our pinions ere the birds can fly: 

Failing in this our first attempt to soar, 

Drooping, alas! we fall to rise no more. 

Not one poor trembler only fear betrays. 

Who hopes, yet almost dreads, to meet your praise; 
But all our dramatis personae wait 
In fond suspense this crisis of our* fate. 

No venal vimvs our progress can retard. 

Your generous plaudits arc our sole reward; 

For these, each Hero all his power displays. 

Each timid Heroine shrinks lieforc your gar.e. 
Surely the last will some protection find ; 

None to the softer sox can prove unkind; 

Whilst Youth and Beauty form the female shield. 
The sternest Consort to the fair must yield. 

Yet, should our feeble efforts nought avail, 

Should, after all, our best endeavours fail, 

Still lot some mercy in your bosoms live. 

And, if you can't applaud, at least forgive. 


ON THE DF,ATH OF MR. FOX, 


run FOLLOwino illiberal imi’romptc appear¬ 
ed in A MOUniNO PAPER J. 

"Odr nation’s foes lament on Fox’s death, 

Bui bless the hour when Pitt resign’d his breath: 
These feelings wide, let sense and truth uneliie, 

We give the palm whore Justice points its due.” 


TO WHICH THE AUTHOR OF THEBE PIECES SEHT 
THE FOLLOWING REPLY |(. 

Oh, factious viper! whose envenom’d tooth 
Would mangle still the dead, perverting truth, 

What though our “ nation’s foes” lament the fate. 
With generous feeling, of the good and great, 

Shall dastard tongties essay to blast the name 
Of him whose meed exists in endless fame ? 

When Pitt expired in plenitude of power. 

Though ill success obseured his dying hour, 

Pity her dewy wings before him spread, 

Por noble spirits ‘‘ war not with the dead 
Bis friends, in tears, a lest sad requiem gave, 

&8 all his errors slumber’d in the grave ; 

He sunk, an Atlas bending ’nouth the weight 
Of cares o’erwhelraing our conflicting state: 

When lo! a Herenles in Fox appear’d, 

Who for a time the ruin’d fabric rear’d i 
He, too, is lairn, who Britain's loss supplied, 

Wifli him our fhst-reviving hopes have died ; 

Not one great people only raise his um. 

All Europe's frr-extended regions mourn. 

“These feelings wide, let sense and truth unclue. 

To give the palm where Justice points its due 
Yet let not canker’d Calumny assail. 

Or round our stEtomau wind her gloomy veil. 

FmI e^rr whose corse a mourning world must weep, 
Wlnse deyr remains in honour’d marble sleep ; 


IwiWto 


*OMr. % TrfarBB, tlUir, 

fCmmor. bt OThhate Ydnme, rrifje. 
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For whom, at last, e’en boBtile natinm froan, 
While friends and foes alike bis talmits ow^| 
Fox shall in Britain's future annals thine, ’ 
Nor e’en to Pin the patriot’s palm resign | 
Which Envy, wearing Candor’s sacred mask, 
For Pitt, and Pitt alone, has dared to ask. 

TO M. S. G.* 

Whene’er I view those Ups of thine, 
Their hue invites my fervent kiss; 

Yet I forego that bliss divine, 

Alas! it were unhallow'd bliss. 

2 . 

Whene’er I dream of that pure breast. 
How could I dwell upon its snows ? 

Yet is the daring wish represt. 

For that,—would banish its repose. 

3 . 

A glance from thy soul-searching eye 
Can raise with hope, depress with fiiar; 

Yet I conceal my love, and why ? 

I would not force a painful tear. 

4. 

I ne’er have told my love, yet thou 
Hast seen my ardent flame too well; 

And shall I plead my passion now. 

To make thy bosom’s heaven a hell 1 

5. 

No! for thou never canst be mine, 

United by the priest’s decree; 

By any lies but those divine. 

Mine, my beloved, thou ne’er shalt be, 

6 . 

Then let the secret fire consume, 

I.et it consume, thou shalt not know ; 

W ilh joy I court a certain doom, 

Rather than spread its guilty glow, 

7. 

I will not ease my tortured heart. 

By driving dovit-eyecl peace from thins, 

Rather than such a sting impart, 

Each thought presumptuous I resign. 

8 . 

Yes! yield those lips, for which I’d brave 
More titan 1 here shall dare to tell; 

Thy innocence and mine to save,— 

I bid thee now a last farewell. 

9. 

Yes! yield that breast, to seek despair, 

And hope no more thy soft embrace. 

Which to obtain my sotil would dare, 

All, all reproach, but thy disgrace. 

10 . 

At least from guilt shall thou ho free, 

No matron shall thy shame reprove ; 

Though cureless pangs may prey on me, 
No martyr shall thou be to love. 


TO CAROLINEf. 

1 . 

Think’st tltou I saw thy beauteous eyee, 
Suffused in tears, implore to stay; 

And heard unmoved thy plenteous sighs, 
Which said far more than words can say 7 
2 . 

Though keen the grief thy tears expreat, 
When love and hope lay both e'ertbrcHra; 

* Onlv printed lo tbt prirete ▼oinone. 
t FHoMd eatr in Um prlvatie relwn*. 



HOURS IDLmtm. 


y«t Mill, my girl, diu bleeding breast 

with deep sorrow as thine own. 

5. 

But when our cheeks with aaguiih glow'd, 

When thy sweet Ups were join’d to mine, 

The tears that from my eyelids flow’d 
Wore lost in those which feH from thine. 

4. 

Thou oould’et not feel my burning cheek, 

• Thy gushing tears had quenclted its Same, 

And as thy tongue essay’d to speak. 

In sighs alone it breathed my name. 

6 . 

And yet, my girl, we weep in vain. 

In vain our fate in sighs deplore; 
Remembrance only can remain,— 

But that will make us weep tho more. 

6 . 

Again, thou best beloved, adieu! 

Ah! if thou canst o'ercomo regret. 

Nor let thy mind past joys review,— 

• Our only hope is to Ibrget! 

TO CAROLINE*. 

1 . 

Whew I he.ir you express an atfection so warm. 

Ne’er think, my beloved, that I do not believe; 

For your lip would the soul of suspicion disarm. 

And your eye beams a ray which can never deceive 

2 . 

Yet still, this fond bosom regrets while adoring. 

That love, like the leaf, must fail into the sear. 
That ago will come on, when remembrance, deploring 
Contemplates the scones of her youth with a tear; 

3. 

Thai tho time must arrive, when, no longer retaining 
Their auburn,thosc locks must wave thin to the breeze 
Wlion a few silver hairs of those tresses remaining. 
Prove nature a prey to decay and disease. 

4. 

’Tis this, my beloved, which spreads gloom o’er ray 
features. 

Though I ne’er skall presume to arraign the decree 
Winch God has proclaim’d as the fate of his creatures. 
In the death which one day will deprive you of me. 

5. 

Mistake not, sweet sceptic, the cause of emotion. 

No doubt can the mind of your lover invade; 

Ho worships each look with such faithful devotion, 

A smile can enchant, or a tear can dissuade. 

6. 

But as death, my beloved, soon or late shall o’ertake us. 
And our breasts which alive with such sympathy glow. 
Will sleep in the grave till tho blas^ shall awake us. 
When calling the dead, in earth’s bosom laid low : 

1 . 

Oh! then let us drain, while we may, draughts of pleasure. 
Which from passion like ours may unceasingly flow ; 
Let us pass round the cop of love’s bliss in full measure, 
And quaff the contents as our nectar below, 

1805. 

TO CAROLINE t. 

1. 

0»! when shall the grave hide for ever my sorrow ? 

Oh, when shall my soul wing her flight from this clay 1 
Tho present is hell, and the coming to morrow 
But brings, with new torture, the curse of to-day. 

* iBHiWd Iks prWstt vdeau. 
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From my eye flows no tear, from my HpsfitUaenwM*, 
I blast not the fiends who have hurled me from bliss ; 
For poor is flie soul which bewailing rebenrses 
Its querulous grief, when in anguish like this. 

3. 

Was my eye, ’stead of tears, with red firry flakes 
bright’ning. 

Would my lips breathe a flame which no stream conM 
assuage, 

On our foes should my glance lanch in vengeance ita 
lightning. 

With transport my tongue give a loose to its rage. 

4. 

But now tears and curses, alike unavailing. 

Would add to tho souls of our tyrants delight, 
Could they view us our sad separation bewailing. 
Their merciless hearts would rejoice at the sight. 

6 . 

Yet still, though we bend with a feign’d resignation. 
Life beams not for us witli one ray that can clieer j 
Love and hope upon earth bring no more consolation, 

In the grave is our ho])c, for in life is om foar. 

6 . 

Oh! when, my adored, in the tomb will they place ms, 
Since in life, love and friendship for ever are fled 1 
If again in the mansion of death 1 embrace thee. 
Perhaps tliey will leave unmolested the dead. 

1806. 

STANZAS TO A LADY, 

WITH THE POEMS OP CAMOEHt. 

1 . 

This votive pledge of fond esteem, 

Perhaps, dear girl! for mo thou’lt prize, 

It sings of Love’s enchanting dream, 

A theme we never can despise. 

2 . 

Who blames it but the envious fool. 

The old and disappoinfed maid ? 

Or pupil of the prudish school. 

In single sorrow doom’d to fndo ? 

3. 

Then read, dear girl! with feeling read, 

For thou wilt ne’er be one of those; 

To thee in vain I shall not plead 
In pity for tho poet’s woes. 

4. 

Ho was in sooth a genuine bard; 

His was no faint, fictitious flame: 

Like his, may love be thy reward. 

But not thy hapless fate tho same. 

THE FIRST KISS OF LOVE*. 

**'A vopCarr 

*E(Hwra >tovV9v 

AntuTton. 

1. 

.way with your fictions of flimsy romance! 
f Those tissues of falsehood which folly has wove! 

3ive me the mild beam of the soul-breathing glance, 

Or the rapture which dwells on the first kiss of love. 

2 . 

'c rhymers, whose bosoms with phantasy glow. 

Whose pastoral passions are made for Iho grove, 

‘rom wliat blest inspiration your soimets would flo* 
Could you ever have tasted the first kiss of love 1 

Tbwe llMitM were priDted In the prieete Tolume, sod In thskntedto 
ion of Houra of Idleneii, but onStted in tbe eecond. 

“ Thoee llnua rf fnnoy MorlnhJ bu woM.—/VfMfe volWM. 

Morinh, tho Ooddeio of Folly." • 





s. 

If Aimlia idMttUi «’«r hii uHiiata»:e refoM, 

Or th« Nnie be diepossd from your servioe to rove, 
Inroko them no more, bid adieo to the muse, 

And ti^ the effect of the first kiss of love. 

4. 

1 hate you, ye cold compositions of art: 

Thou^ prudes may condenin mo, and bigots reprove, 
J court the effusions that spring from the heart 
Which throbs with delight to the first kiss of love. 

5. 

Your shepherds, your flocks*, those fantastical thcmeS; 

Perhaps may amuse, yet they never can move: 
Arcadia displays but a region of dreams ; 

Wliat are visions like these to the first kiss of love ? 

8 . 

Oh! cease to affirm that roan, since his birth f, 

From Adam till now, has with wretchedness strove ; 
Some portion of paradise still is on earth, 

And Bden revives in the first kiss of love. 

7 . 

When age chills the blood, when our pleasures are past— | 
For years fleet away with the wings of the dovc- 
The dearest remembrance will still be the last, 

Our gwoctost memorial the first kiss of love. 

TO MARY. 

1 . 

Oh! did those eyes, instead of fire, 

With bright but mild affection shine, 

Though they might kindle less desire, 

Love, more than mortal, would be thine. 

2 . 

For thou art form’d so heavenly fair. 

Howe’er tliose orbs may wildly beam, 

We must admire, but still despair; 

That fatal glance forbids esteem. 

3. 

When Nature stamp’d tliy beauteous birth. 

So much perfection in fliee shone, 

She fear’d that, loo divine for earth, 

•The skies might claim thee for their own; 

4. 

Therefore, to guard her dearest work, 

I^est angels might dispute the prize, 

She bade a secret lightning lurk 
Within those once celestial eyas. 

5. 

Those might the boldest sylph appal. 

When gleaming wifh meridian blaze; 

Tliy beauty must enrapture all, 

But who can dare thine ardent gaze ? 

6 . 

’Tis said that Berenice’s hair 

In stars adorns the vault of heaven; 

But they would ne’er permit thee there. 

Thou wouldst so far outshine the seven. 

7. 

For did those eyes as planets roll, 

Thy sistoT'Iights would scarce appear: 

E’en sons, which systems now control. 

Would twinkle dimly through their sphere. 

1806. 


Surely experimec might have 
Thy firmest promises are noo|^t 5 
But placed in all thy charms Im&re b^' 

All I forget but to adore thee. 

Oh, Memory! thou choioewt blessing 
When join’d with hope, when still possessing, 
But how much cursed by every lover 
When hope is fled and passion’s over. 

Woman, that fair and fond deceiver. 

How prompt are striplings to believe her! 

How tlirobs the pulse wlwn first we vievr 
The eye that rolls in glossy blue. 

Or sparkles black, or mildly throws 
A beam from under hazel brows! 

How quick we credit every oath. 

And hear her plight the willing trotli! 

Fondly we hope ’twill last for aye. 

When, lo! she changes in a day. 

Tliis record will for ever stand, 

“ Woman, thy vows are traced in sand*." 

TO M. S. G. 

1 . 

When I dream that you love me, you ’ll surely forgive 
Extend not yonr anger lo sleep; 

For in visions alone your aflcction can live,— 

I rise, and it leave.s me loo weep. 

2 . 

Then, Morpheus ! envelope my faculties fast, 

Blied o’er me your languor benign; 

Should llie dream of to-night but resemble the last. 
What rapture celestial is mine! 

3. 

They tell us that slumber, the sister of death, 
Mortality’s emblem is given : ’ 

To fate how I long to resign my frail breath, 

If this bo a foretaste of heaven 

4. 

All! frown not sweet lady, unbend your soft brow, 
Nor deem me too happy in this; 

If I sin in my dream, I atone for it now, 

Thus doom’d but to gaze upon bliss. 

5 . 

Though in visions, sweet lady, perhaps you may smile, 
Oh! think not my penance deficient! 

When dreams of your presence my slumbers beguile, 
To awake will be torture sufficient. 


TO A BEAUTIFUL aUAKERt- 
Sweet girl! though only once we met. 
That meeting I shall ne’er forget; 

And tliough we ne’er may meet again. 
Remembrance will thy form retain. 

I would not say, “ I love,” but still 
My senses stijiggle wifh my will t 
In vain to drive thee from my breast, 

My thoughts are more and more represt; 
In vain 1 check the rising sighs. 

Another to the last replies : 

PorliapB this is not love, but yet 
Our meeting I can ne’er forget. 


What though we never silence broke, 
Our eyes a sweeter language spoke; 

The tongue in flattering falsehood dealsg 
And tells a tale it never feels : 

Deceit the guilty Ups impart, 

And hush tlte mandates of the heart; 


TO WOMAN. 

Woman! experience might have told mo 
That must love thee who behold thee; 


Toot SkMClMcAi. vour gIpM. I^rlvslc vetemt. * TTw Itnt litM lx olmntt s liwrsl tmniisllon from a flpsntah prowrb. 
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But ioul’t interpr^ri, tbe eyes, 

Spun such restraint, ami scorn disguise. 

As than our glances oft conversed. 

And all our bosoms felt rehearsed. 

No spirit, from within, reproved us. 

Say rather, ’twas tlie spirit moved us.” 
Though what they utter’d 1 repress, 

Tet 1 conceive timu’lt partly guess; 

For as on thee my memory ponders, 
Perchance to me thine also wanders. 

This for myself, at least, I ’ll say. 

Thy form appears through night, through day; 
Awjike, with it my fancy teems; 

In sleep, it smiles in fteeting dreams; 

The vision charms the hours away, 

Aud bids me curse Aurora’s ray 
For breaking slumbers of delight 
Which make mo wish for endless night. 

Since, oh! whatu’er my future late, 

Shall joy or woe my steps await. 

Tempted by love, by storms beset, 

Thine image I can ne’er forget. 

* Alas! again no more we meet. 

No more our former looks repeat; 

Then let me broatho this parting prayer, 

The dictate of my bosom’s caro : 

“ May Heaven so guard my lovely quaker, 
That anguish never can o’ertake her; 

Tliat peace and virtue ne’er forsake her, 

But bliss be aye her heart's partaker 1 
Oh 1 may the happy mortal, fated 
To be, by dearest tics, related, 

For her each hour new joys discover, 

And lose the husband in the lover 1 
May tlmt fair bosom never know 
•What ’tis to feol tiie restless woe 
Which stings the soul, with vain regret, 

Of him wlio never can forget 1” 


SONG* 

1 . 

When I roved a young Highlander o’er the dark heath, 
And climb’d thy steep summit, oh Morvon of suowt! 
To gaze on tlut torrent that thunder'd beneath, 

Or the mist of the tempest that gatlmr’d belowj, 
Uiitutor’d by science, a stranger to tear, 

A nd rude as tho rocks whore my inlkiicy grew, 

No feeling, save one, to my bosom was dear; 

Need I say, my sweet Mary, ’twas centred in you? 

2 . 

Yet it could not be love, for I knew not tho name,— 
Wliat passion can dwell in the heart of a child ? 

But still I perceive an emotion the same 
As I fell, when a boy, on the crag-cover’d wild: 

One imago alone on my bosom impress’d, 

I loved my bleak regions, nor panted for new; 

And few were my wants, for my wislfes were bless’d; 
And puro wore my thoughts, for my soul was with you. 
3. 

I arose with the dawn; with my dog as my guide. 

From mountain to mountain I bounded along; 

I breastedll tho billows of Dee’s** rushing tide, ^ 
And heard at a distance the Highlander's song : ‘ W 


. To Mary Duff. First puliltehed in tb« aecoud edition of lloura of 
IdleneM. 

t Morren. a lofty mouuuda in Aberdfietidure: '* Gormnl of brow,” is 
4D exp^inn frequently to be found in Oiwian. 

I Tbia will not appear extraoidkuiry to tboee wlu) have bera BiOCUBtoinecl 
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At eve, on my faeaftMover’d couch of repose. 

No ckeoms save of Mary were spread to my viswt> 
And warm to tho skies my devotions arose. 

For the first of my prayers was a blessing on you., 

4 . 

I left my bleak home, and my visions are gone; 

The mountains are vanish’d, my youth is no more; 
As the last of my race, 1 must withw alone, 

And delight Iwt in days I have witness’d before: 

Ah! splendour has raised, but embitter’d, my lot; 

More dear were the scenes which my infancy knew: 
Though my hopes may have (ail’d, yet they are not 
forgot; 

Though cold is my heart, still it lingers with you. 

6 . 

When I see some dark hill point its crest to the sky, 

I think of the rocks tliat o’ersbadow Colbleen* ; 
When I see the soft blue of a love-speaking eye, 

I think of those eyes that endear’d the rude scene, 
When, taply, some light-waving locks I behold. 

That faintly resemble my Mary’s in hue, 

I think on tho long-fiowing ringlets of gold. 

The locks that were sacred to beauty and you. 

6 . 

Yet the day may arrive when tlic mountains once more 
Shall rise to my sight in ihoir mantles of snow : 

But while these soar above me unchanged as before. 
Will Mary bo there to receive me ? ah, no! 

Adieu, then, ye hills, where my childhood was bred! 

Thou sweet flowing Deo, to thy waters adieu! 

No home in the forest shall shelter my head, 

Ah! Mary, what home could be mine but willi you 7 

TO -1- 

1 . 

I Oh! yes, I will own we were dear to each other; 

The friendships ofcliildhood, though fleeting, are true; 
The love which you felt was the love of a brother. 

Nor less tho afTection I cherish’d for you. 

o. 

■•7 

But friendship can vary her gentle dominion, 

The attachment of years in a moment expires; 

Like love, too, she moves on a swifl-waving pinion, 

But glows not, like love, with unquenchable flres, 

3. 

Full oft have we wander’d through Ida together. 

And blest were tho scenes of our youth 1 allow: 
a the spring of our life, how sercaio is the weather, 
Blit winter's rude tempests are gathering now. 

4. 

No more with aflection shall memory blending 
The wonted delights of our ciiildliood retrace: 

When pride steels llie bosom, tlie heart is unbending. 
And what would he justice appears a disgrace. 

6 . 

However, dear S-, for I still must esteem you— 

The few whom I love I can never upbraid— 

The chance which has lost may in future redeem you, 
Repentance will cancel the vow you have made. 

8 . 

I will not complain, and though chill’d is aflection, 

With me no corroding resentment shall live: 

' My bosom is calm’d by the simple reflection. 

That both may he wrong, and that both should forgive. 
7. 

You know that my soul, that my heart, my existence. 
If danger demanded, were wholly your own ; 

You knew me unalter’d by years or by distanee, 
Devoted to love and friendship alone. 

* CoiUe^n Is a mouiitsin oear tha varge Uia Hi^htiAda, nolliur fiiVHi 
tha mins of Dee CasUe. 

t Tbls porm VOS fint publultcil iu lbs Hours cf Idlauass. 



HOORB OF lOLENESB. 


8 . 

Too knew—but away with the vain retrospection! 
The bond of affbetion no hmger endures ; 

Too late you may droop o’er the fond recollection, 
And sigh for the friei^ who was formerly yours. 

9. 

For the present, we part~I will hope not for ever. 
For time and regret will restore you at last; 

To forget our dissension we both should endeavour, 

I ask no atonement but days like the past. 

TO IVLARY, 

ON BSCCIVINS HEK FICTtrKS. 

1 . 

This faint resemblance of thy charms. 

Though strong as mortal art could give. 

My constant heart of fear disarms. 

Revives my hopes, and bids me live. 

2 . 

Here 1 can trace the locks of gold 
Which round thy snowy forehead wave. 

The cheeks which sprung from Beauty’s mould, 

The lips which made me Beauty’s slave. 

8 . 

Here I can trace—ah, no! that eye 
Whose azure floats in liquid fire, 

Must all the painter’s art defy. 

And bid him from the task retire. 

4 . 

Here I behold its beauteous hue. 

But where’s the beam so sweetly straying* 

Which gave a lustre to its blue. 

Like Luna o’er the ocean playing ? 

5. 

Sweet copy! far more dear to me. 

Lifeless, unfoeling as thou art. 

Than all the living forms could be. 

Save her who placed thee next my heart. 

6 . 

She placed it, sad, with needless fear. 

Lest time might shake iny wavering soul, 

Unconscious tliat her image there 
Hold every sense in last control. 

7. 

Through hours, through years, through time ’twill cheer 
My hope, in gloomy moments, raise; 

In life’s last conflict ’twill appear. 

And meet my fond expiring gaze. 


TO LESBIAt. 

1 . 

Lesbia! since far fi-om you I’ve ranged. 

Our souls with fond affection glow not 
You say ’tis I, not you, have changed, 

I’d tell why,—^but yet I know not. 

2. 

Your polish’d brow no cares have Croat; 

And, Lesbia! we are not much older, 
Since trembling first my heart I lost. 

Or told my love, with hope grown bolder. 

9. 

Sixteen was then our utmost age. 

Two years have lingering pMt away, love! 
Awl now new thoughts our minds engage, 
^^t least 1 feel disposed to stray, love! 



4 . 

’Tis I that am alone to blame, 

1, that am guilty of love’s treason; 

Since your sweet breast is still the same. 
Caprice must be my only reason 

5. 

I do not, love! suspect your truth. 

With jealous doubt my bosom heaves not; 

Warm was the passion of my youth. 

One trace of dark deceit it leaves not. 

6 . 

Ko, no, my flame was not pretended, 

For, oh! I loved you most sincerely; 

And—though our dream at last is ended— 
My bosom still esteems you dearly. 

7. 

No more we meet in yonder bowers; 
Absence has made me prone to roving; 

But older, firmer hearts than oiua 
Have found monotony in loving. 

8 . 

Your cheek’s soil bloom is unimpair’d, 

New beauties still are daily bright’ning, 

Your eye for conquest beams prepared. 

The forge of love’s resistless lightning. 

9. 

Arm’d thus, to make their bosoms bleed. 

Many wilt throng to sigh like me, love! 

More constant they may prove, indeed; 
Fonder, alas! tliey ne’er can be, love! 


LINES ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY*. 

Alt Uie author wa« diarhai^nf liis pistola in a garden, two ladiea ptMia^ 
near the spot were aiannetf \>y tlie Bound of a builei Ijinaio);' near them, 
to one oT whom tlie fuliowing Btauzai were addreaiied the iiaxt Biomlof. 

1. 

I)ot;BTi,ESS, sweet girl, the hissing lead. 

Wafting destruction o'er thy charms, 

And hurtling f o’er thy lovely head, 

Has fill’d lliat breast with fond alarms. 

2 . 

Surely some envious demon’s force, 

V ex’d to behold such beauty here, 

Impell’d the bullet’s viewless course, 

Diverted from its first career. 

3. 

Yes, in that nearly fatal hour 

The ball obey’d some hell-bom guide; 

But Heaven, witli interposing power, 

In pity turn’d tlie death aside. 

4. 

Yet, as perclianco one trembling tear 
Upon that thrilling bosom foil ; 

Which I, th’ Unconscious cause of fear 
Extracted from its glistening cell: 

5 . 

Say. what dire penance can atone 
For such an outrage done to thee ? 

Arraign’d before thy beauty’s throne, 

What punishment wilt thou decree? 

6. 

Might I perform the judge’s part. 

The sentence I should scarce deplore; 

It only would restore a heart 
Which but belmig'd to thee befeue. 

* Thme ititiWAB xrA ooW fmiod in the privnU volume, 
t Tbie wd ie UMd br in hii poem to tbe Fntnl Mitm 
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The least atmement I can make 
la to became no longer free; 
Henceforth I breathe bat for thy sake, 
Thou afaalt be all in all to me. 

8 . 

But thou, perhaps, maystnow reject 
Such expiation of my guilt: 

Come then, some other mode elect ; 

Let it be death, or what thou wilt. 

9. 

Chose then, relentless! and I swear 
Nought shall thy dread decree prevent; 
"tet hold—one little word forbear! 

Let it be aught but banishment. 


LOVE’S LAST ADIEU*. 

fit ^vyu." 

Anacreon. 

1. 

The roses of love glad the garden of life. 

Though nurtur^’mid wo^s dropping pestilent dew, 
Till Time crops B leaves with unmerciful knife. 

Or prunes them for ever in love's last adieu! 

2 . 

In vain with endearments we sootlie tlie sad heart, 

In vain do we vow for an age to bo true ; 

The chance of an hour may command us to part. 

Or death disunite us in love’s last adieu! 

3. 

Still Hope, breatliing peace through the grief-swollen 
breast, 

W ill whisper, “Our meeting we yet may renew ; 
Witli this dream of deceit half our sorrow’s rejirc-st. 
Nor taste we the poison of love’s last adieu! 

* 4. 

Oh! mark you yon pair: in the sunshine ol youth 
Love twined round their childhood his flowers as they 
grew; 

They flourish awhile in the season of truth, 

Till chill’d by the winter of love's last adieu! 

5. ' 

Sweet lady! why thus doth a tear steal its way 

Down a chock which outrivals thy bosom in hue ? 

Yet why do I ask ?—to distraction a prey, 

Thy reason has perish’d with love’s last adieu! 

6 . 

Oh! who is yon misanthrope, shunning mankind ? 

From cities to caves of the forest he flew : 

There, raving, he howls his complaint to the wind ; 

The mountains reverberate love’s last adieu! 

7. 

Now hate rules a heart which in lovj’s easy chains 
Once passion’s tumultuous blandishments taow ; 
Despair now inflames the dark tide of his veins ,* 

He ponders in frenzy on love’s last adieu! 

8 . 

How he envies the wretch with a soul wrapt in steel! 

His pleasures are scarce, yet his troubles are few. 
Who laughs at the pang that he never can feel. 

And dreads not the anguish of love’s last adieu! 

9 . 

Youth flies, life decays, even hope is o’ercast ; 

No more with love’s former devotion we sue: 

He spreads his young wing, he retires with the blast; 
The shroud of aflTection is love’s last adieu! 

* This Dosai wu omittwl In Ih* Mwod edtUon of Hnuri of IdtonOM. 


10 . \ 

In this life of probation for rapture divin\ 
Astrea*deciares that some penance is iK 
From him who has worshipp’d at love’s get. 
The atonement is ample in lure’s last adV 

11 . 

Who kneels to the god on his altar of light 
Must myrtle and cypress alteriiaiely strew : 
His myrtle, an emblem of purest delight; 

His cypress, the garland of love’s last ajdiou! 


DAM.ETAS. 

Ik law an infant |, and in yctirs a boy. 

In mind a slave to every vicious jA; 

From every sense of sj^arae ai.d vikuc wean’d, 

In lies an adept, in (flbeii a fiend ; "" 

Versed in hypocrisy while yet a child ; 

Fickle as wind, of iuidiiiations wild; 

Woman Ids dupe, his heedltrs.s friend a tool; 

Old in I he world, llioiigh .scarcely broke from school; 
Dainii’las ran through all the maze of sin. 

And Ibund the goal when others just begin : 

Even still cotiliieling passinii-s shako his soul. 

And bid him drain dregs of pleasure’s bowl; 

But, pall’ll with vice, lie breaks Ids former chain. 

And what was once his bliss appears his liuno. 


TO MARTON. 

Makion ! why that pensive brow? 

What disgust to life hast thou ? 

Change that disconlenled air : 

FroAvns become not one so fair. 

’Tis not love disturbs tliy rest. 

Love’s a stranger to thy breast; 

Ho in dimpling smiles appiairs. 

Or mourns in sweetly timid tears. 

Or bends the languid eyelid down. 

But shuns the cold forbidding frown. 

Then re.sumo thy former fire, 

Some will love, and all admire; 

While that icy aspi'ct chills us, 

Nniight but cool iiiiliirereiice Uirills us. 
Wooldstthou wandering hearts beguile. 

Smile at least, or seem to smile. 

Eyes like thine were never meant 
To hide their orbs in dark restraint; 

Spite of all thou fain wouldst say, 

Still in truant beams they play. 

Thy lips—but here ray modest Muse 
Her impulse chaste must needs refuse: 

She blushes, curt’.sies, frmviis,—in short, she 
Dreads least llif subject should transport me; 
And flying off in search of reason, 

Brings prndenen back in pro|>er season. 

All I shall therefore say (wliale’er 
I think, is neither here nor there ) 

Is, that such Ups, of looks endearing'. 

Were form’d for better tldnga than sneering ; 

Of sootldng compliments divested. 

Advice at least’s disinterested; 

Such is my artless song to thee. 

From all the flow of flattery free; 

Counsel like mine is as a brother’s. 

My heart is given to some others; 

That is to say, unskill’d to cozen. 

It shares itself among a dozen. 

Marion, adieu 1 oh! iir’ytliee slight not 
This warning, though it may delight not; 

• The Ood<Je*»of Jostie*. , ^ ^ ^ , 

ttoliLwmry jienon l> «n intailidio 1»» wA sWskudsge of 
weaty-poe. 



And, l«sl my precepts be displeasing 
To those who think remonstrance teasing, 

At once I’ll tell thee our opinion 
Concerning woman’s soft dominion: 

Howe’er we gaze with admiration 
On eyes of blue or lips carnation, 

Howe’er the flowing locks attract us, 

Howe’er those beauties may distract us, 

Still fickle, we are prone to rove, 

These cannot fix our souls to love: 

It is not too severe a stricturo \ 

To say they form a pretty picture ; 

But wouldst tliou see the secret chain 
Wliich binds us in your humble train. 

To liail you (jueens of all creation, 

Know, in a >||rd, ’tis Animation. 


OSCAR OP ALVA*. 


1. ' 

How sweetly shines, through azure skies, 

The lamp of heaven on Lora’s shore; 

Whero Alva’s hoary turrets rise, 

And hoar the din of arms no more. 

2 . 

But often has yon rolling moon 
On Alva’s easqiics of silver play’d; 

Arwl view’d at midnight’s silent noon, 

Her chiefs in gleaming mail array’d : I 

3. 

Ami on the crimson’d rocks beneath, | 

Which scroll o’er oceans sullen How, 

Pale in the scatter’d ranks of di^alh, 

She saw the grasping warrior low ; 

4. 

While* many an eye which ne’er again 
Could markf the rising orb of day, 

Turn’d teeldy from the gory plain. 

Beheld in death her fading ray, 

6 . 

Once to tliosc eyes tlie lamp of Love, 

They blest her dear propitious light 
But now she glimmer’d from above, 

A sad, funereal torch of n«ght. 

6 . 

Faded is Alva’s noble race. 

And gray hor towers are seen afar 
No more her heroes urge the chase, 

Or roll the crimson tide of war. 

7. 

But who was last of Alva’s clan ? 

Why grows the moss on Alva’s stone? 

Her towers resound no steps of man, 

They echo to the gale alone. 

And when that gale is fierce and high, 

A sound is heard in yonder hall; 
tt rise« hoarsely through the sky, 

And vibratos o’er the mouldering wall. 

9. 

Yes, when the eddying tempest sighs, 

It shakes the shield of Oscar brave; 

But there no more his banners rise, 

No more his plumes of sable wave. 

Tbw poem wm {lublUhsd for the iirat time in Hours of rdteness. 

The cataelroijhe of thta Ule was sug^efteti by the eto^ of ‘‘^Jeronjmw 
Loremo,*'in the flntrobimeof the “ Armenian, or ShoetJSeer.’' 11 
boere eome reecmblance to aecene in the third act of ** Macbeth-'^ 

* WhiU. Fbet edition, wAen. 

* Mark. First edition, view. 


10 . 

Fair shone the sun on Oscar’s birth, 

When Angus hail’d bis eldest bom, 

The vassals roimd their chi^ain’s hearth 
Crowd to applaud tho happy mom. 

11 . 

They feast upon tlie mountain deer, 

The pibrocli raised its piercing note 

To gladden more their highland cheer, 

The strains iii martial numbers float: 

12 . 

And they wJio lioard the war-notes wild 
Hoped that one day the pibroch’s strain 

Should play before the hero’s cliild 
While he should lead tho tartan train. 

13. 

Anotlier year is quickly past, 

And Angus hails anotlier son; 

His natal day is like the 
Nor soon tlie jocund feast was done. 

14. 

Tauglit by their sire to bend the bow, 

On Alva’s dusky hills of wind. 

The boys in childhood chased the roe, 

And left their hounds in spo^^bohind. 

15. 

But ere their years of youth are o’er, 

They miiigic in I he ranks of war; 

They liglitly wheel the bright claymore, 

And scikI tlic wliistling arrow far. 

16. 

Dark was the flow of Oscar’s hair, 

W'iidly it stream’d along the gah 

But Allan’s locks were bright and fair, 

And pensive seem’d his check, and pale. 

17. 

But Oscar own’d a hero’s soul, 

His dark eye .slumo through beams of truth 

Allan had early learn’d control, 

And smooth his words had been from youth 

13 

Both, l>oth were brave; tlie. Saxon spear 
Was shiver’d ofl beneath their st<5el; 

And Oscar’s bosom srtini’d to fear, 

But Osear’s bosom knew to feel ; 

19. 

While Allan’s soul Ix Ued his ft.)rm, 
TTnworthy with such eharras to dwell: 

Keen as the lightning of the storm, 

On foes his dca»lly vengeance foil. 

20 . 

From high Southanuon’s distant tower 
Arriveil a young and noble dame; 

With Kennetli’s lands to form her dower, 
Glenalvon’s blue-eyed daughter came; 

21 . 

And Oscar claim’d the beauteous bride, 

And Angus on his Oscar smiled: 

It fiootlied the father’s feudal prido 
Thus to obtain Glenalvon’s cliild. 

22 . 

Hark to the pibroch’s pleasing note! 

Hark to the swelling nuptial song. 

In joyous strains tlie voices float, 

And still the choral peal prolong. 

23. 

See how Uio heroes’ blood-rcd plumes 
Assembled wave in Alva’s hall; 

Each youUi his varied plaid assumes, 
Attending cm their chieftain’s call. 



24. 

It is not war their aid demands, 

The pibroch plays tlie song of peace; 

To Oscar’s nuptials throng the bands, 

Nor yet the sounds of pleasure 

25. 

But where is Oscar? sure ’tis late : 

Is this a bridegroom’s ardent flame? 
While thronging guests and ladies wait, 

Nor Oscar nor his brother came. 

26. 

At length young Allan join’i^ fbe bride: 

“Why comes not Oscar 'f" Angus said; 
‘•Is he not hero?” the youth replied; 

“With me he roved not o’er the glade. 

27. 

“ Perchance, flirgelful of the day, 

’Tis his to cluiso the botinding roe; 

Or ocean’s waves prolong his slay ; 

Vet Oscar’s l»a.rk is seldc»m slow.” 

23. 

“Oh, no I’’ tlic niiguishM sire rejoin’d, 

“ jNor cliase, nor wave, mv boy delav ; 
Would lie to Mora seem unkind { 

Woxdd au^d to Iht impetU* his wav ? 

23 . 

•■‘Oil! search, yc chiefs ! oh ! scarcli around 
Allan, v\|fh ihes«‘throogij Aiva fly , 

Till Oscar, till iiiy s«»n is flmnd, 

Haste, haste, nor dare nttompt reply." 

30. 

All is confusion—through the vale 
The name of Oscar hoarsely rings 
It on the miirmVing gale, 

Till iiieht expands lH?r (liwky wings ; 

31. 

Il breaks the stillness of the night, 

But. ee-hocs through lier shades in vain : 
ft sounds through mfirning’.s misty light, 

But Oif'ui- cinnes not o’er the plain. 

32. 

Tliree days, lltree sleepless nights, the Chief 
For Osear search’d each ;oo<intain cave ; 
Then hope is lost : in Imutidless grief, 

His locks in grav-torn rirjglets wave. 

33. 

“OscJir! mv sou !—diou Ood of llcav’u 
Restore the prop of sinking age * 

Or if that hope no more js given, 

Yield his assassin to my rage. 

34. 

“Yes, on some desert, rocky .slioro 
My OBe.ar’s whiten’d hones must. li<?; 
Then grant, thou God! T ask no more, 

With him his frardic sire Tn:yr die ! 

35. 

“Yet he may live,—away, despair! 

Be calm, my soul! he yet may live ; 

T’ arraign my fate, my voire forb^'nr! 

O God ! my impious prayer forgive! 

36. 

“What, if ho live for me no more, 

T sink forgotten in the dust, 

The hope of Alva’s age is c»’er: 

Alas I can pangs like ihfise bo just?” 

37. 

Thus did the hapless parent mourn, 

Till Time, who sootlics severest woe, 

Had bade serenity return, 

And ma<ie the tear-drop cease to flow. 


38 . 

For still some latent hope survived 
Tliat Oscar miglit once more appear ; 

His hope now droop’d anrl now revived. 
Till Time had told a tedious year. 

39. 

Days roll’d along, tlie orh of light 
Again had run his <lestin<*d race; 

No Oscar hle.s«M Ids father’s sight, 

And sorrow left a luinler trace. 

40. 

For youthful Allan still remain’d, 

And now his father’s* only joy : 

And Mora’s lieart was quickly gain’d, 

For heauty crown’d the fiiir-hatr’d hoy. 

41. 

She thought that Oscar low was laid, 

And Allan’s fare was wondrous fair; 

If Oscar lived, ."rmif* other maid 

Had elaimM hjs fuiihless bosom's care. 

42. 

And Angtts snid, if one year more 
fn fruitless hope wjis pass'd away, 

His fojvh'st scruples sliould ht* oW, 

And he wuuhl njune their nuptial day. 

43. 

5sh>\v r»>ir«l the hut hlesi ai last 

Arrived tli** ilearly destined !ii,>rn ; 

3’)ie year of tremltling p,n.s1, 

Wliat smiles the lover’.s cheeks adorn ! 

44. 

Hark to the pihroch’s ph-nsing note! 

Hark to the swidliug nuptial song! 

In joyous strains the voices float, 

And still the choral peal prolong, 

45. 

Again tlic clan, in fe.stive crowd. 

Throng tliroiigh the gate of Alva’s hall; 

The sounds of mirth rc-echo loud. 

And all their r)rmer joy rmill. 

46. 

But. wlio is he, whose darken’d hrow 
Glooms in the inidsi nf general mirtli? 

‘Refljro his* eyes fir fiereer gh>w 

The bltie flames curdle o’er (he hearth. 

47. 

Dark is tlie rohe which urap.s his form, 

And fall las plume of gory red ; 

His voice is like iIk* rising storm, 

But liglit and trackless is his tread. 

43. 

*Tis noon of night, the pledge, goes round, 
The bridegroom's health i-* deeply quaff’d 

With shouts the vatdfcd roofs resound. 

And all conihine. to hail the draught. 

49. 

Sodden the stranger-rhief arose, 

And.all the elatnorons crowd are hush’d ; 

And Angus’ cheek with wonder glows, 

And Moras fender bosom bltish’d. 

50. 

“ Old man!’’ he cricMl, thi'i jdedge is done 
Thou saw’st ’twas dtily drank l»y me; 

It. hai!’<l the nuptials of thy son : 

Now will I claim a p1<wlg<‘ from fhcc. 

51. 

“ While all around is mirth and Joy, 

To bless thy Allan’s liappy lot, 

Say, hiufst thou ne'er another hoy ? 

Say, whv slwudd Oscar 1 m‘ forgot 



62 . 

** Alas!” iho hajkloss sire replied, 

The big tear starting as he spoke, 

“ When Oscar left my hall, or died, 

This aged heart was almost broke. 

53. 

Thrice has the earth revolved her course I 

Since Oscar’s form has Mess’d my sight; 

And Allan is my last resource, 

Since martial Oscar’s death or flight.” i 

54. 

“ ’Tis well,” rc])Ucd the stranger stern, 

And fiercely flusli’d his rolling eye; 

** Thy Oiicar’s fate I fain would learn ; 

Perliaps the hero did not die. 

55. 

“ Perchance, if those whom he most loved, 

Would call, ihy Oscar miglit return 
Perchance tlw chief has only roved ; 

For him thy Beltane* yet may burn. 

66 . 

“ Fill high the bowl the table round, 

We will not claim the pledge by stealth; 

With wine let every cup be crown’d; 

Pledge me departed Oscars health.” 

57. 

“ With all my soul,” old Angus said, 

And fill’d his goblet to the brim; 

“ Here’s to my boy! alive or dead, 

1 ne’er shall find a son like him.” 

58. 

“ Bravely, old man, this licalth has sped; 

But why does Allan trembling stand ? 

Come, drink rcnu'inbrance of ttie dead, 

Ami rais<} tby cup with firmer hand.” 

69. I 

The crimson glow (»f Allan’s face j 

Was turn’d at once to ghastly hue; 

The drops of deatli caeh f*ther chase 
Adown in agonizing dew. 

60. 

Thrice did he raise the goblet high, 

And thriec his Ups refused to taste; 

For thrice he caught the stranger’s eye 
On his with deadly fury placed. 

61. 

And is it thus a brother hails 
A brother’s fond remembrance here ? 

If tlius aifection's strength prevails, 

What might we not expect I’rom fear ?” 

62. 

Roused by the sneer, he raised ilie bowl, 

“ Would Oscar now could share our mirth I’ 
Internal fiiar appall’d his sou!; 

He said, and clash’d the cup to earth. 

63. 

** ’Tis he! I hear my murderer’s voice 1” 

Loud slirieks a darkly gleaming form; 

“ A murderer’s voice!” the roof replies, 

And deeply swells the bursting storm. 

64. 

The tapers wink, the chieftains shrink, 

The stranger’s gone,—amidst the crew 
A form was seen in tartan green, 

And tall the slMide terrific grow. 

* Betunt Tree, s Hi|^tand feettvel on iho first cl Majr, held neiir fires 
fifbteiftr th* ocoMion. 


65. 

His waist was bound with a broad belt round, 

Ills plume of sable stream’d on high ; 

But ids breast was bare, with the red wounds there. 
And fix’d was the glare of his glassy eye. 

66 . 

And tliricc he smiled, with Ids eye sojvild, 

On Angus bending low the knee; 

And thrice he frown’d on a chief on the ground, 
Whom shivering crowds with horror see. 

67. 

The bolts loud roll, from pole to pole, 

The thunders through the welkin ring, 

And the gleaming form, through t he mist of the s^omi 
Was borne on high by the whirlwind’s wing, 

68 . 

Cold was the feast, the revel ceaseil. 

Who lies upon the stony floor ? 

Oblivion press’d old Angus’ breast*, 

At length his Ufe-j>ulse throbs onco meu'e. 

69. 

‘‘ Away, away! let the leech essay 
To pour the light on Allan’s eyes •” 

His sand is dune,—his race is run; 

Oh! never more shall Allan rise J 

70. 

But Osc-ar’s breast is cold as clay, 

His locks are lifted by the gale; 

And Allan’s barbed arrow lay 

With him in dark Glentanar’s vale. 

71. 

And whence the dreadful stranger came. 

Or who, no morial wight can tell; 

But no one doubts the tbrm of flame, 

I*'or Alva’s sons knew Oscar well. 

72. 

Ambition nerved young Allan’s hand, 

Exulting demons wing’d bis dart; 

While Envy waved her burning brand, 

And pour’d her venom round his heart. 

73. 

Swift is the shaft fiom Allan’s bow : 

Whoso streaming lirc~bl«)od stains Ids side? 

Dark Oscar's sable ciest is low, 

The dart has drunk his vital tide. 

74. 

And Mora’s eye could Allan move, 

She bade bis woundcci pride, rebel: 

Alas ! that eyes which beamed with love 
Should urge the soul to deeds of hell 1 

75. 

Lo ! sccKt thou not a lonely tomb 
Which rises o’er a warrior dead ? 

It glimmers through the twilight gloom ; 

Oh! that is Allan’s nuptial h*vl. 

76. 

Far, distant far, t*hc noble grave 
Which hold his clan’s great ashes stood; 

And o'er his curse no banners wave. 

For Uiey were stain’d with kindred blood. 

77. 

What minstrel gray, what hoary bard, 

Slatll Allan’s deeds on liarp-strings raise ? 

The song is glory’s chief reward. 

But who can strike a murderer’s praise ? 

78. 

Unstrung, untonch’d, the harp must stand, 

No minstrel dare the theme awake; 

Guilt would benumb hhs palsied hand, 

His harp in shuddering chords would break. 

* Old Angatpreu’d thtwrth iriU) hb KiiHam. 



79 . 

No lyre of fiimd, no baliowM verse, 
Shall sound his glories high in air: 

A dying father’s bitter curse, 

A broker’s death groan echoes there. 


TO THE DUKE OF DORSET. 

la looldnf over rey pupere to lelecl a few addilionti] poeme toe Uiii 
edition, 1 found the following lines, which 1 had lotnlly forgot 
composed in tlie sumnier of 18U3, a short time prerious to my depar¬ 
ture fn)m Hasron. They were ailriressed to a young sclmylfellow of fuel 
rank, who had liecn my frequent companioti in some ramlil<<H Uiruugli tlie 
neigtiix^ring couutiy: however, he never sew the liaes, and most profia- 
bly never will. As, on a rC'jMirtiRal, I found them not woi-se than somi 
otner jnccM in the collection, 1 have now published them, for the Arst Umej 
after a sUgfit revision. 

Dorset! whose early steps with mine have stray’d, 
Exploring every path of Ida’s glade, 

Whom still affection taught me to defend, 

And made me less a tyrant tlian a friend; 

Though the harsh custom of our youthful band 
Bade the obey, and gave me to command*; 

Thee on whose head a few short years will shower 
The gifts of riches and the pride of power; 

KVn now a name illustrious is thine own, 

Kenown’d in rank, not far beneath the throne. 

Yet Dorset, let not iliis seduce tliy soul 
To shun fair science, or evade control; 

Though passive tutors!, fcaiful to dispraise 
The tilled child, whose future breatli may raise, 

View ducal errors with indulgent eyes. 

And wink at faults they tremble to chastise. 

When youthful parasites, who bend the knee 
To wealth, their goMen idol, not to thee,— 

And even in simple boyhomlV opening daw'ii 
Some slaves are found lo flatler and to fawn,— 

When llie.se declar<', ‘‘that pomp alone should wait 
t)n one by birth predesliiied (r> be great ; 

That books were only meant for drudging finds, 

That gallant spirits :«eorn ilje eummuii rules,” 

Lb'lieve them not.—lliey point the path to .shame 
And seek lo blast tlie honours of lliy name. 

Turn to tin- few in Ida's early throng, 

Whose .souls disdain not to cuiidemti the wrong; 

Or if, amidst, the comrades of tiiy youllj, 

None dare to raise tin* sterner voice of truth, 

Ask thine own heart; ’twill bid thee, boy, forbear; 
b’or well T know that virtue lingers there. 

Yes! I have mark’d thee many a [mssirig day, 

But now new scenes invite tno far aw'ay; 

V'es I have mark’d within that generous mind 
A soul, if well matured, lo hlcss mankind. 

Ah! though myself by nature liatighty, wild, 

Whom Indiscretion hail’d her favourite child; 

Though every error stamps nic for licr own, 

And dooms ray fall, T fain would fall alone; 

Though my proud heart no precept now can tame, 

I love the virtues which 1 cannot claim. 

’Tis not enough, with other sori#of power, 

To gleam the lambent meteor of an hour; 

To swell some peerage page in feeble pride, 

With long-drawn names that grace no page beside; 
Then share with tilled crowds the common lot—» 

In life just gazed at, in the grave forgot; 

While nought divides thee from the vulgar dead, 
Except the dull, cold stone tlrnt hides thy head, 

•At every puMic tchw*! Uj** Junior bnyn are com[»lPtc)y wbeervieiit tt) Ute 
apjKr form* till they Miaiu a iwii hi the higher claMee. Prom thin simIk 

or probation, very imiperiy, no rank iiereHijrt ; Imi after a cerUUn pencil 
U»ey command In turn thoee who weceed. 

t Allow me to diecialm any peraiiml allnaioae, even the rooet owtanl; I 
merely mention geneitHy what la too often the weakueea of prcceptore. 


The mouldering ’scutcheon, or the herald’s roll, 

Timt well-omblazon’d but neglected scroll, 

Whore lortb, imlionour’d, in tlie tomb may find 
One spot, to leave a worthless name behind. 

There sleep, unnoticed as the gloomy vaults 
•♦That veil their dust, their follies, and their faults, 

A race with old armorial lists o’erspread, 

In records destined never to bo read. 

Fain would I view dice, with prophetic eyes, 

Exalted more among the good and wise, 

A glorious and a long career pursue, 

As first in rank, tlie first in talent too: 

Spurn every vice, each little meanness shun; 

Not Fortune’s minion, but her noblest sou. 

Turn to the annals of a former day, 

Bright ore tlio deeds Ihino earlier sires display. 

I One, though a courtier, lived a man of worth, 

And call’d, proud boa.««t! the British drama forthf. 
Another view, not less renown’d for wit; 

Alike for courts, and camps, or senates (it; 

Bold in tlie field, and favour’d by tlie Nine; 

In every splendid part ordain’d to shine; 

Far, far distinguish’d from the glittering throng, 

'I’he pride of princes, and the Iwast of songj. 

Such were thy fathers; thus preserve their name; 

Not heir lo titles only, but to fame. 

The hour draws nigh, a few brief days will close, 

To me, iliis little Kcenc of Joys and woes; 

Each knell of Time now warns me to resign 
aiiades where Hope, Peace, and Friendship all were 
mine: 

Hope, that could vary like the rainbow’s hue, 

And gild their pinions em iht? moments flew; 

’'eaeo, llial reflection never frown’d away, 
ly dreams of ill to cloud some future day; 

^Viendship, whose iriitli let childliood only tell; 

Alas ! they love not long who love bo well. 

To tliese adieu! nor lot me linger o’er 
icenos hail’d as e.'ciies hail their native shore, 
liocediug slowly through the dark-blue deep, 

3<*held by eyes that mourn, yet cannot woep. 

Dorset, farewell! I will not ask one part 
)f swl remembranee. in so yuung ah<‘arl; 

Tlie coming morrow from iJiy youtliful mind 
Will sweep mv name, nor leave a trace be'nind. 

And yet, pcriiaps, in s<jmc malurer year, 
yineo <*hanee lias ilirovvn tis in the self-same spliere, 
Cilice the saim* senale, nay, the same di‘bato 
May one tiny claim otir sutfrage for the slate, 

We he.rM ‘0 may meet, and pass each other by 
With faint ri‘gard, or cold and distant eye. 

•’or mo, in fultire, neitlier iHeiid nor foe, 

A strangtir lo thyself, thy weal or woe, 

With thee no more again T hope to trace 
I'he rcf;olh;etion of our early race ; 

o more, as once, in social hours rejoice, 

.)r hear, unless in crowds, thy well-known voice, 
r^till, if the wishes of a heart untaught 
To veil those feelings which perchance it ought, 
f these—but !<•! ino ccasothe lengthen’d strain— 

)h! if these wi.shes ai o not. breathed in vain, 

The guardian seraph who directs thy fate 
Will leave tbw glorious as he found the© great. 

* Sre llt<> immr' tine In T.Ara, itaDza U. 

t “ TItntnuti Sackvillo, Lord Dudibur$t, erratod Earl of Doraet by 
the flml, UTM »ric of UtP iiarlieat ana brtghlnt omameafi to t)>'e 
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TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS 


ADRIAN’S ADDRESS TO HIS SOUL WHEN 
DYING. 

Animula! vagula, blonduia, 

Hospes, comesque^ corporis, 

Ctu{i3 nuiic abibiK in loca ? 

Pallidula, rigida, nudiila, 

N(*c, ut HoU'S, dabis jocos. 

TKANSLATIOir. 

Ah! gentio, fleeting, wavVing sprite, 

Friend and associate of diis clay! 

To what unknown region borne, 

Will Uiou now wing thy distant flight ? 

No more with wonted humour gay, 

But pallid, cheerless, and forlorn. 


TRANSLATION FROM CATULT.US. 

AD LBSltlAM. 

RqUAL to Jovo that ycrtith must be— 

(»r<jaler than Jovo he seems to mo— 

Who, fre.<* from jealousy’s alarms, 

Stunirely views thy matchless chaniis. 

'rhat cheek, which ever dimpling glows, 

That mouth, from wl>enre such music flows, 
To him, alike, are always known. 

Reserved for him, and him alone- 
Ah! Lpsbia! though’t is death to me, 

I cannot chotwe but look on thee; 

But, at the sight, my senses fly; 

I needs must gaxe, but, gazing, die ; 

Wliilst trembling with a thousand fears, 
Parch’d to llio throat my tongue adheres, 

My pulse beats quick, my breath heaves short. 
My limbs deny their sliglil support, 
t )oId dews my pallul face overspread, 

Witli deatlly languor dr(K>pM my lioad, 

My ears witli tingling echoes ring, 

And life itself is on the wing; 

My eyes refuse the cheering light, 

I’heir orbs are veil’d in starless night: 

Such pangs iny nature sinks Ixmcath, 

And feels a temporary tleatli. 


TRANSLATION OF THE EPITAPH ON 
VIHGTI. AND TIBULLUS. 

BY nOMITIPS MARSrS. 

He who sublime in epic nnnibfTs roll’d. 

Ami he who struck the stiftcr lyro of love, 

By Death’s* unequal hand alike controll’d. 

Fit comrades in Elysian regions move! 


IMITATION OP TIBUt.LUS.-l 

“ HuljacUi A<1 Certnthmn.”—Li6. Qfwrt. 

Cruel Cerinthus! does the foil disease 
WhieJj racks my breast your fickle bosom please ? 
Alas! I wish’d but to o’ercoine tlio pain, 

That Lpight live fi>r love aiKl you again: 

But now I searcoly shall bewail iny fate: 

By death aJonc I can avoid your hate. 

* Tht tVnth U sniit to he oiipitl or unequal, &• Tirgit > 

cenniclenMfiiidtir Ibnn TiboUMs ai hi« «lrccaM*. 
t FrAMimprivuU'vubtinv. 


TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 

“ LUCTCJS DB MOETB PASSBftlS.’* 

1 . 

Ye Cupids, droop each little head, 

Nor let your wings with j(»y be spread, 

My Lcsbia’s favotirile bird is dead, 

Wliom dearer tlian her eyes she loved: 

For he was gentle, and so true, 

Obedient to lier call he flew, 

No fear, no wild alarm ho knew', 

But lightly oVr her bosom moved: 

2 . 

And softly fltilfering here and Uierc, 

He iHWer sought to clear the air, 

But chiruppM ofl, and, free from care, 

'i’uned to her ear his grateful strain. 

Now having pass’d the gUwmy bourne 
From wheiieo he never can return, 
ills death and Lcsbia’s grief I mourn, 
Whosiglis, alas! but sighs in vain. 

3. 

Oh! curst he thou, thwouring grave! 

Whos^-i jaws eternal victims crave, 

From whom no earthly ptuver can save, 

F<»r thou hasl.ttt’eii the bird away : 

From thee my Lesbia’s eyes o’erflow, 

Her swolhm checks with weeping glow; 

Thou art the cause of all her wo 
Receptacle of life’s decay. 


IMITATED FROM CATTTTJ.US. 

TO K^LF^^. 

Oh ! might I kiss those ey<*s of fire-, 

A million scarc<? would quench desire: 

Still would T steep my lips in bliss, 

And dwell an age on every kiss: 

Nor then my soul should sated be; 

Still would I kiss and cling to thee: 

Naught should my kiss from thine dissever; 
Still would we kiss, and kiss fi>r over; 

E’en tliongh the numbers did exceed 
The yellow harvest’s countless s<*eil. 

To part would lie a vain endeavour: 

Could I desist 7—ah! n<wer—^never. 


TRANST.ATION PROM HORACE.* 

ODB 3, i.in. 3. 

• I. 

The man of firm and noble soul 
No factious clamours can control; 

No tlireat’tiing tyrant’s darklinf; brow 
I Can swerve him from bis just intent : 

‘ Gales the warrin? waves whicb plough, 

By Aiistcr on the billows spent, 

To curb the Adriatic main. 

Would awo his 6x’d determined mind in vain, 

2. 

Ay, and the red right arm of Jove, 

Hurtling his lightnings from above, 

’ Only printed In the prirnte relume. 



With all hit terrors then unfurlM. 

He would unmoved, unawed behold: 

The flamoa an expiring world, 

Again in crashing chaos roll’d, 

In vast promiscuous ruin hurled, 

Might light his glorious funeral pile: 

Still dauntless midat the wreck of earth ho M smile 


TRANSLATION FROM ANACREON.+ 

TO HIS LYRB. 

I WISH to tune my quivering lyre 
To deeds of fame and notes of hre; 

To echo, from its rising swell, 

How heroes fought and nations fell, 

When Atroua’ sons advanced lo war, 

Or Tyrian Cadmus roved afar; 

Rut still, fo martial strains unknown, 

My lyre recurs to love alone. 

Fired witli tlie hope of future fame, 

[ seek some nobler lucre’s name; 

The dying chords arc stning anew, 

To war, to war, my harp is due: 

With glowing strings, ihe epic strain 
To Jove’s great son I raise again ; 

Alcides and his glorious deeds, 

Beneath whose arm the Hydra bleeds; 

All, all in vain; my wayward lyre 
Wakes silver notes of soft desire. 

Adieu, ye chiefs renown’d in arms ! 

Adieu tlie clang of war’s alarms! 

To other deeds my soul is stnuig, 

And sweeter notes shall now be sung; 

My harp shall all its powers reveal. 

To tell tho tale my heart must feel; 

Love, Love alone, my lyre shall claim, 

In songs of bliss and sighs of dame. 


ODE Ill.t 

”r WAS now the hour wlien Night had driven 
Her car half round yon sable licavcn; 
Bootes, only, seem’d to r<jll 
His arctic charge around the pole ; 

While mortals, lost in gentle sleep, 

Forgot to smile, or ceased lo weep: 

At this lone hour, the Paphian boy, 
ascending from the realms of joy, 

Cluick to my gaU; dirwjts his course, 

And knocks with all his little force. 

My visions fled, alarm’d I rose,— 

What stranger breaks my blest repose?’* 

“ Alas!” replies the wily child 
In faltering accents sweetly mild, 

** A hapless infant here I roam, 

Far from my dear maternal home. 

Oh 1 shield me from the wintry blast! 

The nightly storm is pouring fact. 

No prowling robber lingers here. 

A wandering baby who can fear ? 

I heard his seeming artless tale, 

I heard his sighs upon the gale: 

My breast was never pity’s foe, 

But fldt for all the baby’s wo. 

I drew the bar, and by tho light 
Young XiOve, tho infant, met my sight; 

His bow across his shoulders flung, 

And thence his fatal quiver hung, 

(Ah! little did I flunk tho dart 
Would rankle soon within my heart.) 

* First published in Hours of Idleness, 
t First printed in Hours of Idleness. 


3! 

With care I tend my weary guest, 

His little fingers chill my breast; 

His glossy curls, ins azure wing, 

Which droop with nishtly showers, I wring: 

His shivering limbs the <tinbers warm ; 

And now reviving from the storm, 

Scarce had be felt his wonted glow', 

Than swift he seized Uw slender bow 
“ I fain would know, iiiy gentle host,” 

Ho cried, if ihis its strength has lost; 

I fear, relax’d with midnight dews. 

The strings tlieir firmer aid refuse.” 

With poison tipi, his arrow flies, 

Dt*ep in mv tortured heart it lies; 

Then loud flie Joyous urchin laugh’d :•>-> 

“My bow can still impel the shaft: 

’T is finnly fix’»l, thy siglis reveal it; 

Say, courteous host, canst tliou not feel it ?” 


FRAGMENTS OF SCHOOL EXERCISES. 

PROM THE PROMETHEUS V1NCTV6 OP JESOHYLUS. 

Great Jove, to whose almiglity throne 
Both gods arul mortals homage pay, 

Ne’er may my soul thy powerdisown, 

Thy drt'ad belieHts ne’er di.soliey 
Oft shall the .sarre<l victim fall 
In seagirt Ocean’s mossy hall; 

My voice shall raise no impious strain 
iain.s( him who rules itio sky and azure main. 

it + ♦ ♦ ♦ » 

How difFercul now thy joyless fate, 

Since first Hesione thy brkle, 

Wlieu placed aloft in g(idUke state, 

Tho blushing beauty by tliy side, 

’riiou sat’st, while reverend Ocean smiled, 

And mirthful strains tin? hours beguiled, 

The Nymphs and Tritons danced around, 

Nor yet thy doom was fi.x’tl, nor Jove relentless frown’d. 

i/rtrrow, J}er. ], 1804. 

THE EPISODE OF NJSUS AND KURIALUS. 

A PAUAPURASB PROM THE .^NKID, LIB. IX. 

S’iSTTg, tlie guardian of the portal, stood, 

>agcr to gild his arms with liostilc blood ; 
fV ell skill’il in figlit the qtiivering lunco to wield, 
r pour his arrows through th’ embattled field: 

From Ida torn, he left hi.s sylvan cave, 

Vnd sought a foreign home, a distant grave. 

> watch the movements of the Dauntan host, 

A'^itli him ]uir}alu.s sustainn the {K)8t; 

Nfo lovelier mien adorn’d the ranks of Troy, 

Vncl beardless bloom yet graced flic gallant boy; 

"’hough few the seasons of his youthful life, 

.8 yet a novice in the martial strife, 

Twas his, with beauty, valour’s gifts to share— 

\ soul heroic, as his form was fair: 
hese burn wifli otic pure flame of generous love; 
h peace, in war, united still they nu>ve; 
friendship and glory form their joint reward ; 

Ind now combined Uiey hdd their nightly guard. 

* Him i<)a aeni, a hunter now no more, 

To combat fore u|)un a foreign ^hare. 

SVarhim, Uie luvelicat of tJie Trojno band 
Did fnir Riiryulu*, hiocumritdr, attiiid : 

Few nre the wMoiitof hie yontlifiil life 
Ai yrl a nortce in the martini elrife i 
The node (o him una'onted eifu impart, 

A I'emale'H heantr, with a hero's heart. 

Thest! burn with otm pine flame of generous love , 

In prace, in war, unittnl still they move ; 

Friendship nod glory form their ii.int reward, 

And now cunUuned, the massy gale they guard. 

Huch was the oritpiial version of this jmesegr, aa given In the pHvitie 
ilume, where no mure titan the nliove tragmeul wm printed. 


HOURS or IDLENESS 



** Whal Rod,” exc^im'd the first, “ instils this fire ! 
Or, in itself a god, what great desire ? 

My labouring soul, with anxious thought oppress’d, 
Abhors fiiis station of inglorious rest; 

The love of &m« with this can ill accord, 

Be’t mine to seek for ^ory with my sword. 

Seest thou yon camp, with torches twinkling dim, 
Whore drunken slumbers wrap each lazy limb? 
Where confUence and ease the watch disdain, 

And drowsy Silence holds her sable reign ? 

Then hear my thought :^In deep and sullen grief 
Dur troops and leaders mourn their absent chief: 

Kow could the gifts and promised prize be thine, 

(The deed, the danger, and the fame be mine,) 

Were this doomed, beneath yon rising mound, 

Moth inks, an easy path per<^ance were found; 
Whicli past, I speed my way to Pallas’ walls, 

And le^ ASneas from Evmider’s hails.” 

With equal ardour fired, and warlike joy. 

His glowing friend address’d the Dardan boy- 
These deeds, my Nisus, shall thou dare alone ? 
Must all the fame, the peril, bo thine own? 

Am I by thee despised, and loft afar, 

As one unfit to share the toils of war ? 

N^ot thus his son the great Ophcltes taught; 

Not thus my sire in Argive combats fought; 

Not thus, when lliun foil by heavenly hate, 

[ track’d w^neas througli the walJis of fate; 

Thou krtow’st my deeds, my breast devoid of fear, 
And hostile life-drops dim my gory spear. 

Hero is a soul with hope inmiorlal burns, 

And Hfe^ ignoble Zi/c, for glory spurns. 

Fame, fame is cheaply earn’d by fleeting breath: 
The price of honour is the sloop of death.” 

Then Nisus,—“ Calm thy bosom’s fond alarms: 

Thy heart beats fiercely to the din of arms. 

More dear thy worth and valour than my own, 

I swear by him who fills Olympus* throne! 

So may 1 triumph, as I si)oak the truth, 

Ajid clasp again the comrade of my youth! 

But should I fall,~>and ho who dares advance 
Through hostile legions must abide by chance,— 

If some Riitulian arm, with adverse blow, 

Should lay tlie friend who ever loved thee low, 

Live thou, such beauties T would fain preserve, 

Thy budding years a lengthen’d tcrni deserve. 

When humbled in tlie dust, let some one be, 

Whose gentle eyes will shed one tear for me; 

Whose manly arm may snatch me back by force, 

Or wealth redeem from foes my captive corse; 

Or, if my destiny these last deny, 

If in the spoiler’s |>ower my ashes lie, 

I'hy pious care may raise a simple tomb, 

To mark thy love, and signalize my doom. 

Why should thy doting wrelclied mother weep 
Her cmly boy, reclined in endlass sleep ? 

Who, for thy sake, the tempest’s fury dared, 

Who, for thy sake, war’s deadly peril slmred; 

Who braved what woman never braved before, 

And left her native for the Latian shore.” 

** In vain you damp the ardour of my soul,” 

Replied Euryalus; it scorns control! 

Hence, let us baste!”—their brotlicr guards arose, 
Roused by their call, nor court again repose; 

The pair, buoy’d up on Hope’s exultuig wing, 

Their stations leave, and speed to seek the king. 

Now o’er the earth a solemn stillness ran, 

And lull’d alike the cares of brute and man; 

Save where the Dardan leaders nightly hold 
Alternate converse, and their plans unfold. 

On one great point the COtuioU are weed, 

An instant message to prinea wcre^; 

Each loan’d upon the lance be well could wield 
And (loised witli easy arm his ancient shield ; 


When Nisus and his friend flieir leave request 
To offer soniothing to their high behest. 

Witli anxions tremors, yet unawed by fear, 

The faithful pair before the throne appear: 
lulus greets them; at his kind comnu^, 

The elder first address’d the hoary band. 

“ With patience” (thus Hyrtacides began) 

Attend, nor judge from youth our humble [)lan. 
Where yonder beacons half expiring beam, 

Our slumbering foes of future con<|uest dream 
Nor heed that wc a secret path have traced, 

Between the ocean and the portal placed. 

Bencatli the covert of the blackening smoke, 

Wlwae shade securely our design will cloak! 

T you, ye chiefs, and fortune, will allow, 

We ’ll iMmd our ctiurse to yonder mountain’s brow, 
kVhere Pallas’ walls at distance meet the sight, 
soon o’er the glade, when not obscured by night: 

Then shall iEneas in his pride return, 

While hostile matrons raise their offspring’s um; 

And Latian spoils and purpled heaps of dead 
Shull mark the havoc of our hero’s tread, 
hich is our purpose, not unknown the way; 

Where yonder torrent’s devious water stray, 

Off have wo seen, when hunting by the stream, 

The distant spires above the valleys gleam.” 

Mature iti years, for sober wisdom famed, 

Moved by the speech, Alcthes hero exclaim’d, 

‘ Ve parent gcxUt! who rule the fate of Troy, 

Hiil! dwtdls the Dardan spirit in the boy; 

When minds like these in striplings thus ye raise, 
Yours is tlie godlike act, be yours the praise; 

Tn gallant youth, my fainting hopes revive, 

And Ilion’s wonted glories still survive.” 

'Then in his warm embrace the boys he pressM, 

And, quivering, strain’d them to his aged breast; 

With tears the burning cheek of each bedew’d, 

And, sobbing, thus his first discourse renew’d: 

“ Whal gift, my countrymen, what inurlia! prize 
Can we bestow, which you may not despise ? 

Our deities the first lH*st bo^>n have given- 
internal virtues ar<' tlic gift of Heaven. 

Whal poor rewards can bless your deeds on earth 
Doubtless await such young, exalted worth. 

I ABneas and Ascanius shall coinhino 
To yield applause far, far surpassing mine.” 
lulus then:—“ By al! the powe rs ultove! 

By tlujse I’onates * who my country loveJ 
By hoary Vesta’s sacred fane, I swear, 

My hopes are al! in you, ye generous pair! 

Uostore ray father to my grateful sight, 

And all my sorrows yield to on<^ delight. 

Nisus! two silver goldcis are tliiueown, 

•>uved from Arisba’s stately domes o’erlhrown! 

My sire secured them on tliat fatal day. 

Nor left such bowls an Argive robber’s prey: 

Two massy tripods, also, shall be thine; 

Two talents polish’d from the glittering mine: 

An ancient cup, which Tyrian Dido gave, 

While yet our vessels press’d the Punic wave: 

But when the hostile chiefo at length bow down, 

When great JEneas weant Hesperia’s crown, 

The casque, tlie buckler, and the fiery steed 
Which Tumus guides with ro<M’e than mesial speed, 
Are tliine; no envious lot shall then be cast, 

1 pledge my word, irrevocably (mst: 

Nay more, twelve slaves, and twice six captive damei, 
To sooth thy softer hours wiUi amorous flames, 

And all the realms which now the Latins sway, 

The labouni of to-night shall well repay. 




* Houidiold fod«. 





But thou, my fenoroui youth, whose tender years 
Are near my own, whose worth my heart reveres, 
HenceftMlh afTection, sweetly thus begun, 

Shall join our bosoms and our souls in one; 

Without thy aid, no glory shall be mine; 

Without thy dear advice, no great design; 

Alike through life esteem’d, ^ou godlike boy, 

In war my bulwark, and in j)eaco my joy.” 

To him Euryalus No day shall shame 
The rising glories which from this I claim, 
fortune may favour, or the skies may frown, 
valour, spite of fate, obtains renown. 

Yet, ere from hence our eager steps depart, 

One b4on I beg, the nearest to my heart: 

My mother, sprung from Priam’s royal line, 

Like tliine ennobled, hardly Ic-ss divine, 

Nor Troy nor king Acestes’ realms restrain 
Her feeble age from dangers of the main; 

* Alotie she carno, all seltish fears above, 

A bright example of inatenial love. 

Unknown the secret enterprise f brave, 

Lest grief should bend my parent to the grave ; 

From this alone no fond adieus I seek, 

No fainting mother’s lips have press’d my cheek ; 
By gloomy night and thy right hand 1 vow 
Her parting tears would shako my purpose now : 

Do thou, my prince, her failing ago sustain, 

In tliee her much-loved child may live again ; 

Her dying liours with pious conduct bless, 

Assist her wants, relieve her fond distress: 

SSo dear a hope must all my sou! inflame, 

To rise in glory, or to full in fame.” 

Struck with a tilial <-are so deeply felt, 

In tears at once the Trojan >varriors molt: 

Faster than all, Tnlus’ eyes o’orfl<av; 

Such love was his, and such had been his wo. 

‘*.^11 thou hast ask’d, receive,” the prince replied ; 

“ Nor this alone, but many a gift Ix-side. 

To chctir thy mother’s yttars shaU !>o ray aim, 
Creusa’s f utyle but w'anting to the dame. 

Fortune an adverse wayward course may run, 

But hless’d iliy mother in so dear a son. 

Now, by my life!—my sire’s most sacred oatli— 

To tliee 1 pledge my full, my firmest troth, 

All the rewards winch once to thee were vow’d, 

If thou shouldst fall, on her shall bo bestow’d.” 

Thus spoke the weeping priiicc, then Ibrtli to view 
A gleaming falchion from the sheath he drow; 
Lycaem’s utmost skill liod graced the stod. 

For friends to envy and for foes to fool; 

A tawny hide, the Moorish lion’s Bjioil, 

Slain ’mid the fiirest, in the hunter’s toil, 

Mnestheiis to guard (he older youth bestows, 

And okl Alethes’ casijue defends his brows. 

Arm’d, tlience they go, while all th’ assembled train, 
To aid their cause, implore the g<ids in vain. 

More than a Ixiy, in wisdom and in grace, 
lulus holds amid the chiefs his place .* 

His prayers he sends; Ixit what canjirayen atntil, 
Lost in the murmurs of the sighing gsie! 

The tremdi is pass’d, and, favour’d by the niglit, 
Through sleeping foes they wheel tlieir wary fiiglit. 
When shall the sleep of many a foe be o’er ? 

Alas \ some slumber who shall w’ake no more! 
Chariots and bridles, mix’d witli arms, are seen; 
And flowing flasks, and scatter’d troops between: 
JBacchus and Mars to rule the camp combine; 

A mingled chaos this of war and wine. 

“ Now,” cries the first, ** for deeds of blood prepare, 
With me the ccmquest and the labour share: 

* " Aitmt $h 0 com*.” In tba ftrat edition, *' Mith9r»hg 
t 11 m iDotber ef f utue, on the aichi trhen Troy wee laksa. 
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Here Ue« our pa^; lest any band arise, 

Watch thou, while many a dreaming cheilain dies; 

I ’ll carve our passage through the heedless foe, 

And clear thy road with many a deadly blow.” 

His whispering accents then Uic youth repress’d, 

And pierced proud Rltamnes tlurougU his pairing breast 
Stretdi’d at his case, th’ incautious king reposed j 
Debauch, and not fatigue, his eyes had closed: 

To Tumus dear, a prophet and a prince, 

His omens more than augur’s skill evince; 

But he, who thus foretold the fate of all, 

Could not avert his own untimely fail. 

Next Remus* armour-bearer, hapless fell, 

And three unhappy slaves the carnage swell 
The charioteer along his coumor’s sides 
Expires, the steel his sever’d neck divides; 

And, last, his lord is number’d with the; dead: 

Hriunditig convulsive, flies tine gasping head; 

From tlio .swoll’n veins tlio blackening torrents pour 
Stain’d is the couch aiid cartli with clotting gore. 

V<rung Lamyrus and Lamus next expire, 

And gay Serrauus, fill’d with youthful fire: 

Half (he long night in cluldisli gomes was pass’d; 
Ltill’dbythe potent grape, he slept at last: 

Ah! liappier far had he Um mom survey’d. 

And till Aurora’s down his skill display’d. 

In slaughter’d folds, the keepers l<>hi in sleop 
ITis hungry fangs a lion thus may steep; 

’Mid the sad fl(M'k,at tlead of night, he prowls, 

With murder glutted, and in carnage rolls; 

Insatiate still, through teeming h(;rds he roams; 

Iji seas of gore the lordly tyrant foams. 

Nor less the other’s deadly vct»geancc came, 

1 But falls on feeble crowds williotil a name: 

His wi)und unconscious Fad\is scarce can feel, 

I'ut wakeful Rha^sus sees the. threatening steel * 

His Coward bn^ast beliind ajar ho hides, 

And vainly in (ho weak defence conikles; 

i Full in his h<‘art, the falchion .search’d his veins, 

The reeking woajMjn bears altorriate stains; 

Through wine aitd blood, commingling as they flow 
One feeble spirit seeks the shades below. 

Now where Messap<is dwelt th(;y Iwmd ihoir way, 
Whose fires emit a faint and trembling ray ; 

There, unconfiiicd, behold iwh grar.ing steed, 
Uiiwatch’d, imheeded, on tlic herbage feed; 

Brave Nisus here arrests his comrade’s ann, 

Too flush’d with carnage, and will) coiiquost warm :* 

‘ Hence let us hasto, the dangerous path is pass’d; 

Full foes enough to-night have breath’d their last: 

S'K)n will the day those oasteni clouds adorn; 

Now let us speed, nor tempt the rising morn.” 

W'hat silver arms, with various art emboss'd, 

What bowls ami mantles in cunfusitui toss’d, 

They leave regardless! yet one glittering prize 
Attracts the younger hero’s wandering eyes; 

The gilded harness Rhamnes* coursers felt. 

The gems which stud the monarch’s golden belt: 

This from the pallid corse was quit^ly tesm. 

Once by a line of former cheftains worn. 

Th’ exulting boy the studded girdle wears, 

Mossapus’ helm his head in truimph boars; 

Then from the tents their cautious ste{K{ tliey bend 
To seek the vole where 8ar<^ paths extend. 

Just at this hour a band of Latian horse 
To Tumus’ camp pursue their destined coume: 

While tlie riow foot their tardy march delay, 

The knights, impatient, spur along the vray : 

Three hundred mail-clad men, by Volaeens led, 

To Tumus with their master’s promise sped; 



Now they approach the trench, and view the walla, 
When, on Ae left, a light reflection falia j 
The plunder’d helmet, through the waning nighty 
Sheds forth a silver radiance, glancing bright. 
Volacens with question loud the pair alarms 
“ Stand, stragglers! stand! why early thus in arms ? 
From whence, to whom T’ —^He meets with no reply: 
Trusting the covert of the night, they fly; 

The thicket’s depth with hurried pace they tread. 
While round the wood the hostile squadron spread. 

With brakes entangled, scarce a path between. 
Dreary and dark appears the sylvan scene; 

Euryalus his heavy spoils imp^c. 

The boughs and winAng turns his steps mislead; 

But Nisus scours along the forest’s maze 
To where Latinus’ steeds in safety graze, 

Then backward o’er tlio plain his eyes extend, 

On every side they seek his absent friend. 

“ O God! my boy,” he cries, “ of me bereft, 

In what impending perils art thou left!” 

Listening he runs—above the waving trees, 
Tumultuous voices swell the passing bree.zo; 

The war-cry rises, thundering hoofs around 
Wake the dark eclioes of the trembling ground. 

Again ho turns, of footsteps hears the noise; 

The sound elates, the sigiit his hope destroys: 

The hapless boy a ruffian train surround. 

White'lengthening sluules his weary way confound; 
Him with loud shouts the furious knights pursue, 
Struggling in vain, a captive to tlie crow. 

What can his friend ’gainst thronging numbers dare ? 
Ah! must he rush, his comrade’s fate to sliarc ? 
What force, what aid, what stratagem essay. 

Back to redeem the Lallan spoiler’s prey ? 

Hie life a votive ransom nobly give. 

Or die with him for whom he wish’d to live ? 

Poising with strenglli his lifted lanco on high. 

On Luna’s orb he cast his frenzied eye:— 

“Goddess serene, transcending every star! 

Cbueen of the sky, whose beams are seen afar! 

By night heaven owns thy sway, by day the grove. 
When, as chaste Dian, here thou dcign’st to rove; 

If e’er myself, or sire, have sought to grace 
Thine altars wtih the produce of the chase. 

Speed, speed my dart to pierce yon vaunting crowd. 
To free my frhaid, and scatter far the proud.” 

Thus having said, the hissing dart he flung; 

Through parted shades tlie hurtling wea|K)n sung; 
The thirsty point in Sulmo’s entrails lay. 

Transfix’d his heart, and stretch’d him on the clay: 
He sobs, he dies,—the troop in wild amaze. 
Unconscious whence the dealli, witli horror gaze. 
While pale they stare, through Tagus’ temples riven, 
A second shaft with equal force is driven: 

Fierce Vcdscens rolls around his lowering eyes; 
Veil’d by the night, secure the Trojan lies. 

Burning with wrath, he view’d his soldiers fall. 

“ Thou youth accurst, thy life shall pay for all!” 
duick from tlio sheath his flaming glaive he drew, 
And, raging, on the boy defenceless flew. 

Nisus no more the blackening shade conceals. 

Forth, forth ho starts, and all his love reveals; 

Aghast, confused, his fears to madness rise. 

And pour these accents, shrieking as he flies; 

“ Mo, me—your vengeance hurl on mo alone; 

Here sheathe the steel, my blood is all your own. 

Ve starry spheres! thou conscious Heaven! attest! 
He could not—<lurst not—lo! the guile confest! 

AH, all was mine,—hb early fate suspend; 

Ha sidy loved too well his hapless friend: 

Span, spare, ye chiefs! from him your rage remove; 
Hia fcitk j if friendship, all his crime was love.” 

Ha pra/aVvain; the dark assassin’s sword 
Pierced the bir side, the snowy boaom gored; 


Lowly to earth inclines his plume-clad crest, 

And sanguine torrents mantle o’er his breast: 

As some young rose, whose blossom scents the air, 
Languid in death, expires beneath the share; 

Or crimson poppy, sinking with the shower, 

Declining gently, falls a fading flower; 

Thus, sweetly looping, bends his lovely head. 

And lingering beauty hovere round the dead. 

But fiery Nisus stems the battle’s tide, 

Revenge his leader, and despair his guide; 

Vulscens ho seeks amid the gathering host, 

Volscens must soon appease his comrade’s ghost; 

Stool, flashing, pours on steel, foe crowds on foe; 

Rage nerves his arm, fate gleams in every blow; 

In vain beneath unnumber’d wounds ho bleeds, 

Nor wounds, nor death, distracted Nisus heeds; 

In viewless circles wheel’d, his falchion flies, 

Nor quits the hero’s gro-sp till Volscens dies; 

Deep in his throat its end the woapcsi found, 

The tyrant’s soul fled groaning through the wound. 

Thus Nisus all his fond aflection proved— 

Dying, revenged the fate of him he loved; 

Then on his bosom sought his wonted place. 

And death was heavenly in his friend’s embrace! 

Celestial pair! if aught my verse can claim, 

Wafted on 'i'ime’s broad pinion, yours is fame! 

Ages on ages shall your fate admire. 

No future day shall see your names expire, 

While stands the Capitol, immortal dome ! 

And vanquish’d millions hail their empress, Rome! 

TRANSLATION FROM THE MEDEA OF 
EURIPIDES.* 

1 . 

When fierce conflicting passions urge 
The breast where love is wont lo glow, 

What mind can sli'.ra tho stormy surge 
Which rolls tho tide of human wo? 

Tho hope of praise, the dread of shame, 

Can rouse tho tortured breast no more; 

The wild desire, the guilty flame, 

Absorbs each wish it felt before. 

2 . 

But if airoe,tion gently thrills 

The soul by purer dreams (msscst, 

Tlie pleasing balm of mortal ills 
In love can sootli the aching breast: 

If thus thou comest in disguise,! 

Fair Venus! from thy native heaven, 

What heart unfeeling would despise 
The sweetest boon the gods have given 7 

3. 

But never from thy golden bow 
May I bepeath the shaft expire! 

Whoso creeping venom, sure and slow, 

Awakes an all-consuming fire: 

Ye racking doubts! ye jealous fears! 

With others wage internal war; 

Repentance, source of futoro teats, 

From mo be ever distant far! 

4. 

May no distracting thoughts destroy 
■The holy calm of sacred love! 

May all the hours be winged with joy. 

Which hover faithful hearts above! 


* Flint printed in Uouri of Idtenee*. 

t ComMf w dUguiie. lu the firM edhioo, cotk’ti in fenf/e fiidee« 
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Fair Venus! on thy myrtle shrine 
May I with some fond lorer sight 
Whose heart may mingle pure with mine—* 
With me to live, with me to die I 
5 . 

My native soil! beloved before, 

Now dearer as my peaceful home, 

Ne’er may I quit thy rocky shore, 

A hapless banish’d wretch to roam! 

This very day, this very hour, 

May 1 resign titis fleeting brcaUi! 

Nor quit my silent humble bower; 

A doom to me far worse than death. 


Ah! hapless dame no sire bewailSf 
No friend thy wretdied fate d^Iores, 
No kindred voice with rapture hails 
Thy steps within a stranger’s doors. 
7. 

Perish tite fiend whoso iron heart. 

To feir afTection’s truth unknown, 
Bids her he fondly loved dofMiTt, 
Unpitied. h^lpless^ and alone; 

W1)0 ne’er unlocks with silver keyf 
The milder treasttres of his soul,—* 
May such a friend he far from me, 

And ocean’s storms botween us roll! 


• 6 . 

Have I not heard the exile’s sigli, 

And seen tlio exile’s silent tear, 
Through distant climes condemn’d to fly, 
A pensive weary wanderer hero ? 


* Mcdn, who oceomnanled Joson tn CorinUt, v«i deierted bv him for 
ibe tUuidtter of Creoi), kitij! of thni ciiv. The rlionii from whi^ this 
is taken here addresses Medea ; thoofili a cunsidrrable lilwrty is taken 
witii the original, by expanding Ute idea, as alao in aome other pans of 
the translation. 

t The original is *' dvo/|avn Utorallf 

disclosing ttis briglit key of tii« mind.” 


FUGITIVE PIECES. 


THOUGHTS 

SUOOSSTSD BY A COLLBGG BXAHINATZON.* 

High in the mid.st, surroundt^d hy his peers, 

Magnus his ample front sublime uproars: 

Placed on his chair of state, ho seems a god 
While Sophs and Freshmen tremble at Ids nod. 

.As ail around sit ra[)t in .s])eechless gloom, 

His voice in tliundcr shalce.g the sounding dome; 
Denouncing dire reproach to luckless fools, 

Unskill’d to plod in matliematic rules. 

Happy the youth in Euclid’s axioms tried, 

Though little ver.«»ed in any art beside ; 

Who, scarcely skill’d an Englislt line to pen, 

Scans Attic metres with a critic’s ken. 

What though he knows not how his fathers bled 
When civil discord piled the fields with dead, 

When Edward bade his conquering bands advance, 

Or Henry trampled on the crest of France; 

Though marvelling at the name of Magna Oharta, 

Yet well he recollects the laws of Sparta; 

C’an tell what edicls sage Lycurgus made, 

While Blackslune’s on liie slielf negIoct('d laid; 

Of Grecian dramaa vaunts the deathless fame, 
or Avon’s bard remcmb<5ring scarce the name. 

Such is the youth w'hose scientific pate 
Class-honours, medals, fellowships, await; 

Or even, perhaps, the declamation pr&c, 

If to such glorious height he lifts his eyes. 

But, lo! no common orator can hope 
The envied silver cup witliin his scope. 

Not that our heads much eloquence require, 

Th’ Athenian’s glowing stylo, or Tally’s fire. 

A manner clear or warm is tiscless, since 
We do not try by speaking to convince. 

* No re6eetion U here intended efainel the pereon mentioned under 
the name of Magnut. He ie merely repreieiitm at performing an una> 
Toidabie fuseUoo of hie office. Indeed, eucb an aUrmptcouid only recoil 
upon myielf; ae that (tentleman U now ai much dlatlnBiiahed by hi> 
eloquence, and the dignified prt^riety wiUtwIucii he fiilabla aituaUpti, aa 
ba waa In hia younger daya for wii and conviviality. 

The above tiote waa added in the first edition of the Boun of ldle> 

dCM. 


Be otlicr orators of phrasing proud: 

W<5 speak to }»lcaBc ourselves, not move tlie crowd: 

Our gravity prefers the muttering tone, 

A y»roper mixture of llte squeak and grt^: 

No borrow’d grace of at'.tion must bo seen; 

The slightest motion would displease the Doan; 

Whilst every staring graduate would prate 
Against what lie could never imitate. 

The man who hopes t’ obtain the preanisod cup 
Must in one posture stand, and ne’er look up; 

Nor stop, but rattle over every wor<l-— 

No matter what, so it can mi be heard. 

Thus let him hurry on, nor think to rest: 

Who speaks the fostcHl’s sure to speak the best; 

Who iitlors most within the shortest space 
May safely hope to win the wonly race. 

The sons of science these, who, thiw repaid, 

Linger in ease in Granta’s iduggish shade ; 

Where on Cam’s sedgy l>anks supine tlioy lie 
Unknown—uiihonour’d live, unwept-for die: 

Dull as the pictures which a<iom iheir halls, 

They think all learning fix’d within their walls; 

In manners rude, in foolish forms precise, 

All modern arls aflecting to despise; 

Yet prizing BENTnEv’s,* Bkunck’s,* or PoRSON’sf note, 
More than the verse on which tlic critic wrote : 

{Vain ns their honours, heavy as their ale, 

Sad as tlieir wit, and tedious as their tale; 

To friendship dead, though not untaught to feol 
When Self and Church deraaml a bigot zeal. 

Witli eager haste they court tlie lord of power. 

Whether’t is Pitt or Petty rules the hour ;§ 

To him with suppliant smiles they bend the head, 

II While distant mitres to tlieir eyes aro spread. 

• Celebrated critici. 

t The present Greek profeesor at Trinity College, Cambridge ; a m 
whose powers uf mind and writing* may |ierbap* juatlfy their 
The concluding clauae of the furegohig uoie waa added la loe firet • 
“OM of Hours of Idleness. 

t Koin a$ their finnourtt i e.--'Tb 0 four ensuing Une* were in**rt*d bi 
the second wlition of Boors of Idleness. 

4 Since tbie waa wtluen, Lord H. Petty has lost hts filae*, and sub- 
•eqiieoily (I had almost said coruequmtlif) the honour of reprMenUag 
the Univereity. A fart ao glaring require* no comment. 

I dietant snaires, ae. lu the private velum*, WAiU tilfree, 

prebvnde, to their eyes nrs rjirmsd. 
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But ihould a (torm o’erwhclm him with dUgracn, 
They'd fly to s«ek the next who flll’d his place. 

Such are the men who learning’s treasures guard; 
Such is their practice, such is their reward! 

This much, at least, we may presume to say— 

The premium can’t exceed the price they pay. 

1606 . 


8. 

Poor Littie! sweet, melodious hard! 
Of late esteem’d it monstrous hard 
That he who sang before all. 

Ho who the lore of love expanded. 

By dire rcricwera should be branded 
As void of wit and moral.'*' 


TO THE EAEL OP • 


** Tu MRiper sTttoria 

nwmor, ti nrl eomiUt nt sbMerint Imsco." 

Valtriuw FI<ueHt. 

1. 

FaiEirn of my youth! when young wo rovod. 

Like striplings mutually beloved 
With friondshi|>’s purest glow, 

The bliss which wing’d those rosy hours 
Was such as pleasure seldom showers 
On mortals here below. 

t. 

The recollection seems alone 
Dearer than all the joys 1 ’ve known 
When distant far from you; 

Though pain, ’t is still a pleasing pain, 

To trace those days and hours again, 

And sigh again adieu! 

3 . 

My pensive memory lingers o’er 
Those scenes to be enjoy’d no more, 

Those scenes regretted ever: 

The measure of our yotith is full. 

Life’s evening dream is dark and dull, 

.^d wo may moet—ah! never! 

4. 

As when one parent spring supplies 
Two streams which from one fountain rise, 
Together join’d in vain; 

How soon, diverging from their source. 

Each, murmuring, seeks another course. 

Till mingled in the main! 

5. 

Our vital streams of weal or wo. 

Though near, alas! distinctly flow, 

Nor mingle as before: 

Now swift or slow, now black or clear, 

Till death’s unfathom’d gulf appear, 

And both shall quit the shore. 

6 . 

Our souls, my friend 1 which once supplied 
One wish, nor breathed a thought beside, 

Now flow in different channels: 

Disdaining humbler rural sports, 

’T is yours to mix in polish’d courts. 

And shine in fashion’s annals ■ 

7. 

'T is mine to waste on love my time, 

Or vent my reveries in rhyme 
Without the aid of reason; 

For sense and reason (critics know it) 

Have quitted every amorous poet, 

Nor left a thought to seize bn. 

• TSmW aHsa w«r< Sm puZIMad la tiu n«ind adHIaa of Boun of 


9 . 

And yet, while Beauty’s praise is thine, 
Harmonious favourite of the Nine! 

Repine not at thy lot: 

Thy sootliing rays may still be read. 
When Persecution’s arm is dead, 

And critics are forgot 

10 . 

Still I must yield those worthies merit. 
Who chasten, with unsparing spirit. 

Bad riiymca, and those who write them; 
And though myself may be the next 
By critic sarcasm to be vext, 

I really will not figlit tlicm.f 

11 . 

Perhaps they would do quite as well 
To break the rudely sounding shell 
Of such a young beginner. 

He who offends at pert nineteen, 

Ere thirty may become, t ween, 

A very harden’d sinner. 

12 . 

Now,-, I must return to you; 

And sure apologies arc due: 

Accept, then, my concession. 

In truth, dear . , in fancy’s flight 

I soar along from left to rigtit; 

My muse admires degression. 

13 . 

I think I said't would bo your &to 
To adil one star to royal state,— 

May regal smiles attend you! 

And should a noble monarch reign. 

You will not seek his smiles in vain, 

If wortli can recommend you. 

14 . 

Yet since in danger courts abound, 

Where specious rivals glitter round. 

Prom snares may saints preserve you! 
And grant your love or friendship ne’er 
From any claim a kindred care 
But tliose who best deserve you! 

15 . 

Not for a moment may you stray 
From truth’s secure unerrring way! 

May no delights decoy! 

O’er roses may your liiolsleps move! 

Your smiles be ever smiles of love! 

Your tears oo tears of joy! 

16 . 

Oh! if you wish that happiness 
Your coming days and years may bless, 
And virtues crown your brow, 

Be still as you were wont to be. 

Spotless as you’ve been known to me,— 
Be still as you are now. 


* Thm itanui wort vUtUn Moon after tha appeanDCa of a Mvan 
erltlqoa, laaDorUnmraTiaw, ou auew puliUiatioaof Ute BrtUihZaa. 
erton. 

t A b«rd (borrenco refereoO defied b1* re’viawtr to mortal combat. 
If tbla izampie becomea preraJiiot, oar periodical eoMori moot be (Upped 
In the rlw 8tya ; for whet oleo can Meor* them from Um avitmvm km 
of UteirenrafedaeeeailaM? 
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17. 

And though tome tricing share of praise, 
To cheer my last declining days, 

To me were doubly dear; 

Whilst blessing your beloved name, 

I’d wave at once a. poet's &me. 

To prove a. prophet here. 


answer to some elegant verses 

SENT BY A FRIEND TO THE A0THOR, 
COiaPLAlNING THAT ONE OP. HIS DE¬ 
SCRIPTIONS WAS RATHER T00‘WARM¬ 
LY DRAWN.* 

*' Blit if any oM Indy, knight, priest, or physician, 

Khotiid mttdemii mt: fnr printing a seroml l•<lition ; 

Tf good Madam Smniitum my work aiioultl abuse, 

May X vetitiuH< to give her n smack of my muse 

Anttty'$ iVete Bath <?wds, p. 169. 

Oavdovr compels me, Becrcr ! to commend 
The verse which blctuls the censor with the iriend. 

Your 8trun|r, yot jnst, reproof oxtrorts applause 
From me, the heedless and imprudent f cause. 

For this wild J errtir which pervades my strain, 

I sue for pardon,—must I sue in vain ? 

The wise sometimes from Wisdom’s ways depart; 

Can youth tlicn hush the dictates of the heart? 

Precepts of prudence curb, but can’t control, 

The fierce emotions of the flowing soul. 

When love’s delirium haunts the flowing mind, 

Limping Decorum lingers far behind: 

Vainly the dotard mends Iter prudish pace, 

Out^ript and vanquish’d in Uie mental chase. 

The young, tho old, have worn the chains of love: 

I«el those they ne’er confined my lay reprove; 

Let those \^’huso souls contemn the pleasing power 
Their cen.<!ures on tlie hapless victim shower. 

Oh! how I hate ll)c nerveless, frigid song, 

The ceaseless echo of the rhyming throng, 

Whose lubourM lines in chilling numbers flow, 

To pnini a pang the author ne’er can know ! 

The artless Helicon I boast is youth;— 

My heart; rny miiso, the simple truth. 

Far be’t from me the “ virgin’s mind” to ‘‘ taint 
Seduction’s dread i.s here no slight restraint. 

Tho maid whose virgin breast is void of guile, 

Wliosc wishes dimple in a moilest smile, 

Whose downcast eye disdain.^ Urn W'anlon leer, 

Firm in her virtue’s strength, yet not severe— 

She whom a conscious grace shall thus refine 
Will ne’er be “ tainted” by a strain of mine. 

Bat for the nymph whoso premature desires 
Torment the bosom with unholy fires, 

No net to snare her willing heart is spread; 

Sho would have fallen, tliough she ne’er had read. 

For me, I fain would please the chosen few, 

Whoso souls, to feeling and to nature tnie, 

Will spare tlie childish verse, and not destroy 
The light eflusions of a heedless boy. 

I seek not glory from the senseless crowd; 

Of fancied laurels I shall ne’er be proud ; 

Their warmest plaudite I would scarcely prize, 

Their sneers or censure I alike despise. 

JV<n«m6er 26,1806. 


* Th«M lliiM were prbittt in the prirtU volume, sad In tbs first edi- 
Hen of Hourt of Idteneee, but efterwerdi otnuM. 
t Impmdtnt. In the private valumt, ummrtm/, 
i Wild. Pvtvaievolumt eott. 


GRANTA. 

A HBULSr. 

“ ’A.pYVf(ats Xtyxaiai eat edrra Kpar^mt”* 

1 . 

Oh ! cmild Le Sage’s f demon’s gift 
Be realized at my desire. 

This night my trembling form he’d Ujft 
To place it on St. Mary’s spire. 

Then would, unroof’d, old Granbi’s halls 
Pedantic inmates full display; 

Fellows who dream cwi lawn or stalls, 

The price of venal votes to pay. 

3. 

Then would I view each rival wight, 

Petty and Palmerston survey ; 

Who canvass there with all their might, 

Against the next elective day* 

4. 

Lo! candidates and votera lie I 
All lull’d in sleep, a goodly number! 

A race renown’d for piety, 

Whose conscience won’t disturb tlieir slumber. 

6. 

LordH——, indeed, may not demur; 

Fellows are sago reflecting men: 

They know preferment can occur 
But very seldom, now and then. 

6 . 

They know the chancellor has got 
Some pretty livings in disposal; 

Each hopes that one may bo his lot, 

And therefore smiles (m his proposal. 

7. 

Now from the soporific scene § 

I ’ll turn mine eye, as night grows later. 

To view unheeded and unseen 
The studious sons of Alma Mater. 

8 . 

There, in apartments small and damp, 

Tho candidate for college prizes 

Sits poring by the midnight lamp ; 

Goes late to bed, yet early rises. 

9. 

He surely well deserves to gain them, 

With ai! the honours of his college, 

Who, striving hardly to obtain them, 

Thus socks unprofitable knowledge ; 

10 . 

Who sacrifices hours of rest 
To scan precisely metres attic; 

Or agitates his anxious breast 
In solving problems matliematic: 


* TIa'motto WHi nnt given in the private votnaw. 
t The DiaMr Baltrux of Lc 5teee, where Aemodeut, the deim 
ilecee Don Ckofae on an elevated situalion, and unroof* the bouee* i 

Loepectioo. 

iLoI enndidatit and voftrt Hi, he. The fourth and fifth sUnti 
which are givro here a* thejr were printed in the Hours of Idiene**, r 
> follow* III tilp private volume 

*' One on hi* power and pUee dei,iende, 

The other on the l.or(J know* wiiat; 

Each to aome eloquence pretpnde, 

Thoui^ neither wlU convince h.v that. 

** The first, iadaed, may not demur.'* 

$ J^om the eopori/U eeene. la the prfvata vohmte, fVMn aarrti 
lion’# eh»m*U»i ecene. 



11 . 

Who reads fake quaBtitiee in Sale,*' 

Or pazzlcH o’er the deep triangle; 
Deprived of many a wholesome meal; 

^ barbaroua Latin f doom'd to wrangle: 

12 . 

Renouncing every pleasing page 
Prom authors of historic use; 

Preferring to the letter’d sage 
The square of the hypothenuse.| 


S3. 

Oh! had they sung in notes like these, 
Inspired by stratagem or fear, 

They might have set their hearts at ease. 
The devil a soul had stay’d to hear. 

24. 

But if 1 scribble longer* now, 

Tho deuce a soul will stay to read: 
My pen is blunt, my ink is low; 

’Tis almost time to stop, indeed. 


18. 

Still, harmless are these occupations. 
That hurt none but the hapless student, 
Compared with other recreations, 

Which bring together the imprudent; 

14. 

Whose daring revels shock the sight, 
When vice and infamy combine, 

When drunkenness and dice invite. 

As every sense is steep’d in wine. 


25. 

Therefore, farewell, old Gkasta’s ^>irea ! 

No more like Cleofas I fly; 

No more thy theme my muse inspires: 

The reader’s tired, and so am I. 

1806. 


LACHIN Y. GAIR.f 


16. 

Not so the raethodistic crew. 

Who plans of reformation lay; 

In humble attitude they sue, 

And for the sins of others |nuy; 

16. 

Forgetting that their pride of spirit. 

Their exultation in their trial. 

Detracts most largely from the merit 
Of all their boasted sclMcniai. 

17. 

—'T is mom: from these I turn my sight. 

What scone is tius whicli meets the eye ? 
A numerous crowd, array’d in white,§ 
Across the green in numbers fly. 


Lathin v. Oair, or, aa U it pronounced In the Erae, Lock na Garr, (owen 
proudly i)re>cinU)eot in the Nortliern Highlanda, near Invercauld. One 
of oitr modem touritii*t meMtiaua it aa the highest mountain, perhaps, 
InCiieat Uriiaiii. Be Uiis as it may, it ia certainly one of tha,moat 
sublime and picturesque HniotiH'our “ (.'uledtuiian Alps.” 1(a appear* 
anceis of u dusky hue, but (he aiimmlt ia the aeatof eternal anowi. 
Near Laehm y. ^air I apeut some of the early part of my life, the 
recollection of whicli hasgiren birth to Uiu following stanZM. 


' 1 . 

Awav, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses! 

In you let the minions of luxury rove; 

Restore me the rocks where the snow-flake reposes, 
Though still they arc sacred to freedom and love: 
Yet, Caledonia, beloved are thy mountains, 

Round tlioir white summits Uiough elements war; 
Though cataracts foam ’stead of smooth-flowing foun¬ 
tains, 

I sigh for tho valley of dork Locli na Garr. , 


18. 

Loud rings in air the chapel bell; 

’T is bush’d:—what .sounds are these 1 hear? 

The organ’s soft celestial swell 
Rolls deeply on the list’ning car. 

19. 

To this is join’d tho sacred song, 

The royal minstrel’s hallow’d strain ; 

Though he who hears the music long 
Will never wish to hear again. 

20 . 

Our choir would scarcely bo excused, 

Even as a baud of raw beginners; 

All mercy now must be refused 
To such a set of croaking sinners. 

21 . 

If David, when his toils were ended, 

Had heard these blockheads sing before him. 

To us his Psalms had ne’er descended,— 

In furious mood he would have tore ’em. 


Tbe luckless Israelites, when taken 
some inhuman tyrant’s order, 
Were asked to sing, by joy forsaken, 
, On Babylonian river’s border. 


pobUcftUon on Grtek motrei dliplfiyaeoaidd«rabi« tnlmtsnd 
l«n«tty, but, at mi^l l»a axpacied in lo difficult a work, ia not ra* 
irkabM for accuracy. 

In Um private roliime, ” Sele’i publication on Greek metrea ia not rt* 
uMlIi for Ita accuracy.” 

of tha tehoola ia of the eamna tpeeUt, and not very Intel- 

_ volume, Every CambrUln mao wUl aiaenC to ^ta.— 

H of tbe achoola taalmoat uninUdUi^la.’' 

IbooTary of ^hagnraa, that the square of the hypothenuaa ia 
. aquarva of the other two aidet of a rii^Uangied tiiait|le. 

■ a aaliit'a day tbe atudenia wear aurpUcea in ehapai. 


2 . 

Ah! there my young footsteps in infancy wander’d; 
My cap was tlio bonnet, my cloak was tho plaid ;t 

On cliieftains long perish’d my memory ponder’d, 

As ihiily I strode through the pine-nover’d glade: 
sought not ray homo till the day’s dying glory 
Gave place lo the rays of the bright polar star; 

For fancy was cheer’d by traditional story. 

Disclosed by tho natives of dark Loch na Garr. 

3. 

“ Shades of tho dea<i! have I not heard your voices 
Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale ?” 

Surely tlie soul of the hero rejoices. 

Ami rides on the wind o’er his own Highland vale. 

Round Loch na Garr while tho stormy mist gathers, 
Winter presides in his eold icy car: 

Clouds there encircle the forms of ray fathers; 

They dwell in the tempests of dark Loch na Garr. 

4. 

“ III starT’d,§ thqugh brave, did no visions foreboding 
Tell you foal fate had forsaken your cause ?” 

Ah 1 were you dosltned to die at Cunoden,|| 

Victory crown’d not your fell with applause: 


• Tfl$eribhte longtr. In th« private volume, Iflvritt much fonder, 
t ^ir«l pvibllahed in Hours of (dleneHS. 

i This word ie erroneouiiji nronuuneed plnd; the proper proDUO* 
iatkin (aecordiuctothe Scotch) U known by Uieorlhogrepiw. 

( I allude here to my maternal ancRttnrs, “ the Gordon*,” many 
jf whom fought for the unfortunate Prince Churlea, baiter known by the 
name of tlie Pretender. This branch was nrariy allied by blood, u well 
I attachment, to the Stuarta. George, the second Earl of Huntley, 
..tarriad the Princeaa Annabella Stuart, daughter of Janwa the Piret of 
Scotland. Byher he leflfour anus: the third, Sir William Gordon, 1 
have the honour to claim a* one of my progenitor*. 

il l^ether any pcriBh«»d In the battV rA Culkxian, 1 am not cm^aln ; 
but, aa many fell in tbe tnaurrectioii, I have u*ed tlw name of tbe prin¬ 
cipal aedofi, ” para pro toto.” 



Still were you happy in death’a earthy slumber, 

Too rest with y^ dan in the cares of Braemar 
The pibrochf resounds, to the piper’s hxid number. 
Your deeds on the echoes of dark Loch na Garr. 

6 . 

Years have rdl’d on, Loch na Garr, since I left you, 
Years must elapse ere I tread you again: 

Nature of verdure and flow’rs has bereft yon. 

Yet still are you dearer than Albiwi’s plain. 
Kngland! thy beauties are tame and domestic 
To one who has roved on the mountains afar. 

Dh for the crags that are wild and majestic! 

The steep frowning glories of dark Loch na Gair! 


TO EOMANCE.t 

1 . 

Pahent of golden dreams, Romance! 
Auspicious queen of childish joys, 

■yVho lead’s! along, in airy dance, 

Thy votive train of girls and boys; 

At length, in spells no longer bound, 

■ I break the fetters of my youth; 

No more I tread thy mystic round, 

But leave thy reabus for those of Truth. 

And yet’t is hard to quit the dreams 
Which haunt the unsuspicious soul. 

Where every nymph a goddess seems. 
Whose eyes through rays immortal roll; 

While Fancy holds her boundless reign, 
And all assume a varied hue; 

When virgins seem no longer vain. 

And even woman’s smiles arc true. 

' S. 

And must we own thee but a name, 

And from thy hall of clouds descend? 

Nor find a sylph in every dame, 

A Pyladcs^ in every friend ? 

But leave at once thy realms of air 
To mingling bands of fairy elves ? 

Confess that woman ’.s false as fair. 

And friends have feeling for—themselves? 

4. 

Witli shame I own I’ve felt thy sway; 
Repentant, now thy reign is o’er: 

No more thy precepts I obey. 

No more on fancied pinions soar. 

Fond fool! to love a sparkling oye, 

And think that eye to trutli was dear; 

To trust a passing wanton’s sigh. 

And melt bcneatli a wanton’s tear. 

6 . 

Romance! disgusted with deceit. 

Par from thy motley court I fly, , 

Where Aflectation holds her seat. 

And sickly Sensibility; 

Whose silly tears can never flow 
For any pangs excepting thine; 

Who turns aside from real wo. 

To steep in dew thy gaudy shrine. 


With cypress crownM, army’d fat wseih, 

Who heaves with thee her simple sigh, 
Whose te'east for every boeom bleeds 

And call thy sylvan fem^ choir. 

To mourn a swain for ever gone. 

Who once could glow with equal Are, 

But bends not now before thy thrtme. 

7 . 

Ye genial nymphs, whoso ready tean 
all occasions swiftly flow; 

Whose bosoms heave with fancied fears 
With fancied flames and phrensy glow; 

Say, will you mourn my absent name. 
Apostate from your gentle train ? 

An infant bard at least may claim 
From you a sympathetic strain. 

8 . 

Adieu, fond race! a long adieu! 

The hour of fato is hovering nigh; 

E’en now the gulf appears in view. 

Where unlamented you must lie: 

Oblivion’s blackening lake is seen. 
Convulsed by gales you cannot weather; 

Where you, and eke your gentle queen, 
Alas! must [rorish altogether. 


ELEGY ON NEWSTEAD ABBEY.* 

'•* It It the voice of years tli&t are gone 1 they roU before me wHh til 
tbdr 

I I. 

Newstead ! fast-falling, once-resplendcnt dome! 

Religion’s shrine! repentant HEirsv’s | pride! 

Of warriors, monks, and dames the cloister’d tomb, 
Wliosc pensive shades around thy ruins glide, 

2 . 

Hail to tliy pile! more honour’d in thy fall 
Than modoin mansions in their pillar’d state; 

Proudly majestic frowns thy vaulted hall. 

Scowling defiance on the blasts of fate. 

3 . 

No mail-clad serfs, ^ oliedicnl to their lord. 

In grim array the crimson cross || demand; 

Or gay assemble round the festive Imard 
Their chief’s retainers, an iiiunortal baud: 

4 . 

Else might inspiring Fancy’s magic eye 
Retrace their progress through the lapse of time; 
Marking each ardent youth, ordain’d to die, 

A votive pilgrim in Judea’s clime. 

6 . 

But not from theo, dark pile! departs the chief; 

His feudal realm in other regions lay: 

In thee the wounded conscience courts relief. 

Retiring ftom the garish blaze of day. 

6 . 

Yes, in thy gloomy cells and shades profound 
The monk abjured a world he ne’er could view; 

Or blood-stain’d guilt repenting solace found, 

Or innocence from stem oppression flew. 


* A tract of ibe Kighlanda oo called. There ii alio a Caetlt of Bn»- 
t The bagpipe. 

t Firet publlihed In the Houre of Idleness. 

|h U Itardly necessary to add, that Pylsdeswas the companion of 
‘cstes, and a partner in one of those friendships whkh, with those of 
•liilles and I*atroclus, Nlsut and £uryaius, Damon and {’ythlas, bare 
eii tiauded d«>wQ to posterity as remaHralile instances of attachments, 
fticb in ail proUdiiliiy never existed beyond the imagination of the 
Hit, the |«g« of an hisWriitu or muderu novelist. 


* As one poem on this subject it printed in the beginning, the author 
u), origiiiailv, no inieatiou of inserting the fcdlowing: it Is now added 
the particular request of some friends, fitee p. 883 of this edition, 
t Toe motto was not given In the private voi.iine. 
i Henry 11. founded Newatead soon alter the murder of Thomas A 
ecket. 

$ This word Is used by Walter Scott in bis {xiefn, ** The Wild Uunto- 
an :** synonymous with vassai. 

I The red croM was the badge of the crusadcroi 



7 . 

A monardi bade thee from that wild arise, 

Where Sherwood’s outlaws once were wont to prowl; 

And superstition’s crimes, of various dyes, 

Bought shelter in the priest’s protecting cowl. 

8 . 

Where now the grass exhales a murky dew, 

The humid paU of life-extinguish’d clay. 

In sainted fame the sacred iathers grew, 

Nor raised their pious voices but to pray. 

9 . 

Where now the bats their wavering wings extend 
Soon as the gloaming * spreads her waning shade,'}' 

Tile choir did (^t their mingling vespers blend. 

Or matin orisons to Mary J paid. 

10 . 

Years roll on years; to ages, ages yield; 

Abbots to abbots, in a line, succeed: 

Religion’s charter their protecting shield 
Tili royal sacrilege their doom decreed. 

n. 

One holy Henkt § reared the Gotiiic walls. 

And bade the pious inmates rest in peace; 

Another HKirar the kind gift recalls. 

And bids devotion's hallow’d echoes cease. 

12 . 

Vain is oacli threat or supplicating prayer; 

He drives them exiles from their blest abode. 

To roam a dreary world in deep despair— 

No friend, no homo, no refuge, but their God. 

13. 

Hark how the hall, resounding to the strain. 

Shakes with the martial music’s novel din! 

The heralds of a warrior’s haughty reign. 

High crested banners, wave tliy walls williin. 

14. 

Of changing sentinels the distant hum. 

The mirth of feasts, the clang of burnish’d arms 

The braying trumpet and the hoarser drum. 

Unite in concert with increased alarms. 

16. 

An abbey once, a regal fortress {| now. 

Encircled by insulting rebel powers. 

War’s dread machines o’erhang thy tlireatning brow, 
And dart destruction in sulphureous showers. 

16 . 

Ah vain defence! the hostile traitor’s siege, 

Though oil repulsed by gnile, o’crcomes the brave; 

His thronging foes oppress the faitliful liege. 

Rebellion’s reeking standards o’er him wave. 

17. 

Not unavenged the raging baron yields ; 

The blood of traitors smears the purple plain: 

Unconquer’d still, his falchion tliero he wields. 

And days of glwy yet for him remain. 

18. 

Still in that hour the warrior wish’d to strew 
Selfrgather’d laurels on a self-sought grave; 

But Charles’ protecting genius hither flew, 

The monar^’s friend, the monarch’s hope, to save. 


* Ab *' floBmiiiKi** th* SeottiBh won! rortwHlitht, htariMn poeticn), 
And liM hB«n r«eonimerid«d by mnny vminent nterary mm, pKr«ctt)«riy 
(wDr.Moorelnhki Leltert to Boras, I (mvb TenturMl louse it ousecooot 
of Us iuirm<my. 

‘ tninjg tprmdthtr waning 9ha4§, In private Tolume, 
a taming $had$. 

• .•v-r^.HerywAsmdloaiedte (hsVirj^. 

dissoluUoa of lbs moauleriM,lI«nry Till, bestowed New* 
nBir JohaByroo. 

„ . I eiMteined a eoneiderAbte siege In tbe betweea Cbmrlee 

• pArlUmeal, 


19 . 

Trembling, she snatch’d him* from th* unequal strife, 
In other fields the torrent to rcftel; 

For nobler combats, here, reserved his life, 

To lead the band where godlike FAnSLAirDt fell. 

20 . 

From thee, poor pile! to lawless plunder given, 
While dying groans their |iainfui requiem sound. 

Far different incense now ascends to heaven, 

Such victims wallow on the gory ground. 

21 . 

There many a pale and rutliloss robber’s corse, 
Noisome and ghast, defiles thy sacred sod; 

O’er mingling man, and horse commix’d with hotse, 
Corruption's heap, the savage spoilers trod. 

' 22 . 

Graves, long with rank and sighing weeds o’erspread. 
Ransack’d, resign perforce their mortal mould: 

Prom ruffian langs escape not e’en the dead. 

Raked from repose in search for buried gold. 

23. 

Hush’d is the harp, unstrung the warlike lyre. 

The minstrel’s palsied hand rwlines in death; 

No more he strikes the quivering chords with fire, 

Or sings the glories of the martial} wreath. 

24. 

At length the sated murderers, gorged with prey, 
Retire ; tite.clamour of the fight is o’er; 

Silence again resumes her awful sway, 

^ And sable Horror|l guards the massy door. 

25. 

Here Desolation holiLs her dreary court: 

AVhat satellites declare her dismal reign. 

Slirioking their dirge, ill-emen’il birds resort. 

To flit their vigils in die hoary fane. 

26. 

Soon a new morn’s restoring beams dispel 
The clouds of anarchy from Britain’s skies; 

The fierce usurper seeks his native licll. 

And Nature triumphs as the tyrant dies. 

With storms she welcomes lus expiring groans; 
Whirlwinds, responsive, greet his laliuuring breath; 

Earth shudders as bereaves receive his bones. 
Loathing $ the otfering of so dark a death. 

28. 

The legal ruler It now resumes the helm. 

He guides through gentle seas die prow of state; 

Hope cheers, widi wraitod smiles, the peaceful realm, 
And heals the bleeding wotmds of wearied hate. 

29. 

The gloomy tenants, Newslcad! of diy colls. 
Howling, resign their violated nest; 

Again the master on his tenure dwells. 

Enjoy’d, from absence, with enraotur'd xesl 


Lord Byron and his brother Sir WillUm lieid high commAnd In th# 
royal army : the furnter was general hi chief In Ireland, Heutenont of lh« 
Tower, anid governor to James, Duke of York, Afterwards the uahamiy 
James U. tlie latter had a principal idiare In many Actiont.—Vid* 
Clarendon, Hume.&e. 

1 Lucius Cary, I,ord Viscount Falkland, the most accompliahed man 
of his age, was Killed at the battle of Newberry, cbari^ngm the ranks of 
Lord Byron’s raiment of cavalry. 

J Mitriiat. Ttie private volume reads teurej/’d!. 

SnhU Worror. In the private volume, Horror atalking. 

(Thisis an historical fact. A violent tempest oecurretl inunedlately 
auneequeul to the death or interment o( Crumwelt, which occasiotied 
many dUputea between his partisans and the cavaUsrs : both intenTretsd 
the elrcumstanoe into divine interposition ; but whether a* approMtion 
or eondemnaiion, we leave to tbe CMuists of that age todeelM. I hava 
made such uae of the occurrence aa suited the auMaet of ny poem. 
ICharleelL 



BOUftS or IDLEWfeSB. 


409 


so. 

Vassali, within thy hospitable pale, 

Loudly carousing, bless tlicir lord’s return; 

Culture again adorns the gladdening vale, 

And matrons, once lamenting, cease to mourn. 

31 . 

A thousand songs on tuneful echo float. 

Unwonted foliage mantles o’er the trees; 

And hark! the horns proclaim a mellow note. 

The hunters’ cry hsuigs lengthening on the breeze. 

32 . 

Beneath their coursers hoofs the valleys shake; 

What fears, what anxious hopes, attend the chase! 
The dyiftg stag seeks refuge in the lake; 

Exulting shouts announce the finish’d race. 

33 . 

Ah happy days! too happy to endure! 

Such simple sports our plain forefatiiers knew; 

No splendid vices glitter’d to allure; 

Their joys were many, us their cares were few. 

34 . 

rVom those desitending, sons to sires succeed; 

Tjine steals along, and Death uprears his dart; 
Another chief impels tlic fiiaming steed. 

Another crowd pursue the panting hart. 

35 . 

N ewstead! what saddening change of scene is thine! 

Thy yawning arch betokens .slow decay ; 

The last and youngest of a noble In 

Now holds thy mouldering turrets in his sway. 

3C. 

i te.serted now, he scans thy gray worn tower.s; 

Thy vaults, w here dead of feudal ages sleep; 

Thy cloisters, pervious to the wintry .showers; 

■i'(jose, these he views, and views them but to weep. 

37 . 

Yet are his tears no emblem of regret: 

Cherish’d afTection only bids tiiein flow. 

Pride, hope, and love, forbid him to forget, 

But warm his bosom with impassion’d glow. 

.SB. 

"V et he prefers thee to the gilded domes 
Or gewgaw grottos of the vainly great; 

Vet lingers ’mid tliy damp and mossy tombs. 

Nor breathes a murmur ’gainst the will of fate. 

39 . 

llaply thy sun, emerging, yet may shine. 

Thee to irratliale with meridian ray; 

♦Hours splendid as the past may still be thine, 

And bless thy future as thy former day. 


ON A CHANGE OE MASTERS AT A GREAT 
PUBLIC SCHOOL.t 

Whehe are lliose honours, Ida! once*your own. 

When Probusj fill’d your magislerial throne? 

As ancient Rome, fast falling to disgrace. 

Hail’d a barbarian in her Ciesar’s place, 

* Hnur0 tpltndtd, iie. fn the private voliitne and the Aral eclitioa 
td flourt Iiileneai, th* claitsn entlfnl witti the foliovrioj; liii< 

♦‘ FortiMic msiy amile upon a fiitiire line, 

And UvAven reatore hi> c-ver'cloudleat day.’’ 
t Thaae Uitea were only printed In the )irivate volume. Isord Byroi 
rely reCTfCtefi havinf written thie and Uir iiibtranent attack 
I l>r. BndeV contained in the poem called ('hildiah Recollectioim. A 
liatinn louk place between ihom beftNM Lord Byron’a depa 
Hire for Greece ; and Mr. Monie infurme M tet, not content with (h 
private atonement to Dr. Ilntlrr. U wai IrOnlByion’s intention, had he 
pnhliahed another ediUun of llte Hmire of l^neaa, to enbetituti! ibr the 
offenvive verere acalnat that i^ntleniaii, a frank avowal of tlie wronc Iw 
had been guilty of, in giving vent tuUiein.'*—Xe/e of Byron, vol. i. 
p. !2f;. 

X l^buf, Dr. Drury. 
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So you, degeiterate, stare as hard a fate, 

And seat Punipuaus^ where your Probus sate. 

Of narrow brain, ycl of a narrower soul, 

Pomposus holds you in his harsii controi; 

Poniposus, by no social virtue sway’d. 

With florid jargon, and with vain parade; 

With noisy nonsense, and new-fangled rules. 

Such as were ne’er befuru enforced in scliools. 
Mistaking pedantry for learning’s laws. 

He governs, sanction’d but by selPapplause. 

With liimthe some dire fate attending Rome, 
Ill-fated Ida! soon must stamp your doom: 

Like her o’erthrown, for ever lost to fame. 

No trace of science left you but the name. 

J»b/, 1805. 


CHILDISH RECOLLECTIONS.! 

1 cauilut but remember «udi tbiiigc were, 

And were nxMldiinr lu me.*' 

I J WiiKN slow Uisfcasc, with all her host of pains, 
Oltills ihe warm ti<ie which flows along the vtiins; 
Whon Health, affrighted, spreads her rosy wing, 

And flies wiili every changini* gale of spring ; 

Not to the aching frame ultuie oonlined, 

Uiiyiflding ]>aiip;sassail ihc drooping mind: 

Whai grisl)’ fltrins, iho 8jicclr«‘-train of wo, 

}hd shnddering Nature shrink laaMiHrli ihe blow, 
j Hesiguaiion wage lelen'Ie.ss sirito, 

Wliilo Hope retires appall’d, and clings to lift*. 

Vet lv'<s tlie l*ang wlum lhrot»gh the tedious hour 
Komeinbrance sheds around her genial power, 

C’alls hack the vanish’d daY.*! to rupture given, 

Wlien love was bliss, and Beauty fomt’d our heaven; 
Or, dear to youth, portrays eairh childish actme, 

'J'iiose fairy bowers, where ail in turn have been. 

As wiieii titrough clouds that pour the Miuimer atorm 
The oj b t)f day unveils his distant form, 

Gilds w ith faint beams tlie crystal dews of rain, 

And dimly twinkles o’er the watery plain; 

Thus, while the future dark and cheerless gleams, 

The sun of memory, glowing through my dreams, 
Though sunk tiie radiance of his former blaze, 

'i'o samesfar distant pinnt.'i his paler rays; 

Still rules iny .senses with unl«>unfloil sway, 

The pa.st nonfounding with Uwt present day. 

Oft docs my heart indulge ihc rising thouglit, 

Whicli still recurs, unlock’d for and unsought; 

• DunprtaiiB, Dr, ftiitler, 

t Tiui puein Wuh pulilialinl in the private votiime : Ami with mm 
iddiUoiiH (Mui ('•lori lions in iliv fiiM tUitiun of Uuwik ut IdlvuM* ; t 
va» nfirrwnrdb RiippH'<<.3«-(l. 

I III thr pMVMli- voliiiut: (In* npcni'd with tIm* toliowing Itiieft t 
“ Hrnce I Uk>ii ijnvar>’intt "oug ol vuiMf'l luvva. 

Winch youlit roinniriifio, inulDig' ngt* ivjr’iVhv ; 

'Wtiirli i-vrry rlivmiiiB t-nril ri penis by lotv, 

Hv tliiRiBHinlii e< bo’ll tu lilt w-lt-«ntiiv nuie I 
Tired o( the dull, tmirttBing, (■<‘piinni ttiaiu, 

My ioni ivpuiilitic ful't Irtt ngain. 

Paipwelj i >’f ny •ntd'" /'• ‘'piiioin. u» wi i leist, 

Somt olhn- l>ntn..n will your riitnnw rtijp:ir»« ; 
aomp other panit his pangs, in nl btiM, 

Or dvkull III i.ipuire on youi iitclui'd knui 
Tbost arntrCal tomv «.MWm 

No nioreeiitianiT stiMe* in dvlin’hl; 

1'hoBe bosuturt, Tim tn (! uf uuimated fetioW, 

Alike are tnvirlesii,, >uc nnlieling nvw. 

Thtrip to Huiiu: h-(ppi<irlov«r I r«w|te-~ 

Tlie inenioty oflhomj Wya a)ou« tc niinv. 

(-Mtsorv no morv sliuli hrtind iiiv linnibiv luiiuc, 

The rhild orpitstiiMt and the foui of fame. 

W'cury uf Jove, uF Iiiv, dexour'd with s|>keii, 
i real a itertVct Tiinuii, not uiin teon. 

World! I rrnouiice titve I all luy hi>|ie ’* u*et*c«M : 

One sish I give Ui«e, hnl that yigh '• llte tail. 

Friends, tuea, and lemai«B,iH>w alike uiiieu t 
’Would 1 ruitlil add, remeiiihruncf of yon loo I 
Vet ihoiiffh tlie fodirc dark am) cheerlesegleame, 

1'he ciireu of UHTiairy, hov’riog in tny di’eama. 

Depicts widi glowfaig (irneil all liiove years, 

Ere yet tny clip, empoi«oii*(l, Bow’d with tears { 

8iin rules ray aeusrs with lyninitK' sway, 

The pael confounding with the preevut day. 

Ahis I in vain 1 ehwit the madilfiiinx thouf^t t 
It VIill recurs, unlAuk’d tor and uHsougiil : 

My soul to Fancy‘e,” 4tc, 4t«. Ac. acatUaotWfuty.oaia. 



My loul to Fancy’s fond suggestion yields, 

And roams romantic o'er her airy fields; 

Beenes of my yoath, develop’d, crowd to view. 

To which I long have bade a 1^ adieu! 

Seats of delight, inspiring youthful themes; 

Friends lost to me for aye except in dreams; 

Some who in marble prematurely sleep, 

Whose forms 1 now remember but to weep; 

Some who yet urge the eamo scholastic course 
Of early science, future fame the source; 

Who, still contending in the studious race, 

In quick rotation fill the senior place ! 

These with a thousand visions now unite, 

To dazzle, though they please, iny aching sight.* 

Idx ! blest spot, whore Science holds her reign, 

How joyous once I join’d thy youthful train! 

Bright in idea gleams tliy lofly spire. 

Again I mingle with thy playful quire; 

Our tricks of mischief, every childish game, 

Diichanged by time or distance, seem Uie same; 
Through winding paths, along the glade, 1 trace 
The social smile of ev’ry welcome face; 

IVIy wonted haunts, my scenes of joy and wo, 

Kach early boyish friend or youthful foe. 

Our f<!uds dissolved, but not my friendship past:— 

I bless the former, and forgive the last. 

Hours of my youth! when, nurtured in my breast, 

To love a stranger, frioii<l.ihip mado me blest;— 
Friendship, the dear peculiar bond of youth. 

When every artless bosom throbs with truth; 

Unlaiiglil by worldly wisdom how to feign, 

And check each impulse with prudential rein ; 

When all wo feel, our honest souls disclose— 

In love to friends, in open hate to flies; 

No varnish’d tales the lips of youth repeat. 

No dear-bought knowledge purchased by deceit. 
Hypocrisy, the gift of lengthen’d years, 

Matured by ago, the garb of prudence wears. 

When now the lioy is rqicn’d into man. 

His careful sire chalks forth some wary plan; 

Instructs his son from candour’s path to shrink, 

Smoothly to speak, and cautiously to think; 

Still to assent, and never to deny— 

A patron’s praise can well reward the lie: 

And who, when Fortune’s warning voice is heard, 
Would lose his opening prospects for a word ? 

Although again.st that word his heart rebel, 

And truth, indignant, all his bosom swell. 

Away with themes like tliis! not mine tlie task 
From flattering fiends to tear tho hateful mask; 

Lot keener bards dcligtil in satire’s sling; 

My fancy soars not on Detraction’s wing: 

Once, and but once, she aim’d a deadly blow, 

To hurl defiance on a secret foe; 

But when that foe, from feeling or from shame, 

The cause unknown, yet still to me tho same. 

Warn’d by some friendly hint, porchanoo, retired. 

With this submission all her rage expired. 

From dreaded pangs tliat feeble foe to save, 

She hush’d her young resentment, and forgave; 
t Or, if my muse a pedant's portrait drew, 

Pomposus’ virtues are hut known to few: 

I never fear’d die young usurper’s nod, 

And he who wields must sometimes feel the rod. 

• The next Mum, to 

Here flrtt reinereber'd ilie Joyous band,** 
vari added io the firet ettlUuit of Honra of IdleneM. 
t Or if my muMaf§daHi *0 portrait drete, 
e. 

Mr. Moure iiiforini oa, that iuataad of tbia paetv^^, Lord Byrou meant 
• taeari, , , 

•* If once aiy m«iaa a baraher portrait drew, 

Warm wwi her «n>ii|[e an<t dnain'd the iikeneae true, 

Br ennier Judimenttau^t, her fault the owna,— 

Vnth nobla muiiU a (ault, confeM'd.alonee.’* 

/v(^« 0 / JSyron, vol. 1. p. 168« 


If since on Gnuita’s failings, known to all 
Who share Uie converse ofa college hall, 

She Hometimes trifled in a lighter strain. 

T is past, and thus she will not sin again. 

Soon must her early song for ever cease, 

And all may rail when I shall rest in peace. 

Here first remember^ bo tlie joyous band 
Who hail’d me chief, obedient to command; 

Who JoinM witli mo in every boyish sport— 

Their first advisor, and llieir last resort; 

* Nor shrunk benealli the upstart pedant’s frown, 

Or all the sable glories of his gown; 

Who, thus transplantetl from his father’s sdiool— 

Unfit to govern, ignorant of rule— 

Succeeded him whom all unite to praise, 

The dear preceptor c.f my early days; 

Probus,f tlic pride of science, and the boast, 

To Tiia now, alas ! for ever lost. 

Willi him for years we search’d the classic page, 

And fear’d the master, though we loved the sago : 
Retired at last, liis small yet peaceful seat 
From learning’s labour is the blest retreat. 

\ Pom]>osus fills his magistorial chair; 

Pomposus gove rns,—but, my muse, forbear: 

Contempt, in silence, be the pedant’s lot; 

His name and precepts be alike forgot 
No more Iiis mention shall my verse degrade, 

To him my tribute is already paid. || 

ITIIigh, through those elms with hoary branches crown’d, 
Fair Ida’s bower adorns the landscape round; 

There Scieiico, from hor favour’d scat, surveys 
The vale where rural Nature claims her praise; 

To her awliiui resigns her youtliful train, 

Who move in joy, and dance along the plain; 

In scatter’d groups each favour’d haunt pursue ; 

Repeat old pastimes, and discover new ; 

Flush’d with his rays, heneatli the noontide sun, 

In rival bands between tlie wickets rim, 
l>rivc o’er the sward the ball with active force, 

Or chase with nimble foot its rapid course. 

But these with slower steps direct llirir way 
Where Brent’s cool waves in limjnd currents stray; 

* Instead of ihe preaent conplet, ttm ijrivatc volntnr baa tha following 
four liitca 

“ (-arelfM lo aooth tlic irdn«ji’» fumui frown, 

Bcarcviy reRpctniii!; Iuh ninjcatic G;<>wn ; 

By which, in vnm, lip khihSi a htinowM grace, 

AdtliiiR ii»w lerrui to hm •iieerinc' fuce.” 
t Thia m-wt nhlo and excellent mtm retiietl from hia aitiiRtion In 
March, ISUIt, after having rnpulctl thirty five ve.ira at llurrow ; th« laM 
'entyHthead-inuaier; an office he hdtl witii equal honour to himwir 
(I ailvHtitU)*e lo the %'cry oxtenaivo school over which he preaided. 
iiipeyric would here Ih‘ aii|>prflium8 ; it would be iiaelCM to enuiiiei-al« 
qiinlittcationa wliicb were never doubted. A roneKlerablc ronleat look 
place fieiween three rival candidates for lita vacant chair: of thia 1 can 
Illy suy, 

Si men, cum ve^iria valuiaaent votn, Felaagi I 
Non r»rct uinl>iguuii taiili certaroinh Usres. 

} Pomponu*JUf$ hiMmntiUttrial chair; 
onip"$u$ aootrm, &c. 

Had l.ord Byron jiublialu'd another edition of Hour# of IdleHMa, it 
'M bia intention to give the following turn lo this passage: 

Another ’’lis hia maeiaterial chair ; 

Reluctant Ida owns a stranger’s rare ; 

Oh I may like honours crown his future name,~ 

If such bis virtues, such shuU l»e bis fame.” 

Moor$'* Ijife of Byron, vol. 1. p. 189. 

I Hit name, Ac. Instead of this line, the piivaCe volume reads, 

" Soon shall bis shallow pixeepts be forgot.*’ 
n Thia alludea tn a character printetl In a former private edition for (ha 
perosal of some friends, which, with many other pieces, is withheld from 
'.he present Tolume.(') To draw the aUentiou of the public to insfgiilfi. 
laoee would Iw tleservedly re)>robated; and anotliet reason, thouj^ not <d 
equal coneeqticnce, may be given in the following couplet: 

" Satire or sense, olaa I can Sposus feel t 
Who breaks a butterfly iinou the wheel ?'* 

POPB.—Prolofue to tht Sat^t* 

H The tttsuiiig hundred and iwcnly-4wo ilocs, ti 

Aionto, badMid dearest of ray friends,** 

■t fuiittd in the privaie vohime, but weie introduced iu the firtt ecU- 
.ion of Hours of Idlenees. 


(*) Those pier-es ore reprinted in the present etfitlen. The ehWMtar 
alluded to is contained in the preceding poem. 






Wiiile yonder few search out some green retreat, 

And ubours shade tiiem from the summer heat: 

Others again, a pert and lively crew, 

Some rough and thoughtless stranger placed in view, 
With frdic quaint their antic jests expose, 

And tease the grumbling rustic as he goes; 

Nor rest with this, but many a passing fray 
Tradition treasures for a future day: 

“ ’T was here the gather’d swains for vengeance fought, 
And here we earn’d the conquest dearly bought; 

Here liave we fled before superior might, 

And liere renew’d the wild tumultuous light.” 

While thus our souls with early passions swell, 

In lingesing tones resounds the distant bell; 

Th* allotted hour of daily si)ort is o’er, 

And Learning beckons from her temple’s door. 

No splendid tablets grace lier simple hall, 

But ruder records fill tlte dusky wall; 

There, deeply carved, behold! each tyro’s name 
Secures its owner’s academic fame; 

Hero mingling view the names of siro and son— 

The one long graved, the otlier just begun : 

These sliall survive uUke when son and sire 
Beneath one common stroke of fate expire: 

Perhaps their last momorial these alone, 

Denied in death u nioiuimcntal stone, 

Whilst to the gale in mournful cadence wave 
The sighing wc(?ds that hitle llieir nameless grave. 

And here my name, and many an early friend’s, 

Along the wall in lengthen’d line extends. 

Though still our deeds amuse the youthful race, 

Who tread our steps, and fill our former place, 

Who young d)ey’d their lords in silent awe, 

Whoso nod commaiicletl, and whose voice was law, 

And now in turn possess the nuns t»f jjower, 

To rule (lie little tyranln of an hour;— 

Though sonn:times with the tales of ancient day 
They pass the dreary winter’s eve aw'ay— 

“ And thus our former rulers stemm’d the tide, 

And thus they dealt the combat side by side; 

Just in this piaco the mouldering walls they scaled, 

Nor bolts nor bars against their strength avaifd; 

Here Probus came, the rising fray to quell, 

And liere he falter’d forth his last farewell; 

And hero one night abroad liicy dared to roam, 

While lK>ld Pomposus bravely stayed at homo — 
AVhiio thus (hey speak, the hour must soon arrive, 

Wlten names of tliesc, like ours, alone survive: 

Vet a fiiw years, one general wreck will whelm 
TIk^ faint remembrance of our fairy realm. 

Dear honest race, though now* we meet no more, 

One last long look tui what wc were belore— 

Our first kind greetings, and our last adieu— 

Drew tears fi*om eyes unused to weep with you. 

Through splendid circles, fashion’s gataly world, 

Where fiilly’s glaring standard waves unfurl’d, 

1 plunged to drown in noise my fond regret, 

And all 1 sought, or hoped was to forget. 

Vain wish 1 if chance some welUrcifiember’d face 
Some old companion of my early race, 

Advanced to claim his friend with honest joy, 

My eyes, my heart proclaim’d me still a boy; 

The glittering scene, tito fluttering groups around, 

Were quite forgotten when my friend was found; 

The smiles of beauty—(fer, alas! I ’vc known 
What’t is to bond before Love’s mighty throne)— 

The smiles of beauty, ihotigh fljose smiles were dear. 
Could hardly charm me when that friend was near; 

My thoughts bewilder’d in the fond surprwe. 

The woods of Ida danced before my eyes; 

I saw the sprightly wmiderere pour along, 

I saw and join’d again the joyous thremg; 

Panting, again I traced her lofty grove. 

And friendship’s feelings triumph’d over love. 


Yet why should 1 alone with such delq^ 

Retrace the circuit of my former 

Is there no cause beyond the commtm clatm 

Kndcar’d to all in childhood’s very name ? 

Ah! sure some stronger impulse vibrates here, 

'>Miich whispers friendship will be doubly dear 
I'o one who thus for kindr^ hearts must roam, 

And seek abroad the love denied at home. 

Those hearts, dear Ida, have I found in thee— 

A home, a world, a paretdise to me. 

Stern death forbade my orphan youih to share 
The tender guidance of a father’s care: 

Cart rank, or e’en a guardian’s name, supply 
The love which glistens in a father’s eye ? 

Fcrr this can wealth or title’s sound atone, 

Made by a parent’s early loss my own ? 

What brother springs a brother’s love to seek? 

Wliat sister’s gentle kiss has prest my clreek ? 

For me how dull tlic vacant moments rise. 

To no fond bosom link’d by kindred tics! 

Oft in tlie progress of some fleeting di*eam 
Fratornal smiles collected round me seem ; 

While still the visions to my Ireart arc prest, 

Tire voice of love will muimur in my rest: 

1 hear—I wake—and in lire sound rejoice; 

1 hear again,—but, nh! no brother’s voice. 

A hermit, ’midst of crowds, I fain must stray 
Alone, though thousand pilgrims fill the way; 

While tliesc a thousand kindred wroatlis entwine, 

1 cannot cull one single blossom mine: 

What tlien remains? in solitude to groan. 

To mix ill friendship, or to sigh alone ? 

Thus must 1 cling to sorm? endearing hand, 

And none more dear than Ida’s social band. 

* Alonzo! best and dearest of my friends, 

Thy name ennobles him who ll»us commends: 

From this fond tribute thou canst gain no praise^ 

'I'he praise is his who now tliat tribute pays. 

Oh ! in the promise of thy early youtli, 

If hope anticipate tlic words of (ruth, 

Some loftier baixl sball sing thy glorious name, 

To build his own upon thy <leathless famc.f 
Friend of my heart, and rorem<J!it of the list 
(>f tliosc with whom I lived supremely blest, 

Oft have we drain’d the font of ancient lore; 

Though drinking deeply, thirsting still the more. 

Vet when confmenu-nt’s lingering hour was done, 

Our sports, our sluflies, juid our souls wore one: 
Together wc impell’d the flying bnll; 

Togetlicr wailed in our tutor’s hall; 

Together join’d in criektit’s manly toil, 

Or shared the produce of the river’s spoil; 

Or plunging from thi! green declining shore, 

Our plianti limbs the buoyant billowK Iwre; 

In every tdenient, unchang«^d, the same, 

All, all tliat brothers sliould be but the name. 

Nor yet are you forgot, rny jocund boy! 

Davus, the harbinger of childish joy; 

For ever foremost in the ranlts of fun, 

The laughing herald of tlic harmless pun; 

Yet with a breast of such materials made— 

Anxious to please, of pleasing half afraid; 

Candid and liberal, with a heart of steel 
In danger’s path, though not untaught to feel. 

Still I remember in the factious strife 
The rustic’s musket aim'd against my life: 

• Aionxo. In the private vo:umf,7c»A<wi».«f. . ^ 

1 The lollowiiie four hiici of the ptivate vuIurm w«rt omkted to 

Hours t>r laienett: 

Could aiislit ltii>]Ore mr wl<h povilc fire. 

Tor thvtf ulonr I'd •iilUr ilir hallow'd Ijrre ; 

But to KHiie tmmt thr tAtlr I wav«, 

Whose st> Rins nninoruJ may outJIv* the fiav#.** 

J Pliani. PiiTftt# voluu.*, Ivttj/. 



'A.ofti 

WbMli 

Koit^ on, uaoMicfami ^ IH' uB(iendtng Uon; 
Yoor arm, hraw boy, an^od bi* career— 
Forward you opruni', imonsifale to fear; 

Oimrm’d and baffled fay your conquering hand, 
The groretliag savage roil’d upon die si^: 

* An act like this can simple thanks repay ? 

Or all the labours of a grateful lay ? 

Oh no! whene’er my breast fergets the deed, 
Thm instant, Davos, it deserves to bleed. 

Lvccs! on me thy claims are justly great; 
Thy milder virtues could my muse relate, 

To thee alone, unrivall’d, would belong 
The feeble efforts of my lengthen’d song.f 
Wed canst thou boast to lead in senates fit— 

A Spartan firmness witli Athenian wit; 

Though yet in embryo these perfections shino, 
I.vcus! thy fatlier’s fiuno will soon be thine. 
Whore learning nurtures tlie superior mind. 

What may we hope from genius thus refined! 
Wlien time at length matures thy growing years. 
How will tlioii tower above thy fellow peers! 
Prudence and sense, a spirit bold and free, 

With honour's soul, united beam in thee. 

Shall fair Eurvacus pass by unsung? 

From ancient lineage, not unworthy, sprung: 
Whul Chough one sad dissension bade us part, 
That name is yot embalm’d within my heart; 

Yet at tile mention does that heart rebound, 

And palpitate responsive to tho sound. 

Envy dissolved our ties, and not our will: 

We once wore friends,—I ’ll think we arc so still. 
A form iinraalcli’d in nature’s partial mould, 

A heart untainted, we in thee behold: 

Yet not the senate’s thunder thou slialt wield, 

Nor sock for glory in tho tented field; 

To minds of ruder texfuri! these be given— 

Thy soul shall nearer soar its native heaven. 
Haply in )iolish’d courts might bn thy Boat, 

But that tliy tongue could never forge tleceil; 

The courtier’s supple bow and sneering smile, 
Tho flow of compliment, the slippery wile, 

Would make that breast witii indignation hum, 
And all the glittering snares Ui tempt thee spurn. 
Domestic happimws will stamp tliy fate; 

Sacrod to love, unclouded o’er by hate; 

The world admire thee, and thy friends adore; 
{Ambition’s slave alone would toil for more. 


Now |fe»t> but neai«R faf IboMcial bml, 

Boo honest, open, genemn (sUep ftta>^; 

With scares one si>eek totdfaud filw pleaswg *c«ais, 
No vice degradsa that pui«fat soni serene. 

On the same day our studious race begun, 

On the same day our studious race Was run, 

Thus side by sale we pass'd our first career, 

Thus side by side wo strove for many a year; 

At last ctaiduded our scholastic life, 

We neither conquer’d in the classic strife: 

As speakers * each siip)>orU an equal name. 

And crowds allow to both a partial fame; 

To sooth a youthful rival’s early pride, 

Though Cleon’s candour would the palm divide^ 
Yet candour’s self compels me now to own 
Justice awards it to my fi'iend alons.f 

Oh! friends regretted, scenes for ever dear. 
Remembrance hails you with her warmest tear! 
Drooping, she bends o’er pensive Fancy’s um 
To trace tlie hours wliich never can return; 

{Yet with the retrospection loves to dwell. 

And sooth the sorrows of her last fnrowell! 

Yet greets the triumph of my boyish mind. 

As infant laurels round my liead were twined 
When I’robus’ praise repaid my lyric song, 

Or placed mo higher in the studious tlirong 
Or when my first harangue received applause, 

His sage instruction the primeval cause, 

What gratitude to him my soul pnsscst, 

While hope of dawning honours fill’d my breast! 

^For all my humble fame, to liirn alone 

The praise is due, who made that fame my own. 

Oh! eoiild I soar alsivc these feeble lays, 

These young effusions of my early days, 

To him my muse her noblest strain would give: 

The song might perish, but tho theme must live. 

Yet why liiv him the needless verso essay? ' 

Ills honour’d name requires no vain display; 
l?y every sou of gr,atefHl Ida blest, 

It finds an echo in each youthful breast; 

A fame beyond the glories of the proud. 

Dr all the plaudits of the venal crowd. 

Ida, not yet exhausted is tlie theme, 

Nor closed the progress of iiij' youthful dream. 

How many a friend ihcserves tlie grateful strain 
What scenes of cliildhooil still unsung remain 
Yot let me hush this echo of the past, 

This parting song, the. dearest and the last; 

And brood in secret o’er those hours of joy, 

To me a silent and a sweet employ. 


* An atf litre thie, fte. Tn the private virhime (he Inal four 
clianteier were aii followo : 

" Thus did you «uve that life f swreely priie— 

A life niiwortlir Rudi a mici iRre ; 

Oh ! wiien breaat I'oi-jtds the eenenme tiaedy 
That inalniil, Davna, it deRurves loldeed.’* 
t lit the private volintiu, we fifttl the fiillawiiij! lines coiieltHline the 
chsraotri*of Isyriu ; and the remairnier of the pnmtncfa! rel.ttinc to him 
wnsortsiiialiy Kiven usdeacriplire ofa friend enlilietl Cla/7i9,nf 
no maiition ia iiwde in tha )»st publicised copy of the (tociH : 

For ever to Mssesa a frieiMi in ihec, 

Wat bliaaunnoped, though not unaonght by ma> 

Thy softer soul waa form'd for love alonOi 
To ruder pawions aim) tohnte uiiltnnwn ; 

Thy mind, in union witii thy beauteous Ihrm, 

IVaai^nda, but unfit to stem the storm ; 

That face, an index of releatial wui th. 

Proclaim'd a heart abstraiAed from the earth. 

(fft, when deureas'd with sad foi-chodinggtoomp 
( eat reclined npon our lavouiite tomh, 

I've wen thoee aympaliieiie eyca o’erflow 
Witi) kind eoroiMtsamii fur tliy comrade’s wo ; 

Or when leas moiimfu! auhjecta form'd our themes, 

We tried a thousand foud romantic schemes, 

Oft hast thou awom, in frieiidehtp'a soothing lone, 
Whetevar wish waa mine most be (hine own. 

" The uety j lM t iboast to ietd in senatM dt— 

A Athenisiiwli: 

ThoitAS^SBidheM nedeciions shine, 
Ckrt|3S^9I^HiP^'**' thine. | 


I •• Vrttere n 



fwould with for more ?” 

Private vohme. 


* This ulhides (n the puhiir apeochea delivered at the school where the 
iithor was eilueate<l. 

11'ho six rniicl'iding lliiea of ihU pARHagr were given as follows lit the 
rlvHlt* volume; 

" Ah aiienkers ench eupp(>i*ts a rival nnnw!. 

Thoiidi iicithci eeeks Co damn the other’s fame. 

Pomposiis ails, iinei^iial to decide: 

Wall youthful caniioiir we the p<tim divide; 

Yvl raiidour’RacIfroiti|s>1«ine now to own 
JusUce awanls it to my friniHl alone.” 

X Yet ill the n'tr<iB}»Hriio:i finds rolK'f, 

And revels in the luxury of grief.”— volume. 

§ Prom this place to ihr end, the cojiy of the poem, as printed tn th» 
Hours of Idleness, dilfers vutiiely from that in the private volume, whioii 
loulaiiis and concludes thus: 

** When. y«t u novice in the mimic, nri, 

I feign’d the transporis of a reogef'd heart; 

W'lieu aathe Koyat Slav« t invl ihv stage. 

To vent in Zanga more than mortal rage ; 

The praise of Prohuamade mo feel more proud 
Tliaii all tlir plaudits ul the lisi’niiis crowd. 

“Ahi vaiopiKleavo'.irin this ehildiah strain 
To sooth the woes of which I thutcoroplain 
What can avail the froitlem Idea of time, 

To measure Marrow in a ^ngiing rhyme I 
No social solace from s fnerwi U near, 

And heartIcse strangers drop no feeling tear. 

I seek not joy in woman 'a sparkling eye: 

The smllus of heanty cannot chock the slgfi. 

Adieu 1 thou world I thy plessitre '* stilt a dream, 

Thv virtue but a visionary theme; 

Tile yeara of vice on years «)f folly roll, 

TUI ^imiuf deaihaesignt the deoiinad ^1, 





Wtiite, ftituro hope and fesr klilw 
I itodc-with [rieawre on die pait akme; 

Tea, to the ^ atone mj heart oooiiae, 

And chaee the pbantom elf what once wae mine, 

Isal etiH o’er thy hills in joy preside, 

And proudly steer through time’s erentiiil tide; 

Stai may thy blooming soas thy namr revere, 

Smile in thy bower, but quit thee with a tear ;*• 

That tear perhaps the fondest which will 8ow 
O’er their last scene of happiness below. 

Tel! me, ye hoary few who glide along. 

The feeble veterans of some former throng. 

Whoso friends, like autumn leaves by tempests whirl’d. 
Arc swepl for ever from this busy world; 

Revolve the fleeting moments of your youth, 

While Care as yet withheld her venom’d tootll, 

Say if remembrance days like these endears 
Beyond the rapture of succeeding years ? 

Say can ambition’s fever’d dream bestow 
So sweet a balm to sooth your hours of wo ? 

Can treasures, hoarded fur some thankless son, 

Can royal smiles, or wreaths by slaughter won. 

Can stars or ermine, man’s maturcr toys, 

(For glittering baubles are not left to boys,) 

Recall one scene so much beloved to view 
As those where Youth her garland twined foi' you. 

Ah, no! amid the gloomy calm of age 

You turn with faltering hand life’s varied page ; 

Peruse the record of your days on earth, 

Unsullied only where it marks your birth; 

Still lingering pause above each chequer’d leaf, I 

And hint with tears thi- sable lines of grief; 

Where Passion o’er the theme her mantle threw. 

Or wcopins Virtue sigh’d a faint adieu; 

Bitt bless the scroll which fairer words adorn 
Traced by the rosy linger of the mom ; 

When Friendship bow’d before the shrine of truth, 

And hove,* without his pinion, smiled on youth. 


•‘Unknown ^ tegioa«f blti biilb,* 

The lien) * ralli the tide of wnr; 

Yet not unknown his mutial wordi, 
Which ghtres n meteor from niitr. 

3 

His joy or grief, bis weal or wo, 
Perchance may ’scape the page of fome 

Yet nations now unborn will know 
The record of his deathless name. 

4. 

The patriot’s and the poet’s frame 
Must share tile common tomb of all; 

Their glory will not sleep the same; 

Tfutt will arise though empires foil. 

6. 

The lustre of a beauty’s eye, 

Assumes the ghastly stare of death ; 

Tile fiiir, the brave, the good must die, 
And sink the yawning grave beneath. 

6. 

Once more tlic speaking eye revives. 

Still beaming lliroiigh the lover’s strain; 

For Petrardi’s Laura still survives; 

She died, but ne’er will die again. 

7. 

The rolUng seasons pass away, 

And Time, untiring, waves his wing; 

Wiiilst honour's laurels ne’er decay, 

But bloom in fresh, unfading spring. 

8. 

All, all must sleep in grim repose, 
Collected in the silent tomb; 

The old and young, witli friends and foes, 
Festering alike in shrouds, consume. 

9. 


t ANSWER TO A BEAUTIFUL POEM, WRIT¬ 
TEN BY MONTGOMERY, AUTHOR OF 
“ THE WANl tr.RER IN SWITZERLAND,” 
&c &c. ENTITLED “ THE COMMON LOT.” 

1 . 

Montoomvb V ! true, the common iot 
Of mortals lies in Lctlie’s wave; 

Yet some shall never be forgot— 

Some shall exist beyond die grave. 


Where all nrr hnainiiiig to 'hr dip.»(l nhode, 

I'o mpetlhti nxliteoH** i 

Mix’ll in thr foiM.mrKL'ol ihi- llittiJRliilr^s throng, 
A mnnmrr mulai ut nurili, I eltilc tilting; 

A wrwtcliffl, c't'"i7iy thiiiR, 

('ntdi Itv ion’ll rorrotluiR *(ing; 

Util not ihAl meiifn) aline whirh atnt» within, 
Thi'tl&rk Rvcnei f niiininiali'ti ><n ; 

The sili'iil shitti \vhi'-li anmte tlifgniliy wrrlch 
Kxtpinled on n nirk’a iiiitirinR ali-r^h : 
C'onaciriici' i)ial »tifiR,lhut ahafl ((>)ninaiJ|>phra— 
Hu mtiid the ruck iVom wliirh hr iir’fr can rue. 
For me, whnte’er my folJy or tear, 

One cheerful enmrort ■till la cheiiah’d here : 

So dread interna} liatinU my lioiiraof reat 
No dream* of injured innocence infeat; 

Of hope, of peai'4;, <d ulnioatull bereft. 
Ctitiacieufa, iny Inal hut weicome pueai |« left. 
Slon^r’a imptiiaon'd hrealti may hlaat my oama ; 
Knvy dallgliu to liiight tht; burls cd fame ; 

Deceit nuy chill the ntrri'nt of iny btood, 

And freeM aBecttoii’a warm iiTi|>aa*ion'd flood ; 
I^aegiite horror darken every aenae 
Here will cotiacirncc be my b^t defence. 

My (xNtom feoda no * worm whicii ne’er can die :* 
Not crime* 1 mourn, but happineaa gone by. 

Thus Rrawling on with many a reptile Wte, 

My iiettitialiittor, thonah nay cheek fney amila: 
Ko more with former biiM my heat t (a git i ; 

Hope yield*to unfuiah, and my aoiil la ead: 
From fond regret no future Joy can aave ; 
Remembrance aluinbera only in the grave.** 

• ** L*Amitl4 Mi I’Amour oaos eilei** i« a French proTerb. 
t Only printed in the private volume. 


The moiilderinj; marble laste hfi day, 

Yet falls at an useless faiitt; 

To ruin’s ruthless fanifs a prey, 

The wrecks of pillar’d j^ide remain. 

10 . 

What tljou^h die sculpture be destroy’d, 
From dark oblivion meant to guard 7 

A hriglit renown shall be enjoy’d 
By those whoso virtues cinira reward* 

]]. 

Then do not say llie common lot 
Of all lies deep in Lethe’s wave; 

Some few \v!>o ne’er will he (i)rgot 
Shall burst the bondage of Uie grave. 

1806. 


TO THE REV. J. T. BECHER.t 
I. 

Dcar Becher, you tell me to mix witl) tnaokiiid: 

I cannot deny such a precept is wise; 

Sut retirement accords with the lone of my mimi: 

1 will not descend to a work! L despise. 

2 . 

)id the senate or camp my exertions require, 

Ambition miglit prompt me, at once, to go ferdi: 
iVheii infancy’s years of probation expire, 

Perchance I may strive to distinguish my birth. 

No particular h«ro ia here alludeil lo. The exploUa of Bayard, 
emciura, Rtiwarti ihv Utnek Prince, and In mot'*’ moilwu Umet the fain* 
r Marltwroueh, Froderick the (ireat, Cnnnt Hexe. CharlM uf Bwmlen, 
x. are familiar lo every hiaiot ical readar, liut the exact plae* of their 
’irth are known to a very imnil pro|iortioii of titeir admlrev*. 
t Only found in Uie private voturrie. 



9. 

The lire in the carem of Etna conceal’d 
Still mantles unseen in its secret recess: 

At length in a volume terrific reveal’d 
No Unrent can quench it, no bounds can repress. 

4. 

Oh! dins, the desire in my bosom for fame 
Bids mo live but to hope for prosperity’s praise. 
Could I soar with the pheenix on pinions of flame, 
With him I would wish to expire in the blaze. 

6 . 

For the life of a Fox, of a Chatham the dead), 

Wfmt censure, what danger, what wo would I bravo! 
Their lives did not end when tliey yielded their breath, 
Their glory illumines the gloom of their grave. 

6 . 

Yet why should I mingle in Fashion’s full herd? 

Why crouch to her leaders, or cringe to her rules ? 
Why bend to the proud, or applaud the absurd ? 

Why search for delight in the friendship of fools? 

7. 

I have lasted the sweets and the bitters of love ; 

In friendship I early was taught to helieve; 

My passion the matrons of prudence reprove ; 

I have found that a friend may profess, yet deceive. 

8 . 

To me what is wealth ? it may pa-ss in an hour. 

If tyrants prevail, or if Fortune should frown. 

To mo what is title ?—the phantom of power; 

To me what is fashion ?—^I seek but renown. 

9. 

Deceit is a stranger as yet to my soul, 

I still am unpractised to varnish tiie truth; 

Then why should I live in a hateful control ? 

Why waste upon folly the days of my youth ? 


THE DEATH OP CAI.MAR AND ORLA.* 

AN IMITATION OV MACPHnnSON’S OSSIAN.f 

Dear arc the days of youth! Ago dwells on their 
remembrance through the mist of time. In the twi¬ 
light, he recalls the sunny hours of morn. He lifts his 
spear with trembling hand. “Not thus feebly did I 
raise the steel before my fathers!” Past is the race 
of heroes! but their fame rises on the harp; their souls 
ride on the wings of the wind! they hear the sound 
through the sighs of the storm, and rejoice in tlicir hall 
of clouds! Such is Calmar. The gray stone marks his 
narrow house. He looks down from eddying tempests; 
ho rolls his form in the whirlwind, and hovers on tlie blast 
of the mountain. 

In Morven dwelt the chief; abeam of war to Pingal. 
His steps in the field were marked in blood! Lochlin’s 
sons had fled before his angry spear; but mild was the 
eye of Calmar; soft was the flow of his yellow locks: 
they streamed like the meteor of the night. No maid 
was the sigh of his soul: his tlioughts were given to 
friendship, to dark-haired Orla, destroyer of heroes ! 
Equal were their swords in battle; but flerce was the 
pride of Orla; gentle alone to Calmar. Together they 
dowll in the cave of Oithona. 

From Lochlin, Swaran botmded o’er the blue waves. 
Erin’s sons fell beneath his might. Fingal roused his 
chiefs to combat. Their ships cover the ocean! Their 
hosts throng on the green hills. They come to the aid 
of Erin. 

Night rose in clouds. Darkness veils the armies. 
But the blazing oaks gleam through tho valley. The 

* Fini tn Honrt of Tdlecm*. 

11t nMjr b* to tUnt llie itory. Ihooijh coiwItlerAhty 

HKCAt«»iro|ifw,U tak^n fmm “ niut Ruryalui," of whic^ 
alrriiriy in lh«> [initPiK voianw. 


sons of Lodilin slept; their dreams were of bhmd. 
They till the spear in thought, and Fingal flies. Not so 
the host of Morven. To watch was tho post of Orla. 
Calmar stood by his side. Their spears were in their 
hands. Fingal called his chiefs; they stood around. 
The king was in the midst. Gray were his locks, but 
strong was the arm of die king. Age withered,jiat his 
powers. “ Sons of Morven,” said the hero, “ to-mor¬ 
row we meet the foe; but where is CuthuUin, the shield 

I of Erin ? He rests in the halls of Tura; he knows not 
of our coming. Who will speed through Lochlin to the 
hero, and call tho chief to arms? The path is by the 
swords of foes, but rtiany are my heroes. They are 
thunderbolts of war. Speak, ye chiefs! Who will 
arise ?” ' 

“ Son of Trenmor 1 mine be the deed,” said dark- 
haired Orla, “ and mine alone. Wliat is death to mo? 
I love the sloop of the mighty, but little is the danger. 
The sons of Lochlin dream. I will seek cai^bome 
CuthuUin. If I fall, raise tlie song of bards; and lay me 
by the stream ofLubar.”—“ And shalt thou fall alone 7” 
said fair-haired Calmar. “ Wilt thou leave thy friend 
afar? Chief of Oithona! not feeble is my arm in fight. 
Could I see thee die, and not lift tlic spear ? No, Orla! 
I ours has been the chase of tho roebuck, and the feast of 
shells; ours be the path of danger: ours has been the 
cave of Oithona; ours be the narrow dwelling on the 
banks ofLubar.” “ Calmar,” said the chief of Oithona, 
“ why should thy yellow locks be darkened in the dust 
of Erin ? Lot me fall alone. My fathr.r dwells in his 
hall of air: ho will rejoice in his boy; but the hlue-eyeJ 
Mora spreads the feast fur her son in Morven. She 
listens to tlic steps of tho hunter on the heath, and thinks 
it is the tread of Calmar. Let him not say, ‘ Calmar 
has fallen by the steel of Lochlin: he died witli gloomy 
Orla, the cliief of the. dark brow.’ Why should tears 
dim the azure eye of Mora? Why should her voice 
curse Orla, tho destroyer of Calmar? Live, Cajmar. 
Live to raise my stone of moss; live to revenge me in 
tho blood of Lochlin. Join the song of bards above my 
grave. Sweet will be the song of <leath to Orla from the 
voice of Calmar. My ghost shall smile on the notes 
of praise.” “ Orla,” said the son of Mora, “ could I 
raise the song of doalh to my friend ? Could I give his 
fame to the winds ? No, my heart would speak in sighs. 
Faint and broken are the sounds of sorrow. Orla! our 
souls shall hear the song together. One cloud shall be 
onr son high. The bards will mingle tho names of 
Orla and Calmar.” 

They quit the circle of the chiefs. Their steps are to 
the ho.st of Lochlin. The dying blaze of oak dim twin¬ 
kles tlirongh tlie night. The northern star points tho 
patli to Tnra. Swaran, tlie king, rests on his lonely hill. 
Here the troops are mixed; they frown in sleep. Their 
shields beneath their heads. Their swords gleam at 
distance in heaps. The fires are faint; their embers fail 
in smoke. All is hushed; but tho gale sighs on tlie 
rocks above. Lightly wheel tho heroes through tho 
slumbering band. Half the journey is past, when Ma- 
thon, resting on lys shield, meets the eye of Orla. It 
rolls in flame, and glistens tlirongh the shade. His 
spear is raised on high. “ Why dost thou bend thy hrow, 
chief of Oithona?” said fair-haired Calmar. “ Wo are 
in the midst of foes. Is this a time fir delay?” “It is 
a time for vengoance,” said Orla of the gloomy brow. 
“ Mailion ofLoehlin sleeps: secst thou his spear? Its 
point is dim with the gore of my fatlicr. The blood of 
Matlion shall reek on mine; but shall I slay him sleeping, 
son of Mora? No! ho shall feel his wornid: my fame 
shall not soar on the blood of slumber. Rise! Mothon! 
rise! the son of Connal calls; thy life is his; rise to 
eonihat.” Mathon starts from sleep; but did he rise 
alone? No: tho gathering ehieCs Ixxind on the plam. 

“ Ply 1 Calmar! fly!” said dark-haired Orla. “ Mathon 
is mine. 1 shall dio in joy. But Iioehlin crowds 
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arotind- Fly through iho shade of niglit.” Orla turns. 
The helin of Matbon is cleft; hia slaeld fails from hii 
arm: he shtidders in his blood. He rolls by the side ol 
the blazing oak. Strumon sees him fall: hia wratli rises 
his weapon glitters on the head of Orla: but a spcai 
piorcod his eye. His brain gushes Uirough the wound 
and foantf on the spear of Caimu'. As roil die wave: 
of die ocean on two mighty barks of die norlli, so pour 
die men of Lochlin on the chiefe. As, breaking the 
surge in fijam, proudly steer the barks of the nortli, so 
rise the chiefs of Morven on tlie scatter^ crests ol 
Lochlin. The din of arms came to the ear of Fingal. 
He strikes his shield; his sons throng around; tiie peo¬ 
ple pour along the heatli. Ryno bounds in joy. Ossian 
stalks in*his arms. Oscar shakes the spear. The eagle 
wingofFillan floats on the wind. Dreadful is the clang 
of death! many are the widows of Locliliii. Morver 
prevails in its strength. 

Morn glimmers on the hills; no living foe is seen; but 
the sleepers are many; grim they Ho on Erin. Tlie 
breeze of ocean lifts their locks; yet they do not awoke. 
The hawks scream above their prey. 

Whoso yellow locks wave o^or the breast of a chief? 
Bright as the gold of die stranger, they mingle with the 
darfc hair of his friend. “ ’T is Calmar: he lies on the I 
bosom of Orla. Theirs is one stream of bloorl. Fierce | 
is the look of the gloomy Orla. lie breathes not; but 
his eye is still a flame. It glares in death uiicloswd. His 
hand is grasped in Culmar’s; but Calmar livos! lie 
lives, though low. “ Rise,” said the king, “ rise, son of 
Mora; ’t is mine to heal the u'ounds of heroes. Calmar 
may yet bound on the hills of Morven.” 

“Never more shall Calmar clia.se the doer of 
Morven with Orla,” said the hero. “ Whut wore the 
chase to ino alone ? AMio would share tlic spoils of bat¬ 
tle with Calmar ? Orla is at rest! Rou^i was thy soul, 
Orla! yet soft to mo as the dew of morn. It glared on 
others in lightnitig; to mo a silver beam of night. Boai 
my sword to liluc-eyed Mora; let it liang in my empty 
nail. It i.s not pure from blood: but it could not save 
()rla. I/ity roc widi my friend. Raise the song when I 
am dark!” 

They arc laid by the stream of Lnbar. Four gray 
«tone.s mark the dwelling of Orla and Calmar. 

When .Swaran was bound, our sails ros<» on Uio blue 
waves. Tlie winds gave our barks to Morven. The 
Hards raised tiie song. 

“What ibrm rises on the roar of clouds? Whose 
dark ghost gleams on the red streams of tempests ? His 
voice rolls on the thunder. *T is Orla, the brown chief 
of Oilhona. Ho was unmatchfjd in war. Peace to thy 
Kou), Orla! thy fame wiil not ]wrish. Nor thine, Calmar! 
I40vcly w'ast tliou, son of blue-eyed Mora; but not harm¬ 
less was thy sword. It hangs in tliy cave. Tlie ghosts 
of Lochlin shriek around its steel. Hear thy praise, 
Calmar! It dwells on the voice of the mighty. Thy 
name shalies on the echoes of Morven. Then raise tliy 
lair locks, son of Mora. Spread them on the arch of 
the rainbow; and smile through the tears of Uie storm.”* 


TO E. N. L. ESa.t 

" NUego coatulerim jocundo saaut lunico.’*—Hor. E. 

Dear , in tliis soquostcr’d scene, 
Wliile all armiod in slumber lie, 

The joyous days which ours have been 
Cotio reeling fresh on Fancy’s eye; 


* I fear T/diitg’t late etUtioii hai eiMn|)le<ely oTerUirown every hope 
that Marf)hi>r'son’a Oaaian might pmve the tranflwlifin of a aeriea of 
twvmscomuteiF in Utemaelvra ; but, while tlie iiapoitiire u diacomed, 
the merit of the weric remaina tindiapuled, thwigb not without fatiita*- 
mriirnlaHy, in some naria, turgid and bombailic dictimi.—Tlie prnent 
humble imitation will l>e {wnloned by the admirera of the oriidnal at nn 
ati«m|il, however interior, which evineea an attaciuneat to Ibeir favourite 
author. 

t f'lri(|)ubUsh«diflHourvofZdlen«M. 


Thus if amid the gathering slomt, 

While clouds the darken’d noon d^onn, 
Yon heaven assumes a varied glow, 

1 hail die sky’s celestial bow, 

Whicii spreads the sign trf" futive peace. 
And bids the war of tempest cease. 

Ah! tliougli the present brings but pain, 

I think those days may come again; 

Or if, in melancholy mood, 

Some lurking envious fear intrude, 

To cla^ck my bosom’s fondest thought, 

Ami interrupt tlie golden dream, 

I crush the 6end witli malice fraught, 

And still judtilge my wonted theme 
Although we ne’er again can trace, 

In Granla’s vale, tiie pedant’s Iwe; 

Nor through the groves of Ida chase 
Our ra})iured visions as before, 

Though Youth has flown on rosy pinion, 
And manhood claims his stern domimon; 
Ago will not every hope destroy, 

But yield some hours of sober joy. 

Yes, I will hope that Time’s broad wing 
Will shed around some dew's of spring: 

But if his scytlio must sweep die flowers 
Which bloom among the fairy bowers, 
Where smiling Voiilh delights to dwell. 
And hearts with early rapture swell; 

If frowning age, with cold control, 

Confines die current of the soul, 

Congeals the tear of Pity’s eye. 

Or checks the sympathetic sigh, 

Or hears unmoved misforUmo’s groan, 

And bids me feel for self alone; 

Oil! may iny bosom never learn 
To sootii its wonted heedless flow; 

Still, still despise die censor stem, 

But ne’er forget anotlieris wo. 

Yes, os you knew me in the days 
O’er which remembrance yet delays, 

Still may 1 rove, untulor’d, wild, 

And even in age at heart a child. 

Tiiough now on airy visions borne, 

To you my soul is still the same. 

Oft has it been my fate to mourn, < 

And all my former joys are tame. 

But, hence! ye hfnirs of sable hue! 

Your frowns are g<»ne, my sorrows o’er: 
By every bliss my childhood knew, 

I ’ll think upon yo'ir shade no more. 
Thus, when Uni whirlwind’s rage is past, 
And caves their sullen roar enclose, 

We heed no more the wintry blast, 

When lull’d by zephyr to re|Kwe, 

Full often has my infant Muse 
Attuned fo love her languid lyre ; 

But now, without a Uiemc to choose, 

The strains in stdlen sighs expire. 

My youthful nymfilis, alas! are flown; 

R. ■ i is a wife, and C—— a mother, 
And Carolina sighs alone, 

And Mary’s givim to another; 

And Cora’s eye, which roll’d on me, 

Can now no more my love recall: 

In truUi, dear L—, *l was time to flee; 

For Cora’s eye will shine on all. 

And though the sun, with genial rays, 

His beams alike to all displays, 

And every lady’s eye's a sun, 

These last should ^ confmed to one. 

I’he soul’s meridian do n’t become her, 
Whoso sun displays a general iummer I 
Thus faint is ev 'ry former flame, 

And |>as8}on’s self is row a name. 



As, when the ebbing flames are low, 
llie aid which once inqiroved their light, 
And bade tiiam bum with fiercer glow. 

Now quenches aU their sparks in night; 
Thus has it been witli passion’s fires, 

As many a buy and girl remembers, 
While all the force of love expires, 
Extmguisli’d with the dying embers. 

But now, dear L-,’t is midnight’s noon, 

And clouds obscure the watery moon. 
Whose beauties I shall not rehearse, 
Described in every stripling’s verse; 

For why should I tlic path go o’er, 

Which every bard has trod before ? 

Yet ore yon silver lamp of night 
Has thrice perform’d her stated round. 
Has thrice retraced her patli cf light. 

And chased away the gloom profound, 

I trust that wo, my gentle friend. 

Shall see her rolling orbit wend 
Above the dear4ored |ioaceful seat 
Which once contain’d our youtli’s retreat; 
And then witli those our childhood know, 
Wo ’ll mingle with the festive crew; 

While many a talc of former day 
Shall wing the laughing hours away; 

And all the flow of souls shall pour 
'I'he sacred intellectual shower. 

Nor cease till Luna’s waning horn 
Scarce glimmers through the mist of mom. 


* TO 

1 . 

Oh ! had my fate been join’d with tiiine, 

As once this pledge appear’d a token, 

These follies had not then been mine. 

For then my peace had not been broken. 

2 . 

To tlieo these early faults I owe, 

To thee, the wise and old reproving: 

They know my sins, but do not know 
’T was thine to break the bonds of loving. 

3. 

For once my soul, like thine, was pure, 

And dl its rising fires could smotlier: 

But now thy vows no more endure, 

Bestow’d by thee upon another. 

4. 

Perhaps his peace I could destroy, 

And spoil the blisses that await him; 

Yet let my rival smile in joy. 

For tliy dear sake I cannot hate him. 

5. 

Ah! since thy angel form is gone. 

My heart no more can rest with any'; 

But what it sought in thee alone, 

Attempts, alas! to find in many. 

6. 

Then fiiro thee well, deceitful maid, 

’T were vain and fruitless to regret thee; 

Nor Hope, nor Memoiy, yield their aid, 

But Pride may teach me to forget thee. 

7. 

Yet all this giddy waste of years. 

This tiresome round of palling pleasures; 

Those varied loves, these matron’s fea». 

These thoughtless strains to Passion’s measures 


8 . 

If thou wert mine, had all been hwdi*d>» 

This cheek, now pale from early riot, 

With Passion’s hectic ne’er bad flush’d, 

But bloom’d in calm domestic qtuet. 

9. 

Yes, once the niral scene was sweet, 

For Nature seem’d to smile before thee; 

And once my breast abhorr’d deceit. 

For then it boat but to adore thee. 

10 . 

But now I seek for other joys; 

To think would drive my soul to madness; 

In tlmughtloss throngs and empty noise • 

I conquer half my bosom’s sadness. 

n. 

Yet, even in these a thought will steal. 

In spite of every vain endeavour; 

And fiends might pity what 1 feel. 

To know that thou art lost for ever. 

STANZAS.* 

1 . 

I WOULD I were a careless child, 

Still dwelling in my Highland cave, 

Or roaming through the dusky wild, 

Or bounding o’er llie dark-blue wave; 

The cumbrous pomp of Saxonj prido 
Accords not with the freeborn soul. 

Which loves the mountain’s craggy side, 

And seeks the rocks where billows roll. 

2 . 

Fortune! take back these cultured lands. 

Take back this name of splendid sound 
I hate the touch of servile hands, r 

I hate the slaves that cringe around 
Place me along the rocks I love, 

Which sound to Ocean’s wildest roar; 

I ask but this—again to rove 

Through scenes iny youth hath known before. 

3. 

Few are my years, and yet I feel 

The world was ne’er design’d for me; 

Ah! why do dark’ning shades conceal 
The hour when man must cca.se to be ? 

Once I beheld a splendid dream, 

A visionary scene of bliss: 

Truth!—wherefore did thy hated beam 
Awake me to a world like this ? 

4. 

I loved—but those I loved are gone; 

Had friends—my early friends are fled; 

How cheerless feels the heart alone 
When all its former hopes are dead ? 

Though gay companions o’er llie bowl 
Dispel awhile the sense of ill; 

Thou^i pleasure stirs the maddening soul 
The heart—the heart is lonely stiU. 

6 . 

How dull! to hear the voice of those 

Whom rank or chance, whom wealth or power, 
Have made, though neither friends nor foes. 
Associates of the festive hour, 
dive me again a faithful few, 

In years and feelings still the same, 

And I will fly the midnight crew, 

Wliero boist’rous joy is but a name. 


* Pint iMblicbed intha of Hour* of IdloMM. 

* MiM Choworth. Pint puUkhed Ui the ftnt edUieo of Hoonof t SaawntLge,«-Sezon, aOiieUevbrd, ekniffliii either Lowlead 
IditiMM. EngUih. ^ 
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6. 

'And woniui! lovely woman, thou, 

My hope, my comforter, my all! 

How coW must be my bosm now, 

When e’en thy smiles begin to pall 

Without a sigh would I resign 
This busy scene of splendid wo, 

To make that calm contentment mine, 
Wliicb virtue knows, or seems to know. 

7. 

Fain would I fly the haunts of men— 

I seek to shun, not hate mankind; 

My breast requires the sullen glen. 

Whose gloom may suit a darken’d mind. 

Oh! that to me the wings were given 
Which hear the turtle to her nest! 

Then would I cleave the vault of heaven, 
To flee away, and be at rest.* 


LTNESf 

WBITTBN BENEATH AN ELM IN THE CIIlUlCltrAIlD OF 
HARIlOW ON THE HILL, SEPTEMBER E, 1807. 

Spot of my youth! wiio.ie hoary branches sigli, 

Swe[)t by tile breeze that fans thy clouilli'ss s!;y ; 

* Pkixlm Iv. ver. And I said, (>li I thiit Hind wins’* like n dove 
or then wtHilil 1 Ih* awn;i7, and In* at rest.” T)«<» vcr»eal#o conatiiute 
i part ol' themoit beaiuiVid antlii'in in our lan^uuKe. 

1 Pint publiabcdm tile ■ccomi edition of thr iloiiiaof Idloncas. 


Where now I muse, who oft have trod, 

With those 1 loved, thy soft and verdant sod; 

With those who, scatter’d far, perchance deplore, 
Idke me, the happy scenes Uiey knew before; 

Oh! as I trace a*'um (hy wirtdin^ hi)], 

Mine eyes admire, my heart adores thee still, 

Thou drooping K)m! beneath whose btxighs I lay, 
And frequent mused the twilight hours away; 
Where, as they emee were wont, my liml« redine, 
But, oh! without the (hotights which then were mine 
How do tiiy branches, manning to the blast, 

Invito the bosom to recall tljo past. 

And seem to whisper as tliey gently swell, 

‘ Take, while thou canst, a lingering, last farewell !’* 
W!icf» fate shall chill, at length, this fever’d breast, 
And culm its cares and jms’-ion.s into rest. 

Oft have I ihou^t’t would sooth my dying hour, 

If aught may sooth when hfe resigns her power, 

To know some humbler grave, some narrow cell, 
Would hide rny bosom where it loved to dwell; 

With this ftmd <lrearn methinks’t wore sweet to die—- 
And here it linger’d, here iny heart might lie; 
lore might I sleep w'hotc all my h(»pes arose, 

^(•enc of my youth, and couch r>f my repose ; 

^'or tver slreicii’il hcn<’ath this mantling sliade, 

'rcss’d by the turf where once ray chtMhood play’d; 
iVrapt hy the soil that veils llm spot T loved, 

Mix’d will) the earth o’er whicfi njy footsteps moved; 
Hlost by the tongties tlmf charm’d my yotithful ear, 
Mourn’d hy tin* few my soul acknowledged hero; 
Deplored by those, in early days allied, 

And unremember’tl by the world beside. 


CUITIQUE. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE EDINBURGH REVIEW, NO. 22, FOR JANUARY, 1808. 


/fours {tf Idlenfiss; a Scries of Poems, orichifd ami 

translated. By George (Jordon, Lord Byron, a Minor. 

8vo. pp. 200.— Newark, 1807. 

The poesy of this young lord belongs to the class 
which neillier gotls nor men are said to permit. Indeed, 
We do not recollect to have seen a qiiaiility of v<‘rso with 
so few drjviations in eitlier direction from llint exact 
standard. His etfustons are s]>rcad over a flead flat, and 
can no mortf get above or below the. level, tlran if they 
were so much stagnant water. As an extenuation of 
this offence, the noble author is peculiarly forward in 
pleading minority. Wc have it in the lillepage, an<l 
on the vej^ back of the volume; k follows his name 
like a isV^ritc part of his style. Much stress is laid 
upon it in the preface; and the poems are connect<’d 
with this genera) statement of his ca.se, ])y particular 
dates, substantiating the ago at which each was w'ritlen. 
Now, the law upon the point of minority we hold to ho 
perfectly clear. It is a plea availatfte only to tho defen¬ 
dant ; no plaintiff can offer it as a supplornonlary ground 
of action. Thus, if any suit could bt) brought against 
Lord Byron, for the purpose of compelling him to put 
into court a ccriain quantity of|>oetry, and if judgment 
wore given against nim, it is highly probable that an 
exception womd be taken wore he to deliver for poetry 
the contents of this volume. To this he might plead 
minority ; but, as ho now makes voluntary tomler of the 
article, he hath no right to sue, on that grouml, for the 
price in gocxl current praise, should the goods be un¬ 
marketable. This is our view of the law on the point, 
and, we dare to say, so will it be ruled. Perhaps, how¬ 
ever, in reality, rU tliat ho tells us about his youth is 
rather with a view to increase our wonder than to 
soften our cqnsure.s. Ho possibly means to say, “Sec 
huw a minor can write t This poem was actuafly com- 
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posed by a young man of eighteen, and this by ono o 
only sixteen ’’’—But, alas I we all remember the poetr 
of (lowlcy at ten, arnl Pope at twelve ; and so far froi 
hearing, with any degree of surprise, that very noc 
verses were wrilien by a yotilh from his leaving 8cno< 
to his leaving enllcgo, in<dusive, wv really believe thi 
to be tin? niost common of all occurrenee.s ; that it Imp 
pens in Ujc life of nine men in ten wiio are educate 
In England; and that the tenth man writes better vers 
than Lord Uyr«m. 

Ili.s otlier ))lea of privilego our author rather bring 
forward in order to waive it. He certainly, howeve 
does alhuh; frequently to his family and anecstors- 
soinetimcs in poetry, sometimes in notes; and whii 
giving up his idaim on the scon* of rank, ho lakes car 
to remember us of Dr. Jolmson’s saying, that when 
noldeman appears as on author, his merit should h 
iiandsomely acknowledged. In truth, it is this cons 
dcrAafion only that induces us to give Lord Byron 
poems a place in our review, beside our desire to coui 
sei him, that he do forthwith abandon poetry, and tui 
his talents, which arc considerable, and his opportun 
tie^ which are great, to better account. 

With this view, wc roust bog le^ve seriously to assui 
him, that the more rhyming of the final syllable, evi 
when accompanied by the presence of a certain nun 
her of feet,-nay, although (which docs not alwa^ 
happen) those foot should scan regularly, and hei 
been all counted accurately upon the fingers,—is n- 
the whole art of poetry. We would entreat him 
bcliiwe, that a certain portion of liveliness, somewlu 
of fancy, is necessary to constiiufe a j»oem, and that 
poem in the present day, to be read, must contain i 
least one thought,either in a litlledogree difiereni fro 
the ideas of former writers, or difforciiily cxpresse< 
We put it to his candour, whether there Is any thii 
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■o defervinfi tb« name of poetry in verses like the fol¬ 
lowing, written in 1806; and whether, if a youth of 
eighteen could say any thing so uninteresting to his an' 
eestors, a youth of nineteen should publish it: 

** BhaAM of httroM, fortwell t your dMcendant, deparilng 
From tboont of hi* aneottort, blda you adieu t 
Abroad or at homoi ^nr remendirance imparting 
Now eouraga, ba *11 think uponglmry and you. 

** Though a tear dim hia ayo at ttiit aad aeparatlon, 

*T ianatara, not har, that exelua hia regrat: 

FardiaUint heioea, wUb the fame emulation ; 

The (ami of hia fiaUmra he oo’er can furget. 

'* That fama, and that memory, edit wiii he ciieriah; 

He Towa that be o«’«r will diagrace yunr renown ; 

Like you vUl he Uae, or like you will he periah; 

When daeay’d, may be mingle hi* duet with your o«'n.* 

Now we positively do assert, that there is nodiing 
better than these stanzas in the whole compass of the 
noble minor’s volume. 

Lord Byron should also have a care of attempting 
what llie greatest poets have done before him, for com¬ 
parisons (as he must have had occasion to see at his 
writing-master’s) are odious.—Gray’s Ode on Eton 
College should really have kept out the ten hobbling 
stanzas ** On a distant View ot the Village and School 
of Harrow.” 

** Wh*r«f«nry yet Jor* to re'mc* the rewmblniice 
Of comrade*, in frlendabip an<l iniecliier allie«.l; 

Hew welcome to me your ne’er4ttding rementbrance, 

Which rest* in the boaom, tliou^ hope 1* denied." 

In like manner, the exquisite lines of Mr. Rogers, 
“ On a Tear^^^ might have warned the noble author off 
those premises, and spared us a whole dozen such 
stanzas as the following: 

" MiW Charily’* glow, 

To u* morUii* hrU>w, 

8ho* f* the soul from bat barity clear ; 

Companion will melt 
Where thi* virtue ia felt, 

Aud it* dew i* dtfiund in a Tear. 

*' The m»u doom’d toBeil 
With the lilaat of the gale, 

Through billow* Atlantio to steer, 

As he bend* o'er the wave, 

Which ni.\y »oi>u be hie grave, 

1’be green •juirkles bright wiili a Tear. 

And 80 of instancoa in which former poets had fail¬ 
ed. Thus, we do not think Lord Byron was made fori 
translating, during his nonage, “ Adrian’s Address to j 
his Soul,’’when Po|>e succeeded so indifferently in the' 
attempt. If our readers, however, are of another 
opinion, they may look at it. 


whose dark ghost gleams on the red stream of tem¬ 
pests 1 His voice i^ls on the thunder;’t is Orln, Uie 
brown chief of Oitbona. Ho was,” fcc. After detain¬ 
ing this “ brown chief” some time, the bards conclude 
by giving him their advice to ” raise his fair locks 
then to “ spread them on the arch of the rainbow 
and “ to smile through the tears of the storm.” Of 
this kind of thing there are no leas than nine pages ; 
and wo can so tar venture an opinion in tiieir favour, 
that they look very like Maepherson; and we are posi¬ 
tive they are pretty nearly as stupid and tiresome. 

It is a sort of privilege of poets to be egotists ; but 
they should ” use it as not abusing itand particularly 
one who piques himself (though mdeed at the ripo age 
of nineteen) of being “ an infant bard,”—(“ The artless 
Helicon I boast is youth”)—should either not know, or 
should seem not to know, so much about his own ances¬ 
try. Besides a poem above cited, on the family seat 
of the Byrons, we have another of eleven pages, on the 
self-same subject^ introduced with an apology, “he 
certainly had no intention of inserting it,” but really 
“ the particular request of some friends,” &c. &c. It 
concludes witli five stanzas on himself, “ the last and 
youngest of a noble line.” There is a good deal also 
about Ids maternal ancestors, in a poem on Lachin 
y Gair, a mountain where he si>ent part of his youth, 
and might have learnt that pibroch is not a bagpipe, 
any mure than duet means a fiddle. 

As the author has di^dicated so large a part of his 
volume to immortalize his employments at school and 
at college, we cannot possibly disnuss it without pre¬ 
senting the reader wilh a specimen of these ingemous 
effusions. In an ode with a Greek motto, called 
'rranta, we have tlie following magnificent stanzas: 

There, hi apArlmnnta small nnrf tlamp, 

The caiwhtlale for collect prir.e* 

8it* porint( by the midnight lamp, 

(liue* laic t» bed, yet early Hie*. 

** Who reads falmi qiianlUiesiu Rcle, 

Or pu7.tlei> o'er the deep triangle, 

Depiivedof naftoyawhideiMmemeal, 

111 barbarous Latin cluum’d to wrangle : 

" Renouncing every pleacingpage, 

From autluit s of histone use, 

Pref ■ ■ * ’ 

The square of the byitothe'nuac. 

“ Still harmless are ilieae ocr.npRiions, 

That hurt mine but the hapless siuctent, 

Compared with other recrealimis, 

Which bring together the imprudent.’* 

We are sorry to hear so bad an account of the col- 
ege psalmody as is contained in tlie following Attic 
stanzas; 


Ah 1 i^entlo, fleeting, wavering•prlie. 

Friend and SMOciate of thi* clay I 
To what unknown regimi borne ; 

Wilt thou now wing thv distant flight f 
Nomorewitli wonted humour gay, 

But pallid, chaerleta, and forlorn." 

However, be this as it may, we fear his translations 
and imitations are groat favourites with Lord Byron. 
We have them of all kinds, from Anacreon to Ossian ; 
and, viewing them as school exorcises, they may pass. 
Only, why print them after they have han their day 
and served their turn ? And why call the thing in p. 
79* a translation, where t«w words (SeXu X«y«i. ) of the 
original are expanded into four lines, and the other 
thing in p. 81,t where fttttomicnaif jroi’ ipaif is render¬ 
ed by means of six hobhlitig verses ? As to his Ossianic 
poesy, we are not very good judges, being, in truth, so 
moderately skilled in that species of composition, that 
we should, m all probability, bo criticising some bit of| 
the genuine MacMerson itself, were we to express our 
opinion of Lord Byron’s rhapsodies. IfJ then, the fol¬ 
lowing begmning of a “ Song of Bards” ia by his lord¬ 
ship, we ventuie to object to it, as far as we can com- 
pr^nd it. “ What form rises on the roar of douds, 

W. ffstiiss. 

i! mviiSi'e e'airjf' 
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Our elunr would scnrcely Uf excused 
£lvea as a band uf raw liegiimer* ; 

Ail mercy now must be refuseil 
To BucU a Sot of croaking sinners. 

'* If David, when hU toils were ended, 

Had heard these blockUeatls sing before him, 

To u* his psalms had ne'er descended : 

In furious mood lie would have lore ’em )’* 

But whatever Judgment may be passed on the poems 
>f this noble minor, it seems we must take them as wc 
find them, and be content; for they are the last we shall 
?ver have from him. He is, at best, he says, but an in¬ 
truder into the groves of Parnassus; he never lived in 
a garret, like thorMigh-bred poets; and though he 
once roved a careless mountaineer in the Highlands of 
Scotland,” he has not of late enjoved this advantage. 
Moreover, he expects no profit u-om his publication; 
and, whether it succeeds or not, ** it is highly improba¬ 
ble, from his situation and pursuits heres^er,’* that 
16 should again condescend to become an author. 
Therefore, let us take what we get, and be thankful. 
What nght have we poor devils to be nice? We are 
well off to have got so much from a man of this lord’s 
stadon, who does not live in a garret, Irat ^ has the 
sway” of Newstead Abbey. Agam, we say, let us be 
thankful; and. with honest Sancho, bid God bless the 
giver, nor lomt the gill horse in the mouth. 



ENGLISH BARDS 

AND 

SCOTCH REVIEWERS.' 

A SATIRE. 


" I had Hither lie a kitten, and er; mew I 
Than one of ibese lane metre tAUad'monceni.*' 

SUAK8PEARE. 

'< Sueh ihameieM baide we have; and jt/l *t le traa. 
There are ae mad, abaodou’d crllice too.” 

POPE. 


A FXPTR edition of the English Bards and Scotch 
Revioweni,” in which Loid Byron introduced several 
alterations and corrections, was prepared in 1612, but 
was, at his desire, destroyed on the eve of publication, 
Od(^ copy of this edition alone escaped, from which tlte 
satire has been fainted in the present volume. The 
Author re~peru8cd the poem in the latter part of the 
summer in 1616, after his 6nal dcf^arture from England. 
He at Uiat time also corrected the text in several places, 
and added a few notes and observations in the margin, 
which the reader will find inserted. On the blank leaf 
preceding the title-page of the copy from which he read, 
Lord Byron has written—“ The binding of this volume 
is considerably too valuable for the contents; and nothing 
hut the consideration of its being the properly of another 
prevents me from consigning this miserable record of 
misplaced anger and iiidiscriminato acrimony to the 
fiames.’— 


PREFACEt. 

All my friends, learned and unlearned, have urged mc« 
ri*»t to publish this satire with my name. If 1 were to 
he “ turned from the career of my liuniour by <)uibbles 
quick, and paper bullets of the brain,” I Bhoiikl have 
cvniiplied with their counsel. But 1 am not to bo terri¬ 
fied by abuse, or bullied by reviewers, with or without 
arms. I can safely say that I have attacked none per- 
wumlly who did not commence on the ofTen.sive. An 
author^N works are public property: he who purcha.ses 
may judge, and publish bis opinion if he pleases; and 
tlte authors t have endeavoured to commemorate may 
do by me as I have done by tliem; I dare say they wiU 
succeed better in condemning my scribblings than in 
mending their own. But my object is not to prove that 
I can write well, but, if possible to make others write 
b«jttcr. ^ 

As the poem has met with far more success than I 
expected, I have endoavcaircd in tliis e.dition to make 
BCHTte additimis and alterations, to render it more worthy 
of public perusal. 

In the first edition of this satire, published anony¬ 
mously, fi>urtecn lines on the subject ^ Bowles's Pope 
were written by, and inserted at the request of, an in¬ 
genious friend oC mine, who has now in the press a 
volume poetry. In tlic present edition they are 
erased, and some of my own substituted in their stead ; 

• 1b the ofuia»t Msnnteript the UU« wm ” THE BRITISH BARDS, 
A SATIRE.^ 

t This prefiM wu wrHtan for the nwond edition, mm) p^ted with it. 
The noble authw had IdTt UiU enuutry previoue to the imtHlcailnn of that 
ttUtloQ, and it not. yet feturMd...JVoie to tho fourth odition, 1611. 

He te, and fone agam. ISIS.— nott by Lord Byron. 


my only ronson for this being that which I conceive 
would operate with any oilier person in the same man¬ 
ner, a determination not to publidi with my name any 
production which was not entirely and eadusively my 
own composition. 

Witli* regard to tlie real talents of many of the 
poetical persons whose performances are mentioned 
or alluded to in the following pages, it is presumed by 
the author that there can be liltlo ditference of opinion 
in the public at largo; though, like other sectaries, each 
has his separate tabernacle of proselytes, by whom hia 
abilities are overrated, his faults overlooked, and his 
metrical canons received williout scruple and without 
consideration. But the unquestionable iiossossion of 
considerable genius by several of the writers here cen¬ 
sured renders their mental prostitution more to ha 
regretted. Imbecility may be pitied, or, at worst, 
laughed at and forgotten; perverted powers demand 
the most decided rttprehension. No one can wish more 
than the author that some known and alile writer had 
undertaken their expostire, but Mr. Giffoid has de¬ 
voted liimself to Massinger, and, in the absence of the 
regular pliysician, a country practitioner may, in cases 
of absolute nece.ssity, be allowed to proscribe his nos¬ 
trum to prevent the extension of so deplorable an 
epidemic, provided there be no qtiackory in his treat¬ 
ment of the malady. A caustic is here offered, as it 
is to be feared nothing short of actual cautery can re¬ 
cover the numerous patients afflicted with the present 
lirevalcnt and distressing roiics for rhyming.—As to the 
Edinbtirgh Reviewers—it would indeed require an 
Hercules to crush the Hydra; but if the autiior suc¬ 
ceeds in merely “bruising one td" the heads of the 
serpent,” lliough his own liand should suffer in the 
encounter, he will be amply satisfied 


SriLi-t must I hear ’—shall hoarse PitegeraldJ bawl^ 
ismreaking CAmplels in a tavern liall, 

. jkH not sing, lest, haply, Scotch reviewi 
Should dub mo scribbler, and denounce my muse 
Prepare for rhyme—I ’ll publish, right or wrong: 
Fools are my theme, let satire be my song. 


* The prcfiWf to Ihe hCT«. 

t The flrsl tiinety-eix line, were prefixetl to the lecond edUten: Ul, 
ordinal with 
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IgnoMi* th«mea, Ac.—97. 
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“ Ramp^p ago auditor tantum f nunquamne repooam 
Vexatua totlea raoel Thawside tkulri r’ , , 
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Mr. PiitfaraM, faeetkmalx temwtd Cob^it lha wnall Bw 
hiflic^ahuannua! trilaifa ofrerif on th«"Merrary 
iriih writing, he apnuta in peraon aflrr ^ ^ 

•onable quantity of bad fwrt, to «iaM thetn u> auatain UM oparatw®* 





CMi! nature’s n<^lest gljl—my gray goose-quO!! 
Slave of my thoughts, obedient to my will, 

Tom from thy fwrenl biid to form a pen, 

.That misjlity instrument of little men! 

T!je i>en foredoomM lo aid ihe mental tliroes 
Of brains that labour, big with verse or prose, 
Though nymphs forsako/ihmi critics may deride, 
The lover’s solace, and the author’s pride. 

What wits! what jKKsts dost thou daily raise! 

How frequent is thy use, how small tliy praise! 
Condemn’d at length to be forgotten quite, 

With all the pages which ’l was thine to write. 

But thou, at least, mine own especial pen! 

Once hid asiile, but now assumed again, 

Our tusk complete, like Hamel’s* sliall be free; 
Though spurn’d by otliers, yet beloved by me: 

Then let us soar to-day ; no coinnion theme, 

No pastern vision, no disionqier’d dreamf 
Inspires—sjur path, though full of tiiorns, is plain; 
Smooth be the verse, and easy be Uie strain* 

When Vice triumphant holds her srw’reign sway, 
Obey’d by all who mmght besi<le obey; 

When Folly, frequent harbinger of crime, 

Bedecks her cap with bells of every clime 
When knoves and fools combined o’er all prevail, 
And weigh their justice in a golden scale; 

K’cn then the boldest start from public sneers, 
Afraid of shame, unbiowu to other fears, 

More darkly sin, by satire kept in awe, 

And sluinks from ridicule, tliou^i not from law. 

Such is the force of wit! but not belong 
To me the arrows of satiric song; 

"The royal vices of our age demand 
A kmier wea|»on, and a mightier hand. 

Still there are follies, j-.’on lor roe to chase, 

And yield at least amusement in the race: 

Laugh when 1 laugh, I neck no other fame; 

Tin* cry is up, and scribbii rs arc my game 
Speed, I’egsisiis!—ye strains of great ami smalt, 
Ode, epic, eiegv, have at you all! 

I too can scrawl, ami once upon a time 
I pour’d along the town a flood of rhyme, 

A sth(»olbny freak, unworthy praise or blame 
1 printed—.»)lder children do tlm same. 

’Tis plcasutit, sure, to see one’s name in print; 

A b<M)k’s a hook, although there’s nothing in’t. 
Not that a title’s soutsUng charm con save 
Or scrawl or scribbler from an equal grave 
This Lambe must own|, since his patrician name 
Fail’d to preserve the spurious farc(^ from 8hame§. 
No matter, Weorge continues still to write||, 

Though now the name is veil’d from public sight. 

Moved by the great ejcample, I pursue 

The self-same road, but make my own review: 

Not seek great Jedroy’s, yet, like him, wiH be 
Setfeonstituted judge of poesy. 


A man muet serve his time fo etdry trade 
Save oengure—critics all arc ready made. 
Tak<’ hapkney’d jokes from Miller, got by rote, 
I With just enougli of learning to misquote; 

A mind well t^killM lo find or forge a fault; 

A turn for punning, call it Attic salt; 

To Jeffrey go, be silent and discreet, 

Hia pay is juat ten sterling pounds per sheet: 


* Cid fbmet ffwirnfeti pnimiuM to his pen m tlw I»sl cliapter of 
Don citiiKtxti-. Hh ! thiti m\r vulomiuuus gentry wouidlbllow the exam¬ 
ple of Tkl ilnin<'( Kcncni^eil. 

t No eofteni, vition. no dhitmpnr'd dream.—Thw mutt h«ve boeo 
viHum in pni^ihrcy.—nore by hofd Byron. 
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Fear not to lie, ’t will seem a sharper hit; 

Shrink not from blasphemy, will pass for wit; 

Care not fjr feeling—pass your pr(»per jest, 

And stand a critic, hated yet caress’d. 

And shall we own such judgment 1 ncH>«s soon 
Seek rose.s in December—ice in June; 

Ho}>e constancy in wind, or corn in dxaff*; 

Believe a woman or an epitaph, 

Or any other thing that’s false before 
You trust in critics, who themselves are sore; 

Or yield one single thought to lie misled 
By Jeffrey’s heart or Larnbe’s Bceotian head*. 

To these young tyraDtsf, by themselves misplaced, 
Combined usurpers on tlie ilironc of taste; ’ 

To these, when autliors bend in humble awo, 

And hail their voice as irutli, their word os law; 

Wliile Uicse are censors, ’t would be sin to spare 
While such are critics, why should I forbear? 

But yet, so near all modem worthies nm, 

’T i.s doubtful whom to seek, or whom to shun; 

Nor know we when to spare, or where to strike, 

Our bards and censors are so much alike. 

tThen should you ask mo, why 1 venture o’er 
The path which Pope and G iflord trod before; 

If not yet sicken’d you can still proceed: 

(io on; my rhyme will tell you as you read. 

But hold§! exclaims a friend,—here’s some neglect: 
Tins—that—and t’ other line seem incorrect. 

Wliat tlieu ? the self-same blunder Pope has got, 

And careless Dryden—ay—but Pye has not,— 

Indeed!—’t is granted, faith!—but what care 1 ? 

Better to err with Pope, than sliiuewitli Pye. 

Time was, ere yet in ihcsi' degenerate days 

I Ignoble themes obtain’d mistaken praise, 

When sense and wit with poesy allied, 

No fabled graces, flourish Vi sid<* l)y side, 

From the saini! fount their inspiration drew, 

And, n arVl by taste, Wooni’il fairer as they grew. 

Then, ill ihi.s happy isle, a Pop.e’s pure .strain 
Songlit the rapt soul lo cliann, ii(»r .sought in vain; 

A poliaij’il nation’s praise aspired to claim, 

And raised tlie jx'oplc’s, as the poet’s fime. 

Like him great Dryden pour’d llio tide (»f song, 

In stream less smoolii, indeed, yet doulily strong. 

Then (Congreve’s scenes could cheer, or Otway’s melt— 
For nature iheu an English audieiiee felt. 

But why these names, or greater still, retrace, 

When all lo feebler hards resign their place? 

Yet lo sucli times our lingering lo<;ks arc cast, 

When ln.stc and reason with those times are past. 

Now l<M»k around, and turn each trifling page, 

Survey the jirecinus works that please the ago; 

This truth at least let satire’s self allow, 

No ilearih of bards can be comjdain’d of now: 

The load(Kl press beneath her labour groans, 

And printers* devils shake their weary bones; 

While Southey’s epics cram the creaking shelves, 

And Little’s lyrics slAne in hot-press’d twelves. 

II Thus saith tlie prcacherlT: “ Nought beneath the sun 
Is new,” yet still from change to change we run: 

• By Jrfrgy'ii heart or l,rjnl)e'$ Btrniian Wft» mS )uiw 

NcUh«T ll'io heart nor the lieatl of thci*e urtitlruwHi «rc *l alt what they ar« 
lient rejBVfttfnted. At the tinr*e thie wiu wriiirtn f JSUS) I w«* peraonaily 
uuarquamied with rither. IH16.—Af.S'. nntt by IjOiiI Buron. 

Mr^m. .Irlfiry niid l.Htnhe arc Uie aljilm niu! the the flrei and 

laat of lh« Edinfiiirdt Rrvmw ; ti>» othi-rii an’ nirtiiioiK'd bereafler. 
t *' StuKa eet Clrineiitia, chid tot iduqio' 

■ — occurras jicrllursf pnroerc chiirtr.*’ 

Ju»€tuit, Satire I. 

t tMITATIOV. 

“ Cor tamrn hoc lihrni futUiw rWiiiTpre campn 
Per quern inaftiua equew Auiuiica flrxit Hluiniiua 
Si vaeai, «t idacuti rutfoiieni luhniuitia, rd^ra.” 

Juvenal, Satire I. 

% But hold f e*rMmt a friend, fca.—The following aix finet were to- 
•erted iu the llfUi edition. 

il Thut e«i(A the preaehtr, Iter—The futlowing fourteen Iluee wen la- 
aerteil in the eecond editmi. 

It £ccleeiB*te«,cbap. i. 



What varied wonders tempt m0» pass! 

The cow-pox, tractors, galvanism, and gas, 

In turns appear, to'make the vulgar stare, 

Till the swoln bubble bursts-^ai^ all is air! 

Nor less new schools of poetry arise, 

Where dull pretenders grapple f<>r the prize: 

O’er taste awhile those pseudo-bards prevail 
Each counuy book-club bows the knee to Baai^ 

And, hurling lawful genius from the throne, 

Erects a shrine and idol of its own; 

Some leaden calf^-^ut whom it matters not« 

From soaring Southey down to grovelling Stott*. 

Behold ! in various throngs the scribbling crew, 

For notice eager, pass in hmg review: 

Each spurs hts jaded Pegasus apace, 

And rhyme and blank maintain an equal race; 

Sonnets on sonnets crowd, and odo on ode; 

And tales of terror Jostle on tlie rtmd 
Iuimcasnral»lc measures move along 
For simpering folly loves a varied song, 

To strange mysterious dulness still the friend, 

Admires the strain she cannot comprehend. 

I'hus T.ays of Minstrelsf—muy they he the last 
ii)n half-strung harps whine mournful to the blast. 
Wlnle mountain spirits prate, to river sprites, 

Tljat dames may listen to the sound at nights; 

And goblin brats, of Gilpin Horner’s brood, 

Decoy young liorder-noblcs tlirough the wood, 

Arwl skip at every step, Lord know.s ii()w high. 

And frighten foolish babes, tlie T.ord knows why ; 
Wliilo high-born ladies in their niagie cell, 

Forbidding knights to read who cannot spell, 

Despatch a courier to a wizard’s grave, 

And tight witli honest men to shield a knave. 

Next view in stale, proud prancing on his roan, 

I’he golden-crested haughty Murinion, 
nT>w fJ)rging scrolls, now forertjost in tlie fight, 

Not quite a felon, yet but half a knight, 

The gibliel or the field prepared to gnu'o 
A mighty mixture of the. great and hase, 

And think'st thou, Scott! by vain conceit perchance, 

On public taste to fust thy stale romance, 

'I’hougli Murray witli his Miller may combine 
To yield thy muse just lialf^a-c’rowri per line ? 

No! when llie sonsc>f song descend to trade, 

'I'heir liays are sear, their ibrmer laurels fade. 

• Sinit, liptler kiuiwn in the “ McmiinK P»«l” I>v thf nsnif of Hnfle. 
This p«>rBuiiiM(p k Ht the mo4t iiiufuumi exrinrer of tin! Iuithn«. I 

Ti'niomlier, when tlie rriKiiing fnniily left IWlugal, a Bjieaal ixle of Maiiler 
StoU'H, lirginning Umit: 

(Stott Inqiiiluv Hil»eniia.) 

“ Princely oirapriiig of Ui-agnnru, 

Knii greets thee wH)» u «iany.a,” tiC. &c. 

Al«o a unmet to Ilafu, wolJ worthy of the sui^Ject, and a moat tlmmlering 
udr, commencing as foiluws : 


Let such forego the poet’s sacred name, 

Who rack their brains for lucre, not for fame: 

Still for stern mammon may they toil in vain! 

And sadly gaze on gold they cannot gain ! 

Such bo their meed, such still the just reward 
Of prostituted muse and hireling bard 1 
For this wc spurn Ajxdlo’s venal son, 

And bid a long good night to Mvmicak*.” 

Those are the themes that claim our plaudits now; 
These are the bards to whom the muse mtlsl bow; 
While Milton, Dryden, Pope alike forgot, 

I Resign their hallow’d bays to Walter Scott. 

The time has been, when yet the muse was young, 
When Homer swept the lyre, and Maro sung, 

An epic scarce ten centuries could claim, 

VS'^hilc awe>struck nations hail’d tlie magic name: 

The work of each immortal bard appears 
'rhe singhi w onder of a thousand ycarsf, 

Empires have moulder’d from tlie face of earth, 
Tongues have expired with those who gave them bhrthi 
Without the glory such a strain can give, 

As even in nun bids the language live. 

Not so with us, tliough minor liards content, 

On one great work a life of labour spent 
With eagle pinions soaring to the skies, 

Hchold tlie balKul-mongcr Southey rise ! 

To him hit Canioeus, Milton, Tasso yield, 

WhoK(‘ annual strains, like amues, take the field. 

First in (he ranks s<^e Joan of Arc advance, 

Tlic scourge of r.ngland and the boast of France I 
Though burnt by wicki^d Hedford for a witch, 

Heliold her siatue placed in glory’s niche; 

Her fetters hurst, and just released from prisem, 

A virgin phamix from her ashes risen. 

Next see IreintwIouH Thaluha come onj, 

Arabia’s monstrous, wild and wond’roue son; 
DomdauiclV dread destroyer, who o’erihrew 
More mad magicians than the world e’er knew. 
Iriiinoilal hero ! all thy f<>es oVrrome, 
b'or ever n*ign—the rival of Tom Thumb! 

Since startled mein* fled before thy face, 

Well wert thou d(M)iTi’d tlie lust of all thy race! 

Well might triurn]»hant genii hear thee hence, 

Tllnstrious comjucror of eorninon sense! 

Nfjw, last and greatest Madoc sprcarls his sails, 
Cacique in Mexico and prince in Wah?s; 

'J’elis us strange talcs, as other travellers do, 

More old than Mandeville’s tmd not so true. 

Oh! Southey! Stmlhey§ ! cease thy varied song! 

A hard may chant too often and tofi long; 

As tliou art strong in verso, in mercy, spare ! 

A fourth, alas ! were more than wr^ coukl bear. 

Hut if, ill spite of all lh(5 world can say, 

Thou still wilt verseward plod thy weary way ; 


“ f>h I for 11 1 j\jr! loud a* tlif Fiu*Ka 
That laalien I.apl&rMi’a somiduiK ahore.” 

I.ord lm?K mrrcjr on iwl the “ Lay of die Laet Miiwtirl” w«* nnUtingto 
itiia. 

t Sue ihr “ Lay of the T.atl Minetrel.” panfim. New wa# "uiy plnu 
■<i iucoit^ruoiia and abaunj ne the ei'otmilwonb of tliia pYxliirtidfi. T)ii> 
enii’rnu't; ut Thunder hiuI l.tahtniu^ l>ruhi{nii«iii(! <«■ ilayva’ lrup‘dy imror- 
ti.nutfly talcofi away the meiit of' ociKiimlity (Vnmtlii* dmlDKiui Ixitwccn 
Mewiicure ihe Spjnla of FJwxl uod F«;ll in llie flial cauto. 'J'hcn we have 
Uw* Hinntldv WiUiatn nl Dcluruine, a iitark iiutss * ’• * 

liapfiy C'lin^Kiund of ntJurluT, and hietiwHymnn. Thf pro* 

nni-tv of hie miifiiVa) indv'ti uijuiu'tioti not to rr'id can oiiK l>e er|unlli-d hy 
Ills lunilid »ckiiow,l«di(ment<if hie <»f Uh- tmtiiniels ol ' 

ttlUjuii^h, to UK-iiitt own elef^atil plirn'e, 'twas his uvclc-vei-e 
bre." i.e. iheipillo' 

The hiiun^pliy uf (Ulpin llouier, arid tiie mArvcIlnux jwdcetrlan |niet’ 
wlw tiuvelled twice tu lo«t hh hi: • ‘ -e - — 

leaKucd Inots, aris Uwi c'lefd'inuoret m (he iniprovi-rrMnitoftHSlc. Ftn 
eiOeiil we hove the mvwihle, Ion by no mean* MiiRiina Uix on the *. , 

baniowed on the jjage, and the entrana* nf a kniiflil and chareer into Uw 
rustle, under the rr>ry natural dixeniae of a wain of hay. Martnion, the 


If Still in Bery^ bajlada rmist uncivil, 

Thou wilt devote old women to the devilH, 

“ j^ld uiaht to Marinioij’'--the tmthetic and alsojirot jtfti cexcluna- 
o/^Hr? Ulount, f-^quh u, on the death of honexl h'Iarfl||^ 

OdyRBfT n So rluaely roniierted with the story u( dPlUad, ther 


AflSP Odyssf-y n So rluaely roniierted with the story u( ^^Hian, IheT 
' aU^t )■(* classed os one erand hUtoriral laiem. In allraHa to Mil* 
lid Taiwo, we cnasider (hr Parndise Lost,” and *' (Ti^pPslenirno 

I qiiereir' ol (he ItHliaii, ruir the “■ Purudixe keeamad" of tlie t^riahsli IwH, 
■ olitHiued n profsirtiimate crlel'rity to lh«r former poems, ttwery ; Which 
jot Mr. Hmjlhrv’e win muviYVf 

j ThalahSiMr. .^iHh>7’H second iioum, is wi-iueii in 0|/oi) deluinre of 
ireredrnt atnl pie try, Mr. S. a'islicd to proilui’c something novel, and 

iugn, hui I'halaba 
ill he read 

<ui liomer and Virail ar« (orj^ten, Uui—nol iUfjAai,!' 

^ W o (wic Mr. Houtney’s tMirooti; “ Madoc duijuiuk the deRending tU)« 
jf epic.” Bee bis preface. W'liV is epic degradedf and by wli^f 
Certainly the late romaunts of Matters Couie. j/aiireal Py$, ORilvy, 


have (.e«ii. hod he been ahle to read and write. The poem was nuton* as Air. Houthey'a poem ” disdams llie appsllslhat,** allow us to aA~ 
factured fur Messrs. Constable. Murray, and Miller, wunhipful twok* has he lulwiilutrd any thing IwLler in its stead or must he tw talent to 
seiters, ia conskleraiion ot tbe reoeifit of a sum of nuatey, and truly, con- rival Sir Hichard Blackmoi-e lu tlie quantity at. well as the quality of Ms 
sideling tbe UiSpirathm, U is a very creditable pfwlueiion. If Mr. Scott verse ? 

will wroa for hire, let lum do his b^ for his paymastars, but not dtegrace || Sea "The Old Woman of Berkley,” a ballad, by Mr. SmuhcTt 
his lenins, which U ooUotditodly great, hy a repetllkm of black Utter Mlad wherein an agud fentUwoiiuu) U rarrUd away by BcciMb*tb| on a **bifn- 
iiQitaikiDs. IrotUag hwrse.’* 



EMCKJiffl BABDS A3SD letU-Uia. u.* < 


Ths uidxm tiiy dread kteat may rue: 

“ God help thee,” ^Kilhey, and thy readert too'*. 

'(Next comes the duU disciple of thy schod, 

That mild apostate from poetic rule, 

The simple Wordiiworth, framer of a lay 
As soft as evening in his favourite May, 

Who warns his friend " to shake off toil and trouble, 
And quit his books for fear of growing double| 

Who, both by precept and examjde, shows 
That prose is'Verse, and verse is merely prose ■, 
Convincing all, by demonstration {dain. 

Poetic souls delict in prose insane; 

And Christmas stories tortured into rhyme 
Contain die essence of the true suhlime. 

Thus, when he tells the tale of Betty Foy, 

The idiot mother of" an idiot boy 
A moon-stmek, silly lad, who lost his way. 

And, like bis bard, confounded night with dayf 
So close on each pathetic part he dwells 
And each adventure so sublimely tells. 

That all who view the “ idiot in his glory” 

Conceive the bard the hero of the story. 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass rmnoticed here. 

To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear '! 

Though themes of innocence amuse him best. 

Yet still obscurity’s a welcome guest. 

If Inspiration should her aid refuse 
To him who takes a pixy for a muse||, 

Yet none in lofty nuinbers can surpass 
The bard who soars to elegize an ass. 

So well the subject suits his noble mind, 

He brays, the laureat of the long-ear’d kindf. 

Oh! wonder-working Lewis! monk, or bard, 

Who fain wnuldst make Parnassus a chureh-yard! 

I.o! wreaths of yew, not laurel, bind thy brow. 

Thy muse a sprite, Apollo's sexton thou! 

Whether on ancient tombs thou lakest thy stand 
By gihh’ring speetres haifd, thy kindred band; 

Or traeesl ehaste deseription on thy page. 

To please the Itimaies of our modest ago; 

All hail, M. P.*'*! from whoso infernal brain 
Thin sheeted phantoms glide, a grisly train; 

At whose command “ grim women” throng in crowds, 
And kings of lire, of water, and of clouds, 

With “ small grey men,” “ wild yagers,” and what-not, 
To crown with honour thee and Walter Scott; 

Again all hail! if tales like thine may please, 

St. Luke alone can vanquish the disea.se; 

Kven Satan’s self with thee miglit dread to dwell. 

And in thy skull discern a deeper hell. 


* T)u) Inst Unf*. " Ood help thee," la An FTident plBflArlnn from the 
Antl-jAfoUn to Mr. BotUhey, on hie dKctyllcs : 

“ fiod help thee, rillf one 

Pntiiy of ihg Anti-JaeoHn, p. Jah. 

t AgAiiiat till* ttAMAgo on Woi\lsworth and Lord Byron baa 

rritten " onliwt." 

{ l»yritalj|nlladi, p. 4.—" The TaMn Tnrned." Siaitaa I 
"Up. tip, my friend, and clear yottr iooka ; 

All Uiia toil And trmible ? 

Up, up, my friend, nnd quU your Imoka, 

Or atirely you *11 ([row doulilr." 

I Mr. w rin Ida iirefAce UVioiira hard tn prove ilmt proae Attd verae are 
much the autrve ; and certainly lua prv<ni>U and practicd: are airiclly con- 
formAble. 

“ And thua to Beltv'a qiiealiuna he 

Made anawer, Uti>; a trevelWr hold, 

The cotik did emw. iit-vrhoo. lo-whoo. 

And the aim did ahine accold," fte. 

l^riral Batlodt, p. 199. 

y CulerHlie'a Pnema, p. ofthePkitiM, 1. e. Devoitahlre fairiea ; 

p. 49, we have " LioM to a Ymuig Lady andp. “ LUiealo ayouuf 

Aaa." 

V Nt hrayi, tk* ttkvrmt nf long-tttr'd kind.—Altered by Lnrd 
-Byron In hie Uet lovteioa of the aniire. la all foriawr atbUoiu the line 
Miwd. 



«— *« A ftllow-feoliux inakre ua wood'roue Und." 

•• •« ptgy Ignoygg liiilg. tg mi P.’*—BoeapoemtoMr. 

Ltirie, in The aiateeauui, auppiMed to be written by Aft-. Jdtytt. 


Who in soft fuise, surrounded by n choir 
Of virgins melriug, not to Vesta’s ire, 

With Bparkiing eyes and cheek by passion fliub’d, 
Strikes his wiM lyre, whilst listenbag dames are hush’d f 
T is Little! young Catullus of his day, 

As sweet, but as immoral, in his lay 1 
Grieved to condemn, the muse must still be just, 

Nor spare melodious advocates of lust. 

Pure is the flame which o’er her altar bums; 

From grosser incense with disgust she toniB: 

Yet kind to youth, this expiation o’er, 

She bids thee ** mend thy line*, and sin no more.” 

For thee, translator of the tinsel song, 

To whom such glittering ornaments belong, 

Hibernian Strangford \ with thine eyes d'ldue,f 
And boasted locks of red or auburn hue, 

Whose plaintive strain each love-sick miss admires. 
And o’er harmonious fustianl half expires, 

Learn, if Ihou canst, to yield thine author’s sense, 

Nor vend thy sonnets on a fitlse pretence. 

Think’st thou to gain thy verse a higher place, 

By dressing Camoens§ in a suit of lace! 

Mend, Strangford 1 meiKl thy morals and thy taste 
Be warm, but pure ; be am<»rous, but chaste: 

Cease to deceive; thy pilfer’d harp restore, 

Nor teadi the Lusian bard to copy Moore. 


Behold !-«”yc tarts! one moment spare the text— 
Ilayley’s last work, and worst—-until his next; 
Whetlier he spin poor couplets into plays, 

Or damn the dead with purgatorial praise||, 

His style in youth or age is still the Mine, 

For ever feeble and for ever tame. 

Triumphant first see “ Temitcr’s Triumphs” shine 
At least I’m sure they trinniph’d over mine. 

Of** Music’s Triumphs,” all who reati may swear 
'riiat luckless music never triumph’d thorc^. 

Moravians, rise! bestow some meet reward 
On dull devotion—lo! the Sabbath bard, 

Sepulchral Grahanio, pours his notes sublime 
In mangled prose, nor e’en aspires to rhyme; 

Breaks into blank the Gr>H}M‘1 of St. Luke** 

And boldly pilfers from the Pentateuch ; 

And, undisturb’d by conscientious qualms, 

Perverts the Prophets, and purloins the l^salmsff* 

Hail, Sympathy I thy soft idea brings 
A thousand visions of a thousand things, 

Aridi!ihows,st til whimpering throng tbreoscore yearsj J, 
The maudlin prince of mournful sonneteers. 

And art thou not their prince, harmonious Bowles! 
Thou first, great oracle of tender souls? 

* III tbe original mAnnwrifit, ** Mend thy life.** 

t The render, who tahv wiali fur an explAQAtion of thie, nuijrpfer to 
" Strai^ord’H CRmoeiiA,*’ iiuee 197, note to (uitie 96, or to the Inal {Axe 
of the Jsdmbiirxh Review of Strau|(foi*d'a Canioeiia. 

1 PuMtian ; in (he flrat cflitio . 

I It Is aluo to be remarked, that tlie thinxs to tbe public an poems 
of Camoena are no more to be found in the original Poi'tngueee, timn in 
the Songs nf Solomon. 

n ** nehoitl I—ye totUt one moment spare his text— 

Uayiejr'siast work, ami worst—until liis next; 

WtMltier hr spins noor roupteta Into (days, 

Ur damns Um dead with piiigalorial |>rais<i.'* 

So emended hy I^ird Hyronin the mth edition of this satire. The lines 
rare or^dnally printed: 

" 111 many m*rble<over’d voUunes view 
Hayh-y, in vain attempting sometliiag new ; 

WlwthiT he spine his cuinMies lo rtiyinr, 

Or errawl, ns W'ood and Barclay walk, ’gainst tinw." 

H Hayley’s two mMt nuiortous verse uraliirtions are " Triumphs of 
Temper,” and ” Triumphs of Music.” Hr has also written much eonu^ 
dy ill rhyme, episllea, Ac., Ac. As be is raUter atielagaul writer of ncUes 
ind Iriogmphy, let us recommend Po|ir's advice to WychorWy to Mr. H.'s 
ionsideration, vix. ”to cmivert his poetrv into {miim,” wiiich may be 
easily done by taking away the Anal Byllahle of each couplet. 

’* Breake into blank tbe 6uapel of St. Lulm.’’ 

In the first edition, 

“ Breaks into maaiiwh linee each holy botk.*' 

tt Mr. Grahasne hat poured fortii two volumeaof cant, under the name 
of ” Sabbath Walks,*' and " Whiica) Picturu." 

U Stilt tgkimvgring tJkrougA thrt, r« o/yeem.—Tbm a h seed in llie 

fifth ediUoQ. The origtnad reading a 

** Diiioivad in thine own mehlng leers.** 



AMD- SCOTOH 


‘^Whedier thou siag'it with equ«l ease, and grief, 
The iall uf empires, or a yoUow leaf; 

Whether Uiy muse most huiumtably tells 
What merry sounds proceed from Ox^mi bellsf, 

Or, still in bcUs delighting, finds a friend 
In every chime that jingled from Ostend; 

Ah! how much juster were thy muse’s hap, 

If to thy bells thou wouldst but add a cap! 

Delightful Bowles! still Messing and still Mest, 

All love thy strain, but children like it best. 

’T is thine, with gentle Little’s moral song. 

To soothe the mania of the amorous throng! 

With thee our nursery damsels shod their tears, 

Ere miss as yet com|d«t68 her infant yearn: 

But ki her teens thy whining powers are vain; 

She quits poor Bowles for Little’s purer strain. 

Now to soft themes thou scornest to confine 
The lofiy numbers of a liarp like thine; 

** Awake a louder and a loftier strainj;,” 

Such as none heard before, or will again! 

Where all discoveries juniMed from tlio Hood, 

Since first the leaky ark reposed in mud, 

By more or less, are sung in every book, 

From Captain Noali down to Captain Cook. 

J>for this alone; but, pausing on the road, 

The bard sighs forth a gentle episode^ ; 

And gravely tells^attend, each beauteous miss 
When first Madeira trembled to a kiss. 

Bowles! in thy memory let this precept dwell, 

Stick to thy sonnets, man!«->at least they Beil|(. 

But if some new-born whim, or larger bribe, 

Prompt thy crude brain, and claim thee for a scribe; 

If chance some bard, though once by dunces fear'd, 
Now, prone in dust, can only be revered; 
tf Pope, whose fame and gonius from the first 
Have fiul’d the best of critics, needs the worst, 

Do thou essay; each fault, eadi failing scan ; 

The first of fioets was, alas! but man, 

Ffakc from each ancient dunghill ev’ry pearl, 

(Consult Lord Fanny, and confide in CurlllT ; 
l.<'t all the scandals of a former age 
Pi'rch on thy }>en, and flutter o'er thy page ; 

Atrecl a candour which thou canst not fool, 

Clothe envy in the garb of honest zeal; 

* Whethrr thou ting'at, SfCs —This co<it>I«t, iu aU the edUioiis before 
the fifth, was pinled. 

'‘Whether in eishiits win<1s tliuu leeli’et relief, 

Or cniisolMtu^i in a .veilow leaf.” 

t See Bnwlea’n SuniietH, &c.—“ Sonnet U> Oxford,** aud " Stonxas on 
hrariui; the Belle of natenil." 

t " Awulcc a louder,” Ac., &-c.,ii<i the finit line in Dowlee’e " Spirit of 
Oiecoverr;” a very euiHted and preuj dwarf epic. Among other exquU 
•ite line* we have the following 

“ A biu 

Stole on Ute liat'ning silenrr, never yet 

Here beard ; they treml>li><l even at jf Die power,” fte., &c. 

That U, the woode of Madeim treinhle^l to a kiee, very much aslonwhed, 
an well they might be, at auch a phennmenon*. 

I The eploode above alluded to it the atory tC” Roltert a Maehin*’ and 
” Anne d'Arfut,” a pair of cniittaiii lovers, who performed the kiu above 
mcotitined, that etartied the w<Md« of Madeira. 

” Stick to thy eonneit, man l-Hit least they sell. 

Or take the only oath that o|ieu lies 

For modern wortnios who would hope to rise : 

Fix on some well-known naniu, and, hit by bit. 
fhire off the merits of his worth an<l wit; 

On each alike employ the critic's knife, 

And wlien a comment fails, preiv a lilc ; 

Hint certain faillngo, faults tieriMv: unknown, 

Review forgotten 1 m, and a<(d your own ; 
l<ei no disease, let no misfortune ’scape. 

And print, if luckily defmm’d, lus shape : 

Thus shall the world, quite undeceived at last, 

Cleave to their present wlu, and quit their i>ast; 

Bards once revered no more with favour view, 

But pve the modem sonneteers their due : 

Thus with the dead may living merit coim. 

Thus Bowles may triumph o’er the siiooe of Fope.” 
fn the first edition, the observations on Bowles ended with tlieee lines, 
whioh were written by a friend of Lord Bymnf, and <»mitted when the 
eaUm was publiriied with the auUior’s name. The following flfly<41ve 
verses, containing the cooclusion of the passage on Bowles, am the ao> 
tICM of Ctdtle and Maurice, were Uira priaie^ for the first time. 

9 Curll is one c/the heroes of the Dunetad, and woe a hooksella’. Xxrd 
Fanny is the imetical name of Lord Kerrey, aut^ir of ” Lines to the 
Imitator of HMaee.” 


Misquoted and ausuoderatood by me ; but not intentionally, ft wae 
RDt ^ " vroods.” ^it Um peoffie w them who trembled—why, Heeven 
mH feaowe—nniem they srere overheard makisf the prodifioue smack.— 
MS. jwte iw JLord J^ron. 1818. 
t HobhoMt. 


Write, at) ifSt. John’s soul could vtid inspire, 

And do from hate what ^Mallet did ibr hire. 

Oh! hadst thou lived in that congenial time. 

To rave with Dennis, and with Ralph to rhymef; 
Throng’d with the rest around his living head. 

Not raised thy hoof against the lion de^ \ 

A meet rewaid hod crown’d thy glorious gains, 

|And link’d thee to the Dunciad fi>r thy pains}. 

IIAnother epic! Who inflicts again 
More books of blank U{X)n Uiv sons of men ? 

Boeotian Cottle, rich Bristowa's boast, 

Imports old stories from the Cambrian coast, 

And sends his goods to market—all alive! 

Linos forty thousand, canto.s twenty-five I 

Fresh fish from Helicon IU who ’ll buy ! who ’ll buy f 

The precious bargain’s cheap—in faith, not 1. 

**Your turtle-foyer’s verse must needs be flat, 
Though Bristol bloat him with the verdant fat; 

If Commerce fills the purse, she clogs the brain, 

And Amos Cottle strikes the lyre in vain. 

In him an autlior’s luckless lot behMil. 

Condemn’d to make the books which once he sMd. 

Oh, Amos Cottle!—Phoebus! what a name 
To fill the speaking trump future fame !— 

Oh, Amos Cottle! for a moment think 
What meagre profits spring from pen and ink! 

When thus devoted lo |»oelic dreams, 

Who will peruse Uiy pro.slituteU n;ams 7 
Oh jMMi porvertetl! pajM'r misapplied ! 

Had ■jjCottle still adorn’d tlie counter’s side, 

Beni o’er the desk, or, born to useful toils, 

Been taught lo make the paper which ho soils, 
PlougliM, delved, or plied the oar with lusty lind}, 

He had not sung of Wales, nor I ofhifnI|. 

As Sisy))hus against the infernal stoop 
Rolls the huge rock wliosc motions ne’er may sleep, 

So up the hill, ambrosial Richmond, heaves 
Dull Maurice§§ all his gremite weight of leaves: 
Smootli, stjVid memuments of iiiontai pain \ 

The. |iotriiactions of a plodding brain, 

That, ere they reach the top, fall lumbering back agaiii. 

With broken lyre, and cheek serenely pale, 

Lo! sod Alco'us wonders down the vale; 

Tiiougli &ir they rose, and might have bloom’d at last, 
His hopes have perish’d by tlie nortlieru blast: 

Nipp’d in the bud by Caledonian gates, 

His blossoms wither as tlie blast prevails! 

* I<ont Boliuii^rokf hirrid Mallet to tradure Pnpe after his dacease, bo. 
raiiH(> ihc poet hskd rctamod some coiilfw of a work by l.ord Bnliocbrolm 
ftlie Ritridt Kiiie.) wlucli Uiat t]>lcuai(l, but nuLliguant geitiua, bad order 
ml lo l>«; deslrciyed. 

t Deuiiis Ute crilic, nod Rulpit the rhymester. 

” f4iienc«, ye wolves I while Rnlpii to Cyntfiia hnwb, 

Making night hideous : answer him, ye owls I” 

Duneiad. 

Z And link’d thae to tha thmrind for tbv pain#.—Too savage all tiiis 

I tiovif\fn.~-MS-note hu Lord/fyron. lftI6. 

§ Hee Bowlos’s late edition of Pnfio'B works, for which he rcceivod three 
.. iiidrM pounds : thus Mr. H. has rx|yriri>red bow much easier it fat to 
prr>fit by ihe reputation of another than to elevate his own. 

II AnotAer apir /—Opfinsile this (iojuage on Jote{4) and Amos Cottle, 
I.unl Ilyrorj has written, ” AU right.” 

II Preah ,fi*k from Helicon I-—" Heltoon” is a mmintain, and not a 
fish-iHMkd. 'll should bavelieeu " Hippocrane.''’^MS. nofe by Lord 
Hyron. 1816. 

** Your turtle feedtr’s verse, couplet woj altn'ed in tlie 

fifth edition. U originally stood : 

” Too much in turtle Bristol's sons delight, 

Too much o’er bowls of sock prolong the uigld.” 

Mr. Cottle, Amos, Josefd), I do n't know which, hut one or both, 
once sellers of iKv/ka they did not write, and now wHters oflMioks that do 
tun sell, have published a pair o< epics. Alfred,” f^KKir Allred! py« bae 
been at him lonJ) ” Alftwl,” and U« “Fall ofCJambrla.” 

H He had not atmg of WtUae, nor I of him^t saw some letters of 
this fidiow (Joseph Cottle) to on unfurtuoale iwetess, wiioes productioae, 
wWch the po«r woman by no meniu thought vakiiy erf. ho attodied so 
roughly and Mtterly, that I couM hardly resist assoibng him, eve» ww it 
unjust, which it is not—rfor verily he is an aM.-^JaS. note by Lord 
Byron, 1818. 

M Mr. Maurice hath manufacuired the coinnoneait parts of a pouderoua 
quarto, upon the beauties of ” Bichmoud Hill,” and the like U aim 
takas la s eharmiiu view of Tumhom (ercen, Hoauncnaiitb, Branturd, 
Old oi^ New anil the ports adjoaml. 



O’er hie lost works let ekume Sheffield weep! 

May no nide hand disturb their eaily sleep’*'! 

Yet say! why riiould ffie bard at once resign 
His claim to &.vaur from the sacred nine t 
For ever startled by the mingled howl 
Of northern wdves, that still in darkness prowl; 

A coward brood, which mangle as they prey, 
fBy hellish instinct, all that cross their way ; 

Aged or young, the living or the dead, 

No mercy find—those harpies must bo fed. 

Why do the injured unresisting yield 
The calm possession of their native field f 
Why tamely thus before their fangs retreat. 

Nor hunt the bloodhounds back to Arthur’s Seat^ ? 

Health to immortal Jeffrey I once, in name, 

England could boast a judge almost the same; 

In soul so like, so merciful, yet just. 

Some think that Satan has resign’d his trust. 

And given the spirit to the world again. 

To sentence letters, as ho sentenced men. 

With hand less mighty, but with heart as black. 
With voice as willing to decree the rack j 
Bred in the courts Itetimes, though all that law 
As yet hath taught him is to find a flaw; 

Since well instructed in tlie patriot school 
To rail at party, though a party tool. 

Who knows, if chance his patrons should restore 
Back to die sway diey forfeited before. 

His scribbling toils some recompense may meet. 
And raise this Daniel to the judgmcnt-seat§ ? 

Let Jeffries’ shade indulge the pious hope. 

And greeting thus, present him with a rope; 

*• Heir to my virtues! man of equal mind! 

Skill’d to condemn as to traduce mankind. 

This cord receive, for thee reserved with care 
To wield in judgment, and at length to wear.” 

Health to great Jeffrey! Heaven preserve his life. 
To flourish on the fertile shores of Fife, 

And guard it sacred in its future wars. 

Since authors sometimes seek the field of Mars 1 
Can none remember that eventful day{{. 

That ever glorious, almost fatal fray. 

When Litde's leadless pistol met his eye. 

And Bow-street myrmidons stood laughing bylf ? 
Oh, day disastrous! On her firm-set rock, 

Dunedin’s casde felt a secret shock; 

Dark roll’d the sympathetic waves <ff Forth, 

Low groan’d the startled whirlwinds of the north; 
Tweed ruffled half his waves to ferm a tear. 

The otlier half pursued its calm career’*"'*; 

Artlmr’s steep summit nodded to its base. 

The surly Tolbooth scarcely kept her place. 

The Tolbooth felt—^for marble sometimes can. 

On such occasions, feel as much as man— 


The Tolboolh felt defiwided oThis chamw, 

If Jeffrey died, except within her arms’**; 

Nay last, not least, on that portentous morn, 

The sixteenth story, where himself was bom, 

His patrimonial garret, fell to ground, 

And pale Edina shudder’d at the sound : 

Strew’d were the streets around witli milk-white reams, 
Flow’d all the Canongate with inky streams; 

This of his candour seem’d the sable dew. 

That of his valour sliow’d tiie bloodless hue; 

And all with justice deem’d the two combined 
The mingled emblems of his miglity mind. 

But Caledonia’s goddess hover’d o’er 

The field, and saved him from the wrath of Moore; 

From oithor pistol snatch’d the vengeful lead, • 

And straight restored it to her favourite’s head; 

That head, with greater than magnetic pow’r. 

Caught it, as Danae caught the golden ^ow’r. 

And, though the thickening dross will scarce refine. 
Augments its ore, and is itself a mine. 

“ My son,” she cried, “ ne’er thirst for gore again. 
Resign the pistol, and resume the pen; 

O’er politics and poesy preside, 

Boast of thy country, and Britannia’s guide 1 
For long as Albion’s heedless sons submit. 

Or Scottish taste decides on English wit. 

So lung shall last thine unmolested reign. 

Nor any dare to take thy name in vain. 

Behold, a chosen band shall aid thy plan. 

And own thee chiofiain of the critic clan. 

First in the oat-fed phalanxt shall be seen 
Tho travell’d thane, Athenian Aherdeenf. 

Herbert shall wield Thor’s hammcr§, and sometimes. 

In gratitude, tliou ’It praise his rugged rliymes. 

Smug Sydneyll too thy bitter page; shall seek. 

And classic Haliarn,!! much renown’d fi)r Greek; 

Scott may perchance his natne and influence lend. 

And paltry Pillans'**'*’ shall traduce his friend; 

While gay Thalia’s luckless votary, Lambeff, 

Damn’d like the devil, devil-like will damnj;{. 

Known bo tliy name, unbounded be thy away! 

Thy Holland’s banquets shall each toil repay; 
while grateful Britain yiekls the praise she owes 
To Holland’s hirelings and to learning’s foes. 

Yet mark one caution ere thy next Review 
Spread its light wings of saffron and of blue, 

• Thl* diffjilBV I'l nyirujathy tin tJiP |i«il of tint Tollnwth (lliejiTciicipnl 
priton In FiniiiiiirKh). whicli truly upr-mR to Imvp tirm moat nnrrtecl on 
thil occtwuHi, iti much to he rommi'iuli-d. It wbr to I'e cipiin-hencierl. thikt 
the many uniinpiiy rrlniiimlii rxrrntorl in lt>«> front Itave rrmlcrtHl 

the edifler morp crIIouh. in mid to tir cri' llir Htifln* Rev, >>pc*(URe her 
delicacy of Ibi-lina oti this dny w.ih truly iVniliilne, Ihouirh, like mtirt femW 
nlne impulRCK, jicihaim a lidlr 

I — Oul’frd ;iAa/onr.— Nu altered m the fifth etlitlon. The orijtuml 
readinffwas, “ mnhR illustrioiH*.'’ 

t IJi» Ifwdiihiii Hrr fipcn iinicli iihroad, I* b memhpr of the Athenian So* 
cipty, and rpviewpr of “ tirH’R T<i|if)prn|»hy of Troy.” 

Mr. Hprlwrt ia a frnnslator of fc.ptniMlic and otherpoetry. One of the 
[iraiciiml piPCPb ia a “ KiMiff on thp Rpovery of Thor'e Hammer the 
iranalnlion isa pleasant ciiant In thp yul^^r Uatpip, and codelh thua :•<* 
“Inatpnd ofm*mcv and riaita, I wot, 

Thr haramer’a (iruisM wrrp liPi* lot, 

Tliiiii Oditi’fl Hon iuH hammer 


.^>m' Montfomppyl thonch prairnd hr every Englieh Review, hae 
been hittcrly rev'deti by ttie kkUnhureh. Alter all, the hard of Hhefiieh) la 
A man of considerable ecnlua i hie “ Wantlercr of Switzerland,” ie worth 
. ^cHisond " Lyrical Uailade,” and at loaal fitly deeded epice.” 

^ See Lord Dyron’e letter to Mr. Murray, June 18, 1819, volume S, 

I Arthur'a Seat; the hill vrhlcb everhanga Kdinburgb. 

§ And ntfee thin DanM to the Judgmnnt-nnnt.'—Too rerociou»~-lhie ia 
mere iiitanity.-*wMi$. note by Lord Byron. 1816. 

H Can none remnrdier, ^e.->AlUhn it bad, becouto peraonaU-'AfiS'. 
note ^ Lord Byron. 1816. 

71 !n ISt)6. Mftuirt. JoffrCT ewl Moore met at Chalk-Farm. The duel 
Wfta iwevented hy the interierence of the maiiiatnicy; and, on examina¬ 
tion, the bidU of the pieiolt were found tu have evaporated. Thia incident 

gave occasion to mu<*wawry hi the daily pnnu. 

lam inuinwKl thtrt Mr. Moore publitheii at ll»e lime a ditavoirttl of the 
otatemenu in the newapapert, at far as reyardwl himaeif; and In Juttica 
to him I mention thit circumttance. Ah 1 never heard of U before, t can¬ 
not tiote the pmkuhuii, and wot only made ocqnamted with Uie fact very 
iat>ly s» kl ^ emli*r 4,1811. 

•* TjfceTweed here behavet! with prwer decorum; it wmikl have been 
Ugbl/sepnihemihle in tt« fii^llth half of tiu; river to have tbowu the 
emaoein sy(T^ltom tri aj^onentuMi. 


II The Rpv. Sydney Smith, Uie reputed author of Peter Plymiey’e Let¬ 
ters, and aimdry criticiama. 

71 Mr. Hallam revicvrwl tttyne Kiiight’t “ Taste,” and wat exceedingly 
severe on aume (treek vri-tes therein : it wat not discovered thalUie liuut 
were Piiidar't till the press remlerod it im{KissiIile to csncal tho critique, 
which Ktiil stands an everlastiBg monumeiU of llallam’s Ingenuity*. 

The BHiil Hallam ia incensed because he is falsrty accusal, seeing that 
ha never dineth at Holland Houte. If litis be trut, I am sory—not for 
having said so, hut oir hit account, as I uiiderttaod hit iordahiii’a feasts 
an: preferuble to bis cora|iositioaa.—If he ilid not review Lord lloiland’s 
uerforuiancp, 1 am glad, because it intiel have iwen painfnl to read, and 
irkaoMip to iiraise it. If Mr. Hallam will tell me who did review it, Die 
real name snalt find a place in the text; provided, novertiieless. the eaid 
name l>e of two orthodox mutitAl tyllabiet, and will come into the verse : 
till than, Hallam miul stand for want of a better. 

** miaiit it a tutor at Kaion. 

tt The Hon. Q.Lamlie reviewed “ Beretford'sMiserlot,” and it mor*. 
ovor author of a farce enacted with mtieh applause at the Priory, Ston- 
rooro: and damned with great expedition at tba kte tiieatre, Covent 
Garden. U was entitled, “Whistle for 
IJ Damn'd like the devil, devU-like teiU domn.—The Uiw stood, in ou 
e^tiom btfore the fifth. 

At ha himself wat damn’d thall try to damn.’* 

' MiUlam'i The note esdnl here la the ftnt edition. 



BlroiLI^ BARUS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 


Bewar« hnt UuDdering Brougham'^ destroy the sale, 
Turn beef to bannocks, cauli^wera to kail.** 

Thus having said, the kilted goddess kist 
Her son, and vanish’d in a Scottish mistf. 

I Tlwsn prosper, Jcfircy \ pertest of the train 
Whom ScoUand pampers with her fiery grain! 
Whatever blessing waits a genius Scot, 

In double portion swells thy glorious lot; 
FortheeBdina culls her evening sweets, 

And showers their odours on thy candid sheets, 
Whose hue and fragrance to thy work adhere— 

This scents its pages, and tliat gilds its rcar§. 

Lo! blushing Itch, coy njrmph, enamour’d grown, 
P'orsak^s the rest, and cleaves to thee alone; 

And, too unjust to other Pictish men, 

Enjoys thy person, and inspires thy pen! 

IIIllustrious Holland! hard would be his lot, 

His hirelings mentioii’d, and himself forgot! 

Holland, with Henry Petty at his back, 

The whipper-in and huntsman of the pack. 

Blest be tlic banquets spread at Holland House, 
Wiiero Scotchmen feed, and critics may carouse! 
I.dng, long benealli that hospitable roof 
Shall Grub-street dine, while duns are kept aloof. 
Si^e honest Haliam lay aside his fork, 

Uo.sume his {len, review his Lordship’s work, 

HAnd, grat«fiil for the dainties on his plate, 

Declare liis lordship ran at least translate** ! 
IhiupJin! view thy children will) delight, 

They write for foc^—and fi’cd hecan‘:o they write ; 
An 1 h‘st, when heated with the unusual grajtc, 

Some glowine thoughts should to the press esca|>e, 
Atjd lingo with ntd the female reader's check, 

Aly lady shims th« cream of**ar.h critique; 

Hrealhes o'er the page her purity ofsotil, 

Kef.4rins each error, and refines the who'cfl. 


Now to the drama turn—oh ! motley sight! 

What precious scenes the w’ond(tring eyes invite! 
Puns, and a prince within a barrel pentJJ, 

And l->ihdin’s nonsense yield comjilete content. 
Though now, thank Heaven ! the Kose.iomania’s o’er, 
And full-grown actors ore endured once iniire; 


* Mr. lirouglmin, In No. X\V. o'" K'V-’-i-j'; Iiyv=, w. jhrniifhmit 

ll)“ Ki liclr r.oijrrmiiie Djii Pc'ln' «le < V' -ii!-.- Ii.t*. tu-'iT {iioiOi* 

tUa»i iMJiiry ; uuiny of the worUiv 1iitrap'»B<'« of JiUiutnirgh Itcln^ «•> iko'UNh) 
al ilip mliuuDua priiiciplca it »-vu»r««, an to LaTr villulrawu Uiar ■utmcrlp* 

It wjrnt tliRl Mr. ilnrti'jliaiin is unt n Pn i. loi I BiippuseJ, but u Boixlerer, 
and his iianit: is pronouix'ini Up«'U'. fiotii 'I’re-ul to I’av : —f*o Ih* it. 

' t 1 (itiaht t<> apuU«{t7.e tn lb.* woiiliy for ii»(r-Hlur4iig n itew {pxl* 

rl»!w with short i»fl!u'unls (o tlu-ir iiutir^ : hiii ulus ! wliat wiu tn b« done/ 
I cuiiW not »uy ('a!rd»)twii*H Rriiiux, it bsmi well kii»>wti ihne is »<» serb 
f;<'[iiiis M iw* f/uuclfiiun (’larkinniMiHn to <^uti'ncs.«; vet wiihoiu RU|H*rna- 
liiral HRoiicy, bow vras Jetfi-oy li» be saved ? 'Vine iialKutiil are 

Uv> itniKtrltMh a>ul the “ brownies,” and ” uriRhlmurs” (sjiiriU of a 
RxO’I ihapiMlttou) ri'fiiMT! to exirik.iilv bim. A cixldeMS, Iherefun’, has tieru 
called foi the uiir|M)se ; and great ouabt to Is' tht* ?.r:iliUide of .telTrey, ser¬ 
ins a is the only commuuiailiuii lie ever held, or in likely to bold, withmiy 

thbi,' hoaveidv. 

t T/fn prvtper, Jejfrti/! This WM iutroduced ill tlie 

fifth uditiiui 

^ Sec the colour of the liack 'liiidiiii; of the Cdinbiircli Review. 

y lHuttriou* IfuUnn ■ / fiord vomI# be Me lot, 

H/'- Mi e/inne mention'd, awl Mmufilf forgot ! 

^^RbmJ eiioui^,(u«d Oil raistakea ground* too.—.V/S. note l/trd Bt/ron. 

And, grateful for the dnintiee, 1u all editions before the fifth 
this couplet WM |•r)ill«t, 

“ And grateful to the foutider of the fcssl, 

Declare Ids IniKUordran translate at ieust.** 

*• Lord Holland has traiisloted some sweimena of dr Vega, !i»- 
serteil m his life of the author f IsAli are bepraiw'il by ilia dieintereeled 
gumu. 

11 Certain It is, her Mvship 1« susiircti'd of having displayed her match¬ 
less wit iiitlie fldinlairgli'IliiView. ilowrvcr llmt may l>e. wo know, from 
good authority, that llte maiiuscripU ore submitted to her (lerusat—no 
llsjbt, for rortectjoii. 

4:t In the mrlo-draina of Tekrii, that lierutc prince is clapt into, a barrel 
oil tlie eUig*; a new aeyUun for distrvsscd btroes. 


* THetr euhsert^fotae.—Here followed, in the first eflilioo, ** I'lie 
Domu of this peisonage is pnmouneed Ilrouin in the south, but (lis truly 
northern otid mueical fironaiiciatloii is i>*ro«cA-<im-, In two syUablee. 

The conclnoim d the note wm euhetituted fur the abu*e in the eocond 
edition. 
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Tet what avail their vain attempu u> pleaBe, 

While British critics suffer scenes like these; 

While Reynt^s vents his ** damraees !** ** poohi amt 
“ zounds* !*’ 

And comimiD-place and oommon sense con&unds f 
While Kenny’s “ Worid”—idi! whore is Kenny’s wit *— 
Tires the sad gallery, lulls the listless pitf; 

And Bosumont’s pilfer’d CaraUch afibrds 
A tragedy complete in all but words| ? 

Who but must mourn, while tlieeo are all Uw rage» 

The degradation of our vaunted stage! 

Heavens! is all sense of shame and talent gone ? 

Have we no living bard merit ?—ncme! 

Awake, George Cohnan ! Cumberland, awake' 

Ring th* alarum bell! let folly quake! 

Oh, Sheridan! if aught can move tliy pen, 

Let Comctly assume htT throne again *, 

Abjure the mummery of Gorman schools; 

Leave new Pizurrus to translating fools ; 

Give, us thy ia.st memorial to the age, 

One classic drama, and reform the stage. 

Gods! o’er those IxKirds shall Folly rear her head, 
Where Gurrick trod, and Sidd<»»s lives to tread§ ? 

On those shall Far»*o display bufiooii’ry’s mask, 

An<l Ho!»U conceal his heroes in a cask ? 

Sliull sapient managers new scenes produco 
Fnnn (Uicrry, Skeffington, and Mother Goose 
While Sliakspeare, Otwav, Massinger, forgot, 

On stalls iiinst moulder, or in closets rot ? 

Lo! with what pomp iho daily prints proclaim 
'J’ho rival candidate.** fiir Attic fame ! 

In irrim arni}’ lliongh Lewis’ BjM'clros rise. 

Still Skelfington and Goose divide tlie prize. 

And sur<; f^reut Skcffnigtoii must claim our praise, 

For skirlless coats and skeletons of plays 
Henown’d alike ; who>*e genius ne’er ctNifiuos 
Her tlight to garnish Greenwood’s gay designs^ ; 
Norsh'cps with “ Sleeping Beauties,” but anon 
In five factious acts comes thiindoriiig oitif, 

While jKMir John Bull, liewilder’d witli the senna, 
•Stares**, wondering what the devil it <jaii moon 
But as some hands a[>plaud, a venal few! 

Rather than sleep, wliy John applauds it too. 

Such arc wc now—ah! wherefore should we tum 
To w’hat our fathers were, unless to mourn ? 

Degenerate Britons! arc ye dead to shaune 
Or, kind to dulness, do you foar to blame ? 

Well iiHiy the nobles of our present race 
Watch each distorthm of a Naldi’a face; 

Well may they smile on Italy’s buffoons, 

And worship Catalina’s jMjnialiwnstt* 

•Since their own drama yields no fairer Uraco 
Of wit than puns, of humour than grimace. 

Then let Ansonia, skill’d in owry art 
To soften manrwrs, but cornipl the heart. 

Pour her exoth’. Cillics o’er the lowm, 

To sanction vice, aud Iniiit docoruin down t 


* All tlivie ora favmirita eiqvankRM of Mr. Rayiiolda, wid pronlnaia 
ill hi« comMlie*, living ami ftei'uiift. 
f “ Whil»' Kninv’* “ W*»rkl,”—ah ! wham is Keatiy’l wit f— 
Tin's the nail giillwy, hiUii thf listlewi fill.” 

Thus cormeU'd in Lb» fifth edition. The hum were origfnaliy priotod. 

“ While Knuiy’a “ World,” )iiet »iHr<*i'’d In procMd, 

ProrlniiM tlir aiidiMiee very kind indmd.” 

^ Mr. T. Bhrriiliin, tti« new manager of IVury-lanr theatre, Mripped 
the tragrdy of Boikkica tif tlui iliui«>iriio, and exiiibited llic ertmea oa Um 
• perlarlr (v Cftrartaetii.—Woe thii wnrtliy of hie otre, nr of tiiniedf t 
§ Sitiiione livee to tread.—Ju all edition* previoua ta the fifth, ** Kem¬ 
ble live* to rr«6ul.” 

tl Ml*, frrrrnwood t*, we believe, eceu^DHtiNer to Drury^teae theatre- 
os snri), Mr. akefitfigtoo ie much hidehted to hiir 
II Mr. Skeffiiurtou I* Uie illuatrioiw aiUtuir of the ” Hleepiitf beiity p* 
end tome comeulra, fiertieulorly “Maid* end Uaebetom Boeulaim 
beeuk> mofi* qiiam tourn d^d. 

** '* Utaree ;*' firiil edltinn, “ keu/i#.” 

tt Nehtl and C&tnJnu* lenuira little notice—for the visage of tbe one, mmI 
the a*)erv of Uie other, will eiietile a» lima to recidieet these emaetaf 
TogafriMide. Beindee, we are still bkek end blue from Uie equeeae m l)m 
first oiglit of the lady’s ej^-ereuceki truueero. , 
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EMOLISH BARDS AND SCOTC» REVIEWERS. 


I««t wedded itrumpete languish o’er Deshayes, 

And blest the promise which hit form disf^ys; 

While Gayton bounds before th’ enraptur^ looks 
Of hoary marquises and strippUng dukes .* 

Let h4^!-bom lechers eye the lively Presle 
Twirl her light linibS} that i^urn the needless veil; 

Let Angk^ini bare her breast of snow, 

Wave the white arm, and point the pliant toe; 

CoHini trill her love-tnspiring song, 

Strain her foir neck, and charm the listening throng! 
Whet* not your scythe, suppressors of our vice! 
Reforming saints! too delicately nice! 

By whose decrees, our sinful souls to save, 

No Sunday tankards foam, no barbers aiiave; 

And beer undrawn, and beards unmown, display 
Your holy reverence for the Sabbath-day* 

fOr hail at once the patron and the pile 
Of vice and folly, Grevill© and Argylef I 
Where yon proud palace, Fashion’s hallow’d fone, 
Spreads wide her portals for the motley train, 

Behold the new Petronius^ of the day. 

Our arbiter of pleasure and of play ! 

There the hired eunuch, the Hesperian choir, 

I'he mclliiig luto, the soft lascivious lyre, 

The song from Italy, the step from Franco, 

The midnight .orgy, and the mazydanco, 

The smile of beauty and die dush of wine, 

For fops, f<>oIs, gamesters, knaves, and lords combine: 
Kach to his humour—Comus all allows; 

Champaign, dice, music, or your neighbour’s spouse. 
Talk not to us, ye starving sons of trade \ 

Of piteous ruin, which yourselves have made ; 

In Plenty’s suiuhine Fortune’s minions bask, 

Nor think of poverty, except “ cn masque,” 

When for the night some lately tilled ass 
Appears the beggar which his grandsire was. 

The curtain dropp’d, the gay burlclta o’er, 

7'he audience take tlieir tuni upon the floes*; 

Now round Uie room the circling dow’gers sweep, 

Now in loose waltz the thin-clad daughters leap; 

The first in lengthen’d line majestic swim, 

The last display the free unfetter’d limb! 

Those for Hibernia’s lusty sons repair 

With art the cliarms which nature could not sjMire; 

These after husbands wing their eager fliglit, 

Nor leave much mystery for the nuptial night. 

Oh ! blest retreats of infamy and ease, 

Where, all forgotten but the power to please, 

Kach maid may give a loose to genial thought, 

Kach swain may teach new systems, or be taught; 
There the blithe youngster, just return’d from Spain, 
Cuts the light pock, or calls tlie rattling main; 

The jovial caster’s set, and seven’s the nick, 

Or—done !—a thousand on the coming trick! 

If, mad with loss, existence ’gins to tire. 

And all your hope or wish is lo expire, 

* WAcI net trvlti«.«-Prom 1.ord Bfriin'i enrrection III 1816. 1u 
the fanner edittiuie, Kaier iiol jrmir ecytlir.'* Agaiiwt thr lix coiicluti* 
tne ibim of thie (Htra|{ra{>h the author 1ms writteii'—**G ckk].*' 

1 Or halt fit onre the matron awl the The followlqf envnii.v 

lines to ** as for the unulier fry,*’ kc., »ere Arsl iiieerted Id the secoud 
•Uitim. 

; To (Movent any hluiHler, nieli as mistakiuR n street fur a man, I 
leave to sfate, <ha( it 1« tiie institutinit, (uitl not the duke of that name, 
whlrh is here alluded to. A Renllemen. with whom I am sliji^tiy acquaint, 
td, lost in tlic Arfiyle Ro'iftH several tlxnisand iKMiuds at backgunmon*. 
It is hut )usUce to the maiiaRera In Uiis instance to say, that some 
of dtsappn>batinn was manifested : but why are Uic impleineiits of faming 
ailowed hi a place devoted to tite society of tmtii sexes r A pleasant thing 
fw the wlvM or dani^ters of those who are bieet or cursed with euch coi>< 
neetions. tn hear tlw MllwrihtaUes rattling in wtc room, anil the dtee lu 
aiiutheri Tliat Ibis le the case 1 myself can testify, as a late wirtby 
memlier of nn InstitutUni which materially alTects the morals of Uie hl|^ier 
orders, while the Utwer iiuiy not even move to the aound of a tubor and 
Idcn** wtihoni a ehaoee of iiidicimmit for riotous Iwliaviour. 

k fVtroiims'* Artilterelegamlftrum*' toN«ro,“ and a very pretty fiiQew 
in nietiay," as Mr. t'ongrevf’a “ Old Bachelor” eaith of Hannibal. 

True, b was OUiv W -~>ywhn lost the nami'y. I knew him. and 
wee a euhecrihar to the Aifvle at the time of tha at nole by 

hat'd JSyt'an. Idl6. 


) Here’s Powell’s pistol ready fiff yoor lift, 

And, kinder still, two Pagets for your wife* ; 

Fit consummation of an earthly race 

Begun in folly, ended in disgrace ; ^ 

White none but menials o’er the bed of death, 

Wash thy red wounds, or watch thy wavering breath; 
Traduced by liars, and forgot by i^l, 

The mangled victim of a drunken brawl, 

To live like Cladiusf, and like Falkland| fell. 

Truth! rouse some genuine bard, and guide his hand 
To drive this pestilence from out the land. 

Even 1—^least thinking of a thoughtless throng, 

Just skill’d to know the right and cltoose the wrong. 
Freed at that age when reason’s shield is lost, * 

To fight my course through passion’s countless host}, 
Whom every path of pleasure’s flow’ry way 
Has lured in turn, and all have led astray— 

K’en I must raise my voice, e’en I must feel 
Such scenes, such men, destroy the public weal; 
Although some kind, censorious frie^ will say, 

‘ What art thou better, meddling fool||, than they 
And every brother rake will smile to see 
That miracle, a moralist in me. 

No matter—when some bard in virtue strong, 

Gifford perchance, shall raise the chastening song, 

Then slet'p my ]ien for everand my voice 
Be only heard to hail him, and ngoice; 

Rejoice, and yield my feeble praise, though I 
May feci the lash that Virtue must apply. 

As for the smaller fry, who swarm in shoals 
From siliy IlalizIT up to simple Bowles, 

Why should wc call them from their dark abode, 

Tn broad St. Giles’s or in Tottenham-road ? 

Or (since some men of fashion nobly dare 
To scrawl in verse) from Bond-street or the Square ? 

If things of ton their harmless lays indite, 

Most wisely doom’d to shun the public sight 
What harm ? In spite of every critic elf, 

Sir T, may read his stanzas to himself; 

Miles Andrews still his strength in couplets try. 

And live in prologues, though his dramas die; 

Lords too are bards, such things at times befal, 

And ’l is some praise in peers to write at all, 

Yet, did or fasti* or reason sway the times, 

Ah! who would take their titles with their rhymes** ? 
Roscommon! Sheffield! with your spirits fled, 

No future laurels deck a noble head; 


Tteo Pageta for yovr wi fe .eltemi io the fifth e^Uon. The 
orinnal muling wae, a PnRpt for yottr wifis.” 

T Mutaioiiomenedo 

I FalRtla naiTRtur 

J I knew the l»t»* FnlklaiKt well. On Sunduy night 1 l«hi‘1d him 
.trevirUnf nt l>iii nwii lable, in all the hnneet pride of hoepiUlitj ; nn Werl* 
neiidny mortiin^, a* tim-e o'clork, I law •trelrlied before me alt that re> 
(mined of cottrage, fcrlmg, and a lioat ofimMinn*. He WM a galJant and 
aiirr>e8«rn] ofiicrr: hi* fnulu w>>rr the faitlla of a Milcnwaa aueh, Britma 
UI foix'^i' him. He died like a brave man in a better raiiw ; for Bad ha 
illen h) like manner on the deck of the frigate to wliirh he waa Juat »p> 
ainled. lua Irmi moinmia would have been held up by hi* countryroeo aa 
' etainjile to Korceeditie hm>ea. 

i TV^A/my/•ouree wrou.-A poeefonV rotfR/Ze** Aoe/.—Ye# ; and a 
•ecioo* chuae tlu'V led note hy Lord J^rort. ISIS- 

II What art t^oii hpiter, meddling fool 7—enough, certainly, 
then, and no wiser auice.—MiS'. note hy Lord By/on. 1616. 

tl What wo.iM l>« tile ftentiinenta of the Peraian Auaereon, Haflx, reuld 
le riae from his sideudid sepiilciiie at Kheerax, «*here he repoae# with 
^crdoiisi and Sadi, the onenta) Honter ami Catullu#, and i>ehold bia 
lanic assiiinrd by one Stott of T>n>more, the moat impudeut and exacra* 
lie of litetary poAchcrafur the daily prints. 

** iiere followed in the origiual mamueript, 

Oti one alone Apollo dnigua to amile, 

And erowma a new BoecommtHi in Cariiaie. 

The in-ovoratitm alluded to in T.ord Byron’a note, page 963, took place 
rliile the aatire wmj in press. Theae tinea were crated in conaequence, 
and all those down tu, ” With yon, ye Druida,” ke., aubatituted in (h«r 
]^ace. The following aikUtkoal line# were wrllte-u. but aupprcaaed be* 
font publicatkr' * 

In ibeae oor Umea, with daily wondera big, 

A lettered peer la like a lettered »ig; 

Both fatov their al^dtabet, but who, fnrni thcite^ 
lufera Uiat peer# or have manly a«iac * 

SiUl le« that aiicb ahouM woo the gracefnl nia* / 

Farataiji wa» n'«t ouida for kirda and awiM. 



EKQLI3E BARDB AND BCOTCHE RSVZEWERi' 


^No muse wiH cheer, with reiiovatlag smUe. 

The paralytic puling of Carlisle. 

The pun 3 ’ ach<>olboy and his early lay 
Men pardon, if his fuUies paas away; 

But who fiwgives the senior's ceaseless verse, 

Whose hairs grow hoary as his rhymes grow worse ? 
What hetereogeneous honours deck the peer I 
Lord, rhymester, petit^maitre, pamphlotcer'l'! 

So dull in youth, so drivelling in his age, 

His scenes alone had damn’d our sinking stage; 

But managers for once cried, Hold, enough!” 

Nor drugg’d their audience with tlie tragic stuff. 

Yet at their judgment let his lordship laugh, 

And case his volumes in congenial calf; 

Yes! ilofF that covering, where nK>rocco sliines. 

And hang a colf-'Skin^ on those recreant lines. 

With you, ye Druids! rich in native lead, 

Who daily scribble for your daily bread; 

With you I war not: Gifford’s heavy hand 

Has crush’d, without remorse, your numerous band. 

On “all the talents” vent your vena! spleen; 

Want is your plea, lot pity be your screen. 

^^et monodies on Fox rogde your crew, 

And Melville’s Mantlu§ prove a blanket too! 

One common lothe waits each haple^ bard, 

And, peace be with you ’t is your host reward. 

Such damning fame as Dunciads only give 
CouM bid your lines beyond a morning live; 

But now at once your fleeting labours close, 

Witli names of greater note in blest repose. 

Far be’t from me unkindly to upbmid 
The lovely Rosa’s prose in masquerade, 

Wh(»se strains, the faithful echoes of her mind, 

Leave wondering comprehension far heliind{|. 

'I’liouirli Grusca’s bards no more our jtmmals fill, 

Some .stragglers skirinish round the columns still; 

Laat of dm howling host whiirli once was BoU’sIT, 
Matilda snivels yet, and Hafiz yells; 

And Merry’s metaphors appear anew, 

Chain'd to tlio signature ofO. P. Q,.** 

ttVlThen some brisk youUi, tlic tenant of a stall, 
Employs a ]»on less pointed tlian his awl, 

I .eaves his snug shop, lbrs.akcs his sCoro of shoes, 

St Crispin quits, and cobbles for the muse, 

Ht^avens! how the vulgar stare ! Iiow crowds applaud! 

How ladies read, and literati laud! 

ff ehanco some wicked wag should pass his jest, 

’T is sheer ill-nalure—Klon'l the world know bo.st ? 


Genius must guide when wits admire the ihyiiMy 
And Capel Lofft* declares *t is quite subUme, 

Hear, then, yo happy sons of needless trade 1 
Swains! quit the plough, resign the useless spuds! 
Lo! Burns and BioomfieUl, nay, a greater far, 
Gifford was bevn beneath an adverse star. 

Forsook the labours of a servile state, 

Stemm'd the rude storm and triumph’d over &te; 
Then why no more? if Phmbus smile on you, 
Bloomfleld ! why not on brother Natlian too?f 
Him too the mania, not the muse has seized; 

Not inspiration, but a mind dist^asod: 

And now no boor can sei’k his last abode, 

No common be enclosed, without an ode. 

Oh! since incroased refinement deigns to smile 
On Briiuiii’s sons, ami bless our genial isle, 

Let poesy go forth pervado the whde, 

Alike the rustic, and niecltanic sou!! 

Yet tuneful cobblers! still your notes prolong, 
Com{)ose at once a slipper atid a song; 

So shall the fair your handy-work peruse 

Your sonnets sure shall please—perhaps your shoes* 

May Moorland^ weavers boast Pindaric skill, 

And tailors’ lays bo longer than their bill! 

While punctud beaux reward the grateful notw. 

And pay for jK>cm8—when they pay for coats. 

Come forth, oh Campben§ ! give tliy talents scope 
Who dares aspire if ihou must cease to hope 
And thou, melo(Hou.s Rogers||! rise at last, 

Recal the pleasing memory of the past; 

Arise! let blest remembrance still inspire, 

And strike to wonted tones thy hallow’d lyre 
Restore Apollo to his vacant throne, 

As‘«<?rt thy country’s honotir and thine own. 

What! must deserted Poesy still weep 
Where her lost hopes with pious Cowper sleep? 
TTnloss, perchance, from his cold bier tdm turns. 

To deck tlie lurf'lliat wraps her minstrel, Bums 
No! though contempt hath mark’d the spurious brood, 
The race who rhyme frtim folly, or for food, 

Yet still some genuine sons’t is here to boast, 

Who least alfocting, still affect the m<Mit: 

•'eel as they write, and write hut as tliey feel— 

Bear witness Gifford, Sotheby, MacneillT. 

‘ Why slumbers Gifford ?” once was ask d in vain 
Why slumbers Gifford 7 let us ask again. 

Arc then^ no fi)Ilies for hi.s pen lo purge ? 

Are there no f.w>!s whoso backs demand the scourgo 
Are there no sin.s for satire’s bard to greet 


• No mvte wilt cfifer. with rt^ovating 

Thit jmra/vfic pu'ing of CailUle. 

Tbit couplet iUnmI in tiic firsi Mtitinu, 

Nor c'tsi) a IxarJtiifjr’il miiae will iv nenila 
<*:i roirvwllrron, nr mature Civriiaio.’’ 

0|>)>otlte thru iiura on Luiil CWtulc, I.ar<l Uyroa hac written, fii thi 
enuy which he perusocl in ISIQ, “ Wrong alao—the pruTocaUoii wu* nw. 
■umc>«n( to juitity the acerhily.” 

t The Karl nf t.:nr{<»Ir hae lately piibliahivl an cifhteen-penny pam¬ 
phlet on the itate of Uie etnge, and were lua plan of binidinj; n new tiiea- 
tre. It ii to he hoped hie lurdahip will ho penniUed to hrutg lurword any 
thing for the etage—except lue own tragedies. 

; “ Dutf Unit lion's hide. 

And hang a colT-skin on tirase recrMiit limbs.*' 
sTat. 

honi Carlisle’s works, most resplentlcnlly bound, form a conf^ncuous 
omament to his Iwwksiieivrt: 

The rest is all btil Ic-Hthrr and pninelU.* ’ 

( “ MflMlIc’s Mantle,” a panxly »m “ Klljali's M‘\nUc," a poem, 

M Tills lovely itulc Jessica, tlw doubter of the noted Jew K—seems 
to be a (uUower «.f the Della Cruscu echuol, and has imbUshed two volumes 
of very respeclaiiln a^Huirdiiivs in rtiyme, ns times gu *, buddes sundry 
novels in the style of tiie Hrat edition of llic Monk. 

To the above, I.*jnl Uvron nilded, in 1816: “Shr eince RUirrted the 
Mominc Post->ui exceeding good match—and is since dead—which Is 
hettsr.’’ 

n Front this line the liases'^ in the first edition stood thus: 

Thoui^h Belt has lost his tnahliucales and owls, 

MalOrla siiivvlB stdl, and iLfis bowls. 

And Crusca't spirit, risiitK from the dead, 

Revives in Laura, tiuix, nnd X. T. Z. 

** Theve are the signatures of vurtous worthies who figure in the poeti¬ 
cal dertartmenus of the newspapers. 

tt wA«n some hriai youth, 4e.—The following paragraph was inserted 
in the second edition. 

This was meant ror poor Bisekeu. whn wot then pstronissd byA. J. B., 
but that 1 did not know, or this would not bare been written, at Isast 1 
thinlc aot.’^MS. not* Sy Lord Byron. 1810, 


Slalks uol giganlic Vice in every street 
Shall peers ur princes treail pollution’s palli, 

And 'wjape alike the law’s and muse's wrath 

' ('n;.el Ksq. the Miecensn of shuemakers, and prefsce-writer 

.! tu disinwsMM) renwtmfn ; a kind of gratis uccourhsur to those who 

I wish to )>r delivered of rhyme, but do not know bow to bring forth. 

f Sen Nnlhnniel Bloomfield's <xle, elegy, or whatever be or asyons 
>e ciiooses to c»n it, on the enchisiire oi ftoninglon Green.” 
f Vide *• RecollRriioiis of a Weaver in the Moorhitids of Wtafftwdrtdre.” 
I It would be superiliioue in remi to the mind of the reader the author* 
“ The Fleosiires of Memory” and ” The Pleasures of Hope,” lbs maai 
.. autlful didactic poems in rntr language, if we except Fope a ” £sasy «i 
tfan :'* hut so many poetasters have startsil up, that even lbs name* ef 
•ampbell and Rogers are liecome strange. 

Beneath this note Lord Byron has written, in Uts eq>y sf Uds MtiM 
'bieh he read lo 1816, 

Pretty Miss Jaenuelins 
Had R nose aquiline, 

And would Assert rude 
Tiling of Mias Gertruds, 

While Mr. Marmlon 
T.ed a greHi army on, 

Makiug Kohams look 
Like a fierce Memeliike.*' 

H Afelddfout Aofsrs.—Rogere has not fiitfilied the promise of Ms first 
poems, but has still very great merit.—Af.V. not* 6y Lord Byron. 1816. 

IF Gifford, auUiorof the Baviodand Mieviod, die first aaltres of tbs ^y, 
Ad trsDslstor of Juvenal. 

Sotheby, translator of Wisiand’s Obsrou and Tirgii’s Osocgles, and 
ithor of” Saul,” on epic poem. 

Mocneil. whose poems aredessrredly popular,particularly” Scotland's 
saitii, or the Ways of War,” of which ten thousand copies ware aoM ia 
me month. . . 

Mr. Oiflbnl promissd publicly that the Baviod and Marfaid should 
not be his lost origioal worita: 1st him rsmember, ” Hn la rshudastes 
dracoDSs.” 



EKOlieiH BAilbs AK0 SCOTCH ]l1SVX£'^^ItS, 


Nw fa!ltz« With guilty glare through future time, 
Btemal beacous of consummate crime? 

Arouse thee, Oiffiml! be thy promise daini’d, 

Make bad men better or at least ashamed. 

Unhappy While*! while life was in its spring, 

And thy young muse just waved her joyous wing, 
fThe spoiler swept that soaring lyre away, 

Which else had sounded an immortal lay. 

Oh! what a noble heart was hero undone, 

When Science' self destroy’d her favourite son; 

Yes, she too much indulged thy fond pursuit, 

She sow'd the seed's but death has reap'd the fruit. 

’T was thine own genius gave the final blow, 

And help'd to plant the wound that laid thee low: 

Bo the struck eagle, stretch’d u|>on the plain, 

No more through rolling clouds to soar again, 

View'd his own feather on the fatal dart, 

And wing’d the shaft that quiver'd in his heart x 
Keen were his pangs, but keener far to feel 
He nursed the pinion which irapell'd the steel; 

While the same i^umago that had warm'd his nest 
Drank the last life-drop of his bleeding breast. 

There be, who say, in these enlighten'd days, 

That splendid lies are all the poet's praise ; 

That strain'd invention, ever tm the wing, 

Alone impels tlio modern bard to sing: 

'T is true, that-ail who rbyine, nay, all who write, 
Shrink from that fatal woid to genius—trite ; 

Yet Truth sometimes will lend her noblest ftros, 

And tioeorale the verse herself inspires: 

This Act in Virtue's name let Crabl)o| attest; 
Though nature's sternest painter, yet the best. 

§And here let Shee|| and genius fmd^a place, 

W hose pen and pencil yield an equal grace; 

To guide whose hand Uie sister arts combine^ 

And trace the poet's or the painter's litie ; 

Whose magic touch can bid the rauvass glow, 

Or pour the easy thyme’s hanoonious flow; 

While honours, doubly merited, attend 
The poet's rival, but tlie painter’s friend. 

Blest is the man who dares approach the bower 
Where dwelt the muses at their natal hour: 

Whose steps have press'd, whe^ eye has mark'd afar, 
The clime that nursed the sons of song and war, 

The scenes which glory still must hover o’er, 

Her place of birth, her own Achaian shore. 

But doubly blest is he whose heart expands 
With hallow’d feelings for those classic lands; 

Who rends the veil of ages Itwig gone by, 

And views their remnants with a poet's eye! 
WrightlT! 't was thy happy lot at once to view 
Those shores of glory, and to sing diem too; 

And sure no common muse inspired thy pen 
To hail Uie land gods and godlike men. 


Whose mingling taste combined to cull dte wrekth 
Where Attic flowers Atmian odours breathe, 

And all their renovated fragrance flung, 

To grace the beauties of your native tongue; 

Now let those minds, that nobly could transfusa 
The glorious soirit of the Grecian muse, 

Though soft the echo, scorn a borrow’d tone: 

Resign Achaia’s lyre and strike your own. 

I.et these, or such as these, with just applause, 
Restore the muse’s violated laws; 

But not in flimsy Darwin’s pompous chime. 

That mighty master of unmeaning rhyme, 

Whose gilded cymbals, more adorn'd than clear, 

The eye delighted, but fatigued the ear; 

In show the simple lyre could once surpass. 

But now, worn down, appear in native brass; 

While all his traiu of hovering sylphs around 

I Evaporate in similes and sound : 

Him let them shun, with him let tinsel die: 

False glare attnuits, but more offends the eye*. 

I Yet lei them not to vulgar Wordsworth stoop, 

The meanest object erf* the lowly group, 

Whoso verse, of all but childish prattle void, 

Seems blessed harmony to Larobe and Lloydf: 

Let them—but hold, my muse, nor dare to teach 
A strain far, far beyond thy humble reach; 

The native genius with tlieir being given 

Will point the path, and peal their notes to heaven. 

And thou, too, Scott|! resign to minstrels rude 
Tho w ilder Slogan of a border feud: 

Let others spin the meagre lines for hire ; 

Enough for genius if itself inspire! 

Let Soutlioy sing, although his teeming muse, 

Prolific every spring, be too profuse; 

§Let simple Wordsworth chime his childish verse, 

And brother Coleridge lull the babes at nurae; 

Let spcctre-mongering I.ewis aim, at most, 

To rouse Uic galleries, or to raise a ghost; 

||Lct Moore still sigh ; let Strangford steal from Moore, 
And swear that Camoens sang such notes of yore; 

Let Ilayley hobble on, Montgomery rave, 

And godly Grahamc chant a stupid stave ; 

Let sonneteering Bowles his strains refine, 

And whine and whimper to the fourteenth line; 

I Let Stott, Carlistef, Matilda, and tlie rest 
Of Grub-street, and of Grosvenor-place the best, 

• The iiesl«rt of the “ Uoiimic i* *ojne proof of moniing 

ante : ihr scenery ra itn attle recommerirtnUon. 

t MfHHri. Lambe and Lloyd, Uic inoM. ijpiuhle Udtawan of Southey and 
>0. 

i By the by, I hope that in Mr. 'Scott’s nejrt poem hi» hero or herohio 
irlll tw leav addicted ti> “ (Sramnrro,*' and moi-e to grammar, than tho 
litdy of the Lay and her bravo, ^'itUam of Deioraine. 

^ Aintiniit thia'paaiHiffe on Wnrdiworth, and tlte following line on Cot«> 
ridge, 1 l.ord Byron haa a'ritlen. T'nJiiRi 

II Lef Shtote aiill 'Fifth ediUiin. The orif^nai readinf wm, 
t«et Moore Ih* lewd.” 


And you, associate bards**! who snatch'd to light 
Those gems too long withheld from modem sight; 

* Henry Kirkc White died et Catntirid|te, in Oetolwr, 1808. in eonw^ 
^oeiMe of too much exertion Ui the piirmiit of aiudies that would have in.\- 
tured a mind which dlMaae and poverty cutild m>t impair, and which dmih 
Itaelf daetroy«f<l rather than wihdued. Hie poama abound In euch beauties 
as mnei imnreai the reader with tite liveliest remt that so short a period 
'WM alluttea to talents which would have difniiled even the eacred funs' 
liom Iw WM dcatiued to aMiime. 
f Th* i^tfer that »oaring fffrt nwtjr, 

WkJm «/s« futa setinded an fntmar tat lay. 

So alMred hy Lord Byron on rejwruaing the satire iu 1819. In former 
editimo tbeltnee stood, 

“ The speiitf same; and alt thy nromhie tMr 
Hm eouipit the grave, to sleep lor ever ttiere.** 
t CniMe.—i eeniider <^tibe and ColeridM m the flrst of tlwM iUnM 
injpoint of pnww* and no/« Ay Z/trd Byron. 1819. 

I Andhra M Skat, Ae.—The ensult^ twenty-two Unee were inserted 
In the eenfleid edition. 

I Mr. Bhce, author of “ Rhymes on Art,” and “ ElemetOe of Art.” 
if Mr. Wri^t, late consul^eneral for the 8ev«n Island^ is author i^.a 
very beautiful poem Just mblishcd ; it ie eatiiied ” Rur* lonicis,” and Is 
dWMpUve of the istee and the adjacent CMst of Orveee. 

. .^Tbe traneietora ot the Anthology, Blend and Merivale, have elnee 
iMHphsd eepHrats poams, whiah wince gculus Utat only roquiree nraortu- 
■Rat'M auaia — 


H It may he askeil why I Imve censured the Karl of Carlisle, my guar¬ 
dian and roietive, to wliam I dedirated a volume ol iiuerUe poems a few 
years ago ?--The guardiundup wne nominal, at least as far m 1 have been 
able to discover ; the relntioiiship 1 cannot help, and am verv sorry for 
it; hut as liis lordship set ne<l to forget it on a very easantiai occasion 
U> me, 1 shell itot burden my memory wiUi the recuUectkm. 1 do not 
ihfnir that imrsntial diRVrenres sanction tiie nnjitsl rmdemnatinn of a 
bmther scribbler \ hut I see no reastHt whv (liey should act as a preventive, 
rhen the author, noble or tgnohlo, has, for a serlsB of years, beguiled a 
discerning public” (as tlis advei*tMements have it) with divers reams 
of mi'at orthodox. Imperial nuneenve. Besklet, 1 do not sup Mlde to 
vituperate the earl: ni>~-hle works come fairly In review with those of 
other patrician literati. If, before I escaped from my teens, I said any 
thing in favour of his Inrdehip’s pniier ivirAs, It was in the way of dutiful 
dedication, and nn>n« from iba sHvK-e of otbeiv than my nwn Judgment, 
and I eobe the flrst iqiportiiuiiy of prniM>tinchig my sincere recantation. I 
have heani that some persons conceive me to !« under nbligetifsts to Lord 
Cerlisle : if so. I shall l>e most partiriilerly haptqr to learn what they era, 
and wiinn conferred, that they may be dttly appreciated and pul^civ ac* 
know ledged. W’Imt 1 have huTnhIv advanced as an ojMu'on on bis printed 
things, T am prepared to support. If nacessary, by miotaUiaii from elsgiM, 
•niugtw. oduH, episodes, and certain faceiinve*and dainty tnifidiee bearing 
Ms name and mark : 

Whet can ennoble knaves, or/ools, or cowards? 

Alas! not all tha blood of all the Howards.*' 

So says Pope. Amen ! 

Much too swage, whatever the CDundatkn valghg bs.- J tf f. iwta Iw 
Xionf Byron. 4819. 

Ttua sou Atm appeased ks tbs saaewd adhioa. 



ENGLISH BAttGS AND KOTCH UEViE^ERS, 


Scrftwl CHI, ’till death release us from the strain, 

Or Common Sense assert her rights again. 

But thou, with powers that mock the aid of praise. 
Should leare to humbler bards ignoble lays: 

Thy country’s voice, the voice oftdi tiie nine. 

Demand a hallow’d harp^that harp is thine. 

Say ! will not Caledonia’s annals yield 
The glorious record of some nobler field, 

Than the vile foray of a plundering clan 
Whose proudest deeds disgrace the name of man ? 

Or Marmion’s acts of darkness, fitter food 
♦For Sherwood’s outlaw tales of Robin Hood? 
Scotland ! still proudly claim thy native bard, 

And be thy praise his first, his best reward ! 

Vet not ^ith thee alone his name should live, 

But own the vast renown a world can give; 

Be known, perchance, when Albicm is no more, 

And tell the tale of what she was before; 

To future times her faded fame recal, 

And save her glory, though his country fall. 

jYct what avails the sanguine poet’s hope. 

To conquer ages, and with time to co|»c ? 

^ew eras spread their wings, new nations rise, 

Alkl other victors^ fill the applauding skies; 

A few brief generations fleet along, 

Whoso sons forget tho poet and his song: 

K’oii now, what onc6>>loved minstrels scarce may daim 
The transient mention of a dubious name ! 

Witen fame’s loud trump hath blown its noblest blast, 
'riimigh long llie sound, the echo sleeps at last; 

$Arid glory like tl>e phoenix midst her fires, 

Exhales her odours, blazes, and expires. 

Shall hoary Granta call her sable sons, 

Expert in science, more expert at puna ? 

Shall these approach the muse ? ali, no! she flies, 
l|Kvqr» from the tempting ore of Seaton’s prize ; 

Though printers condescend tho press to soil 
With rhyme by Hoare, and epic blank by HoylolT: 
Not him whow^ page, if still upheld by whist, 

Requires no sacred theme to bid us list**. 

Ve I who in Granta’s honours would surpass, 

Must mount her Pegasus, a fulUgrown ass; 

A flml well wortliy of her ancient dam, 

Whose Helicon is duller than her Cum. 


Oh! dark asylum of a, Vandal race* 1 
At once the boast of learning, and disgrace! 
fSo lost to Phoebus, that nor Hodgson’s^ verse 
Can make thee better, or poor Hew8on’B§ worse. 

But where fair Isis rolls her purer wave, 

The ()artiai muse delighud loves to lave; 

On her green banks a greener wreath die|| wove, 

To crown the bards that haunt her classic grove; 
Where Richards wakes a genuine poet’s fires, 

And modern Britons glory in titeir sireslf. 

For me, who, thus nnask’d**, have dared to tell 
My country, what her sons should know too well, 
tfZeal for her honour bade me here engage 
The host of idiots that infest her age ; 

No just applause her honour’d name siiall lose, 

As first in freedom, dearest to tho muse. 

Oh! would thy bards but emulate thy fame, 

And rise more worthy, Albiort, of thy name! 

What Athens was in science, Rome in power 
What Tyro appear’d in her meridian hour, 

’T is thine at once, fair Albion \ to have been 
Earth’s chief dictatress, ocean’s lovely queen: 

But Rome decay’d, and Athens strew’d the plain, 

And I’yre’s proud piers lie shatter’d in the main; 

I.ike flioso, thy strength may sink, in ruin hurl’d, 

And Britain fall, the bulwark of the world. 

But let me cease, and dread Cassandra’s fate. 

With warning ever scoflf’d at, till too late; 

To themes less lofty still my lay confine, 

And urge thy bards to gain a name like thineJI. 

Then, hapless Britain ! be tliy rulers blest 
The fMmate’s oracles, the jwople’s jest! 

Still hear thy mofloy orators dispense 
The flowers of rhetoric, though not of sense, 

While Canning’s colleagues hate him for his wit, 

And old dame Portland§§ fills (he place ofPitt, 

Yet once again adieu! ere this the sail 
That wafts me hence is shivering in the gale; 

And Afric’s|||| coast and Calpe’sHIT adverse height. 
And Stamboul’s*** minarets must grrtct my si^t: 
Thence shall I stray through beauty’s native climeftt* 
Whore KalTJH is clad in rocks, and crown’d with 
snows sublime. 


jf There Clarke, still striving piteously “ to please,” 
Forgetting doggrel leads not, to degrees, 

A would-l^ satirist, a hired bufToou, 

A mondily scribbler of some low lampoon, 

Condemn’d to drudge, the meanest of tho mean, 

And furbish falsehoods for a magazine, 

Devotes to scandal his congenial mind; 

Himself a living libel on mankind;{;|. 

* tn the ftr»t edition, “ Outlaw’d 5lhrrwt»oc!’t.” 

Yet trhat nnnila, ftc.—The following twelve iinea were introduced in 
tti« aecond edittn 

t “ Tollerc humn, victorTue vlrftm rolitare per c 

Yirfil. 

% Lik* t^e ph/9ms mittet her firr».—Tht ^vll uke timi phoBnixt 
How came it there note hp Lord ByronT 1816. 

8 Etumfrotn the tempfin/c ore of i9e/tton'§ prit$,—Thvu corrected, in 
1816, bjr Lord Bfron. In former eattoni: 

*' And even apuma the great Seatooian prize." 

f Thtte in the original manuacript: 

With odea hy Smyth, and epic tonga hy Hoyle; 

Hoyle whoae leam’d page ir ttill u{Aeld by whiat, 

Required no aacred theme to bid iia liat. 

** The " Gameaof Hoyle," well known to tlie votariea of whiat ebeaa, 
ac. are not to he aiii>er*eded by the vaganea of bit poetical nemeaake, 
whoae poem compriaed, ea expreeely atatkl in the advertiaement, all tlie 
" of Kgrpt." 

It TAere t larke, etillftrivingt &6.—-Theae eight linea were added in 
the areotut adilion. 

Right cnottgh . thia waa wdi deaerred, and well laid note hy 

tiord Byron. 1816. 

tt This peraoii, who haa lately betrayed the mart mbid nmpteme of 
ermArmwl euihorahip, la writer of a poem denominated uie " Art of 
Pleaainfaa " Utcua a non hirendo,’* ermlainlng little pleaaaotry and late 
poetry. Re iU«o epta u monthly etipendiery and collector of ealunuiiee for 
the " Setiriet." If thw uofortunete young man would exchange the tna* 
fudnee^ the mathematica, and endeavour to take a decent demw ’ ’ 

. ' ‘ ■ ** ----- —1-j jjg p, 


able body 


' Into Caml>ridxeRhIre tiic Emperor Prolnta tranaported a eontider* 
body nf VaiidAN."—^TibbouH Decline atul Fall, p. 83, vid. ii. There 


\ to doubt the tniUi of this aaaeriion; the breed ia atUl In high 


anivereity, tt laigiit evantoally piwe more eervieaable than 1 
•eala^. 


1 preeent 


Theer four linee were aiibalituted for tiie following in the original macu 
eeript: 

Yet hnhl—aa when by Heaven’a eiiprem* beheet, 

If found, ten righleoua had preaervod the real, 

In Sodom’a fated town, foi lirnii 

Let llodgaoira xeniuft pleaii, and aave her fame. 

f So loti to Ph<thua, thatj &r.~Tliie couplet, thut altered in the fifth 
editicHi, waa originally printed, 

" So aunk in (udiieaii, and ao ioal in ahame, 

That Smyth and llodgiMm acarce redeem thy fame." 

^ Thia gentlointiii'a name veqnin-R no pmiw ; the man who in Iranala- 
thMidiaplaVKUiiq<)eaiioDalil<’g<uiiU8 may well lie cxtwcteil tn excel Inudgi- 
tinipoMition, of which it ia to tie ho{i«d we ahall toon nee a apteodld 
apeciinvn. 

% Hewaon Clarice, Eaq., aa U U written. 

II " la" in the firat edition. 

^ The " AWimaal liritom," an excellent poem, by Hieharde. 

•• Unntk'd ,• Tn the flret edition unktHttm. 

11 Zeal for her honour, Ac.—In tlie firet edititn thie couplet ran, 

" Zeal for her honour, no malignant rage, 

Haa bade me epum the fulliea her age." 

tt And urge thy horde io rain n name like lA«n*.~.WlUi thle verae (be 
entire ended in the original ediliun. 

§<| A frieeid of mine living aaked why hja grace of Hirtland waa Ukeoed 
io an old woman f replied, '* he auppneed it waa beeauae he wae peet 
bearing."—Hia grace la now gnthwed to hia grandmothera, where ha 
tleepe oa ammd aa ever ; but even hla aieep waa betur than bia odleaguea’ 
raking. 1811. 

Ill) Afric'e coaet. Saw it, August, 1809.^3/.$. notebyZ^rd Byron. 
1816. 

HH Gibraltar. Saw It, Auguat, 1809.—AfS*. note hy Lord Byron. 181#. 

*** Stamtioul. Waa then the aummerof note hy Lord 

Byron. 1816. 

i ti Georgia. 

tt Momit CaueuuB. Saw tibe dlatant rUlge of, 1310,1811.—fi£9. mio 

j IV Vird Huron. IMe. 

i * T^e breed ie etill m AlgA Io the ftnrt etlitien t—** TImss 
' la no renenn to doubt the tnttn or that aaaertkn, aa a lagge eleek et Mm 
{ aarae bised ie to he found (here at thie day. 



A^'isobTcM sxwmwutk.'. 


BM l^KMiU I btck r«tum, do tempting prow'*' 
EAttU drag mjr jouroal from the desk’s receai; 

Let eoxcosihe, printing u the; come from far, 
Snatch his own wreath of ridicule from Carr; 

Let Aberdeen and Slginf still pursue 
The shade of &roe throngh regions erf' vertu; 
Waste useless thousands on ^ir Phidian freaks, 
Misshapen monuments ami maim’d antiques; 
And make dieir grand saloons a general mart 
For all the mutilated Mocks of art: 

Of Dardan tours let dilettanti tell, 

I leave topography to rapidf Gell§ 

And, quite content, no more shall interpose 
To stun the public car—at least with prose. 

Thus far I’ve held my undisturli’d career, 
Prepared for rancour, steel’d ’gainst seihsh Wr: 


* But Mhoulii T bnek r 0 tum, no ttmptlng pret$ 

SAnll /irag, Ac. 

These four tinea wtsr« Altered in ttie Afth edition. They orlfpnally itood, 
" Diit should 1 back return, no ieiier’d saj^ 

Shall drae ray oomraori'i^aeo Itouk on the etaitft; 

Let rain Valencia* rival liicklese (Jarr, 

And equal him whi«M! work be sought to mar.’* 

* Lord Elgin m>uld fain persuade us that all the Apiree, with And 
witiioiit notes, In his stune.^iip, arc tlte work of Phkitas I ** Credat 
JudieoB I” 

t ffapid. Thus altered in the Afth eilitian. In nil previuue editions, 
" claaeic." 

^ Hapld," indeed 1 He loptutmt^uMd and lypographized King 
Pnam’e dominions in three days !->rcall(*fl him “ classic’* lirfore I rntw 
the Trood, but since hnve learned better than to tack U> ids name what 
don’t belong to h.—N'Hr to tht fifth edttton. 

Mr. Gell's I’ofKigrsphy of Tro'yi nnil Ithaca^ cannot fall to ensure ihi* 
apftrohetion of every nuui fSHsrtsed of classical taste, as well for the mfor- 
matioa Mr. Gel) conveys to the mind of the reader, ns foi the Ability and 
research thr m^ctive works display.—'A^ote to alt thf farly editions. 

Mince seeing tW plain of Troy, my opinions arc somfwhnt changed as 
tothrairovc note. Gell'e survey won hasty and eiiperAcial.—A7<h’. note 
by Ijoid Uyron. t8K. 


* laord Valencia (whose tixmiendous travels are forthcoming with dtic 
docorationa, graphical, toimgruphical, l^ugrajihical) deposed, on Mir Julm 
Carr's unluesy suit, that Diiliois’s aatm' prvvenled his purchase of the 
*' Stranger in Ireland.”—Oh, fie, my lunK^ has ymir lordship no more 
fading for a fellovr«toumt i hot ** two of s trade,” lliey say, &c. 

t ^roy. Yialledi both hi 1810 and 18)1 .—note by Lord Byron. 
!«I8. 

J JtKaeti. Basaed first in 1806.—-AfjS. note by Lord Byron. 1816. 


This thing of riiyme I ne’er disdaineii to own— 
Though not obtrusive, yet not quite unknown; 

My voice was heard again, though not so loud. 

My page, though nameless, never disavow’d; 

And now at once I tear the veil away 'j— 

Cheer on the pack! the quarry stands at bay, 
Unscared by all the din of MMboume house*, 

By Lambe’s re.sentment, or by Holland’s spowo. 

By Jeffrey’s harmless pistol, HaHam’s rage, 

Bdina’s brawny sons and brimstone page. 

Our men in buckram shall have blows enough, 

And feel they too arc “ penetrable stuff 
And though I hope not hence unscathed to go. 

Who conquers me shall find a stubborn foe. 

The time hath been, when no harsh sound wotHd &U 
From lips that now may seem imbued with goU; 

Nor fiiuis nor fiiUies tempt me to despise 

The meanest thing that crawl’d beneath my eyes: 

But now so callous grown, so changed since youth, 

I ’vc learn’d to think, and sternly speak the truth; 
jcam’d to deride the critic’s starch decree, 

And break him on the wheel he meant fcr roe; 

To spurn the rod a scribbler bids me kiss, 

Nor care if courts and crowds applaud or hiss; 

Nay morn, though all my rival rhymesters frown, 

~ too can hunt a poetaster down ; 

And, arm’d in proof, the gauntlet cast at once 
To Scotch marauder, and to southern dunce. 

Thus much I ’vc dared ; if my incondite layf 
lath wrong'd these righteous times, let others say: 

’’his, let the world, which knows not how to spare 
ITct rarely blames unjustly, nowdeclarej. 

Dm of Me'botime .singular enough, ajmI din enoH^, 

»d kueMm .—note by^jnrd Jhp’tm. 1816. 
t '171118 much f\edared'; if myinonditetay. 

Thft r vling of the fifth wlUion : originAllv primrd, 

'• Thus much I’ve dared lo do; how far mjr lay.’* 

:l The greater part of this satire 1 most eiiicerriy wish had never been 
ntleii—4io( only uit accounl of the iiijuHiice of much of the critica*, and 
line tif the iiereonal part of it—but the tone and temfier are such as 1 can* 
It approve.—Byron. July U, 1816. 

Diodati, Oeneva. 


THE FOLLOWING ARGUMENT INTENDED FOR THE SATIRE WAS IN THE 
ORIGINAL MANUS'JKIPT, BUT NOT PUBLISHED. 

The poet eonsldereth times past and their poesy—maketh a au'kien tramdtlon to tiniea present—la inceneed against book-makers—revilcth W. Scott 
cupidity and haUad-iDonguniig, with iiotablo remarks on Muster Southey—coimtluiiietb that Master Moutiiey hath inflicted three |)Ocrm epic and 
otherwise on the pulilic—inveigheUi againet Wm. Worikiwoith: imt iaudeih Mr. Coleridge and hit eleyy on a young ass—is dieiiosed to vituperaU 
Mr. Isewls—anrl greatly rebuketh Tboinas Little (llte late,) and the l<ord Mirangforcl—rccommendrlh Mr. Hayley to turn ids attention to pruse.— 
and exhurteth the Moraviane to glorily Mr. Crrahuine—•yinpatbiseth with tlie Rrv. — Uowirs—and deploreth the mclancboiv fate of Montgomery 
—breakrth mil into invrrtive agmnnt Uie Kiliiitmrgh Ilevipwrni—calteth them hunt names, hurpirs, ami thr like-^poairi^iaetb Jeffrey oud pro- 
pheaieth—E{>isada of )»>frrey aik) Moore, tludr )eopiirdy and deliverance ; purtenta on thr inoni of combat; the Twepd,''roltMH)th, Friln of Forth 
aeverolly shocked ; descent of a goildrss to save JutTrey ; iticorimration of ti« buileui witii his sinciput ami occi|A)t—Kdinburgh Bevlewers e» maeee 
—Lord Alierdeeii, Herbert, Scott, Hullam, PHIoiis, Lambe, Sydney Smith, Urougham, &c.—The Lord lluliaiid applauded fur dinners and tnuiata> 
tiuna.—1'be llrnma; Skeftmgtou, Honk, Kvynolda, Kenney, Cherry, &c.—Sheridan, (-otmati, and CumlATlund called upon to write—j^Cum to 
poeay^«cnbl>)nra uf ail sorU—Lords sometimes rliynie ; much heller not—Hafit, Kimu Maukia, Wid X. Y. Z.—Ilugers, Campbell, Gifford, Ac., 
true poota —(ransiatora of the Greek Antiadogy—Crabbo—Garwin’a style—Cambrid^^Seaiuiuau Brise—Smyth—Bodfscni—Uaford—Bicharda— 
Poets loquitur—AfHicIuaion. 


POSTSCRIPT.* 


1 have been liiformed.aineethepresenledltion w«ittotheprese, that ray laloni,and in dally expectation of sundry cartela; but, sIm ‘ the age of 
trusty and w«li-belove<i cousins, the iSdiabnrgh Revtewers, are preparing ' chivalry is over,’* or uidhe vulgar tongue, tliars ie no epirlt now>a^ys. 
a rosiet vehemont critlqur on my poor, gimtie, vnresieting Muee, whom There is a youth )rcle[Kd Hewson <*larke (Subaudl esquire), a sixer of 
they have already so biMiieviIed with t»»«r ungodly ribal^y : Emmanuel Collage, and, 1 believe, a denizen of Berwirk>opoo*Tweed, 

whom 1 have intruiuced in Uiese t*a^s to much better company than ha 
has lieen accustomed to meet; be », Dotvritliatandiiig, a very sad dog. and 
lor no reason that 1 can discover, except a personal quarrel with a bear, 
kept by me at Camliridge to sit tor a fellowship, and whom the jealousy of 
his Trinity conlcraporanas }ircvented fran euccras, has lieeu abusing me 
and wlmt is woree, the defenceless iiuiocentabove meutionad, in ‘'Th« Sa> 
lirist” for one year and some months, i am utterly uiieoRKioua of having 
given himonv provocation; indeed, I am guiltless of having beonl his nama 
uU couul^ wiUi”Tlie &ttttiriat.” lie has tliercfore no reason to compioiii, 
and 1 (lore say Uiat, like Btr Fretful I^ai^ary, tie ia rather pleneea than 
otlierwiiw. 1 iiave now mentioned all vcho have done me the honoor to 
notic« me and mine, that ia, my liear and my book, except the editor of 
” The Satirat,'* who, it eeems, is a ^ntleman—G mI wot 11 wish he could 
impart a little of his gentiiity to hu suliordtiuite acribblert. 1 hear that 
Mr. Jemlnghain is about to Lake up die eudgela for his Macenaa, Lord 
Cnrltsi* : 1 lio|>e not: he wae one ut tiie few, who, in the very short later- 
course 1 bad with him, treated me wiUi kindness when a hoy, and what¬ 
ever be may eay or do, ” pour on, 1 will endure." 1 have notbing further 
to Sidd, save a gcuera) note o( thiuikegivk^ to readers, purcbosera^ oaff 
puldieheo, oa^ lu the words of Acvtt, I wish 

** To Ml and each a fair gnod night, 

And rosy di cams and atumbere light-* 


" Tontane anlmla cafautibus ir« !’* 

1 siqtpnse I mutt say of Jeffry at Sir Anthony .^lerheck smith," an t had 
known be woe an eunniiig of fence, I had seen him damned ere I bad fougtit 
him.” What a i^ty it ie timt I shall tw beyond llie lluephorus liefore the 
next number has passed Uie Tweed 1 But I yet liopc to light my pi)N> with 
U in Pan8a. 

My norihero friends have accused me, with justice, of personality to¬ 
wards their great literary onthroitoidiagiM. Jeffrey ; hut what else was to 
be done with him and hsi dirty peck, who feed by ” tying and atandering,” 
and tloke their thirst hy ” evdspeakingj*” I have addueed facts already 
Well known, and uf Jeffrey’s mbid 1 Iiave alatrd my free oiiinioti, nor has 
be thence suaiaiued any injury ;—what scavet^er was ever soiled by li ' 
.pelted with mud^ It may be eakl that I quit England because 1 have 
caneured there "nereons w linnwii and wit tUHnil town.” hut 1 am coming 
bai^ ogam, mod their veagrauce will keep iiot UU my return. Those who 
hnuw me can testify that my motives for isaving England are very different 
from feero, literary or nereonal: ihooe who do not, may one day be cou- 
vmced. Since the ^nibllcation of this thing, my name me not been con- 
era,led; i have been mostly in London, rt^y to answer farmj trau«grea- 


* Added to the aecood edUioB. 



HINTS FROM HORACE. 

semo AD ALLCTMOS llf ESOLItH VERIB TO THE EPISTLE “ AD PISOKES, DE ABTE POBTICA,* AITS 
IHTSXDED AS A 8BI)UEL TO “ EHSLISR BARDS AKD SCOTCH RETIEWEBS.” 


** fntii^r vice cotb, uniiuin 
Kedd«rv qu« fen-uia vahM, t;Xifori> iif«a isceitmli." 

UOK. iJc Arte Pott, 301, 305. 

” lUi/nMi XK (Uffieutt thinn—titey nro stuhUirn ihinis, ot." 

FlKLDlNu'S Aaitlitk, YoL iu. Book 5. (^p. 6. 


AUma>. C&pnchia Cooveati March ISth, 1811* 

Who would not laugh, if Lawrence, hired to grace 
His costly canvass witli each flatter’d face, 

A^hised his art, till Nature, with a blusli, 

Saw cits grow centaurs underneath his brush ? 

Or, should some limner join, ibr show or s«de, 

A maid of honour to a mermaid’s tail ? 

Or low* Dubost (as once the world has seen) 

Degrade God’s creatures in his graphic spleen ? 

Not all that fltrced politeness, which defends 
Fools in their faults, could gag his grinning friends. 
Believe me, Moschus, like that picture seems 
The hook which, sillier than a sick man’s dreams, 
Displays a crowd of figures incomplete, 

Poetic nightmares, witnout head or feet. 

Poets and painters, as all artists know, 

May shoot a little with a lengthen’d bow; 

We claim this mutual mercy for our task, 

And grant in turn the {)ardan which wo ask; 

But make not monsters spring from gentle dams~> 
Birds breed not vipers, tigers nurse not lambs. 

A labour’d, long exordium, sometimes tends 
(Like patriot speeches) but to paltry ends; 

And nonsense in a lofty note goes down, 

As pertness passes with a legal gown: 

Thus many a bard describes in pompous strain 
The dear brook babbling through the f^>odly plain; 

The groves ofGranta, and her gothic halls, 

King's CoU., Cam’s stream, stain’d windows, and old 
walls; 

Or, in uivent’rous numbers, neatly aims 
To paint a rainbow, or the river Thames.! 

Humano capiti cervicem pictor cquinam 
•Imtgere si velic, et varias in<iucoro plumas, 

ITndique collatis membris, ut turpiter atrum 
Besinat In piscem mutier formosa superne; 
f^pectatum admissi rlsum teneatis, iftnici ? 

Credice, Fisoiies, iste tabulas fore librum 
PersimiJem, cujvis, veiutegrt somnia, vanx 
FingetKur species, lit iiec pes, nec caput uni 
Rcdiiaiur furnufe. PictoriDiis atquo |:metiB 
C^uidlibet audendi semper futt lequa pcaestas 
ScimuB, et hanc veniatnpetimustiueUamusque vlcissim: 
Sed non ut piacidiscoeam immieia; non ue 
Serpentes avibus geminentur, tigribus agni. 

Incffiptls gravIbuH plerumque ec magna profess! 
PurpureuB. late qui splcndeat, unus et alter 
Assuitur panniis; cum lucus et are Diante, 

Ki properantis aquae per amcenos ambitus agros, 

Am flumen Rhenum, aul pluviusdescriiiiiur arcus. 

* In Ml Bncb«h newipupn-, which fliwlt iU way abroad wherever there 
are E^Ui^men, 1 reati au arcouoi of thie dirty dauber'i caricature of 

S ir. UZ-.. and Uis foowt^nt action, kt. The cireunetanoe l« proba- 
y too well icoown to requifT further cnminent. 

'l Wlwre pure dnenpUeu held the place of tease."—Pope. 


You sketch a u«e, and so perhaps may shina— 

But daub a shipwreck like an alehouse sign; 

You plan a uase—it dwindles to a ; 

Then glide down Grub-street—fasting and forgot; 
Laugh’d into Lethe by some quaint review, 

WThose wit is never troublesome till true. 

In fine, to whatsoever you aspire, 

Let it at least be simple and entire. 

The greater portion of the rhyming tribe 
(Give car, my friend, for thou hast been a scribe) 

Are led astray by some peculiar lure. 

I labour to bo brief—become obscure; 

One falls while following elegance too fast; 

Another soars, inflated with bombast; 

Too low a third crawls on, afraid to fly, 

He spins his subject to satiety ; 

Absurdly varying, he at last engraves 

Fish in the woods, and boars beneath the waves! 

Unless your care’s exact, your judgment nice, 

The flight freun fldly leads but into vice; 

None are complete, all wanting in some part, 

Like certain tailors, limited in art. 

For galligaskins Slowsliears is your man, 

I Bill coats must claim another artizan.* 

Now this to me, I own, seems much the same 
As Vulcan’s feet to boar Apollo’s frame; 

Or, with a fair complexion, to expose 
Black eyes, Hack rir^lets, but—a bottle nose I 

Dear authors! suit your topics to your strength, 

And ponder well your subject, and its length ; 

Sed nunc non erat his locus : et fortasse cu]M'esBum 
Scis simularo: quid hoc, si fraccia enatat exspes 
Navihus, Sire dato qui pingitur ? amphora cccfHt 
InstUui: curreriie rot& cur urceus exit i 
Denique all quod vis, simplex duntaxat et unum. 

Maxima pars vatum, pater, et juvenes patre digiU, 
Decipiinur specie recti. Brevis esse laboro, 

Ohsciirufl flo : sectantem levia, nervi 
Bifflciunt animique: professus grandja, target: 

Serpit humi, tutue nirnium, tirntdueque proceileB: 

Qui variare cupit rem prndtgialiter unam, 

Belphituim sylvis appingit flucUbus aprum. 

In vitium (fucit cutp? fuga, si caret arte. 

Almilium circa ludum faber unus et ungues 
Exprimet, et tnoliei imitabitur ero capiTlos; 

Infeiix operis sumoia, quUi ponere totum 
^'esciet. Hunc ego me, si quid componere curem. 

IVon miigii esse velim, quam pravo vivere naao, 
Spectanduin itigris oculis nlgroque capillo. 

Mere onminon mort&lii were euoimiwly content with one teOer enS 
with one bBI, hiH the more pnrtieulnr ttnllemen foand tt irapMilble to 
eonSde their }owi>r cermenu to the nufert uf their body elethei. I neglt 
of the Iwsfniumror -wh«t reforrenMy bareeine* lelcea plonlMtUMr 
know nor detire to 
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Kor lift your load, before youVe quite aware 
What weight your ahouldere wili^ or will not, bear. 

But lucid Order, and Wit*8 siren voice, 

Await the poet, skilful in his choice; 

With native eloquence he soars along, 

Grace in his thoughts, and music in his song. 

Let judgment teach him wisely to combine 
With future parts the now onutted line ; 

This shall the author choose, or that reject, 

Precise in style, and cautious to select. 

Nor slight applause will candid pens afford 
To him whofbrnishes a wanting word. 

Then fear not if His needful to produce 
Some term unknown, or obsolete in use, 

(As *Pitt has fumishM ua a word or two, 

Which lexicographera declined todo;) 

So you indeed, with care,-—(but be content 
To take this licence rarely)—may invent. 

New words find credit in these latter days, 

If neatly grafted on a Gallic phrase. 

What Chaucer, Spenser did, we scarce refuse 
To Dryden’s or to Pope’s maturer muse. 

If you can add a little, say why not, 

As well as William Pitt and Walter Scott? 

Since they, by force of rhyme and force of lungs, 
Knrich’d our island’s ill-united tongues; 

’Tis then—and j^iall be—lawful to present 
Beform in writing, as in parliament. 

As f>rests shed their foliage by degrees, 

So fade expressions which iu season please. 

And we and ours, alas! are due to &tc, 

And works and words but dwincUe to a date. 

Though as a monarch nods, and commerce calls, 
Impetuous rivers stagnate in canals; 

Though swamps subdued, and marshes drain’d, sustain 
The heavy ploughshare and the yellow grain, 

And rising ports al<mg tlie busy shore 
Protect the vessel from old ocean’s roar, 

All, all must perisli; but, surviving last. 

The love of letters half preserves the past. 

True, some decay, yet not a few revive ;t 
Though those shall sink, which now appear to thrive, 

Sumite tnateriem vestiis. qui scrlbitls, equam 
Viiibus; et versare diu quid ferre recuaent 
Quid valeant humeri. Cui lecta potentererit res, 

Nec facundia deseret hunc ncc lucldus ordo. 

Ordinis hnc virtue erit et venue, aut ego fallor, 

Ut jam nunc dicat, jam nunc debencia diet 
Fleraiiue differat, et prtesens iu teinpua omittat; 

Hoc amet, hoc spernat promissi carminia auctor. 

In verbis etiam tenuis catitnsque serendis: 

Dixeris egregib, notum si callida verbum 
Beddidertt junctura novum. Si forte nccesse eat 
Indicim mnnstraro recentibus abUita rerum, 

Fingere cinctutis non exaudita Ceihegis 
Oontinget; dabiturqtie iicentia suinpta pudonter; 

F.t nova factaquo nu])er habebunt verba fidem, si 
Graeco Ibnte cadant. parce detorta. Quid autem 
Cfficilio Flautoque dabit Romanus, ademptum 
Vlrgilio Varloqne ? ego cur, acquirere pauca 
Si possum, invidaor; cum lingua Catonis et Enni 
Sermonem patrlum aitaverH, et nova rerum 
Nomina prmulerit f Licuit, semperque licebit, 
BIgnatum preesente nota pnalucere nomen. 

Ut silvffi foliis pronos mutantur in annos; 

Prima cadunt: ita verborum vetus hiterit letas, 

Et juvenum litu dorent modo nata, vigentque. 
Dabemur morti nos nostmque: stve receptus 
Terra Neptunue classes aquilonibus arcet, 

Regis opus ) Bteiilisve diu palus, ajKaque remis 
Vicinas urbes alit, et grave sentit aratrum: 

Seu cursum mutavit iniquum frugibus amnis, 
boctns iter melius *, mortalia facta peribunt: 

Nedum sermonum stei hones, et natia vivax. 

Multa renaecemur, que jatnceciilere; cadentque, 


As custom arbitrates, whose shiflmg sway 
Our life and language must alike obey. 

The immortal wars which gods and angels wage, 
Are they not shown in Milton’s sacred page ? 

His strain will teach what numb^ best belong 
I To themes celestial told in epic song. 

The slow, sad stanza will correctly paint 
The lover’s anguish or the friend’s complaint. 

But which deserves the laurel, rhyme or blank ? 
Which holds on Helicon the higher rank ? 

Let squabbling ttrilics by themselves dispute 
This point, as puzzling as a Chancery suit. 

Satiric rhyme first sprang from selhsh spleen. 

You doubt—see Dryden, Pope, St. Patrick’s dean.* 

Blank verse is now, with one consent, allied 
To Tragedy, and rarely quits her side. 

Though mad Ahimnzor rhymed in Dryden’s days, 

No sing-song hero rants in modem plays; 

While moflcst Comedy her verse foregoes 
For jest and puni in very middling prose. 

Not ihal our Bens or Beaumonts show the worse, * 
Or lose one point, because they wrote in verse. 

But so Thalia pleases to appear, 

Poor virgin! damn’d some twenty times a year! 

I Whate’er the scene, let this advice have weight: 
Adapt your language to your hero’s state. 

At times Melpomone forgets to groan, 

And brisk Thalia takes a serious tone; 

Nor unregarded will the act pass by 
Wliere angry Townly lifts his voice on high. 

Again, our Shakspeure limits verse to kings, 

When common prose will serve for common things; 
And lively Hal resigns heroic ire, * 

To hollowing Hotspur and the sceptred sire. 

’T is not enough, ye bards, with all your art, 

To polish ()ocrQS; they must touch the heart; 
Where’er the scene bo laid, whatc’or the song, 

Still let it boar the hearer’s soul along; 

Qnm nunc sunt in honore vocsbula, si volet usus; 
Qtiem penes arbitriiim e^it, et jus. et norma ioquendl 
Res gestas regumquc ducumque ct tristia bella, 

Quo Bcribi possent numero monstravit Homenis. 

Versibus impiiriier junetts querimonia primum; 
Post etiam luclusa est v>)ti senientla compos. 

Quis tainen exiguos elegns emtserit auctor, 
Grammatici certant, et adhuc sub judice lis est. 

Archilocum proprio rabies armavit iambo ; 

Kune socci repcrc pedem grandesque cothurni, 
Alternis aptiim sermonibne, et popularea 
Vinceitletn etrepitus, et natum rebus agendis. 

Musa riedit tldibus ilivoa, puerosque deorum 
Et pugilem victoiern. ct equuni certamine primum, 
Etjuvcnuiii curas ct libera vina refene. 

Descriptas servarc vices operumque colores, 

Cur ego, si netuieo ignoroque, poetu saiutor f 
Cur nescire puuens prave, quam discerc malo? 

Versibus exponi tragicis res comica non vuU 
Indignatur item privatis, ac propc socco 
Uighia curminibuB narrari cocna Thyestaa. 

Singula quteque locum teneant sortita decenter. 
Interdum tamen et vocem comoedia tollit, 

Iratusque Chremes tumido delitigat ore: 

Et tragicuB plerumque dolet sermone pedestri. 
Telepnus et Peieus, cum pauper et exul, uterque 
ProjicU ampullas, et sosquipedalia verba; 

81 curat eor spoctantU tetigisse querela. 

Non satis est pulchra esse poemata; dulcia siinto, 
Et quocunque volent, animum audkoris agunto. 

* Mae Fledotoe, the Dunclad, and ell Swift'i lampooning Imlltd 
Whatever their nUwr werke mey he, tfinie orlglReted ht ^nonel feelini 
and angry retort on unworthy rivals ; and thougii the ability of thi 
tires cievaus the poetical, tWr poii^ancy detracts from the pereon 
duLTsetw of the wnteie. 


• Mr. Pi« was liberal In Us additions to o«r (larlismenUry tongue, . v*. ^ .v. 

■iV b* M«a in many nubbeatioM, particularly the Edinborgli Review. t With ail the vulgar applause end triUenI abhorrence rf puns, * 
t OM old i^aye, and old wmoen’s stories, are at prasent in at, have Aristotle on their side, wim permlu them to oretore, and giTte tin 

wineh TMomt ae dd wine or new speeches, in fact this le the mlUennitun * ewisequence bv a grave dlsquieitlM. . . „ 

«f UeelTkur i Ihanlte to our Kebere, Webere, and Bcotu I t •• And in bU ear I ’ll hollow, MorUmer |”-l iTsiny /r. 






Commaod your audteuoe or to smile or weep, 
Whiche'er may please you<^Qy thing but sleep. 

The poet dainu our team; but, by his leave, 

Before I shed them, let me see him grieve. 

If banish'd Romeo feign'd nor sigh nor tear, 

Lull’d by his languor, I should sleep or sneer. 

Sad words, no doubt, become a serious face, 

And men look angry in the proper place. 

At double meanings folks seem wondrous sly, 

And sentiment prescribes a pensive eye; 

For nature form'd at first the inward man, 

And actors copy nature*—when they can. 

She bids the beating heart with rapture bound, 
Raisedito the stars, or levell’d with the ground; 

And for expression's aid, 't is said, or sung, 

She gave our mind's interpreter—the tongue, 

Who, worn with use, of late would fain dispense 
(At least in theatres) with common sense ; 

O'erwhelm with sound the boxes, gallery, pit, 

And raise a laugh with any thing but wit. 

To skilful writers it will much import, 

^ Whence spring their scenes, from common life or court 
Syhether they seek applause by smile or tear, 

To draw a “ Lying Valet,” or a “ Lear,” 

A sage, or rakish youngster wild from school, 

A wandering “ Peregrine,” or plain “ John Bull; ” 

All persons please, when nature’s voice prevails, 
Scottish or Irish, bom in Wilts or Wales, 

f)r follow common fame, or forgo a plot- 
Wlio cares if mimic heroes lived or not ? 

One precept serves to regulate dio scene: 

Make it appear as if it might have been* 

If some Drawcansir you aspire to draw, 

Present him raving, and al>ove all law; 

If female furies in your scheme are plonn’d, 

Macbeth's fierce damo is ready to your hand; 

For tears and treachery, for good w evil, 

Constance King Richani, Hamlet, and the Devil! 

Ut ridentibus arridenC, ita licntibus adQent 
Human! vultus: si vis me flere dolendum est 
Primum ipsi tibi; tunc tua me infurtutiia laidcnt. 
Tclcphe, vel Pcieu, male si mandata logii6ris, 

Aut dormitabo, autridebo: tri^tiu ma*stum 
Vultum verba decent; iratum, plena minarum; 
Ludentem, lasciva; severum, soria dictu. 

Format>enlm naiura prius non intus ad omnem 
Fortimarum habitum; jnvat, aut irapelllt ad iram! 

Aut ad humum mo^rore gravi cleducit, et angitj 
Post effert animi motus interprete lingua. 

Si dicemis erunt fortunis abaona dicta, 

Romani tolJent equUes, peditesqnc cachinnum. 

Intererit multum, Davusne loquatur on hcros; 
Maturuaue sonex, an adhuc fiarento juventa 
Fervidus; an matrona potens, and scdula nutrix; 
Mercatorne vagus, cultorne virontis agelli; 

ColchuB an Assyrius; Thebls nutri'tus, an Argfs. 

Aut famam sequcrc, aut sib! convenientia finge. 
Scriptor honoratum si forte reponls Acbiilcm; 

Impiger, iracundus, inexorabills, accr, 

Jura neget sibi nata, nihil non ari^get armis. 

Sit Medoa ferox invictoriue, flebtlis Ino; 

Porfidus Ixion ; lo vaga; trlatls Orestes; 

Si quid inexportum sceito) cominitcis, ec audes 
Personam formare novam; servetur ad Imum 
fitualis ab incepco processerit, et slbi constot 
DIfilene est proprie communis dicere; tuque 
Rectiiis Iliacum carmen deducis in actus, 

Ruam si proferres ignota Indictaque primus. 

Publica roateries prlvati juris eiit, si 

Nec circa vilem patulumque moraberis orbem; 

Kec verbum verbo curabis reddere fidus 
Interpres, nec desilles imitator In arctum 
Unde peoem proferre pudor vetet, aut operls lex. 

.Vec sic inerpies, ut scriptor CycUcus oHm: 

** Foitunam ft-iami cantaoo, el nobile betluin,’* 

Quid dignum tanto feret hie promissor hiatu 
» Parturiunt moutas: nascetor ridiculus mus. 

Ruanto rectius hie, qul nil moUtur Inepte t 
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But if a new design you dare essay, ’ t 

And freely wander from the beaten way, } 

True to your characters, till all be post, ^ 

Preserve consistency from first to last. i 

'T is hard to venture where our betters &il, 

Or lend fresh interest to a twice-told tale ; 

And yet, perchance, 'lis wiser to prefer 
A hackney'd plot, than choo«e a new, and err, 

Vet copy not too clostdy, but reconl, 

More Justly, tliought for thought than word for word , 

Nor trace your prototype tlurough narrow ways, 

But only follow where he merits praise. 

For you, young bard! whom luckless fate may lead 
To tremble on the nod d*all who read, 

Ere your first score of cantos time unrolls, 

Beware—for God’s sake, don’t begin like Bowles!* 

Awake a louder and a loftier strain,” 

And pray, what follows from his boiling brain ?— 

He sinks lo Southey's level in a trice, 

Wh<»c epic inonnlaiiis never fail in mice! 

Not so of yore awoke your mighty sire 
The tcmjKT’d warblings of his master lyre j 
Soft as the gentler breathing of the lute, 

’ Of man's lirst disohcdienc<? and the fruit” 

Ho speaks, but as his -subject swells along, 

Earth, Iieavcn, and ha»les echo with llio song. 

Still to the midst of things he hastens on, 

As if we witness’d all aln^ady done *, 

Loaves on bia path whatever 8t*ems too mean ‘ 

To raise the subject, or adorn the scene; 

Gives, os each page improves upon the sight, 

Not smoke from brightness, but from darkness—light, 

And truth and fiction with such art comjiounds, 

We know not where to fix their several bounds. 

If you would please tiie public, deign to hear 
Wliat soothes the maiiy*hoa<i<ul monster's ear. 

If your heart triumph when the hands of all 
Applaud in thunder at the curtain’s fall,. 

De.^orvo those plaudits—.study nature’s page, 

And sketch the striking traits of every age; 

“ Pic mild, Musa, vinnn capttn post tompora Troj®, 

Qul mores hominura nuiltorum vidil, et urbes.’* 

Non fumum ex fulgore, sod ex fumo dare lucem 
Cogjint, utspeciosii deliinc mirncnla proinat, 

Antiphaten, Scyllamquc, cl cum <>clope Charybdlim 
Nec reditum Pioinedis ab interitu Melcagrl, 

Nec geiniuo helium Tro.jnnum onlitur ab ovo. 

Semper ad eventum fe.'^tinat; ctlu modias res 
Non secuB ac notaa, auilHorem raplt. et qw» 

Pesperat tractata nitcscere posse, reliniiuit: 

Atquc Ua mcnikur, sic veris fulaa rciniscct, 

Prirno nc medium, medio ue discremst iuium. 

Tu, quid ego et popttlus meciiai ucHlderet, audi. 


* .About (wo yntrt ago a ynunxnian, n&niMt Towomtrtd, wat* aiinoiinCMj 
Mr. Ciimberlant! (In a nivifw aince aa U-itie etteaxi^i in au 

epic poem lo Ijo MiUticfl “ ArnmjpxWou.” Th*‘ jJan aixi »i»ecltnen 
miao much ; but I hr^ nrithev (>> olTencl Mr. Towitarnd nrr tiie friemta, 
■y recommending to hia atU’niion Uie Knee of Horace to which three 
liymea ailtide. If M>. Towaaeml aiKxec^a in hie lUKlertuking, as there 

reaMoit to ho[>e, bow much will the woi-ld he ]ii(ieht(!<i lo Mr. (,'umiwr' 
....id f*r briiixinic him iNsfore the iHiblie I But U)) that eerntru) day arrive*, 
it may t« doubted whether tlie {renmlure diepiay of lr.« phut <Kublitnc m 
he {(leas tmiifeMedly are) has not, by reUMiK expectaiiou too ftieh, or 
limiaUhina curioeil^ tiy developing hit argtiineut, raUior incurred the 
lazatd of injurinf Mr- I'owuHeud’s fiMnre fKVM{>ects. Mr. Cumiierlurul 
.wboM talent* I ^11 not depreciato by the humble Mluite of my rirai*H)HD(i 
kir. Townwnd tnuel not euppoee mo actuated by unworthy nmtWrv in t ine 
cugmtion. I wiri) the author ail the euceem ne can wieh faimeeif, and 
•hau he tniiy happy to see epic poeti^ wei|{h^ up from tiie i»athoii wiwre 
it lies smtken with Sotithey, Crttle, Oowit^ (Mr*, or Atiraftam), Odtvy, 
Wilkie, Pye, and all tlm “auU orpast and ](reaent day*.'* Keen nhe i* 
not a MUion, he may be better than Blnchnort; if not a Honwr, au 
Aniimaehit. I ■hould deem myeelf preiuinptiione, as armiM man, In 
offering advice, were it notaddreued to one ctill youngur. Mr. Towneend 
haa the grratest didlcidtiee to encounter : but in conqiiering (Item h« will 
And employment; In haring conquered tliem. hie reward. I know ten 
well “ the eeribbter'c ecoff, the critic's contumely," and 1 am afrakt time 
will leach Mr. Towneend to know Uiern brlter. Thoce who aucreed, and 
IboK wiu do not must bear thb alike, and It )■ Itard to my wludi have 
moat of it. I truot that Mr. Townmnd't) olierr «'ill lie fhna eney ;—he 
vili soon know mankind well euon^ not to aUrlbute this eTtweenloii lo 
maHee. 

The above note woe writtMi beibre the antlM^ a*a« appnwHt of Mr 
yumherlaivi’i death. 




While rarying man and varying years unfcdd 
LUe's Uttie tale so oft, so vaihiy told. 

Observe his simple childhood’s dawning days, 

His pranks, his prate, his [daymates, and his plays; 
Till time at ten^ the mannish tyro weans. 

And prurient vice outstrips his t^y teens! 

Behold him freshman! forced no more to groan 
O’er *Virgil’s devilish verses and his own. 

Prayers aro too tedious, lectures too abstruse. 

He flies from T—v—I’s frown to “ Fordham’s Mews 
(Unlucky T—v—1! doom’d to daily cares 
By pugilistic pupils and by boarsf,) 

Pines, tutors, tasks, conventions tiueat in vain. 
Before hounds, hunters, and Newmarket plain. 
Rough with his elders, with his equals rash, 

Civil to sharjrers, prodigal of cash; 

Constant to nought—save hazard and a whore. 

Yet cursiitg both—^for both have made him sore ; 
Unread (uidcss, since books beguile disease. 

The p—X iMscomos his passage to degrees); 

Fool’d, pillaged, dunn’d, he wastes his term away 
And, unox|>ull’d petliaps, retires M. A.; 

Master of arts! as hella and dubf* proclaim, 

Where scarce a blackleg bears a brighter name ' 

Launch’d into life, extinct his early fire. 

He apes the selfish prudence of his sire; 

Marries for money, chooses friends for rank. 

Buys land, and shrewdly trusts not to the Bank; 

Sits in the senate; gels a son and heir; 

Sends him to Harrow, for himself was there. 

Mute, though he votes, unless when call’d to cheer. 
His son’s BO sharp—he ’ll sec the dog a noer 1 

Manhood oeclines—age palsies every limb; 

He quits the scone—or else the scene quits him; 
Scrapes wealth, o’er each departing penny grieves. 
And avarice seizes all ambition leaves; 

Counts cent, per cent., and smiles, or vainly (rots. 
O’er hoards diminish’d by young Hopeful’s debts; 
Weighs well and wisely what to sell or buy. 
Complete in all life’s lessons—but to die; 

Peevish and spiteful, doting, hard to please. 
Commending every time, save times like these; 
Crazed, querulous, forsaken, half forgot, 

Rxpires unwept—is buried-det him rot! 

But from the drama let me not digress, 

Nor spare my precepts, though they please you loss. 


Thou^ women weep, and hardest hearts are stin’di 
When what is done is rather seen flian heard, 

Yet many deeds preserved in history's page 
Are better told than acted on the stage; 

The ear sustains what shocks the timid eye, 

And horror dius subsides to sympathy. 

True Briton all beside, I here am French- 
Bloodshed ’t is surely better to retrench; 

The gladiatorial gore we teach to flow 
In tragic scene disgusts, though but in show, 

We hate the carnage while we see the trick. 

And find small sympathy in being sick. 

Not on the stage the regicide Macbeth 
Appals an audience with a monarch’s death, 

To gaze when sable Hubert threats to soar * 
Young Arthur’s eyes, can ours, or nature bear ? 

A '•'halter’d heroine Johnson sought to slay— 

We saved Irene, but half damn’d the play. 

And (Heaven be praised!) our tolerating times 
Stint metamorphoses to pantomimes, 

And Lewis’ self, with all his sprites, would quake 
To change Fail Osmond’s negro to a snake! 
Because, in scenes exciting joy or grief, 

Wc loathe the action which exceeds belief; 

And yet, God knows 1 what may not authors do, 

I Whose jiostcripts prate of dyeing “ heroines blue I"* 

Above all things, Dan Poet, if you can, 

Eke out your acts, I pray, with mortal man ; 

Nor call a ghost, unless some cursed scrape 
Must open ten trap-doors for your escape. 

Of all the monstrous tilings 1 'd fain forbid, 

I loathe an opera worse than Dennis did; 

Where good and evil persons, right or wrong, 

Rage, love, and aught but moralize, in song. 

Hail, lost memorial of our foreign friends 
Which Gaul allows, and still Hesperia lends 1 
Napoleon’s edicts no embargo lay • 

On wliores, spies, singers, wisely shipp’d away. 

Our giant capital, whose squares arc spread 
Where rustics earn’d, and now may beg, their bread; 
In all, iniquity is grown so nice, 

It scorns amusements which are not of price. 

Hence the pert shopkeeper, whose throbbing ear 
Aches with orchestras which he pays to hear. 

Whom shame, not sympathy, forbids to snore. 

His anguish doubling by bis own “encore 
Squeezed in “ Fop’s Alley,” Jostled by the beaux. 
Teased with his hat, and trembling for his tot«; 


Si plauseris eges autea manontis, ot usque 
Sessiiri, donee cantor, Vos plaiidlte, dicat; 

A?tati8 cujusque notandi sunt tibi mores, 
Mobilihusqno decor natnris damliis ct annis. 
Reddora qui voces jam scit puer, et peile certo 
Bignat humum; gestit paribus colludere, et iram 
Colltgit ac poult temere, et mutatiir in boras, 
Imberbis juvenis, tandem custode remote, 

Qaudet equis conibusque, et aprici gramine camp!; 
Ccreus in vitinm flecti, moniloribus asper, 

Utillum tardus provisor, prodigus teris, 

SubUtnis, cupidusque, et amata relinquere pemix. 

Conversis studiis, astas animusqne virilis 
Quierit opes, et amiciiias, inservit honori; 
Commisissa cavet quod mox mutare laboret. 

Malta nnem conveniunl incommoda; vel quod 


• Hsrver, tba ttrrulaiar of the efmifstiofl of the Mood, oiied to Ittns 
svor VtrrlteMftMotscyofadiMralHjo, iuhIbot, "tli*bo<*hadRdsrlI.” 
Now, luca a chantotsr I sm covins would yKolmbly tllog It awoy 
idao. but rmtbar wiah Uwit tha devil bad the bnok; not from any dMlka 
to the poet, but a wett-faundod horror of hexamelora. Indeed the pubtio 
aobflol peoaneo of " loiu; and abort” U enougb to bogrt an antipathy to 
poetry ^ tiia rasduo of a tnao'a life, and, padiapa, ao far may be an ad- 

**t*^nIaodnm, luMaa, jubaa ranoeare dotorem.” 1 dare aay Mr. 
S'—en*4 (to Wbma t mean no aff^t) will uuderatand me; and it fa no 
Ooutar orMtlw.^Bona etaedtwa or no.—To Ute ahovo oranta, ” qunquo 
ll^ quorum para mogna fiif,*’ alt limaa and taroia bear 

I ii|B||a|M||jw,^,4oHne ao railed, where you riak tittle, and ore 
cheated la Plwflwt. ” Ctob,” a pleamnt purgatory, wbera yon loae more, 
and are noLau(gwaed to tw cheated at all 


Quierit, et Inventis miser abstinet, ac timet utl; 

Vel quod res omnes timide gelideque ministrat, 

Dilator, spo longus, Incrs, avidiisque fiilurij 
Ditficilis, qiiGPruliis, laudetor temporis acti 
Sc piiero, castigator censorque minorum. 

Multa forunt arini venientos commoda aecum, 

Multa cecedentes adimunt. Ne forte seniles 
Mandentur juveni partes, pueroque viriles. 

Semper in adjunctls, mvoqne morabimur aptis. 

Aut agitur res in scenis, aut acta refertur. 

Segnius irritant animos demiasa per aurem 
Qnam qiie sunt qculis subjectsfidelibus, et qua 
Ipse sibi tradit spectator. Non tamcn Intus 
Digna geri, proines in scenam; multaque toUes 
Ex oculis, qua max narret facundia pmsens. 

No puetos coram fiopulo Medea trucidet; 

Aut humana palam coquat oxta nefitrlus Atreus; 

Aut in aveni Progne vertatur, Cadmus In anguem. 
(Jundctmque ostendis mlhi sic, tncredulns odi. 

Neve minor, neu sit qninto prodiictlor actu 
Fabula, quie posci vult, ct spcctata reponi. 

Nee Deus inlersit, nisi dignus vindico nodus 
Inciderit. ♦ * ♦ 

* *' Irfiw hMii to *rieftk two lines with the bowetrmg rouiMt her neck: 
but the AiKliieiice cried otit' Mnnler V and abe was obliged to be carried oS 
the lAft uf Jnftnton, 

t In the mtecript to Uie “ Caatle R}>eetre’* Mr. Xscwis lella lu, (hat 
though Marta were unJenownIn Ekudatid at the period of hi* action, 
baa made the anachronUm to set olt the aeene : and if he eouk) have pro> 
dueed the effect *' hy making fate faerdne quote '* fahia l-e 

woidd bare made fata i' * 





Scarce wresUes tlirou^ the night, nor tastes of ease 
Till the dropp’d cartaia gives a glad release; 

Why this, and more, ho suffers—can ye guess ?— 
Because it costs him dear, and makes him dross! 

So prosper eunuchs from Etruscan schools 
Give us but fiddlers, and they ’re sure of fools! 

Ere scenes were play’d by many a reverend clerk* 

(What harm, if David danced before the ark ?} 

In Christmas revels, simple country folks 
Were pleas’d with morrice>mumm’ry and coarse jokes. 
Improving years, with things no longer known, 
IV^uced blithe Punch mid merry Madame Joan, 

Who still frisk on with feats so lewdly low, 

'T is sttange Benvolio suffers such a show 
Sapjiressing peer! to whom each vice gives place, 
Oaths, boxing, begging,—all, save rout and race. 

Farce fidlow’d Comedy, and reacli’d her prime 
In over'>Iaugliing Foote’s fantastic time; 

Mad wag! who pardon’d none, nor spared the best 
And turn’d some very serious things to jest. 

Nor church nor state escajied his public sneers, 

Arms nor the gown, priests, lawyers, volunteers: 

Alas, pf)or Yorick!” now for over mute t 
Whoever loves a laugh must sigh for Foote, 

We smile, ]>erf »rcc, when histrionic scenes 
Ap^ the swolii dialogue of kings and queens, 

When “ Chrononliotoiilhologos must die,” 

And Artliur struts in mimic majesty. 

Mosedms! with whom once more I hope to sit 
And smile at folly, if we can’t at wit; 

Vos, friend! for tlieo I ’ll quit my cynic cell, 

And b(^ar Swifi’a motto “ Vive la bagatelle !” 

Which charm’d otir days in each jEgeau cliino, 

As^oft at home, with revelry and rhyme, 

Thf.n may Euphrosyne, wiio sped the past, 

Soothe thy lifl ’s wtene’s, nor leave thco in the last; 

But find in thine, like pagan tPlalo’s bed, 

Some inijrry manuscript of mimes, when dead. 

Now to the Drama let us l>eiid our eyes, 

Whert^ fetter’d by whig Wa)p(»le low she lies; 
tCorruption finl’d her, for she fear’d her glance; 

J toconuji left her for an oj»era dance! 

Yet ^Chesterfield, whose polish’tl pen inveighs 
V ioinst laughter, Cnight fir freedom to our plays; 
Unchetik’d by megrims ofpalri<dan brains. 

And damning duliicss of lord chamberlains. 

Kepeal that act! again let ITumour roam 

Wild o’er the stage—we’ve time for tears at home; 

Let “ Archer” plant tlie horns on “ Sullen’s” brows, 
And “ Estifania” gull her “ (‘opper||” spouse; 

Ex noto fictum carmen sequnr, «t slbi qulvls 
Speret i iem ; sudoi mnltum^ frostraque Jalwret 
Ausur idem; tniitum series juncturaqne pollet; 

Tantiirn de medio suintis artcedit honoris. 

Siivis deduct! raveant, me judice, Faunl, 

Ne velut InnHii trivils, ac pene fdfenses, 

Autriimiiun tcncris juvenentur versibus unquam, 

Ai(t imuiuiida crepent, ignomtniosaquo dicta. 
O/Tcnduntiir enim, quibus c«t oquus, etpater, ot res: 
Nec, si tjuid fricii riccrls pr<»bat ot nucia emtor, 

■ • “ Til? Uns theatrical n>|»re«Pnt!itioo«, entitled ‘ My«lerii*« and MoniU 
Kira,’ were |ene>*idly cnarlmt at C'hriirtiuaii, bv moiikii the only (ler. 
*on» Wtiii could read), and lalteriy by th# ctcTjfy and tturtente of the 
nnirerniiee. The drainntN (leraoiiff were umiully .Aduni, Paler (.'(oleetia, 
Fiiilli, Viiv,” &c. Ac.—Kid« Warlnri'nHtttory of EngtinA 

1 BenToliri dora not hei 5 ‘ml rvorv >naii who MwinU*in» race-lMn-aea »a 
promoter of nil the concoiiuleul evlU of the turf, dvr^din;^ to l«Jt !• a 
llule phariaiucul. It it am-xriilpiitlon ? 1 think not. I never yet Iteaid 
n. hawd prAiHed for chastity tjeraiise #Ae Aerae/ftlid not comtnit 
; T'.idei Wato’aiJiilow a v.Jiime of tlie Mi>M» of 8a|»lirnu WM found 
the day lie Fid* BarO^Umi, It* Pante, or l>iagi!H$» fortius, 

irngraeahle. I)« l*niiw calU it a jcM Itxik.—Otmhetland, lo bis Observer, 
terma U tnwxil, like tlic wiving* of “ Publloe Synu*.'* 

^ Hip spevch on the lireurinK wt 1* one of lui >ho*t nloquent eUorls. 
n bflriiari Perec, the “ Coiiiwr C'ApUila,” in Kuls a Wife sod hav* • 
Wife.” 


The morals scant—but that may bo excused, 

Men go not to bo lectured, but amused. 

Ho whom our plays dispose to good or ill 
Must wear a bead in want of Willis’ skill; 

Ay, but Machoath’s example—psha!—no more ! 

It form’d no thieves—tlte thief was form’d befora 
And spite tjf puritans and Collier’s curse,* 

Plays make mankind no better, and no worse. 

Then spare our stage, ye mctliodistic men! 

Nor bum damn’d Drury if it rise again. 

But why to brain-scorch’d bigots thus appeal! 

Can heavenly mercy dwell with earthly zeal ^ 

For times of fire ati faggot let them hope \ 

Times dear alike to puritan or pope. 

As pious Calvin saw Servetus blazo, 

So would new sects on newer victims gaze. 

E’en now the songs of Solyma begin; 

Faith cants, perplex’d a{x>iogist of sin! 

While the Lord’s servant clmstens whom he loves, 
And Simoon kicks whore fBaxter only “ shoves.” 

Whom nature guides, so writes, that every dunce, 
Enraptured, tliinks to do the same at once; 

But after inky thumbs and bitten nails, 

And twenty scatter’d quires, the coxcomb fails. 

lict pastoral be dumb; for who can hope 
To match the youthful eclogues of our Pope ? 

Yet his and Phillips’ faults, ofdifTorent kind, 

Pur art too rude, for nature too refmed, 

Instruct how hard the medium *t is lo hit 
’Twixt too mucli polish and loo coarse a wit. 

A vulgar scribbler, certes, stands disgraced 
In this nice age, when all aspire to taste; 

The dirty language, and the noisome jest. 

Which pieasi^ in Swift of yore, w’e now detest, 
Proscribed not only in the world polite, 

But even too nasty for a city knight! 

Peace to Swift’s faults! his wit bath made Uioro 
Unmatch’d by all, save matchless lludibras! 

Whose author is perhaps the first we moot, 

Who from our couplet lopp’d two final feot ; 

Nor loss in merit than the longer lino, 

This mea.sure moves a ftivourite erf* the Nine. 

Though at first view eight feet may seem in vain 
Form’d, save in o«le, to hear a serious strain, 

Yet Scott has shown our wondering islo of late 
This measure shrinks not from a theme of weight. 
And, varied skilfully, surjiasses far 
Heroic rhyme, but most in love and war, 

Wliosc fluctuations, tender or sublime, 

Are curb’d too much by long-recurring rhyme. 

A!2(]uis accipiunt animis, donantve corona. 

Syllaba lon/ja brevl suhiocta, vocatur iambui^ 

Tea citus: unde ethtm (rimetrts accrescere jussu 
Women iambei.s, cum senos redderel Ictus, 

Primus ad extremum simills silti: non ita prldem, 
Tardier ut paulo araviorque venirctad aures, 
Spondens atnbiirs hi jura paterna recepit 
Oimmodus ot pailens; n<»D ut de sode sccimd& 
Cedonu aut quarts socialiter Hlc ot in Accl 
Nobilibus trimetria spparot rams, et Enni. 

In sri'iinm inissos magno cum pondere versus, 

Aut f-per.T crieris niminm, cura<)ue enrentis, 

Aut lt?»oratte premil artis crimine turpi. 

W<m qnivis vldet immndulata poomats judex ; 

F)t data Ronmnis venia cat in<U;'na poetis. 

J<IcircoMc vager, acrlbttmque llcentor ? an omnes 


• Svrry f-ntllir’i controversy with Concreve, Ac. on lit* luhjeet of the 
Irama, in ton w«»Il koowii u> m|iiire rurth«r comniefit. 

t “ BniUfr's Shove !« heavy-*—^ Clirisliaiis.” The writsNe Utte of 
I lifrA once In food rerinte, and likety u> lie amin.—Mr. BIriwm) 

a (he vtu*v bully of beliefs, and cosligntor '' s<vid wurtis/' Ha Is nhly 
iu})|Hiried by Sticklei, a labourer in the wniite vlneyartlbut { my 
to morr. Hu- Accurdiug U> Johnny in foil cuntre^lon, “ itfo koptt /or 
ihmnat iaughK,” 
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But many u skilful ju4gs aliAion) to see, 

Whftt few admire-^iiregul&rity. 

This some vouchsafe to pardon; but’t is hard 
Wlieo such a word contents a British bard. 

And must the bard his glowing thoughts confine, 
Lest censure hover o’er some faulty line ? 

Remove whate’er a O’itic may suspect, 

To gain the paltry suffrage of “ correct 
Or prune the spirit of eadi daring phrase, 

To fly from error, not to merit praise 7 

Ye who seek finish’d models, never cease. 

By day and night, to read the works of Greece. 

But our good fethers never bent their brains 
To heathen Greek, content with native strains. 
The few who read a page, or used a pen. 

Were satisfied with Chaucer and old Ben; 

The jokes and numbers suited to their taste 
Were quaint and careless, any thing but chaste; 
Yet whether right or wrong the ancient rules, 

It will not do to call our fethers fools! 

Though you and I, who eruditely know 
I'o sopiu^tc the elegant and low, 

Can also, when a hobbling line ap|>ear8, 

Detect with fingers in default of cars. 

In sooth I do not know or greatly care 
To learn, who our first English Rtrottors were; 

Or if, till roofs received the vagrant art, 

Onr muse, like that of Thespis, kept a cart. 

Hut tins is certain, since our Shakspeare’s days, 
There’s jrorop enough, if little else, in plays; 

Nor M-ill Melpomene ascend her throne 
Without high heels, white plume, and Bristol stone. 

Old comedies still meet with much applause, 
Though too licentious for dramatic laws: 

At least, wo mod«^ms, wisely, *t is confest. 

Curtail, or siftaico, the lascivious jest, 

Whate''er their follies, and tlieir feults beside, 

Our enferprising bards pass nought untritid ; 

Nor do they merit Might a)qdause who droose 
An English subject for an English muse, 

And leave to minds whidi never dare invent 
French flippancy and Gemran sentiment. 

Whore is tliat living language which could claim 
Poetic more, as pliilosophic, fame. 

If all oitf banls, more patient of delay, 

Would stop, like Pope, to polish by ^e way 7 

Visures peccata putem mea; tutus, et Intra 
Spom venias cumns ? vkavl denique cuhram, 

TSon laudem merui. Vos exeniplaria Gr«ca 
Noctunia versote manu, versatc diurna. 

At vestri proavi Flautinos et niimeros et 
Laudavere sales ; ntmium patienter utrumque, 

Ne dicam stulte, mirati; si mode ego et vos 
Scimus inurbanum lepido seponere dicto, 
Legitimumque sonum di^utis caliemus et aure. 

Icnotum tragica* genus invenisse Camenes 
DlcHur, et plaustrls vexisso poemata Thespis, 

Quw can«r*«)t agerentque peruncti fscibus ora 
Feat hunc peraoi>«i pal)iB(]ue repertor honesUB 
ACscliylus, et motfh'is itiscravit pulpka tignis, 

£t doruit magnumque loqu4, nkique cothumo. 

diiccessit vetus bis comwola, non sine multa 
Laude i sed in vitUim Ubertas exet^t, et vim 
Digimm lege regl; Wir est accepts, ehoru^il^ 
Turpiter olHicuit, sublato jure oocendi. 

IStl intentatura noetri iiquere poota; 

Nac mJnimuQi meruere decus, vestigia Oreact 
Aussi dcserere, et ceiebrare doinestica facta^ 

Tel qui pra*tRXWs, vel qui docuere togatas, 

Mec virtute foret clarisve potentius armis. 

Q,uam lingua, Laiium, si non offenderet unum- 

J nomque poeiarum limm labor, et mora. Vos. 5 
omplMas sanguis, carmen reprehendite, quod nmi 
Multa l^s etmulin litura coercult, atque 
f riMertum decies non costigavit ad unguem. 


Lords of the quin, whc)M erifieat amolblt 
O’erthrow whole quartos with r quirM of feulta, 
Who soon detect, and mark whoi^’er we &il, 

And prove our marble with too nice a naill 

Democritus himself was not so bad; 

ffe otily thoughtf but you would make, us mad! 

But, truth to say, most rhymers mrrfy guard 
Against that ridicule they deem so hard; 

In person negligent, they wear, from sloth, 

Beards of a week, and nails of annual growth, 

Reside in garrets, fly from those they meet, 

And walk in alleys, rather than the street. 

With little rhyme, less reason, if you please, ** 

The name of poet may be got wiUi ease, 

So that not tuns of helloboric juice 
Shall ever turn your head to any use; 

Write but like Wordsworth, live beside a lake, 

And keep your bushy loelm a year from Blake*^ I 
Then print your book, once more return to town, 

And boys shall hunt your hardship up and down. 

Am I not wise, if such some poets’ pli^t, 

To purge in spring (like Bayes) before I write? 

If this precaution soften’d not my bile, 

I know' no scribbler witli a madder style ; 

But since (perhaps my feelings are too nice) 

I cannot purchase fame at sucii a price, 

I ’ll labour gratis as a grinder’s wheel, 

And, blunt myself, give edge to others’ steel. 

Nor write at all, unless to teach the art 
To those rehearsing for the poet’s part; 

From Horace show the pleasing paths of song, 

And from my own example, what is wrong. 

Though modem practice sometimes differs quite, 
'Tis just as well to think before you write; ^ 

jet every book that suits your theme be reiwi. 

So shall you trace it to the fountainMicad. 

Ho who has learnt the duty which he owes 
To friend and country, and to par<ion flies; 
iVho models his deportment as may best 
Accord with brother, sire, or stranger guest; 

Who takes our laws and womlup as they are, 

S’or roars rcforai for senate, church, and bar; 
n practice, father than loud precept, wise, 

Bids not his tongue, but heart, pliilosophiso; 

Buch is (he man the poet sliould rehearse, 

As joint exemplar of his life and verse. 

Ingenlum mlaera quia fortunatlus arte 
Credit, et cxcludit sanos Helicone poetas 
Democritus; bona pars non ungues ponere curat 
Non barbam : accreia petit U»ca, balnea vital. 
Nanciaceuir enim preifum nomenque poetie, 

Si tribuB Amicyris caput iiisanubilo nunquam 
Tonsori Llclno commiserit. O ego Jeevus, 

Q,ul purgor bilem sub verni temporla boram! 

Non alius faceret moHora poemata: verum 
Nil tanii est: ergo ffcngar vice cotis, acutum 
Keddere quas femim valet, exsors ipsa secandi: 

Munus et officium, nil scribens ipse, dt>ccbo; 

Unde iMrentur ones; quid aiat lormetqiie poetam j 
Qiildueceat, quid non ; quo virtus, quo ferat error. 

Scribendl recte, sapere est et princlplum et fons. 

Hem tibi Socratica poterunt ostendere chartse: 
Verbaque provisam rem non Invlta sequentur. 

Qui dioicit patris quid debeat, et quid amlcis; 

Quo sit amore parens, quo frater amandus, el hospes; 
Quod sit conscripd, quem judicis oflicium; qute 
Partes in beiium missi duels; ille profecto 
Reddere persons scit convenientia culque. 

Respicere exemplar vita* morumque jubebo 
Doctum Imltatorem, et vivas hinc ducero voces. 
In^rdum speclosa k>cis, morataque recte 

* ABfiuDoatstMMorM Lidnu* himielf, aod b 0 ttarf»kl,i|iN! iMjJUa 
Mm, bo one 4my a Mnator, ^Tius • better QualifteaUor Uuuv ecM batf M 
the heade he cr^, vti.'-4udepeaantct. 





Sometimes a apd^htly wit, and tele weO told, 
Without much grace, or weight, or ait, wiS h(il 
A longer empire o’er the public mind 
Than sounding trifles, empty, though refined. 

Unhappy Grreece! thy sons of ancient days 
The muse may celebrate with perfect praise, 

Whose generous children narrow’d not their hearts 
With commerce, given alone to arms and arts. 

Our boys (save those whom public schools compel 
To long and short” before diey’re taught to spell) 
From frugal Others soon imbibe by rote, 

** A f)enny saved, my lad, ’s a penny got.” 

Babe of a city birth! from sixpence t^e 

Two thirds, how much will the remainder make ?— 

“ A groat.”—** Ah, bravo! Dick hath done the sum! 
Ho ’ll swell roy fifty thousand to a plum.” 

They whose young souls receive this rust betimes, 
’Tis clear, arc fit for any thing but rhymes ; 

And Locke will tell you, that the father’s right 
SVho hides all verses from liis children’s sight; 

For poets (says thU sage, and many more*,) 

Make sad mcchmtics with their lyric lm‘e; 

And Delphi now, however rich of old, 

Discovers little silver and less gold, 

Because Parnassus, though a mount divine, 

Is \toor as /rust, or an Iris!) mlncj. 

Two objects always should the poet move, 

Or fmc or both,—please or to improve. 

Wlm'e’or you teach, l>e hrief, if you design 
h’or our remembrance your didactic line ; 

Ut’dun(laiiC4^ places memory on the rack, 

F(*r brains may be o’erloaded, like the l^ck. 

Fiction does best whe^n taught to look liko truth, 
And fairy fables bubble none but youUj: 

Kxpecl no credit fir too wond’rous tales, 

Since Jonjts only springs alive from whales! 

Toung men with aught btit elegance dispense 
Malorcr years require a little sense. 

To end at once;—Uiat bard for ail is fit 
Who mingles well instruction with his wit; 


For Mm nviews i3»n amBe, &r him o’erflb# :, 
The patronage of Patomoater-row; . 

His book, with Longman's Uboral aid, shall pan 
(Who ne’er despises books that bring him bnus); 
Through three long weeks tbe taste of London leiul, 
And cross St. George's Channel and Uie Tweed. 

But every thing has &u!u, nor is H unknown 
That hai^ and Indies ofien lose their tone, 

And wayward voices, at their ownof's call 
With all his best endeavours, only squall; 

Dogs blink their cover, flints withhold their spark, 
And double-barrels (damn them!) miss their mark*. 

Where frequent beauties strike the reader's view 
We must not quarrel for a blot or two; 

But pardon equally to books or men, 

I The slips of hiunan nature, and the pen. 

Yet if an author, spite of foe or friend, 

Despises all advice too much to mend, 

But over twangs the same discordant string, 

Give him no quarter, howso'er be sing. 
liOt *Havard'8 fate o'ertake him, who, for once 
Produced a play too dashing for a dunce: 

At first none deem'd it his, but when his name 
Announce«i the fact—wMu then?—it lost its Ikmo. 
Though all dcjdure when Milton deigns to doxe, 

I In a long work 'tis fair to steal repose. 

As pictures, so shall poems be ; some stand 
I'lie critic eye, and please when near at hand; 

But others at a distance strike the sight; 

This seeks the shade, but tliat demands the light, 
Nor dn^ads the connoisseur's fastidious view, 

I But, ten times scrutinized, is ten times new. 

' Parnassian pilgrims ! yo whom chance or choice 
I Hath led to listen to the muse's voice, 

Receive Uuh counsel, and be timely wise; 

Few reach the summit wliich before you lies. 

Our church and stale, our courts and cam[)8, conc<wle 
Reward to very moderate ht^acis indeed 1 
In thc.sc plain common sense will travel far; 

All are not Erskinos who mislead the bar : 


Fabula, nuHius veneris, sine pondere et aitc. 
Valdius obketut pnpuium. meliua<{ue moratur, 
Ruum versus inopes reruin nug-cque canoro!. 

tiraiis iiigetitum, (iraiss iledlt ore rolundo* 

Musa Impii, proner iaudern iiullius avaris. 
lioiiiiirii puen tougia raiioiiibus assein 
JOtscuiit in {laries ceutuin diducere : dicat 
Filius Atbiui, Si de (puiicuuco retnota esc 
Uncia, quid Huperati’ pott-ral dixisse—Triens. Eu 
Kein puteris servare tuain. Kcdit uocia: quid fit f 
Semis. An hroc animoH aerugo et cura puculi^ 

Cuiu seinei imbucrit, sperumus carmina fingi 
Posse lin' iida cedro, ci ievi aervandu cuprosso ? 

Autprodesse voluiit, aut dclectiire poeuc; 

Aui aiinul ct jucuiida et idonea dicere viuc, 
Ruidquid prt'cipies, esto brevis: ui cite dicta 
Percipiani animi dociles, teneanupie fideles. 

Omne supervacuum plciio dc pcctoro manat 
Ficta voiuptatis causa, siut projflma veria; 

>iccj quodcunque volet, poscal aibi fabula credi: 
Neu pransai Lami:e vivuin puenim exirahai alvo. 

Ceiiturid' seniorum agitaut experiia frugU: 

Celsi pneiereunt austera poemata Hhaianes. 

Omne tulit punctutn, qui miscuit utile dulci, 
Lectorem deicetando, pariterqiie moneiido. 

Hie meret mra liber Sosiis; hie ec ruare transit, 


* I h&T8 not«» ort^niii by roe, but the Italian tnaialatimt runs a* fol- 
lows E uaa cosa a nuo credere inoitu atravHianU:, cha uu poarfl' 
de«ideri, o (nrineUa, che auo Ag;liu«>l<> coUIri e jwrfer.wm <}iiesto laiento.f ’ 
A UtUe further oti: Si trovaito di rado ii«i Pu rttiiKO ^ uiiniere d’ oro « 
d* arjicnto.'’—‘fdeicaziofudei J^OAciuift (/</ Signur Idickt. Fenatum 
tdilton. 

T •* Iro natiperkH* t” thia la lb* same bewar who boxed with Uiyaaea for 
a pound w Itid'e try, which he loet, awl hidf a (k>xeia UetU beaidea.—Se 
b. 18, 

* f The Iriah gnld mine of Wlciclow. wblob yields just ore enoueb to 
swear by or gild a ted guinea. 


El longuni nolo scriptori prorogat icvum. 

Sunt dclicta tamcn, (jnibua Iffuovjase volimiia; 

Nam neque chorda B(mum reddit quern vuU manus e 
mens, 

Poacentiqiie gravem peran^pe rcmliiii aruium ; 

Neo semper loriel quwlcuucjue minabitur arcus. 

Verum uhi plura iiimnl in carmine, non ego paucis 
O/fendar macutis, ({iias aut incuria fudit, 

Auf. bummiit parum cavil imtura. Ruid ergo ? 

Ut scriptor si fM-ccol Idem librarhm usque, 

Ruamvis est iiMuutus. veriiu carol; ut ciihartedus 
Rideitir, chorda qui sem|wr oberrat eadcin : 

Sic mihl, qui mulium cesHat, fit Chcerilus HIc, 

Rueiii btK tcrvc b(»iium c.um rinu iniror; el Went 
Indiguor, quandotpie Inmus dormitul Homerus 
Verum <»peri lougo fas cut obrcperc atimnum. 

Ut pictura, poeeis : cril quir, si propius stes, 

Te capiot inagis; ot qtnedam, si longitis aljstes: 

Htec nmat «>bscurum ; volet hpcc sub luce videri, 
Judicis argutum quaj non formidjU acumen : 

Hivc placiiit Hfimel; ba-c decicfl repetUa placebit. 

O major juvenum, quamvis et voce paterna 
Fingeriu oil rectum, el per te sapis ; hoc tibi dictum 
ToJle raemort certis medium ettolerabile rebus 
Recie concedi: consultus juris, ct actor 
Causarum rnediocris abest virtute disorti 
Messalo^, nec sell quantum Ca'-seliius Aulus: 

Sed tamcn in protio est: medlocribus esse poetls 
Non homlues, non di, non concesflere coluiJ)min 

• Aa Mr. Pope tote: the Ilterty vi daatoiog Hororr, to ^b«o* te vri 
under grrat obligHtloos—“ And Homer (damn him /) call* —it I 

C unied iltal any body or any tiling may ite rtamneii bi rersebypoetoc 
loe and, lu ceuM of aeddent, 1leave to ple#<! ao iHortrious a pr 
“dent. , - . , ,,, 

t For tbe story of Rlly Hevard’e tnuKtly, see 
ridk.” I betev# it Is “ Begulus,” or “ Cterlro the First. —The rooiM 
it was known to be Ms the theatre thinned, and Uie bookseller refueed 
five the customary sum for tbe copyright. 






' Bat poMy. jbttwMu 

No midiiim koowi; you mu«t be lut or first: 
For middlmg poeti^ mieeafale voluioeB, 

Are dajaa^d sUke by godsy uid io«i, and columDs. 


What then starves sotue lancer scnii 

To write an article thou canst not 
Some less fastidious Scotchman dball be foundi 
As bold in BiUingsgatei thou^ Iom rmiowB^d. 


Again» my Jeffrey 1—«8 ffiat sound inspires, 
How wakes my bosom to its wonted fires! 

Fires, such as gentle Caledomans feel, 

When Southrons writhe t^n their critic wheel, 

Or mild EclecHca*, when some, worse than Turks^ 
Would rob poor Faith to decorate “ good works ” 
Such are the genial feelings thou canst claim 
My &lcoii files not at ign^e game. 

Mightiest of all Dunedin's beast of chase 1 
For tltee my Pegasus would mend his pace. 

Arise, my Jeffrey! or my inkless pen 
Shall never blunt its edge on meaner men; 

Till thee or tliino mine evil eye discerns, 

Alas! I cannot ‘‘ strike at wretched kernes.” 
Inhuman Saxon! wilt tliou then resign 
A muse and heart by choice so wholly thine ? 

Dear, d—d contemner of my schoolboy songs, 

Hast diou no vengeance for my manhood’s wrongs'? 
If uii|)rovokod thou once couldst bid tno bleed, 

Hast thou no weapon fur my daring deed ? 

What! not a word!—and am I then so low ? 

Wilt thou forbear, who never spared a foo ? 

Hast tliou no wrath, or wish to give it vent ? 

No wits ior nobles, dunces by descent ? 

No jest on “ minors,” quibbles on a name, 

Nor one facetious paragraph of blame? 

Is it for this on llion I have stood, 

And thought of Homer less tliau Uolyrood ? 

Oil shore ^Kuxine or Atigean sea, 

My hate untravell’d, fitfidly turned to dice. 

Ah ! let me cease; in vain iny bosum bunts, 

From Corydoii unkind Alexisf turns: 

Thy rhymes are vain; thy Joflrey then forego. 

Nor woo tliat anger which he will not show. 


As if at table some discordant dish 
Should shock our optics, such as frogs for fish, 

As oil in lieu d* butter men decry, 

And popfiies please not in a modem pie { 

If all such mixtures then be half a crime, 

We must have excellence to rdish rhyme. 

Mere roast and boil’d no epicure invites ; 

Thus poetry disgusts, or else delights. 

Who shoot not flying rarely touch a gun ; 

Will he who swims not to tlie river run ? 

And men unpractised in exchanging knocks 
Must go to Jackson ere they dare to box. 

Whate’er tlie weapon, cudgel, fist, or foil, 

*^000 reach cxjHjrtncfss wiUiout years of toil; 

Rut fifty dunces cun, wiih perfect ease, 

’ag twenty thousand couplets when they please. 
iVhy not ?--Bhall I, thus qualified to sit 
>r rotten boroughs, never show my wit ? 

Shall I, wlioKK fathers with the quorum sate, 

And lived in freedom on a fair estate ; 

Who loft me heir, with stables, kennels, packs, 

To nil Uieir income, and to tvnee its tax; 

Whose firm ami pitdigrce liave scarce a fault, 

Shall I, I say, suppress rny attic salt? 

Thus think “ the mob of gcnllcmen hut you, 
Besides all this, must have some genius too. 

Bo this your sober judgment, and a rule, 

And print not piping hot fr<iin Southey’s school, 

Who (ere anotlier Thalabn appears), 

I trust, will spare us for at least nine years. 

And hark’ye, Soutlicy* \ pray—but don't be vest— 
Bum all your last three works—and half the next. < 


Vl gratas inter mensas sytnpbonia diacors, 

Et crasBum ungiicntum, et Sardu cum molle papaver 
Ofiendnnt, potcrat due) quincana sine i.<iUa 
Sic animis natum inveQtum«iue (toema juvandis, 

Si pauluin a summo deccssU, vergit ad imum. 

Ludoro qut nescit, campestribus abstinet armis, 
IndociU8(}ue pil®, disrjvc, trochiva, quioecit, 

Ne spissiG rbum tollaiit impunc coronas: 

Qnl iiescit, verwua tanien audetflngerc!—Quid ni ? 
Liber et ingenuus prmserdin census o(}U08tram 
Surotnnm nununorum, vititique remotus ab omni. 

Tu ulhil invita dices faciesve Minerva: 

Id tibi judicium cat, ea mens; Hi quid tamen olim 
SrripRens, in Meiii UeHcendant juaicls aures, 

Et jiatrift, et nn ;tras. nnnuriifpie premalur in annum 
Menitiranle Inlua positis, deiero licol»lt 
Qiiod non edidens ; nc;scU vox mis.sa reverti. 

SylveHirofl homines sacer interprenque deorum 
Cieuibus ot victu foedo deterruit Orpheus : 


* To Ihf Kelwtic or Cbriotlan Brvtewm t ha’. . 

ihr fervour of that duirity which in 18C9 inditcrd thorn to cxin^sM a hope, 
>t a thing titai puliiit^ hy me mklit lead to certain r^maeqnenceii, 
Nuidi, although natural enough, nirely raine hut rnnhlyfrom reverewi 
lipa. I refer them to their own PM»> where they eoiigbitiilateft them- 
eeivee on the proe{iMt of a tilt between Mr. }eArey ntul myeelf, fruin 
which aome great good wan to accrue, provided one or Iwth were kntwket’ 
oil die head. lifting etirvivet) two years and a half thoeeKlegiee' 
which (hey were kiiioly pre{«rtiig to review, 1 hare no peculiar guntr ^ - 

S ee them “ io Joyful a trouble,” except, Indeed, “ upon eompitleiou 
albut if, a« PavW aave in the “ Uivals,” H ehonld ri)me to *‘ blood; 
■word and min ftghtlQg,” we “ won’t run, wUl we. Sir Luciua?” I d< 
not know what I iiad done to theM Eetectic gentlemen: mv wnrits an 
their lawful perqiiwite, b> he hewn iu pieces like Agag, if it •liould seen 
meet unto them ; imt why tliey Bhould be In euch a hurry to loll off their 
aiUlior, 1 am ignorant. “ The race i« not always to tiie awift, nor the 
tiattie to the atrongand now, aa theae Chnatlana imve ** itnote me on 
arte ctieek,” 1 hoU them up the other; and in return for their gnod wiehcB, 
give tlunn an oi^mrtunity of rt>|iealtng tliam. HmI any other »ct of men 
•xprewid Bueb Mnlimenle, I anoutd have nnilnl, and left Uiem to the 
' recording angel,'* hut from the phariaws of ChrUtianUy decency mi^t 
faa expected. I can awiirr theae itrethreu, Uuit, iHitdiena and einner aa 1 
am, 1 woitkUMMAMrc tmete/l “ nane enomy'a ucf tbua.” To ahowUiem 
the ■iipiiiertirmmj tirndimtl love, if ever the Reverend Meeara. Simeon 
or Rami4||giiii|lK.«.-^ eneb a conflict ac that io which they re- 
miBatad-jiPlijBT I hfiSjjt may eecape with boing ** win|ed” only 
and tl i'<Bi5iif to extract the boil, 

t Tn I Mi gHlm, Atexio. 


Mr. Sftvilhev h«» liiliOy tied niinther cnuintj-r to i)w tail in the “C’urti 
of Kelmma.” iimu^e tiic neglect of Mmlnr, &c., nrul hin. in one inatanc 
had a wonderful enecl. A literary frictui of mine, walking out one love); 
evening hwt summer, on the eleventh bridge of the Riddiiiglon canal ww 
alarme«l hy theeiy of “one in jeofianly tie nisltcd iduiig, coJhfted i 
hody of liiett hoyniakera (niinping on Iniltermilk in an adjncnit iiudWIi) 
procurwl three rakes, one ceUpear, and n lttndmg*neL, and at last (liureaci 
referena) puihul out—Ins own imhlbher. The imforlnmitc man wasgom 
for ever, lunl to woe a large quarto arberewiih he had taken the leap 
'hich nruvinl, on tnouiry, to have hmi Mr. Sonthev'B lust work. It 
idaentjr of «inking’’ wiu eo great, that It has never ainci- lieen heard of 
thoiiidi some maini^iti Uiat it i« at lltU mameol coiiceHled at Aldcmiei 
Bircti'a [uiatry premisos, Conihlll. Be tins as it luuy, the etironer’s in 
quest brought In u verdict of “Pelf de hihliopola'' against a “qnarti 
unknown and fircmiiHtantial evidence Iwing aince strong agiuimt tin 
(hirer of Kehama” (of whicti tiic above vronU arc an exact deocription) 
will tie Irnii l,y its peera next ieMion, in Uruli-etreet.—Arthur, Alfred 
Davideui, Hichttrd Caur de Inoii, Kxodus, Exodla, Kpigonaid, (’nlvnry 
Pall of CnmiM-ia, Siege of Acre, Don Roderick, and Tom 'rhumh Ui 
(jivat, are the name# oi llw twelve Juror#. The Judgi*# nre Pye, Bowli’s 
and the fu-fhnan of f*t. Sepulchre’s. The same advocates, pro and con 
will be employed as are now engaged In Sir P. Kiinleti’s celeiiraled cans 
in the Scotch courts. The public onxioudy await the remilt, uid all Hit 
piibfishers will lie sul))iaiiied as witneiwta. 

But Mr. Southey hus puUished Uic “ Cnnie of Kehama an invitini 
tiile to Quibhleni. By tiie by, it is a good deal beneath Scott and Camp 
liell, and twit much above Stmthey, to allow Uh- Ixioliy Bollantyne to enlltl 
tliem, in the l-^diuinargti Aiuiual Kegwter (of which, by the by, Southey i 
ediuiel “ the grand poetical triuiiivinde of Uie dar.” Bm, on aoroni 
ihoughu, it con I* no great degree of praise to be the ooe^yrd Jeadem o 
the idiiid, though they as well keep to tiiemselves “ Scotia Uiirt' 

ihousaiMl cojrfim sold,” wiuch mutt nadJy discomflit |ioor Southey’s unsale 
aides. Boor Woutlipy, It titou].-! seem, b the “ Lepldns” o( tbia poetica 
tnumvirate. 1 am only surpriMid to Me him in audi good company. 

“ Such things we know are nclUvr rich nor rare, 

But wundar how the devil A« eamo there.” 

The trio are well deflne«l In the sixth proposition of Rnclld t *• Bccatise 
In itie triangles DBC, ACB, DB is equal to AC, and BC, common to both 
tlw two sida na, BC, are equal to tlte two AC, CB, each to each, am 
the angle DBC is equal to the angle ACB ; therelore. the base D(' is etiua 
to the base AB, and the trUuigle DBC (Mr. Ronthey) is equal to the tri 
angle ACB, the U$t to die p eatvr, which is aA$mti ,'' &c.—The ediUw c 
the ^inburi^ Kegiater will find tiie reel of the ibwircin hard by hi 
■uming! he has only to cross the river; ’t is itie first lumpike t’ otha 
side “ Pons Atiuorum.”* 

• This Imlfaj hoe eordy tmtiled the Univrrdtv of Edbihm-gh. Ballon 
tyne^ U meant the “Bridge of Berwick,'^ but Sutultey elainied I 
a» half Kfigtbh; Scott swore it wat the “ Brig o’ Stirlingbe had Jui 
passed two Kmg James’s and a dozen Doeq^osses over it. At iaet it wt 
decided by Jedrev, that it xaeaut nothing more nor lest than Uw ** counts 
of Arehy Constane’s shop.” 





Bat why tbii n&i advice? once puMiahed, bodu 
Can nevw be recalPd—-from pastry cooks! 

Though " Madoc,** with ** P^celle*,” instead of Pundi. 
May travel back to Cluito on a tranki ! 

Orpheus, we learn tram Ovid and Lempriere, 

Led all wild beasts hut women by the ear; 

And had he fiddled at the present hour, 

We’d seen the l!<«8 waitsing in the Tower; 

And old Amphton, such wore minstrels then, 

Hiid built St. PauVs without the aid of Wren. 

Verso too was justice, and the bards of Greece 
Did more than constables to keep the peace; 

Abolish’d cuckoklom with much applause, 

Cairds^ounty meetings, and enforced the laws, 

Cut down crown influence witli reforming scydios, 

And served the church withotit demanding tithes; 

And hence, throughout all Hellas aixd the East, 

Each poet was a prophet and a priest, 

Whose old-establbh’d board of joint ccmtrols 
Included kingdoms in the cure of souls. 

Next rose the martial Homer, epic’s prince, 

And fighting’s been in fashion ever since ; 

And oW TyrtOBUS, when the Spartans warr’d, 

(A limping leader, but a lofiy bani,) 

Thotigli wallM Ithome had resisted long 
Heduced Uic fortress by the force of song. 

When oracles prevail’d, in times of old, 

In song alone Apollo’s will was told. 

Then if your verse is what all verso should be, 

And gods were not ashamed on’t, why should we ? 

The muse, like mortal f'males, may be woo’d; 

In turns she ’ll seem a Paphian or a prude; 

Kii-rcfi as a bride when first she fools affright, 

Mild as the same upon the second night; 

Wild as the wife of alderman or peer, 
f*^ow for his grace, and now a grcnatlier! 

Her eyes beseem, her heart bidies, her zone, 
lee in a crowd, and lava when alone. 

If verse bo studied with some show of art, 

Kind Nature always will perform her part 
'Idiough without genius, and a native vein 
Of wit, we loathe an artificial strain ; 

Yot art and nature join’d will win the prize, 

Unless they act like us and our allies. 

Dictiis ob hoc leriirc tigres, rabidesque leones ; 

Db’tiid ct Ainphion, Thchante condltor nreia, 

Saxii movere sono testudinis, et prece bhtitda 
Oucerc quo vcllel: Init ha)c aapieiitla quondam, 

Pul>Mca pL'ivatis secernerc ; Hacra pnifanis; 

Ctmcubitii prohibero va^n ; dure jura inaritis ; 

Oppida tiiolirt; leges tncidere ligno. 

Sic honor et nomen divinis vatibus atque 
Carminibtis venit. Post bos insignis Homcrus 
Tyrt euHquc mares animos in Martia bulla 
VersibuH exacuit; dictc per carmina sortes 
Kt vita* iiionsirata via est: et gratia regum 
Pieriis tentata modis : ludusque repertus, 

F.r longorum operum finis: ne forte pudori 
Sit tibi Musa lyrs; enlers, et cantor Apollo. 

Naturaficrct laudabile carnieif, an arte, 

Q.uaisltum eet: ego nec studiiim sine divho vona, 

Nec rude quid prosit video ingenlum; alteriiis sic 
Altera poscil opem res, etcoiijiirat amice. 

Q.ui siudet optatam cursu contingere metam, 

Mulla lulit fecitque puer; sudavii, ct ulslt; 

Ahsiinuit Venere et vino: qui Pythiacantat 
Tibicen, didicit prius, extimuitque magistrum. 

Nunc satis est dixisse ; ogo mira poemata panigo: 
Occupec extremum scabies; mihi turpe relinqiii eat, 

Et, quod non didici, sane nescire fateri. 


* VdUire'i ** Pucslle’* to not quiu no InunKCutolr at Mr. Aouihey't 

** Jowt of Ak.” sa<t I am afrud tht Prtachmaii hat both niore truth 
aad poaiiT too oa hit tlda—(they rareir go to^Ut(M')'~thaa our patHotie 
mintfrvl, whotc first wan in pralae of aTanatical Preneb ttrumpet, 
«rhM iitto of witch woukl be comet wiUi Uie cluinn of Uie fint letter. 

t Like sir B. Buwr«b'<i fUchanl, the tenth Itnok of which I read at 
Malta, on a irnnii of Kyrea, 19, ('ocliapur*atreet* If this be doubted, 1 
shall hujr a pomiaiiieuu to auoie irom. 


The youth who ^ins 16 rhh) or run k nUB 
Must bear privatidn wWi Unruffled fiwso, * 

Be call’d to labour when he thinks to dine, 

And, harder sUll, leave wenthhig aiwl hU wine. 

Ladies who sing, at lea.st who sing at sight, 

Have follow’d music through her farthest flight; 

But rhymers tell you neither more nor less, 

“ I *ve got a pretty poem for tho press 

And that’s enough; then write and print so feat 

If Satan teko the hindmost, who’d be last ? 

They storm the types, they publish, one and all, 

They leap the counter, and they leave the stall. 
Provincial maidens, men of* high command, 

Yea, baronets have ink’d the bloody hand! 

Cash cannot quell them; Pollia jday’d fliis prank 
(Then Pheebus first found credit in a bank!) 

Not all the living only, but tho dead, 

Fcx)l on, as fluent as an Orpkevn' head**, 

Damn’d all their days, they posthumously thrive^ 

Dug u[> from dust, though buriixi when alive! 

Reviews record this epidemic crime, 

Those “ Books of Martyrs” to the rage for rhyme. 

Alas! woe worth the scribbler! often seen 
In Morning Post or Monthly Magazine. 

There lurk his earlier lay.s; but soon, hot-prest, 

Hchold a quarto !—Tarts must tell the rest. 

Then leave, ye wise, the lyre’s precarious chords 
I'o muso-mad liaroncts or madder lords, 

Or country Crispins, now grown somewhat stale, 

Twin Doric miiistrols, drunk wifo Doric ale I 
Hark to tliose n<»tes, narcotically soft.! 

Tho cobbler laureals singf to CajHd Lofflt ! 

Till, lo! that in'xlem Midas, as he hears, 

Adds an ell growth to his egregious ears! 

There lives one druid, who prepares in time 
’Gainst future fueds his poor revenge of ihyme; 

Racks his dull memory, and his duller muse, 

To publish faults which friendship should excuse. 

* Turn qutKiuc mannorca cixpnt a rarrirp rcviitouni, 
fiiircifc rum innlio jmrtnns 
Vn|vpri*t Korvtiireti vi»k ipBA, et I'neida ; 

Ah, imsenuti Kurydimi! aiiima fucienU! voral>at; 

J-hiryiUceii loto rufiTphajit fliimine npee.—i». 523. 

I Nttthaittpl'a panloii; hi* U not n cohblpt; tl ton tailor, ixtt 
begged Capcl l<c^l tu tiiiik ilic profiissinn In his i*r*:rnr4‘ to two {mtr of pan* 
cantos, which he wiahod the piihlic (o try on ; hut the 
aieve uf a iKilron let it out, and so fnr sf.vrrl the expense oT ati advertiw- 
ment to hi* cmmlry cuaiomer*.—Mprry’e “Mo*irfield’» wbtnn” was 
nothin* to bIJ Uii«. Tiie “ DdU CruiutaiiK’* wej-c {teopJe of Home educa- 
tjoii, and no profession ; hut Uirso Arcadians (“ AiTitdcs nmho”—bump- 
' I txiil)) M'mt out U>cir nulirc nonaensr without the smallest alloy, and 
c nil the isiioes juiil smnllcJoUMM. hi U»e i^arlsh unrepaired, m pntrh up 
Klcgifs on Kiiclosurex and Pieaiis lo tiunisiwder. Sitting on a riiopi'oavd. 
they ile-ia-itie fichls of tw ttle, w litu the ooW blo*s1 they ever saw was shed 
iVorii tho tiuger . and an " litonay ou War” to (irudueed by the uinih part 
of a “poet.*’ 

“ And own that nlnr snrb poet* made a Tale.” 

Thd Nathan ercr rend that line of Po;ie } and if he did, why not take It ua 
his motto i 

J Tins well-meaning gentloman has spoiled some excellent shoo-rnnkiT*, 
...id been err«-8aar\' to the poct'irAl undoing of many of the industrious poor. 
Nathaniel Uloomneld and his brollwr nohbv have apt all Hoinrrselsiiiifi 
singing; nor lias llu* malady rotifinrd lisrlf to One c*>imty. IVatt loo 
fwhn oner wiu wiser) h.i.<i entigtit the contafpoii of imlroDaLgr, and dvrnyed 
{K)or fellow namwl Ulackeft Into |>oet.ry ; but he die<! during the opera- 
.inn, ieflviiig oor child and two volumes ” Keitiains” utterly deatitule. 
The girl, if shr don't take ft p«s*lica! twist, and come forth ns n shor- 
makint! Hajiphn. mav do well; hut the ‘^tragediea” are ns rickety as if 
they had U-4'u tto; nrfspring of wi Kart or a priie |Kiet. The 

utnms ofUiis tvior lad are certainly ajuwertthle for hto and, ao<l It ought 
> he au indictahlr (^Tritco. But Uiia to the least they have done, for, hy a 
i-fineinrtit of barbarity, Ihoy iinvr made the date) man (Mstthuroously 
, idirulmas, by printing what ho would have hail sense enough never to 
print himself. < Vrtus tltase rakers of “ Remains” rome under the statute 
agnuiHt “ resurrertioii renn.” What doe* it signify wheihera ixnr, desr. 
ifead diinn: to to U* stwk u)> in Surgeons’ or lu Stationers’ Halt t Is it so 
liari to unearth his lames os his blunders f Is it not heller lo iphltut hie 
imdy on a heath, tliun hto soul in an octavo.’ ” We i(r»>w what we are. 
hut wa know not whnt we may hr and it to to Iss hoped wo never shall 
know, if a man who has pasem thi^gh llfr with a sort of eclat to to ftitd 
iiimseit a mountebank ou the other side of Btyx, and made, tike p<wr Joe 
niackett, tlu> laugliing-stock of inirgatcry. The ^doa of publicuUun Is to 
pnivide tor the child ; now, tmghl not some of this ” Sutew ultra Crepi. 
ditm's” frieiuto anti seducers hare dune a ttocent action wjUioutiovclgIinj( 
]^att into lnogr»}>hy i Anri then Ids inscription split Into so mai^ rondi- 
ciims I—“ To tbe Ducliess of Bo-inueb, the Rigiit Hon. Bo-and-Hu, and 
Mrs. and Mias Bomebtaly. these voitimsa m«, Ac. ftc.”—why, this to doling 
out the ” snt\ milk of derucateei” in gii1s,-~lhai'« to but a ^srt, and he 
dividm it amonga dosen. Why, PraU, twdst thou not a puff left? Dost 
htttt think six familns of (ttstinctkai can siiare this in quuit p~>Tltere It a 
‘liild, a hocA, and a dedicatlm ; send tbe girl to her grace, tht volafaes to 
.lie grocer, and tlw dedication to the devU. 





{ffrianddUpii aotlung, idPragtrd ni^ ietdi 
Mom tiolM’d umgo Mbit of speech. 

But wMt is shame, or what is toght, to him? 

He Tents bis spleen or gratihes bis whim. 

Some iancied Might hu roused his lurking hate, 
Some folly cross’d, some jest, or some detete; 

Vf to his den Sir Scribbler hies, and soon 
The gather'd gall is voided in lampoon. 

Perhaps at some pert speech you’ve dared to frown, 
Perhaps your poem may have pleased the town; 

If so, alas! *1 is nature in the man— 

May heaven forgive you, for be never can! 

Then be it so j and may his withering bays 
Bloom fresh in satire, ttogh they fade in praise! 
While his lost songs no more shall steep and stink, 
The dullest, fattest weeds on Lethe’s brink, 

But H|itinging upwards from the sluggish mould, 

Bo, (what they never were before) be sold ! 

Should some rich bard (but such a monster now, 

In modem physics, we can scarce allow). 

Should some protending scribbler of the court. 

Some rhyming peer—^thero’s plenty of the sort*— 
All but one poor dependent priest withdrawn, 

(Ahtoo regardless of bis diaplain’s yawn!) 
Condemn the unlucky curate to recite 
Their last dramatic work by candle-light. 

How would the preacher turn each rueful loaf. 

Dull as his sermobs, but not half so brief! 

Yet, since ’l is promised at tho rector’s death, 

Ho ’ll risk no living for a little breath. 

Then spouts and foams, and cries at every line, 

(Tho Lord forgive him 1) “ Bravo! grand! divine I” 
Hoarse with those praises (which, by flatt’ry fed 
Dependence barters for her bitter bread). 

He strides and stamps along with creaking boot. 

Till the floor echoes his emphatic foot; 

Then site again, then rolls his pious eye, 

As when the dying vicar will not die ! 

Nor foels, forsooth, emotion at his heart 
But all dissemblers overact their part. 


• Ileri! will Mr.Giffml allow me lo Introduce once more to liie iioilcc llie 
•ole aurviTor, the “ ultimue RomaiMMiim,” the Iwit of the “ Cruwaiiti!” 

Edwhi” the “ profoiiml,” by wir Lfuly of Punlthnieul 1 here he is aa 
Urelr as ii» the days “ well snid Iluvind U«e Correct.’’ I thoiq^lit Fits* 
feri^ had been tne taU poesy, but, atas I he is only the penultnnote. 

A PAMIUAR EPISTLR TO THE EDFrOB OF THE 
MORNING CHRONICLE. 

“ Wbal reams irf paper, floods of Ink,’* 

Do some men spoil, who never Uunk t 
And so periiapR you ’ll say of me, 

In which your rraders may atfrcf. 

8lill 1 write on, and tell ymi why } 

Nothing's so trad, you can't deny, 

But may lostruct w entertain 
Without the risk of civliic pain. 

And should von doubt what I assert, 

The name of Camden I insert, 

Who twrcls read, and oft maintain’d 
He here and ttiare S'^no knowledge gaia'd i 
Then wt» not t indulge my peu, 

Thminh 1 no fame or moflt ^in, 

Yet may amuse yuur idle men; 

Of whom, though some msy be severe, 

Others may read without a snear f 
Thus mud) iiremised, I next proceed 
To dee you what I feel my creed. 

And la what foUowa todlsiiay 
Some humours o( tbs paming day. 

OK SOME MODERN aUACKS AND REFORMISTS. 

R) trsdng of the human mind 
Through all its varintu eourset, 

Though strange, 't is trtM, we often find 
It Imovs not lU rMources: 

And men thvmgl) lift assume a part 
For which n» taleiiia they possess. 

Yet wonder (hat, with all their art, 
lliey meet no hatter with success. 

’T Is thus are see, throuj^) Kfa's raresTt 
So few excel In their irolkssian ; 

Wheivas, would each man but appear 
In wtai’s within Ms own posseisdoo, 

fir* should not see sndi daily {{uadEi 
<l\r miacks them are in every art) 

AnempUng, by their strange attacks 
To melifuioe the mind bean. 


Ye who aapire to build the lofty ri^Kto, 

Believe not all who land your ftlae “ mbiine ;• 

Bat if lome friend ahaS hear your wodk, My, 

“ Expunge that atanza, lop that toe twigr,* 

And, after fruitless efforts, you return 
Without amendment, and be answera, Bum !* 

That instant throw your paper in tho fire, 

Ask not his thoughts, or follow his desire; 

But if (true bard!) you scorn to condescend, 

And will not alter what you can*t defend, 

If you will breed this bastard of your brains'^,-- 
We 11 have no words—>1 Ve only lost roy pains. 

Yol, if you only prize your favourite Uiought 
As critics kindly do, and authors ought; r 
If your cool friend annoy you now aid then, 

And cross whde pages with his plaguy pen; 

No matter, throw your ornaments aside— 

Bettor let him than all the world deride. 

rive light to passages too much in shade, 

Nor let a doubt obscure one verse you’ve made; 

Your friend’s ** a Johnson,” not to leave one word, 
However trifling, which may seem absurd; 

Such erring trifles lead to serious ills, 

And fuiui^ food for criticsf, or their qui&s. 

As the Scotch fiddle, with its touching tune, 

Or the sad influence of the angry moon, 

All men avoid bad wrilorB’ ready tcaigues, 

As yawning waiters flyt Pitzacribblo’s lungs; 

Yet on he mouths—ten minutes—tedious eadi 
As prelate's homily or {Aacemau’s speech \ 

Long ULS the last years of a lingering lease, 

When riot {muses until rents increase. 

While such a minstrel, muttering fustian, strays 
O’er hedge and ditch, forough unfrequented ways, 

Ifby some chance he walks into a well, 

And shouts for succour with stentorian yell, 

“ A rope! help, Christians, as ye hope for grace!” 

Nor woman, man, nor child wiU stir a pace; 

* ♦ ♦ SI carmina condes, 

Nnnquam te fallant animi sub vuipe latentes. 

Quiiitilio 81 qui<l recitarcs, Corrige, sodes, 

Hue (aiebat) et hoc: melius te posse iicgares, 

Bis terque exportum friistra. delcre julmbat, 

Et male tornains inciuli reddere versus. 

Si defendere delirium qunm vertere molles, 

Nullum ultra verbuni, aul operam insumebat Inanezn. 
Quin fline rival! teque el tua solus amares. 

Vir bonus et prudeiis versus reprsheiidet inertes 
CulpabU duros; incomptis aliiiiec ntriim 
Transverse calamo siciuim; ambitiosa recidet 
Omamenta; paruin Claris luoem dare cogei; 

Arguet ambigiie dictum; miiianda notabic; 

Kiel Aristarchus: nec dicet, Cur ego amicum 
Ofiendam in iiugU i lue nugs seria ducent 
In mala dcrisum seme! exccptumque sinistre. 

Kw mean I here the ttac« alonr, 

Where eoiue <leierv« th’ a|)):)lauM they meet; 

For quocln Utere are, atul they well kuo)Vii, 

Id eithm* hoo^, who hold a eeal. 

Reform 'a the order of the day, 1 bear, 

To which I cordially auent: 

But then let thU refunn appear, 

And av’rjr claw of met) cemeot. 

For If you but reform a few, 

And nUwra leave to their/uU Sent, 

I fear you will but little do, 

, And find your time and paimi mlapcnt. 

I«et tad) mao to his post aMlga'i) 

By Nature, tidte his part to act. 

Ano thMi few eauMt shall we Aim 
T o call each man we meet~-a quadc.* 

Bastard of your .■~>MhiMwa being the first by Jupiter’s head- 
ptere, and a variety of equally unaccountableparturitioai upon earth,euch 
as Rbdoo, Ac. Ac. Ac. 

A crust for the critiai.”-‘E<W’’** Rthearaat. 

^ And the waiters" are the only fortunate peoffte who can " fly’'from 
Ihem ; all the rest, vte. tlie sad ■Qbatriherc to tlie " Literary Fond,” being 
eomp^ed, by courieinr, to At out the reciudtn without a hope of exelaira' 
log. “ Ke" (that It, by eboaking Pits, with bad wine er wovee poetry) 

I ** sae ssrvmvit Apcllo !’* 

* For SQcfa evary mao Is who either apptars to be what be hi not, or i 
strivee to be what he cannot. 





For there hU earean be ini^t freely fling, 

From frenzy, m flie humour of the thing. 

Though this has hUbpeuM to more bards than one, 

I It teltyou BudgetTs story, and have done. 

Btidgell a rogue and rhymester, for no good, 

(Unless his case be much misunderstood) 

W’hen teased with creditors* continual clmms, 

‘ To die like Cato*,” leapt into the Thames! 

And therefore be it lawful through the town 
For any bard to poison, hang, or drown. 

Who saves the intended suicide receives 
Small thanks from him who loathes the life he leaves; 
And, SQOth to say, mad poets must not lose 
The glory of fliat death tliey freely choose. 

Ut mala quern scabies aut morbus reglut urguet, 

Aut funaticus error et Iracunda Diana, 

Vcaanum tetlgisae timeiu fugiuntquo (loetam, 

Qui sapiunt; agitam piieri,Incauiique sequuntur. 

Hie dum sublimes versus ruetatur, et orrat 
Si veluti merulis intentus decidii auceps 
Inputeum, fuveamve; licet, Succurrite, longum 
Clamet, lo elves! non sit qui tollore curet. 

Si quia curet opcm forre, etdemittere funem, 

<^id scls an prudena hue se do jeceric, atque 
Servari noiit? Dicani: Siculique poetio 
Narrabo inieritum. Deus iminortulis haberi 
Dum cupit E[r.{H)dncles,ardentem frigidua ^tnain 
Insiluit: ail jos Hceatque uerire pootis: 

Invitum qui aervat, idem tacit occidenti. 

Nec semel hoc fecit; nec, ei reiractus orit, jam 
Fiet homo, et poiiet (Umosx mortis amorem. 

Nec satis apparel cur versus faclUet; utrum 
Minxentin patrios cineres, an tristc bidentul 
Moverit incestus; certe fiirit, ac velut ursus, 

Objectos cavess vahiit si frangere elalhros, 

Incioctum docCutn |iic fiigat recitaror acerbiis 
Quern vero arripuit, U'net, occidUque legriuio, 

Non missura cutern, nisi plena cruoris, liirudo. 

' On hia table were foiiiid theiie wonts : WAat Cnto did and Addh 
approved cannot be terang.'* Hut Addison did not “ approve iil if 
*ie liaiS, it wtxild not nnve ineitdH ilm riuuter. lie had Invited hisdausbter 
(Ml the same water itarijr, but Mu« Uud^ll, >>7 aoim* acckleni, escupeu Ihia 
last |iaterr>iil Hltention. Thin IvU the sycopiiant of Atticus/' wkI tin! 
enemy of 


Nor is it certain that some sorts of verte ' 

Prick not tho poet’s conscience as a curse; \, 

♦Dosed with vile drains <m Sunday he was &und. 

Or got a child on consecrated ground I 
And hence is haunled with a rhyming rage— 

Fear’d like a boar just bursting from nis cage. 

If free, all fly his versifying fit, 

Fatal at once to simpleton or wit. 

But him, unhappy! whom ho seises ,—him 
He flays with recitation limb by limb; 

Probes to the quick where’er he makes his breach. 

And gorges like a lawyer or a leech. 

* if “ dosed with,” Ac. 1 m> censiiipil ns low, f Ih-c Irnvc to refer to 0ic 
iir^inal for aomethinff still lower ; And if iiny rrader will trAiialaie 
arit ill )>atrios ciuerea,” &«. Into u decout lUHiplet, 1 wiU’insert u»nl couidet 
iu lieu of the preseut 


" DiffielU e$t prtmrie eommunia (ffcAre.”—Mde. Da^er, Mde. de 
ftevignOtBolIeau, HIM others, have left their disputo on the mcaumc df 
Uiia fMunagB in a tract coiiaidiTably loii^ tlmn Hot poem <d Kttrace. It Is 
printed at the close of the eleventh vtilume of Mndame de Revigntfi 
hetlura, edited by OroveUe, Paria, 18 US. Pntsumiiig that hU wlio can 
iimtrue may venture an opinion on such subjects, jArllnilarly as so 
any who ran nof have taken the same liberlv, I should have held my 
'* furtliinx cnmlle” as awkwardly as another, had not tnv resfiect for the 
wits of Isoiiu till- Fourteenth’s Aui(U8tHii si&de iininced me to subjoin 
'.liesr illostriuus authorities, 1st, Jloilenu ; 11 ehi. diiticiio do trailer des 

ijels qui sout h la iiortdc de tout ie nioiide d* une manibre qui vena les 
•Side pnipres. fp rpu s’api>pU>' s’npitmp'ipr im Huiei par Ie lour (pi’ ou y 
’iiliv, ll,tii«‘us : *' Ma.s il I'l bieii •l.iVn 'i.' de doniier des traits 
propres et inclivuluels aux 4 tres piireinent iMisnibles ” Ally, r)ai';iflr : " II 
(liifkcili: de triutur (^nivouubluinent (ch rarnetbres (me tout Ie nionde 
,ieut Uivciiti'r.” Mde. <lc ^viriuCk opinion and tiAnsliiiion, ronslKtineoI 
some thirty 1 omit, particularly as M. (TrouveUe observes, 

Gliose est bten reni.*irniiabie, aueitiii* (Ie ces diverstts mturpietiiUona ne pa« 
•nut dtre la veritable. Hot, by way of (bunion, it seems, fifty years after¬ 
wards, ” I.e lununeux Dmnare&ia ’ inudu his ap)tenraiiv(! to set Uoracaou 
lis legs iignifi, “disnper toiis les niniges, et couriiier tons ks disseiiti- 
ine ns and, some fifty years lirnr.e,aomel>ody, still more hmtlnous, will 
loohtless start up and (lernotisli Ouiririi'SMis and bin system on ihts weigiiiy 
ifTuir, ns U' ho were no Iw'ilor than I'lniemv and Tycho, or comments of no 
moiv conseipieiice than aatrononiioni calculaiioiis 011 the present comet. I 
vm happy to say, “ la iongneiir dt- la dissertaliuii” ol M. L>. mv.vents 
M. U. from saying any nsire on the mutter. A lietler poet than BoUeau, 
lid at least as good n scholar os Sevign^, has said, 

** A little learning is a dangerous titlng.” 

And by this comparison of cominenln it may lie iierceived bow a good deal 
ay be rendered as perilous to the iiropnetors. 


THECURSE OF MINERVA. 


” Fhllaa te hoc vitlnere, Pallas 
Imtnoiat, et nsnaro scelurato ex sivnguiue siimii.” 

A-iNIAD.lSlh. 


♦ Slow sinks, more lovely ero his race be run, 

Along Morea*s hills iho setting sun; 

Not, as in northern climes, cdiscurely bright, 

But uiie unclouded blaze of living light; 

0*cr the hu^i*d deep the yellow beam he thrmvs, 

Gilds tne green wave that trenibles as it glows; 

On old AEgina*s rock and Hydra’s isle 
The ^xl of gladness sheds his partid^ smile; 

O’er his own regions lingering loves to shine, 

Though there his altars are no more divine. 

Descending fiist, the mountain-shadows kiss 
Thy glorious gulf, unconquer’d Salamis! 

Their azure arches through the Icmg expanse, 

M<mis deeply purpled, meet his mellowing glance, 

And tenderest tints, along their summits driven, 

Mark his gay course, and own the hues of heaven; 
Till, darkly shaded from the land and deep, 

Behind his Delphian rock he sinks to sleep. 

On such an eve his palest beam he cast 
When, Athens! here thy wisest locked his last. 

* Tha lines wiUi which thia nulre open*, to'* At thm, within Uie walU 
of Rillaf* bar,** trs repeated, with eome alteraUeoe, at the commence- 

A efthe third euiio ot the Conair. 

3F 


How watch’d tliy better sons his farewell ray, 

Tit It closed their murder’d sage’s* latest day! 

N'-»t yet—not yet—Sol pauses on tho hill, 

The precious hour of parting Ungers still; 

But sad his light to agonizing eyes, 

And dark the mountain’s once delightful dyes: 

Gloom o'er th(; lovely land he seem’d to pour, 

The land where Phenbus never frown’d before; 

But ere he sunk below Cithmron’s head, 

The cup of woo was quaff’d—the spirit fled; 

The soul of him that scorned to fear or fly, 

W ho lived and died as none can live or die. 

But, lo! from high Hymettus to tlfo plain 
Tho queen erf* night asserts her silent reignf: 

No murky vapour, herald of tho storm, 

Hides hor &ir face, or ginls her glowing form. 

With comice glimmering as the moonb^ms play, 
j There the white column greets her jp^teful ray, 

* Socmle* drank tike l•(‘TnIock a alnirt time before aiiuwt (I’tA hour of 
execution), nuiwitlatandiof the euUeaUeKui hit UieripiM to wsil tiU the 
1 wont down. 

t The twittpdA in (irrece ie much eliorter than in our own couDiiy; tiis 
daye in winter are lunger, but in euianicff orieewduraUon. 



Tffi COSSB 01 


Aai bri^ Irounil wifi) quikeiiog beBou betet, 
HaretbUem qiukled o't» Ae minaret: 

The groTOi of olnre Matter’d daric and wide, 

When meek Cepbiaua aheda hia acanty tide, 

The cypreM saddening by the sacred mosque, 

The glimmering turret of tlie »y kiodi*, 

And sad and ac^re mid the &>Iy calm, 

Near Theseus’ fiuie, yon solitary palm; 

Ail, tinged with varied hues, arrest the eye; 

And duU wen his that pass’d them heedless by. 

Again the dBgean, heard no more afar, 

Lulls his chafed breast from elemenial war; 

Again his wares in milder tints unfold 
Their Icog expanse of sappiiire and of gold. 

Mix’d wi^ the shades of mai^ a distant ide. 

That frown, where gentler ocean deigns to smile. 

As thus, within the walls of Pallas’ fane, 

I mark’d the beauties of the land and main. 

Alone, and friendless, on the magic sliore. 

Whose arts and arms but live in poets’ lore; 

Oil as the matcliless dome I turn’d to scan, 

Sacred to gods, but not secure from man. 

The past return’d, the present seem'd to cease, 

Ind Glory knew no clime beyond her Greece! 

Hours roll’d along, and Dian's orb on high 
dad gain’d the centre of her soflest sky; 

Ind yet unwearied still my footsteps trod 
}’er the vain slirine of many a vanish’d god 
dut chiefly, Pallasthine; when Hecate’s glare, 
check’d by thy columns, fell more sadly fair 
)’er the chill marble, where the startling tread 
Tbrills the lone heart like echoes from die dead, 
jong had I mused, and treasured every trace 
The wreck of Greece recorded of her race, 

When, lo! a giant form before me strode, 

Iknd Pallas hail'd me in her own abode! 

Yea, 't was Minerva’s self; but, ah! how changed 
Jince o’er the Oardan field in arms she ranged! 
fot such as erst, by her divine command, 
ier form appeared from Phidias’ plastic hand: 

>ono were the terrors of her awful brow, 

Ier idle mgis bore no Gorgon now ; 

Ier helm was dinted, and tlio broken lance 
leem’d weak and shafUess e’en to mortal glance j 
'he olive branch, which still she deign’d to clasp, 
Ihrunk from her touch, and witlicr’d in her grasp 
tnd, ah! tliough still the brightest of the sky, 
lelestial tears bedimm’d her large blue eye; 
tound the rent casque her owlet circled slow, 
knd mourn’d his mistress with a shriek of woe! 

“ Mortal!" (’twas thus she spake) “that blush of shame 
'roclaims thee Briton, once a noble name; 

'irst of the mighty, foremast rfthe free, 
fow honour’d less by all, and least by me: 

Ihiof of thy foes shall Pallas still be found, 
eek’st thou the cause of loathing?—look around. 

, 0 ! here, despite of war and wasting fire, 

saw successive tyrannies expire. 

leaped from the ravage of the Turk and Goth, 

'by country sends a spoiler worse than both, 
urvey this vacant, violated fane; 

.ocount the relica tom that yet remain; 

'ken Cecrops placed, tM$ Pericles adom’df, 
hat Adrian rear’d when drooping Science mourn’d. 
Ifhat more I owe let gratitude attest— 
now, Alaric and Elgin did the rest. 

'bat all nay learn fi^ whence the plunderer came, 
be insulted wall sustains his hated name: 

* Th« Jtiotk (a A Torictah luinniti^bouae; the piUm la without the prs* 
at waIIi of Al^R«a, nut freon the tem^e of Theeeun. between wfaidi and 
atm tit* wall iBtfHwanea.’^Cephisus' aimun ia inked acantj, and niaaui 
inoatNetoAtBlIv 

f TW# «wk«a 9 l» fmeral, and ncA of the gleropolia in par> 

uiar I Um ui^a of Jt^itar Oiyittpiui, by tome auppoeed the Pantiwon, 
n hr Hadrian; aixtMit oolunuia era atautUxis, of Um moat 

BMVW end aicUieetw 


I For Elgin’s &me thus grftte&l Pillas {tedSf 
{Below, his n&me— aboye> behold his deeds ! 

Be ever bail’d with equal hpoour here 
The Gothic monarch and the Pictif^ peer.* 

Arms gave die first his right, the last had nmiei 
But basely stole what less barbariaas won. 

So when the litm quits his fell repeuBt, 

Next prowls the wolf, the Sthy jackal last: 

Flesh, limbs, and Wood Ute former make their own; 
The last poor brute securely gnaws the bone. 

Yet still the gods are just, and crimes arc cross’d: 
See here wlutt Elgin won, and what he lost! 

Another name with his pollutes my shrine; 

Behold whore Plan’s beams disdained to shine! 
Some retribution still might Pallas claim, * 
When Venus half avenged Minerva’s shame*,* 

She ceased awhile, and thus I dared reply, 

To soothe the vengeance kindling in her eye: 

Daughter of Jove! in Britain’s injured name, 

A true-born Briton may the deed disclaim. 

Frown not on England; England owns him not: 
Athena! no! thy plunderer was a Scot. 

Ask’st thou the difierence ? From fair Phyles’ towm 
Survey Boeotia; Caledonia’s ours. 

And well I know within tliat bastard landf 
Hath Wisdom’s goddess never held command: 

A barren soil, where Nature’s germs confined 
To stern sterility, can stint the mind; 

Whose thistle well betrays die niggard earth, 

Emblem of all to whom the land gives birth; 

Each genial influence nurtured to resist: 

A land of meanness, sophistry, and mist. 

Eacli breeze from foggy mount and marahy plain 
Dilutes with drivel every drizzly brain, 

Till, burst at lengUi, each wat’ry head o’erflows. 

Foul as tliuir soil, and frigid as their snows. 

'i'hen thousand schemes ^ petulance and pride 
Despatch her scheming children far and wide; 

Some oast, some west, some every where but north, 

In quest of lawless gain, they issue forth. 

And tluis—accursed be the day and year !— 

She sent a Piet lo play the felon here. 

Yet Caledonia claims some native worth. 

As dull Benotiagave a Pindar birth; 

So may her few, tlie letter’d and the brave, 

Bound to no clime, and victors of the grave, 

Shake off tlie sordid dust of such u land, 

And shine like children of a ha|ipier strand; 

As once, of yore, in some obnoxious place, 

Ten names (if found) had saved a wretclicd race.” 

Mortal!” tlie hhje-cy«Kl maid resumed, “ once moie 
Bear back my mandate to thy native sliore. 

Though fallen, alas! this vengeance yet is mine, 

To turn my counsels far Bum lands like thine. 

Hear then in silence Pallas’ stern bcliest; 

Hear and believe, for time will tell the rest. 

‘ First on the head of him who did this deed 
My curse shall light, on him and all his seed: 

Without one spark of intellectual fire, 

Be all die sons as senseless as the sire: 

If one with wit tlie parent brood disgrace, 

Believe him bastoni of a bri^tcr race: 

Still with his hireling artists let him prate 
And Folly’s praise repay for Wisdom’s hate; 

Long cd* their patron’s gusto let diom tell, 

Whose noUest, naHve gusto is~(o sell: 

To sell, and make—may Shame record the day!— 

The state receiver of his pilfer’d prey. 

Meantime, the flattering, feeble dotaid. West, 

Europe’s worst dauber, and poor Britain’s best, 

* Uk lordihip’B name And Uint of one wlio no lotiejor l^ra il are eArTecI 
eoiu}4e(i(nu)r on Uw Pnrtiienori; nhore, in a part itot fer dieUnt, an tte 
ion rentDADU of tlie biwao nlioTM deett^ud in a vua Atiempi to nnovt, 
tboin. 

t ** Irbh bMtarda," AccordUf to Sir CAllagbAa O’Brtllaito). 



With pitied Bach meddoW, 

And om himietf an iidknt ol fouraCore*. 

Be all the bruiaera cull’d fircnn all St. GiW 
That art and nature may compare their atylea; 

While brawny brutea in atu{»d wondor atare, 

And marvel at hia lordship’a ‘ atone abopf there, 

Round the throng’d gate ahatl aauntering coxcomba creep, 
To lounge and lucubrate, to prate and peep; 

While many a languid maid, with longing aigh, 

On giant atatuea casta the curious eye; 

The room with transient glance appears to skim, 

Yet marks the mighty back and length oTIimb; 

Mourns o’er the difference of now and then; 

Exclaims, ‘ These Greeks indeed were proper men' 
Draws fly comparisons of theee with those, 

And envies Lais all her Attic beaux. 

When shall a modern maid have swains like these 1 
Alss 1 Sir Harry is no Hercules 1 
And last of all, amidst the gaping crew, 

Some calm spectator, as he takes bis view, 

In silent indignation mix’d with grief, 

Admires the plunder, but abhors the thief 
Oh, loathed in life, nor pardon’d in tlie dust, 

May bate pursue his sacrilegious lust! 

Linked with the £x)l that fired the Ephesian dome, 

Shall vengeance follow far beyond tlie tomb. 

And Eratostratus and Elgin shine 
In many a branding page and burning lino; 

Alike reserved fi>r aye to stand accurst. 

Perchance the second blacker than the first. 

“ So let him stand, through ages yet unborn, 

Fix’d statue on the pedestal of Scorn; 

Though not for him alone revenge shall wait, 

But fits thy country fiir her coming fate: 

Hers were the deeds that taught her lawless son 
To do what oft Britannia’s self had done. 

Look to the Baltic—blazing from afar, 

Your old ally yet mourns perfidious war. 

Not to such deeds did Pallas lend her aid, 

Or break the compact which herself had made; 

Far from such councils, from the faithless field 
She fled—but left behind her Gorgon shield: 

A fatal gift, that turn’d your friends to stone, 

And left lost Albion hated and alone, 

” Look to the East, where Ganges’ swarthy race 
Shall shake your tyrant empire to its base ; 

Lo! there Rebellion roars her ghastly head. 

And giares the Nemesis of native dead ; 

Till Indus rolls a deep purpurcal flood, 

And claims his long arrear of northern blood. 

So may ye perish!—Pallas, when she gave 
Your free-born rights, forbade ye lo enslave. 

“Look on your Spain!—she clasps the hand she hates, 
But boldly clasps, and thrusts you from her gates. 

Bear witness, bright Barossa 1 thou const toll 
Whose were the sons that bravely fought and fell. 

But Lusitania, hind and dear ally, 

Con spare a few to fight, and sometimes fly. 

Oh glorious field! by Famine fierce^ won. 

The Gaul retires for once, and all is done! 

But when did Pallas teach that one retreat 
Retrieved three long olympiads of defeat? 

“ Look last at home—ye love not to look there 
On the grim smile of comfortless despair: 

Your city saddens: loud though Revel howls, 

Here Famine faints, and yonder Rapine prowls. 

See all alike of more or loss bereft i 
No misers tremble when there’s nothing left. 


< Blest paper credit'*',’ who shall dare to siagt 
It clogs like lead Corruptionki weaiy wing. 

Yet Pallas pluck’d each premier by the ear, 

Who gods and men alike disdain’d to hear; 

But one, repentant o’er a bankrupt state. 

On Pallas calls, but calls, alas! too late: 

Then raves for * ; to that Mentor bends. 

Though he and Pallas never yet were friends. 

Him senates hear, whom never yet fliey heard, 
Contemptuous once, and now no less absurd. 

So once of yore, each reasonable frog 
Swore faith and fealty to his sovereign ‘ log.’ 

Thus hail’d your rulers their patrician clod. 

As Egypt chose an onion for a god. 

“ Now fare ye well! enjoy your little hour; 

Go, grasp the shadow of your vanish’d power; 
Gloss o’er the failure of each fondest scheme; 

Your strengtli a name, your bloated wealth a drean 
Gone is that gold, the marvel of mankind, 

And pirates barter ail tliat’s loll behind'!'. 

No more the hirelings, purchased near and for. 
Crowd to the ranks of mercenary war. 

The idle merchant on the useless quay 
Droops o’er the bales no bark may bear away; 

Or buck returning secs rejected stores 
Rot pioccmeal on his own encumber’d shores: 

The starved mechanic breaks his rusting loom, 

And desperate mans him 'gainst the common doom, 
Then in the senate of your sinking state 
Show me the man whose councils may have weigh 
Vain is each voice where tones could once comma: 
E’en factions cease to charm a factious land: 

Yet jarring sects convulse a sister isle. 

And light with maddening hands the mutual pile. 

“ ’T is done, ’t is past, since Pallas warns in va 
The furies sieze her abdicated reign: 

Wide o’er the realm they wave their kindling brani 
And wring her vitals with their fiery hands. 

But one convulsive struggle still remains, 

And Gaul shall weep ere Albion wear her chains. 
The banner’d pomp of war, the glittering files, 
e’er whose gay trappings stern Bellona smiles; 
The brazen trump, flic spirit-stirring drum, 

That bid the foe defiance ere fliey come; 

The hero bounding at his country’s call, 

The glorious death that decorates his fail. 

Swell the young heart with visionary cliarms. 

And bid it antedate the joys of arms. 

But know a lesson you may yet be taught. 

With death alone are laurels cheaply bou^t: 

Not In the conflict Havoc seeks delight. 

His day of mercy is the day of figlit. 

But when the field is fought, the battle won, 
Though drench’d with gore, his woes are but begur 
His deeper deeds as yet ye know by name j 
The slaughter’d peasant and the ravish’d dame. 
The rifled mansion and the foo-reap'd field, 

III suit with souls at home, unlaugiit to yield. 

Say with what eye along the distant down 
Would flying burghers mark the Mazing town? 
How view the column of ascending flames 
Shake his red shadow o’er the startled Thames ? 
Nay, frown not, Albion! for the torch was thine 
That lit such pyres from Tagus to the Rhine: 
Now should they burst on thy devoted coast, 

Go, ssk thy bosom who deserves them most. 

The law eff heaven and earth is life for life, 

And she who raised, in vain regrets, the atrife." 


• Mr. Wert, on iMiii* the “Etaln Collection" a “PP?"*';* 
of the Abenhaw nnd “ Jwk SJiejinard’a** colloctU»), declared hlznaelf a 
mere tyro” in art. . _ ,, a 

t Poop Crib wm tadly puiriod 'when exhibited at E ;. Ho«e * ha 

<Vlnd Kit not ” a atone ahop fla wna ri(dit ; it la a shop. 


” Bint Mper credit t lait and bact mppIjN 
TiuU leuda Comj^ioo Uriitar wingi to fly 
i The Deal and Doear IraOKkan In apaeie. 
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THE WALTZ; 


APOSTROPHIC HYMN. 


** Q.ualiB In Rurotm H|iU. tut per jufa Cynthlf 
Rxercet Diana citoros.” 

Virgtt. 

“ Buell 00 Euruu’s liaolcSt or Cyiuhie *■ beisht» 

I Haiia areina : end an aiie clinmia the 
When iu the dance ilie racefiil giuideas leade 
Thu quii-e of nymplia, and overiot» their iieade. ** 
DryAtn** TirgH^ 


TO THE PUBLISHER. 

SlA, 

I AM a country gentleman of a midland county. I 
might have been a parltamout-inan for a certain borough, 
hat'ing had the offer of as many votes as General T. at 
(he general ulection in 1812.'^ But X woe all lor domes- 
tic iiappincss; as, fideen yeara ago, on a visit to London, 
1 marri(}d a middle-aged maid of honour. We lived 
happily at Horncm Hall till lost season, when my wife 
and I woreinvftcdby the Couutessof Waltzaway (adis- 
taiit relation of niy spouse) to pass the winter in town, 
'i'idnking no harm, and our girls being come to a mar- 
ria'ioabie (or, as they call it, marketable) ago, and having 
bcsirlos a Chancery suit invetorately entailed upon the 
family e.state, we caino up in our old chariot, of whicli,by 
the by, my wife grow so much (xshamod in loss than a 
week, that I was obliged to buy a second-hand barouche, 
of which I might mount the l)ox, Mrs. H. says, if I could 
drive, but never see the inside-—tliat place being reserved 
for the IToiifiurahlo Augustus Tiptoe, her partner-general 
and opera-knight. Hearing great praises of Mrs. H.’s 
daiKnug, (siic was famous for birthnigkt minuets in the 
latter end of the last century,) I unbooted, and went to a 
ball at tlie countess’s, expecting to see a country dance,. 
or, at most, cotillions, reels, and all the old paces to the 
newest tunes. But, judge of my smprlse, on arriving, to 
see poor dear Mrs. Hornem with her arms half round 
(he loins of a huge hussar-looking gentleman I never set 
eyes on before; and bis, to say truth, rather more than 
half round her waist, turning round, and round, and round, 
to a <1—d see-saw U[j-an(l-down sort of tunc, that 
reminded mo of Ujc “Black joke,” only more 
till it made me quite giddy with wondering they were not 
00 . By and by they stopped a bit, and 1 thought they 
would sit or fall down:—but^ no; witli Mrs. H.'« hand on 
his shoulder, “tfiwwa familiarUer^^\ (as Terence said, 
when I was at school,) they walked about a minute, 
and then at it again, like two cockchafers spitted on 
tlfo same bodkin. I asked what all this meant, when, 
witli a loud laugh, a child no older than our Wilhelmina 
(a name I never heard but in the Vicar of Wakefield, 
though her mother would call her after the Princess of I 
Bwappenbach) said, “I.ord! Mr. Homem, can’t you seel 
they arovaltzingl” cw waltzing, (I forget which;) and then 
up she got, and her mother and sister, and away they went, 
and round-abouted it tilt supper-tinic. Now that I know 
what it is, I like it of aU tilings, and so does Mrs. H. 
(though 1 have broken my shins, and four times over¬ 
turned M». Homom’s maid, in practising the preliminary 
steps in a morning.) Indeed, so much do 1 lUce it, that 
having a turn for rhyme, tastily dispUyed in some elec- 

• Stute of Ihe poll, (Ja«t d«y,) 6. 

tMyI«allQUolltbrfoueu,if anuineaube Mid to hAve forgoUen what 
ht D«tper rarotiobeiTd ; hut 1 bought mjr UtleinMJic rootio of a Calhellc 
prUst forSYsMl abilUng hank token, atttr much tiHnlinc fcr the even 
ahepenee. the manoy to a vsplX* beltig aH for the memory of 

Pu^val vHm “ t*o poiwry,” and quite induing Uie downfall of the 
bMawM we ean^i Wm kim any more. 


tion ballads, and songs in honour of all the victories, (but 
till lately I have had little practice in that way,} I sat 
down, and with the aid ol W, F. Esq. and a few hints 
from Dr. B. (whose recitations I attend, and am mon¬ 
strous fond of Master B.’s manner of delivering his father’s 
late successful “D. L. Address,") I composed the follow¬ 
ing hymn, wherewithal to make my sentiments known to 
tjio public, whom, ncvcrtlielcss, I heartily despise as well 
as the critics. 

I am, Sir, yours, &c. &c. 

HORACE HORNEM. 


Muse of Uie many-twinkling feet!'*' whose charms 
Are now extended up from legs to arms; 

Terpsichore !—too long misdoctn’d a maid— 
Reproachful term—^bestow’d but to upbraid— 
Henceforth in all the bronze of brightness shine. 

The least a vestal of the virgin Nine. 

Far he from tliee and thine tho name of prude; 

Mock’d, yet triumphant; sneer'd at, unsubdued ; 

Thy legs must move to conquer as they 8y, 

If but thy coats are reasonably high; 

Thy breast—if bare enough—requires no shield; 

Dance forth—sans armour thou shall take the field. 

And own—impregnable to most assaults. 

Thy not too lawfully begotten “Waltz.” 

Hail, nimble nymph! to whom the young hussar, 

The whisker’d votary of waltz and war. 

His night devotes, despite of spur and boots ; 

A sight unmalch’d .since Orpheus and his brutes: 

Hail, spirit-stirring Waltz!—beneath whose banners 
A mmlem hero fought for modish manners; 

On Hounslow’s heath to rival Wellesley’sf fame, 

Cock’d—fired—and miss’d his man—but gain’d his aim I 


• “ ftlance their maiiystwltikliac feet."—f?roy. 
t To rkftl l.ord W.'i, or hie aejmew'e, the reader pleeMttWene 
miiwtl ft pretty woman, whom be Jeterved, by fighUiig f«ir ; and Uie other 
hat bfcn lighting in tho Peiiintttl't many « long day, " by Shiewebury 
riock," withuiH gaining miy thing in thM country but the title of *' the 
Great l.ord,’’Rud the l.or(1,’’ whicbeuvonreofi^fftnAtioii, having been 
hithertii appUftii only to (luit Being to whom " TV /^eut/ur" tor caman^ 
are the rmikret blxiphemy.—it ii to be preeumed the general will one day 
return to hie Hnhine form k there 


To tame the geniue of the alubhom plnin. 

Almost 09 ^ickly an he conqner’d Spain !*' 

The fjonl Piterborougli eonqurreil continent* In e ■ammer; we da 
more—we conttive Imth to conquer and 1 <m« them In a ahurier aeaeon. If 
■ ’* great liord’i” ('fncin; .ftanprogreM in agriculture hr no ipeedier 
than (he proportional avernge of time in Pope'* couplet, it will, according 
to the farmer'* prorerb, he "ploughing with doge." 

By the by—<H»e of tbi* iUiuttioui peraeii’i new title* i* forcotten—dt 
however, worth remembering—“&'rt(vodorde( mun lo/’’ creai>«, notferw 
If thi* be the appellation annexed by die iohablianti of the P»nln*ula ta 
the name of a man who ha* not yet ««v«d Utem—query—are they worth 
Miving even in (hi* world ? for, according to tite mildest modlAcmtiont of 
any Chrittiaa creed. th«nH> three word* make the odd* much agoiiift them 
in the next.—" Saviour of the woHd," quotha 1—it were to be wirired 
that he, or any one else, could aave a comer of it—hie country. Yet ttili 
Mupld misnomer, although U shows t^ near etmnexion between sojper* 
stitian and impiety, ao far ha* iu nse, that U prove* iliere can be Ulile to 
drend from those Catholic* (inquisitorial CawoUcs too) who can conlfr 
such an appellation on a /Vureafant. lau^poee next year ha vlUte 
entitled the " Virgin Mary if so, Lori George Gordon hlmacK would 
have nothing to i^iect to such liberal bari.ar(li m our JLiody of Bobykm. « 



THE WALTE. 


Hail moving aame! to whom the fair one’s breaat 
Gives all it can, and btda lu take the rest. 

Oh! for the flow of Busb}^, or of Fitz, 

The latter*8 loyalty, the former’s wits, 

To ** energise the otject I pursue,” 

And give both Belial and his dance their due! 

Imperial Widtzl imported from the Rhine, 

(Famed fi>r the growth of pedigrees and wine,) 
jLong be thine import from all duty free, 

And hock itself be less esteemed than thee; 

In some few qualities alike^for hock 
Improves our cellar»-^fw our living stock. 

The he^ to hock belongs—thy subtler art 
Intoxicates alone the heedless heart: 

Through the full veins thy gentler poison swims. 

And wakes to wantonness the willing limits. 

Oh Germany! how much to thee we owe. 

As heaven-born Pitt can testify below, 

Ero cursed confederation made thee France’s, 

And only lefl tis thy d-~Kl debts and dances! 

Of subsidies and Hanover bereft, 

We bless thee still—for George the Third is left! 

Of kings Ute best—and last, not b^ast in worth, 

For graciously begetting George the Fourth. 

To Germany, and higlmesses serene, 

Who owe us millions—do n’t we owe the queen ? 

To Germany, what owe we not besides ? 

So oft bestowing Brunswickors and brides; 

Who paid for vulgar, with her royal blood, 

Drawn from the stem of each Teutonic stud: 

Who sent us—«o be pardon’d all her fatilta— 

A dozen dukes—some kings—a queen—and Waltz. 

But peace to her—her emperor and diet, 

Though now transferr’d to Buonaparte’s “fiat!” 

Back to my theme—O Muse of motion! say, 

How first to Albion found thy Waltz her way 7 

Borne cm the breath of hyperborean gales, 

From Hamburg’s port, (while Hamburg yet had mails,) 
Ere yet unlucky Fame—comjMdl’d to creep 
To snowy Goltenburg—was chill’d to sleep; 

Or, starting from her sbimbers, deign’d arise, 
Heligoland! to stock thy marl with lies; 

While unburnt Moscow* yet had nows to send, 

Nor owed her fiery exit to a frieml, 

8hc came-Waltz came—and with her certain sets 
Of true despatches, and as true gazelles; 
l‘hon fiamed of Auslcrliiz the blest despatch, 

Which Muniteur nor Morning Post can match; 

And—almost cnish’d beneath the glorious news— 

Ten plays, and forty tales of Kotzebue’s; 

One envoy’s letters, six comfmscrs’ airs, 

And loads from Frankfiu't and from Lcipsic fairs; 
Meirier’s four volumes upon womankind. 

Like Lapland witches to ensure a wind; 

Brimck’s heaviest tome fur ballast, and, to back it, 

Of Heync, such as should not sink^he ^jacket. 

Fraught with this cargo—and her fairest freight, 
Delightful Waltz, on tiptoe for a mate, 


* Thft patriotic arton of our amiaUlo aliUs cannot be tufficlenUy eoin< 
mendod—nor aitlMcribed for. Amotic other deUiUomiltfU ii> U>« raiioua 
daopaiehe* of our elnqurot tmbH«»aiior. he did not aiaie, (being too modi 
oceopkKi with the exploit* of Col. C—, in fwimintnc: river* frozen, 
xttd fallof^ns over road* impaMwhl*,) that one ciitn'e province penBlicd 
famine iu'dw nioat melanchuljr manner, a* follow*In General Uo- 
•topeUn'a conexmmate eonfiasmtioii, the cwtaumptlon of tallow and 
Unin oil «nt« *0 freal, that the maritet wa* inadequate to the demand : 
and Utni one hundred and tbiny.tliree tiioiiiand }>erM>iiB were alarved to 
deaUt, bjr beinf reduced to whofe«ome diet I Tli« lampliitliter* of i.(Hidon 
hat* sioco lubicrUted a pint (of oil) a piece, and the tuunw<liAndier* have 
ananinfWHifly voted a qnanUty of b««t mould* (four to the pound) to th« 
raliif of the •urvivlng Scythian*-'the Mareily will soon, by sum oxer- 
liens, and a proper attantioD to the qwUUy rather than the quaniitv of 
arevuisB, be totally allevlatod. It i* Mud, in return, that the untouebed 
okreiae has lobecrtbed eixty tbonaand beevee for a day’e meat to our euf* 
leHnf masufseturer*. 


The welcome vessd reach’d the genial strand, 

And round her flock’d the daughters of the lai^. 

Not decent David, when, before the aih, 

His grand pas-seul excited some remark; 

Not love-lorn Q,uixote, when bis Sanebo thought 
The knight’.s fandango friskier (han it ought; 

Not soft Ilcrodias, when with winning tread 
Her nimble feel danced another’s head; 

Not Cleopatra on her galley’s dwk, 

Display’d so much of l^'g, or more of neck, 

Than thou, ambrosial Waltz, when first the moon 
Beheld thoe twirling to a Saxon tune! 

To you, ye husbands of ten years! whose brows 
Ache with the annual tributes of a spouse; 

To you of nine years less, who only bear 
The budding sprouts of those tliat you shall wear, 
With added ornaments around them roll’d 
Of native brass, or law-awarded gold; 

To you, ye matrons, ever <»i the watch 
To mar a son’s, or make a daughter’s match; 

To you, ye children of—whom chance accords— 
Always the ladies, and ^metimfs their lords; 

To you, ye single gentlemen, wdio seek 
Torments for life, or pleasures for a week; 

As Love or Hymen your endeavours guide, 

To gain your own, or snatch another’s bri^ 

To one and all tlie lovely stranger came, 

And every ball-room echoes with her name. 

Endoariug Waltz!—to thy more molting tune 
Row Irish jig and ancient rigadoon. 

Scoiidj reels, avaunt! ami counlry-dance,forego 
Your future claims to each fantastic toe! 

Waliz—Waltz alone—both legs and arms demands, 
Liberal of fed, and lavirdi of her hands; 

Hands whid) may freely range in public sight 
Where ne’er before—but—pray “ put out the light.** 
Methinks the glare of yonder chandelier 
Shines much too far—or 1 urn much too near; 

And true, though strange—Waltz whispers this remaHkf 
“ My slippery steps arc safest in the dark!” 

But here the muse with due decorum holts, 

And lends her longest petticoat to Waltz. 

Ol^crvant travellers of every time! 

Ye quartos publislfd upon cv'ery clime! 

0 say, shall dull lioinaika’s heavy round. 

Fandango’s wriggle-, or Bolero’s bound; 

Can Egyp{’.s Almas*—tantalizing group— 

Columbia’s caperers to die warlike whoop— 

C’an aught from cold ICamschatka to Cape Horn 
With Waltz compare, or after w'altz be homo? 

Ah no! from Morier’s pages down to Galt’s, 

Eacli tourist peris a paragraph for “Waltz.” 

Shades of those hdles whose reign began of yore, 
With George the Third’s—and ended long before 1— 
Though in your daugliters’ daughters yet you thrive, 
Burst from your lead, and be yourselves alive! 

Bark to the ball-room speed your specired host: 

Fool’s Paradise is dull to that you lost. 

No treacherous powder bids conjecture quake; 

No stiif-stareh’d stays make meddling fingers ache, 
(Transferr’d to those ambiguous things that a})e 
xoafs in their visage,! women in their shape;) 

* Daiwiiiff xirla— w1k> ilu fur hire whnt Waltr. doth frail*. 

1 It oniiiiiH l>« ci>m;tluinv4 now, at Iti the Lady BauMirre** time, of tht 
“ Kiriir Jc la Gruix,” that there be “ no wlil*k*r*but how ftir lhe*e 
ire imiiCBtiunH of valour in (lie field, or clwwhere, may atiU be option* 
ible. M uch may be and hn Ih lanm a voorJied on both aide*. In the olden 
.ime phU<wo|iheva hAdwhi»kcra,Bnd aoldier* none—Sclpio himaelf wm 
aha veil—Hannibal thought hi* one eye Imndaome enough wiUiotii n 
beard; but Adrian, the em(«ror, wiire a beard (having wari* oit’lde 
'hiii, which neither the Km;>rti** fitabina nor even the courtier* could 
jbiile)—Turanna had whisirer*, Marlboroiigh none—Buonaparte la un- 
whiekered, the Regent whhikered ; "argol” greatnM* M mlad airf 
whiikere may or may not go togeliier: but certainly the dHTersst oeeim 
icea, alnr* the growth m the laat*mentioned, go farther In brimlf of 
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No dtiBNl fUnti when rather cloiel; pren’d, 

But more careising leems when most caress’d; 
Superfluous hartshm, and reviving salts, 

Both banish’d by the sovereign coidial “ Waltz.” 

Seductive Waltz!—though on thy native shore 
Even Wertet’s self proclaim’d thee half a whore; 
Wetter—to decent vice though much inclined. 

Yet warm, not wanton; dazzled, but not blind— 
Though gentle Genlis, in her strife with Stael, 

Would oven {mtscribe thee from a Paris ball; 

The fashion hails—from countesses to queens. 

And maids and valets waltz behind the scenes; 

Wide and more wide thy witching circio spreads, 

And turns—if nothing else—at least our hiada; 

With thee ovon clumsy cits attempt to bounce. 

And eodmeys practise what they can’t pronounce. 

Gods! how the glorious theme my strain exalts. 

And riiyme finds partner rhyme in praise of “ Waltz 1” 
Blest was the time Waltz choso for her ridbut; 

The court, the Regent, like herself were new;* 

New face for friends, for foes some new rewards; 

New ornaments for black and royal guards; 

New laws to hang the rogues that roar’d for broad; 

New coins (most newf) to follow those that fled; 

New victories—nor can we prize them less. 

Though Jenky wonders at his own success; 

New wars, bocauso the old succeed so well. 

That most survivors envy those who fell; 

Now mistresses—no, old—and yet’t is true. 

Though they be old, the thing is sometliing new; 

Each new, quite new—(except some ancient tricks,{) 
New white-sticks, gold-slicks, broom-sticks, all new 
y^th vests or ribands—deck’d alike in hue, [sticks! 

New troopers strut, new turncoats blush in blue: 

So saith the muse—my-,§ what say you ? 

Such wBB the time when Waltz might best maintain 
Her new preferments in this novel reign; 

Such was the time, nor ever yet was such; 

Hoops are no more, and petticoats not much; 

Morals and minuets, virtue and her stays. 

And tell-tale powder—all have had their days. 

The ball begins—the honours of tlie house 
First duly done by daughter or by spotise. 

Some potentate—or royal or serene— 

With Kent’s gay grace, or sapient Gloucester’s mien. 
Leads forth the ready dame, whose rising flush 
Might once have been mistaken for a blush. 

FrotQ where the garb just leaves the bosom free. 

That spot where hearts! were once supposed to bo; 


Round all the ctmfmes of the yielded waist, 

The strangest hand may wander undisplaced; 

The lady’s in return may grasp as mud 
As princely paunches o^r to her toudi. 

Pleased round the chalky floor how well they tr^, 

One hand reposing <»■ the royal hip; 

The other to the shoulder no less royal 
Ascending with affection truly loyal! 

Thus front to front the.partners move or stand. 

The foot may rest, but none withdraw the hand ; 

And all in turn may follow in their rank. 

The Earl of—Asterisk—and Lady—Blank; 

Sir—Such-a-ono—^with those of fiishion’s host, 

For whose blest surnames—vide “ Morning Pbet;” 

(Or if for tliat impartial print too late. 

Search Doctors’ Commons six months from my data,)— 
Thus all and each, in movement soft or slow, 

The genial contact gently undergo ; 

Till some might marvel, with the modest Tuik, 

I If “ nothing follows all this palming work?”* 

True, honest Mirza!—you may trust my rhyme— 
Sometliing does follow at a fitter time ; 

The breast thus publicly resign’d to man, 

In private may resist him-if it can. 

O ye who loved our grandmothers of yore, 
Fitzpatrick, Sheridan, and many more 1 
And thou, my prince! whose sovereign taste and will 
It is to love tlie lovely beldames still I 
Thou ghost of Ciueensborry! whose judging sprite 
Satan may spare to peep a single night. 

Pronounce—if ever in your days of bliss 
Asmodeus struck so bright a stroke as this; 

To teach the young ideas how to rise. 

Plush in the check and languish in the eyes 
Kush to tlie heart and lighten through the frame. 

With lialf-told wish and ill-dissembled flame; 

For prurient nature still will storm the breast— 

IVTg), tempted thus, can answer for the rest ? 

But ye—^who never felt a single thought 
For what our morals are to be or ought; 

Who wisely wish the dmrms you view to reap, 

Say—would you make tlioso beauties quite so cheap “I 
Hot from the hands promiscuously applied. 

Round the slight waist, or down the glowing side. 
Whore were the rapture then to clasp the form 
From tills lewd grasp and lawless contact warm ? 

At once love’s most endearing thought resign, 

To press the hand so press’d by none but thine; 


^iflkert ihAD the antthema of Anoelm did agahut loog hair in the reign 
of H«»rjr 1. 

Formerly red vrai a fRYonrile roloiir. Soe Lodowlck Darrey’s comedy 
of Ram Alley, t66i, Act I. Scene 1. 

** Taffeta. Now, fur a wttgur—What coloured bo&rd comet next by 
the window 7 

*' AdruMO, A bl«ek man’e, T thlak. 

** T^ata. I think not«o : 1 think a reef, for that ia moat In fashion.’' 

Tlwre it ** nothing new under tlie sun butrfld,thena/aeovrife, fats 
DOW subsided Intos /aDouWie'e colour. 

* An snschronisin~Wslls and tlie battle of Austerlltz are before ssid 
to have opened the bslt together: ti>e bard mesne, (If be mean* sny Uitiie,) 
Wilts wis not BO inucl) in rogue till the. Regent attained the ict^ of >!» 
populsriiy. Wsltr., the comet, whiskers, end the new gorenirnent, iUu- 
minsted heaven and esrtJi, in all their glory, much about the snme time : 
of lli^ the comet only has disttpiwurcd ; the otlier Uiree continue to 
nilonishusstiU.—i*rin(«r’s Devil. 

t Among otliere • new niueiienee—« ereditsble coin now foKhco* 
nduf, worth s |iound, in paper, at the felreetcnlcuistion. 

IOh that right should thus overcome might/*' Who doee not re* 
member Uie '* dweats lureetigetlon” In the ** Merry Wivee of Wind* 
•or?” 

"jPord. Pray you, come near: if I suspect without cause, why then 
moke sport at me; then let me be your jest; I deserve It. Row now ? 
whither bear you this ? 

** Mre. Pom. What here you to do whither Uiey hear U l—you were 
beet meddle with buck*wsiAiDg.” 

I The gentle, or ferocious reader, may flU up tlie blank as he ploates— 
there are eeveru dleeyllablc names at hie service, (being slready in the 


.. . , service, (being slready in the 

BeMot’e t) U would net be fair to bade any peculiar initisi sgstnei tiw 
olpAihet, os every month will odd to the list now entered for the aweep* 
•turn 9**** diilingtiished consonant is said to be the favourite, imiM 
•galnal the wlehes of the Anowing ones. 

I ** We hove chanted all that ” says the Mock Doctor—*t is alt gone— 
Aamedmnkoows witerv. After all, ills (mT no great imporiiuice iiow wo* 
WnS hoarto arc disposed of j they have nature's privtle|e to distribute 


To gaze u{>on fliat eye which never mot 
Another’s ardent look without regret; 

Approach the lip which all, without restraint, 
Come near enough—if not to touch—to taint; 

If such thou lovest—love her then no more, 

Or give—like her—caresses to a score ; 

Her mind with those is gone, and with it go 
The little lefl behind it to bestow. 

Voluptuous Waltz! and dare I thus blaspheme? 
Thy bard forgot ihy praises were his theme. 
Terpsichore, forgive!—at every ball 
My wife now waltzes—and my daughters shall; 
My son—(or slop—’t is needless to inquire— 
These little accidents should ne’er transpire; 
Some ages hence our genealogic tree 
Will wear as green a bough for him as me)— 
Waltzing sliall rear, to make our name amends, 
Grandsons for me—in heirs to all his friends. 


them os absurdly as pottibU. But thsre are a Iso some meu with hesrla 
so thm-ouriiiy bad, os i» remind us of those phenomena often mentioiMif 
in uatuntl bietory ; vie. a maasofsoltd stone—only to be opened 1^ foma 
->«ud wlien divided, you discover a toad in the centre, lively, ana wHb 
the reputation of belns venomous. 

* In Turkey a }>eninenl, here an impertinent and lupeHluous ques> 
(ion—Uterslly put, as in Uie text, l^ a Femiait to Morier, on seeuig as, 
waits in Pen.—ride Morier*s Tmnele. 




THE AGE OF BRONZE; 

OR, 

CARMEN SECULARE ET ANNUS BAUD MIRABILIS. 

' Impar Congrtsiu* Achilll." 


Th* “ good old times”—all times when oil are good— 
Are gone ; the present might be if they would; 

Great things have been, and are, and greater still 
Want little of mere mortals but their will; 

A wider apace, a greener field, is given 

To those who play their “ tricks before high heave;i.” 

I know not if the angels weep, but men 
Have wept enough—for what?—to weep again. 

It. 

All is exploded—be it good or bad. 

Reader! remember when thou wort a lad. 

Then Pitt was all; or, if not all, so much, 

His very rival almost deem’d him such. 

We, we have scon the intellectual race 
Of giants stand, like Titans, fiico to face— 

Athos and Ida, with a dashing sea 
Of eloquence between, which flow’d all free, 

As the deep billows of the ASgcan roar 
Botvsixt the Hellenic and the Phrygian shore. 

But whore are they—the rivals ?—a few feet 
Of sullen earth divide each winding sheet. 

How peaceful and how powerful is the grave 
Which hushes all! a calm, unstormy wave 
Which overswecjra the world. The theme is old 
Of “ Dust to dustbut half its tale untold: 

Time tempers not its terrors—still the worm 
Winds its oold folds, the tomb preserves its form 
Varied above, but still alike below; 

The um may shine, the aslies will not glow. 

Though Cleopatra's mummy cross the sea 
O’er which from empire she lured Antony; 

Though Alexander’s um a show be grown 
On shore’s he wept to conquer, though unknown— 

How vain, how worse than vain, at length appear 
The madman’s wish, the Macedonian’s tear! 

Ho wept for worlds to conquer—half the earth 
Knows not his name, or but his death, and birth. 

And desolation; while his native Greece 
Hath all of desolation, save its peace. 

Ho “wept fw worlds to conquer!” ho who ne’er 
Conceived the globe, he panted not t* spare! 

With even tlie busy Northern Isle unknown, 

Which holds his um, and never knew his throne. 

III. 

But where is he, the modem, mistier far, 

Who, born no king, made monarchs draw his car ; 

The new Sesostris, whoso unharness’d kings, 

Freed from the bit, believe themselves witli wings. 

And spam the dust o’er which they crawl’d of late. 
Chain’d to the chariot of the chieftain’s state 1 
Yes! where is be, the champion and the child 
Of aH that ’s great or little, wise or wild 1 
Wboee game was empires, and whoso stakes were 
thraes? 

Wkmw table earth—whose dice were human bones 7 


Behold the grand result in yon lone isle. 

And, as thy nature urges, weep or smile. 

Sigh to behold the eagle’s lofty rage * 

Reduced to nibble at his narrow cage; 

Smile to survey the queller of the nations 
Now daily squabbling o’er disputed rations; 

Weep to perceive him mourning, as he dines. 

O’er curtail’d dishes and o’er stinted wines; 

O’er petty quarrels upon petty things. 

Is tills tile man who scourged or feasted kings? 
Behold the scales in which his fortune hangs, 

A surgeon’s statement, and an earl’s harangues 
A bust delay’d, a book refused, con shako 
The sleep of him who kept the world awake. 

Is tliis indeed the tamer of tlie great. 

Now slave of all coull tease or irritate— 

The paltry gaoler and the prying spy. 

The staring stranger with his notebook nigh ? 
Plunged hi a dungeon, he hod still been great; 

How low, how little was this middle state. 

Between a prison and a palace, where 
How few could feel for what ho had to bear! 

Vain his complaint,—my lord presents his bill. 

His food and wine were doled out duly still: 

Vain was his sickness, never was a clime 
So free from homicide—to doubt’s a crime; 

And tlie stiff surgeon, who maintain’d his cause. 
Hath lost his place, and gain’d tlie world’s applause. 
But smile—tliough all tlie pangs of brain and heart 
Duidaiii, defy, the tardy aid of art; 

Though, save tlie few fond friends, and imaged face 
Of that fair boy his sire shall ne’er embrace. 

None stand by his low bed—tliough even the mind 
Be wavering, which long awed and awes mankind; 
Smile—fiir the fetter’d eagle breaks his chain, 

And higher worlds than this are his again. 

IV. 

How, if that soaring spirit still retain 
A conscious twilight of his blazing reign. 

How must he smile, on looking down, to see 
The little that ho was and sought to be! 

What tliough his name a wider empire found 
Than his ambition, though witli scarce a bound ; 
Though first in glory, deepest in reverse. 

He tasted empire’s blessings and its curse; 

Though kings, rejoicing in their late escape 
From cliains, would gladly be their tyrant’s ape; 
How must he smile, and turn to yon lone grave. 

The proudest seamark that o’ertops the wave! 

AVhat though his gaoler, duteous to the last. 

Scarce deem’d the coftin’s lead could keep him fast, 
Refusing one poor line along the lid, 

To date the birth and death of oil it hid; 

That name shall hallow the ignoble shore, 

A talisman to all save him who boro: 

The fleets that sweep bcftve the eastern blast 
Shall hear their seaboys hail it finm the mast; 



IK 

WlMB.'HtlBiygQdie oofaigni l^ but rife, 
XAf Itepe^ b • rbnrt’t ekiee, 

.I'.flbe rocky Me tlwt b^ or hsU fan dost 
Bfaell mm ^ Atleatk like tbe bero’i buit, 

Do more ni^erd envy ftUt denies. 

But what are these to him? Can gloiy’s list 
Touch die freed spirit or the iettei% dust 1 
SmaS care hath he of what his tomb eonsista; 
Naught if he sleeps—nor more if he exists: 

.iUike the betten-eemng Shade will smile 
On the rude oaTera of the rocky isle, 

As if his ashes found their latest home 
In Rome’s Pantheon or Gaul’s mimic dome. 

He wants not this; but Fiance shall feel the want 
Of this last consolation, though so scant; 

Her honour, fame, and frith demand his bones. 

To rear abOTe a pyramid of thrones; 

Or carried onward in the battle’s van. 

To form, like Quesclin’s* dust, her talisman. 

But be it as it is—tbe time may come 

His name shall beat the alarm, like Ziska’s drum. 


Oh heaven! of which he was in power a feature; 

Oh earth! of which he was a noble creature; 

Thou isle! to be remember’d long and well. 

That saw’st the undedg’d eaglet chip his shell 1 
Ye Alps, which view’d him in his dawning flights 
Hover, the victor of a hundred fights ! 

Thou Rome, wlio saw’st thy Cassar’s deeds outdone! 
Alas! why past he too the Rubicon— 

The Rubicon of man’s awaken’d rights. 

To herd with vulgar kings and parasites ? 

Egypt! from whose all dateless tombs arose 
Forgotten Pharaohs from their long repose, 

And shook within their pyramids to liear 
A new Cambysis thundering in their ear; 

While the dark shades of forty ages stood 
Like startled giants by Nile’s frmous flood; 

Or from the pyramid’s tall pinnacle 
Beheld the desert peopled, as from hell. 

With clashing hosts, who strew'd the barren sand 
To re-manure the uncultivated land! 

Spain! which, a moment mindless of the Cid, 

Beheld his banner flouting thy Madrid I 
AusUia! which saw thy twico-ta’en capital 
Twice spared, to be the traitress of his fall! 

Ye race of Frederic!—^Frederics but in name 
And falsehood—heirs to all except his fame; 

Who, crush’d at Jena, crouch’d at Berlin, fell 
First, and but rose to follow! Ye who dwell 
Where Kosciusko dwelt, remembering yet 
Tbe unpaid amount of Catherine’s bloody debt! 

Poland 1 o’er which the avenging angel past, 

But lefr thee as he found thee, still a waste, 
Forgetting all thy still enduring claim, 

Thy lotted people and extinguish’d name, 

Tl^ ligh for freedom, thy long-flowing tear, 

TM sooud that crashes in the tyrant’s oar— 
Ifnsniiisko! On—^>n—on—the thirst of war 
Gasps for the gore of serfr, and of their exar. 

The half barbaric Moscow’s minarets 
Gleam in the sun, but’t is a sun that sets! 

Moscow! thou limit of his long career, 

For whidt rude Charles had wept his frotsen tear 
To see ki vain—he saw thee—how 1 with spire 
And palace fiiel to one common fire. 

To this the soldier lent bis kindling match. 

To this the peasant gave his cottage thatch. 

To this the roM|M|(,,flung bis hoarded store. 

The prince Mh^plHind Mesoow was no more' 


Sublimest of vdeahoti Ettni’s iiMM 

Pales before thine, and qUendhtew HMt '• teat; 

Vesuvius shows his blase, an wind 

For gaping touristt, from Ms hadmeyM htigiit: 

Thou Btand’st alone’utrfvidl’d, till the Aw 

To come, in which all empirw shall expire! 

Thou other element! as strong and stera. 

To teach a lesson conquerors will not team! 

Whose icy wing flapp’d o’er the frltering fee, 

Till fell a hero with each flake of snow; 

How did they numbing beds attd silent friig 
Pierce, till hosts perish’d with a single pang! 

In vain shall Seine look up along his banks 
For the gay thousands of his dashing ranks! , 

In vain shall France recall beneath her vines 
Her youth—their blood flows faster than her wines; 
Or stagnant in their human ice remains 
In frozen mummies on the Polar plains. 

In vain will Italy’s broad sun awaken 

Her oflTspring chill’d; its beams are now forsakeo. 

Of all the trophies gather’d from the war, 

What shall return f—the conqueror’s bn^n oar: 
Tho conqueror’s yet unbroken heart! Again 
The horn of Roland sounds, and not in vain. 
liUtzen, where fell the Swede of victory. 

Beholds him conquer, but, alas ! not die; 

Dresden surveys throe despots fly once more 
Before their sovereign,—sovereign as before ; 

But tlicre exhausted Fortune quits tlie field. 

And Leipsic’s treason bids the unvanquish’d yield 
The Sa.xon jackal leaves the lion’s side 
To turn tho bear’s, and wolf’s, and fox’s, guide; 
And backward to tho den of his despair 
The forest monarch shrinks, but finds no loir 
Oh ye I and each, and all! Oh France! who found 
Thy long (iiir fields, plough’d up as hostile ground 
Disputed foot by foot, till treason, still 
His only victor, from Montmartre’s hill , 

Look’d down o’er trampled Paris I and thou Isle, 
Which socst Etruria from thy ramparts smile 
Thou momentary shelter of his pride, 

Till woo’d by danger, his yet weeping bride 
Oh Franco ! retaken by a single march, 

Whoso path was throu^ ono long triumphal arch! 
Oh bloody and most bootless Waterloo! 

Which proves how fools may have their fortune loo. 
Won half by blunder, half by treacbeiy: 

Oh dull Saint Helen! with thy gaoler nigh— 

Hear! hear Prometheus* from his rock appeal 
To eartli, air, ocean, all tliat felt or feel 
His power and glory, all who yet shall hear 
A name eternal as the rolling year; 

Ho teaches tliem the lesson taught so long, 

So oft, so vainly—loom to do no wrong I 
A single step into the right had made 
This man the Washington of worlds betray'd, 

A single slop into tho wrong has given 
His name a doubt to all tho winds of heaven; • 

The reed of Fortune, and of thrones the rod, 
tJf fame the Molocli fir the demigod; 

His country’s Ctesar, Europe’s Hannibal, 

Without their decent dignity of fell. 

Yet Vanity herself had better taught 
A surer path even to the fame he sought, 

By painting out on histoiy’s finitless page 
Ten thousand conquerors for a single sage. 

While Franklin’s quiet memory climbs to heaven, 
Calming the lightning which he thence hath riven, 

Or drawing from the no less kindled earth 
Freedom and peace to that which boaete his inrfli; 
While Washington’e a watdiword, euch an ne'er 
Shril eink while there ’e an echo left to air: 


"QoMetlnOMtelillteiklCl oteeltv: Itnnrendertd, and ttMtayt. * t nfiir the rendar to tho flret oddiwa of ProeoetlNus le JBiehllae, 
wen brou|At»elHnpa’lilt bier, eo Uwt the piece ntsht eppeerlwhen he to (eft eleoe by hie ettendeute, end before tbe tnMd ordlie 
nodend totdeelbae. jChoruioraeenrmphi. 
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A3u! iriiy mmt llte wune Atliatio yrm 
Which fi'vedQB gnd ft tyrant** grav*-. 

Th 0 king cf h«M, and yet of siavea the 


Who bunt* tha efaaini d adllioni to renevr 
The very fetton which hta ftiiD broke thnxi^, 

And cnuh’d the righta of Eurc^ and his own, 

To flit between ft dungeon and a throne? 

▼I. 

Bat *t will not be--the epark *a ftwaken*d->-lo! 

The twarthy Spaniard feels his former glow; 

The same high ^nrit which beat back the Moor 
Through eight long ages of alternate gore 
Revives—*a]^ where? in that avenging clime 
Where Spain was once synonymous with crime, 
Where Cortes’ and Pusarro’s banner flew, 

The infant wwld redeems her name of iVeio.” 

*T is the eid aspiriUton breathed afresh, 

To kindle souls within degraded flesh, 

Such as repulsed Ae Perskn from the shore 
Where Greece was—'No! she still is Greece once more 
One common cause makes myriads of one breast, 

^ Slaves of the east, or helots of the west; 

Chi Andes’ and on Athos* peaks unfurl’d, 

The self-same standard streams o’er either world; 

The Athenian wears again Harmodius’ sword ; 

The Chili chief abjures his foreign lord; 

The Spartan knows himself once more a Greek, 
Young Freedom plumes the crest of each caciquo: 
Debating despots, hemm’d <m either shore, 

Shrink vainly from the roused Atlantic’s roar; 

Through Calpe’s strait the rolling tides advance, 
Sweep slightly by the half'tamed land of France, 

Dash o’er the old Spaniard’s cradle, and would fain 
Unite Ausonia to the mighty main: 

But driven from thence awhile, yet not for aye 
Break o’er th’ iEgoan, mindful of the day 
Of ^lUamis!—there, there the waves arise, 

Not to be lull’d by tyrant victories. 

Lone, lost, ^andon’d in their utmost need 
By Christiaiw, unto whom they gave their creed, 

The desolated lands, the ravaged isle, 

The foster’d feud encouraged to beguile 
The aid evaded, and the cold delay, 

Prolong’d but in the hq>e to make a prey 

These, these shall toll the tale, and Greece cui show 

The false friend worse than the infuriate foe. 

But this is well: Greeks cmly should free Greece, 

Not the barbarian, with his mask of peace. 

How should the autocrat of bondage be 
The king d serfs, and set the natirnis free ? 

Better still serve the hau^ty Mussulman, 

Than swell the Cossaque’s prowling caravan; 

Better still toil for maslors, than await, 

The slave of slaves, before a Russian gate,— 

Number’d by hordes, a human capital, 

A live estate, existing Ixit for thrall, 

Lotted hy thousands, as a meet reward 
For the first courtier in the czar’s regard; 

While their immediate owner neverTastos ^ 

His tlMp, sons dreaming of Siberia’s wastes ; 

Better succumb even to their own despair. 

And drive the camel than purvey the bear. 

VII. 

But not alone within the hoariest climo 

Where Freedom dates her birth with that of Time, 

And not akme where, plunged in nig^t, a crowd 
Of Incas darken to a dubious cloud, 

The dawn revives: renown’d, nxnantic Spain 
Holds back the invader from her soil 
Not now the Rtwaan tribe nor Punic h<vde 
Demand her fields as lists to prove the sword; 

Not now the ysada] or the Visigoth 
iMols tbe pUbs, alike abhorring boA; 


Tbe warlilto fothefs ofT ft tboisNod yeais, 

seed it sown ftnd o6 tks Most 4 

Sighs to remember on hk do^ shore. 

Dong in the peasant’s song or poet’s page 
Has dwelt the memory of Abencerrage; 

The Zegri, and the cit|ftive vicbm, 

Bock to the barbarous realm from whence they inruaf, 
But these are gone—their faith, their swords, their swiw, 
Yet left more uitichriatian foes than foey; 

The bigot monarch and the butcher priest, 

The Inquisition, with her burning feast, 

The faith’s red auto,” fed with human fuel, 

While sate the Catholic Moloch, calmly cruel, 
Enjoying, wiili inexorable eye, 

That fiery festival d agony! 

The stem or feeble sovereign, one ch* both 
By turns; the haughtiness whose pride was rioth: 

The long degenerate noble; the debased 
Hidalgo, aid the peasant less disgraced, 

But more degrad^; the unpeopled realm; 

The once proud navy which forgot tlie helm; 

The once impervious phalanx dissuray’d; 

The idle forge that form'd Toledo’s blade; 

The foreign wealth that flow’d on cv’iy shore, 

Save hers who earn’d it with Uie natives’ gore; 

The very language which might vie with Rome’s, 

And once was known to nations like their home’s, 
Neglected or forgotten :-^uch was Spain; 

But such he is not, nor shall be again. 

These worst, those home invaders, foil and feel 
The new Nuniantino soul of old Castile. 

Up ! up again! undaunted Taurida*! 

The bull of Phalaris renews his roar; 

Mount, chivairous Hidalgo! not in vain 
Revive the cry—“lago! and close Spain!”* 

Yes, close her with your armed bosoms routd, 

And form the barrier which Napoleon found,— 

The exterminating war, the desert plain, 

The streets without a tenant, save the slain; 

The wild sierra, with its wilder troop 
Of vulturc-plumod guerillas, on the stoop 
For their incessant prey; the desperate wall 
Of Saragossa, mightiest in her fall; 

The man nerved to a spirit, and the maid 
iVaving her more than Amazaiian blade 
The knife of Arragon,i' Toledo’s steel; 

The famous lance of clnvalrous Castile; 

~'he unerring rifle of the Catalan; 

'he Andalusian courser in foe van; 

'ho torch to moke a Moscow of Madrid; 

Jid in eacli heart the spirit of tlie Cid 
Such have been, such shall be, such are. Advance, 
knd win-*^t Spain, but thine own freedom, France I 
VIII. 

3ut lo! a congress! What! that hallow’d name 
Vhich freed the Atlantic? May we hope the same 
For outworn Europe ? With foe sound arise, 

Like Samuel’s shttoe to Saul’s monarchic eyes, 

The pnqihets of young Freedom, summem’d fiur 
Trom climes of Washington and Bolivar; 
lenry, the forest^bom Demcwthcmai, 

Vhose thunder shoc^ the Phil^ of the seas; 

!knd stoic Franklin’s energetic shade, 

•obed in the lightnings which his hand allay’d; 
iid Washington, the tyrant-tamer, wake, 

'o bid us bluifo for these old chains, a* break, 
lut who compose this senate of foe fow 
That should redeem the many ? IPho renew 
'his consecrated name, till now iMign’d 
'o councils held to ben^t mankind ? 


** St. ISfO { ftfid cloM Spain t" Ui« «tk] SpBoUb wmv-wy. 
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Wlia mm’ wwinbls at ths My callt 
The blest Alliajice) which says three are all! 

An earthly trinity! n^ich wears the shape 
Of heaven^S) as man is mimickM by the ape. 

A piotu unity I in purpose one— 

To melt three fools to a Napolecsi. 

Why, Egypt’s gods were ratiomil to these; 

Their dogs and oxen knew their own degrees, 

And, quiet in their kennel or their shed, 

Cared little, so that th^ were duly fed; 

But these, more hungry, must have something more, 
The power to bark and bite, to toss and gore. ^ 

Ah! how much happier wore good ^sup’s frogs 
Than we! for ours are animated 1<^, 

With ponderous malice swaying to and fro, 

And crushing nations with a stupid blow \ 

AU dully anxious to leave little work 
Unto the revolutionary stock. 

IX. 

Thrice blest Verona! since the holy three 
With their imperial presence shine on thee; 

Honour^ bv them, thy treacherous site forgets 
The vaunl^ tomb of “all the Capulets;” 

Thy Hcaligors—for what was “JCfog the Great, 

“ Can Grande,” (which I venture to translate,) 

To these sublimer pugs? Thy poet too, 

CatuiliL'^, whose old laurels yield to new; 

Thine amphitheatre, where Romans sate; 

And Dante’s exile shelter’d by thy gate; 

Thy good old man,* whose worhl was all within 
Thy wall, nor knew the country hold him in: 

Would that the royal guests it girds about 
Were so far like, as never to got out! 

Ay, shout! inscribe! rear monuments of shame, 

To tell Oppression that the world is tame! 

Crowd to the theatre with loyal rage, 

The comedy is not upon the stage ; 

The show is rich in ribandry and stars, 

Then gaze upon it through thy dungeon bars; 

Clap thy permitted palms, kind Italy, 

For thus much still thy fettered hands are free* 

X. 

Resplendent sight! Behold the coxcomb czar. 

The autocrat of waltzes and of war! 

As eager for a plaudit as a realm, 

And just as fit for flirting as the helm; 

A Calmiick beauty with a Cossack wit, 

And generous spirit, when’t is not frostbit; 

Now half dissolvmg to a liberal thaw, 

But har<|on’d back whene'er the morning’s raw; 

With no objection to true liberty. 

Except that it would make the nations free. 

How well the imperial dandy prates of peace, 

How fain, if Greeks would be his slaves, free (^oece! 
How nobly gave he back the Poles tlieir Diet, ^ 

Then told pugnacious Poland to be quiet! 

How kindly would be send the mild Ukraine, 

With all her pleasant pulks, to lecture Spain! 

How royally show off in proud Madrid 
His goodly person, from the South long hid! 

A blessing cheaply purchased, tlie world knows, 

By having Muscovites for friends or foes. 

Proceed, thou namesidee of great Philip’s ton 
La Harpe, thine Aristotle, bedconi on; 

And that which Scythia was to him of yore 
Find with thy Scythians on Iberia's shore. 

Yet think upon, thou somewhat aged youth, 

Thy predecessor on the of Pruth; 

Thou hast to aid thee, his lot be thine, 

Many u old woman, Imt no Catherine.! 


Spain too hath rocks, and rirers, and defies— 

The bear tnay rusii into the lion’s toils. 

Fatal to Goths are Xeres’ sunny fields; 

Think’st thou to tliee Napoleon’s victor yiddt t 
Better reclaim thy deserts, tura thy swords 
To ploughshares, shave and wash thy Bashkir hofdeiy 
Redeem thy realms from slavery and the knout, 

Than follow headlong in the fatal route, 

To infest the clime whose skies and laws are pure 
With thy foul legions. Spain wants no manure; 

Her soil is fertile, but she feeds no foe; 

Her vultures, too, were gorged not long ago; 

And wouldst thou furnish them with fr^er prey? 

Alas! thou wilt not conquer, but purvey. 

T am Diogenes, though Kusa and Hun 
Stand between mine and many a myriad’s sun; 

But were I not Diogenes, 1 ’d wander 
Rather a wcxrm than mah an Alexander! 

Be slaves who will, the cynic shall be free; 

His tub hath tougher walls than Sioop^: 

Still will he hold his lantern up to scan 
The face of monarchs for an “ honest man.’* 
xr. 

And what doth Gaul, the alVprol^c land 
Of ne pltis ultra ultras and their band 
Of mercenaries ? and her noisy chambers 
And tribune, which each orator first ciambeni 
Before he finds a voice, Guid when *t is found, 

Hears “tlie lie” echo for his answer round! 

Our British commons sometimes deign to “bear!” 

A Gallic senate hath more tongue than ear; 

Even Constant, tlicir solo master of debate, 

Must fight next day his speech to vindicate. 

But this costs Ikilc to true Franks, who had riUher 
Combat than listen, were it to their father. 

What is the simple standing of a shot, 

To listening long, and interrupting not ? 

Though this was not the metlind of old Rome, 

When Tnlly fulmined o’er ewh vocal dome, 
Demosthenes has sanction’d the transaction, 

In saying eloquence meant “ Actiem, actiem!” 

XU. 

But where’s the monarch ? hath he dined ? or yet 
Groans beneath indigestion’s heavy debt? 

Have revolutionary pat^s risen, 

And turn’d the royal entrails to a prison ? 

Have discontented movements stirr’d the troops? 

Or have no movements follow’d traitorous soups ? 

Have Carbonaro cooks not carbonadoed 
Each course enough ? or doctors dire dissuaded 
Repletion ? Ah! in thy dejected looks 
I read ail France’s treason in her cooks! 

Good classic Louis! is it, canst thou say, 

Desirable to bo Uie “ Desir6 ?” 

Why wouldst them leave calm Hartwell’s green abode, 
Apician table, and Horatian ode, 

To rule a people who will not be ruled, 

And love much rather to be scourged than school’d ? 
Ah! thine was not t{>e temper or the taste 
For thrones; the table sees thee better placed: 

A mild Epicurean, fimrn’d, at best, 

To be a kind h<Mst and ta good a guest, 

To talk of letters, and to know by heart 
One ha^ the poet’s, aU die gourmand’s art; 

A scholar always, now and then a wit, 

And gentle when digestion may permit 
But not to govern lands enslaved or free; 

The gout was martyrdom enough for thee, 

XIII. 

Shall noble Albion pass without a phrase 
From a bold Briton in her wonted praise ? 


* 7^ feEMtii old (non of Vorotuu 
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Wliite di&t imruion far aloof— 

Cooteoted s^octi, all alike tax>praof— 

Proud Wellington, with Eagle beak so curl’d, 

That noee, the hook rvfaere he suspends the world !* 

And Waterloo—and trade—and-(hush! not yet 

A syllable of imposts or of debt)- 

And ne’er (enough^ lamented Castlereagh, 

Whoso penknife slit a goose-quill t’ other day— 

And ‘ pilots who have weather’d every storm’— 
(But, no, not even for rhyme’s sake, name reform.”) 
These are the themes thus simg so oft before, 
Methinks we need not sing them any more; 

Pound in so many volumes far and near. 

There ^ no occasion you should find them here. 

Yet something may remain perchance to chime 
With reason, and, what’s stranger still, with rhyme. 
Even this thy genius, Canning! may permit. 

Who, bred a statesman, still wast bom a wit. 

And never, even in that dull house, couldst tame 
To unloaven’d prose thine own poetic 6ame; 

Our last, our bwt, our only orator. 

Even I can praise thee—tories do no more; 

Nay, not so much;—they hate thee, man, because 
Thy spirit less upholds them tlian it awes. 

The hounds will gatlier to their huntsman’s hollo. 
And where he leads the duteous pack will follow; 
But not for love mistake their yelling cry; 

Their yelp for game is not an eulogy; 

Less faithful far than the foiirfooted pack, 

A dubious scent would lure the bipe^ back. 

Thy saddle-girtlis are not yet quite secure. 

Nor royal stallion’s feet extremely sure; 

The unwieldy old white horse is apt at last 
To stumble, kick, and now and then stick fast 
With his great self and rider in the mud; 

But what of that ? the animal shows blood. 


Alas, the country! how shall tongue or pen 
Bewail her now tencountry gentlemen ? 

The last to bid the cry of warfare cease. 

The first to make a malady of peace. 

For what were ail these country patriots bom '! 

To hunt, and vote, and raise the price of com ? 

But com, like every mortal thing, must fall. 

Kings, conquerors, and markets most of all. 

And must ye fall with every ear of grain ? 

Why would you trouble Buonaparte’s reign ? 

He was your great Triptolcmus; his vices 
Destroy’d but realms, and still maintain’d your prices ; 
He amplified to every lord’s content 
The grand agrarian alchymy, bight rent. 

Why did the tyrant stumble on the Tartars, 

And lower wheat to such desponding quarters ? 

Why did you chain him on yon isle so lone ? 

The man was worth much more upon his throne. 

True, blood and treasure boundlessly were spilt; 

But what of that 1 the Gaul may bear the guilt; 

But bread was high, the farmer paid his way. 

And acres told upon the appoint^ day. 

But where is now the goodly audit ale T 
The purseproud tenant, never known to fail ? 

The farm which never yet was left on hand 7 
The manh reclaim’d to most improving land 7 
The impatient hope of the expiring lease 7 
The doubling rental 7 What an evil’s peace I 
In vain the prize excites the ploughman’s skill. 

In vain tlie Commons pass their patriot bill; 

The landed interesf—(you may understand 
The phrase much better leaving out the land )— 
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The land seltinferest groans from shore to ahora. 

For fear that plenty should attain the poor. 

Up, up again, yo rents! exalt your notes, 

Or else the ministry will lose their votes. 

And patriotism, so delicately nice. 

Her loaves will lower to the maiket price; 

For all! “ the loaves and fishes,” once so hi^ 

Are gone—their oven closed, their ocean dry, 

And nauglit remains of all the millions spent. 

Excepting to grow moderate and content. 

They who are not so, had their turn—and tuna 
About still Sows from Fortune’s equal urn ; 

Now let their virtue be its own reward. 

And share tlie blessings which themselves prepared. 

See these ingterioiis Cincinnati swarm. 

Farmers of war, dictators of the farm; 

Their ploughshare was the sword in hireling hands, 
Thar fields manured by gore of other lands; 

Safe in their bams, these Sabine tillers sent 
Their brethren out to battle—why 7 for rent I 
Year after year they voted cent, per cent.. 

Blood, sweat, and fear-wrung millions—why 7 for rent 
They roar’d, they dined, they drank, they swore they 
meant 

To die for Pingland—why tlien live 7 for rent! 

The |ieace has made one general malocontent 
3f these high-market patriots; war was rent! 

Their love of country, millions all mispent. 

How reconcile 7 by reconciling rent! 

And will they not repay the treasures lent? 

No: down with every thing, and up with rent! 

Their good, ill, health, wealth, joy, or disuonlent. 
Being, end, aim, religion—rent, rent, rent! 

Thou sold’st thy birtliriglit, Esau! for a mess ; 

Thou shouldst have gotten more, or eaten less ; 

Now thou hast swill’d thy |»ttage, thy demands 
Are idle; Israel says the bargain stands. 

Such, landlords! was your appetite for war. 

And, gorged with blood, you grumble at a scar! 

What! would they spread their earthquake even o’er cash? 
And when land crumbles, bid firm paper crash 7 
So rent may rise, bid bank and nation fall, 

And found on ’Change a Pundiing Hospital 7 
Lo, Motlicr Church, while all religion wrillies. 

Like Niobe, weeps o'er her offspring. Tithes ; 

The prelates go to—whore the saints have gone, 

And proud pluralities subside to one; 

Church, state, and faction wrestle in the dark, 

Toss’d by the deluge in their common ark. 

Shorn of her bishoiis, banks, and dividends. 

Another Babel soars—but Britain ends. 

And why 7 to pamper the self-seeking wants. 

And prop the hill of these agrarian ants. 

“Go to these ants, thou sluggard, and be wise;” 
Admire their patience through each sacrifice. 

Till taught to feel tlie lesson of tlieir pride. 

The price of taxes and of homicide; 

Admk-c their justice, which would fain deny 
The debt of nations:—pray who made U high ? 

XV. 

Or turn to sail between those shifting rocks. 

The new Symplegades—the crushing Stocks, 

Where Midas might again his wish behold 
In real paper or imagined gold. 

That magic palace rf Alcina shows 
More wealth than Britain ever had to lose. 

Were all her atoms of unleaven’d ore. 

And all her pebbles from Pactolus' shore. 

There Fortune plays, while Rumour holds the itakc, 
And tlie world trembles to bid brokers break. 

How rich is Britain! not indeed in mines. 

Or peace or plenty, com or oil, or wines; 

No land of Canaan, full of milk and honey, 

Nor (save in paper shekels) ready money: 
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But let Of aot to own the truth refiiee, 

Wm ever Chrutun land lo rich in Jewi? 

Thoee parted with their teeth to good King Johoi 
And now, ye kii^! they kindly draw your own; 

All etatee, all things, all aorereigns they contnd, 

And wait a loan “ from Indue to the p<je.” 

The banker—broker—baron—brethren, speed 
To aid these bankrupt grants in their need. 

Nor these akne; Colombia feels no less 
Fresh speculations follow each aucoess; 

And philanthropic Israel deigns to drain 
Her mild percentage from exhausted Spain. 

N<tf without Abraham’s seed can Russia march; 

’T is gold, not steel, that rears the conqueror’s andi. 
Two Jews, a chosen people, can command 
In every realm their scripture-promised land:— 

Two Jews keep down the Romans, and uphold 
The accursed Hun, more brutal than of old: 

Two Jews—but not Samaritans—direct 
The world, with all the spirit of their sect. 

What is the happiness of earth to them? 

A congress forms their “ New Jerusalem,” 

Where baronies and orders both invite— 

Oh, holy Abraham! dost thou see the sight 1 
Thy followers mingling with these royal swine. 

Who spit not “ on their Jewish gsdierdino," 

But honour them as portion of the show— 

(Where now, oh pope! is thy forsaken toe ? 

Could it not favour Judah with some kicks 7 
Or has it ceased to ” kick against the pricks 7”) 

On Sbylock’s shore behold them stand afresh. 

To cut from nations’ hearts their ” pound of flesh.” 
xvi. 

Strange sight this congress! destined to unite 
All that’s incongruous, all that’s opposite. 

I speak not of the sovereigns—they ’re alike, 

A common coin as over mint could strike; 

But those who sway the puppets, pull the strings. 

Have more of motley than their heavy kings. 

Jews, authors, genentls, charlatans, combine. 

While Europe wonders at the vast design: 

There Metternich, power’s foremost parasite. 

Cajoles; there Wellington forgets to fight; 

There Chateaubriand forms now books of martyrs ;* 
And subtle Greeks intrigue Cir stupid Tartars; 

There Montmorency, the sworn foe to charters. 

Turns a diplomatist of great eclat. 

To furnish articles for “ the Debats 
Of war so certain—^yet not quite so sure 
As his dismissal in tite “ Moniteur.” 

Alas! how could his cabinet thus err 7 
Can peace be worth an ultra-minister? 

He fklls indeed, perhaps to rise again 
“Almost as quickly as he conquer’d Spain.’ 

* Moolirur Ch»t«AttbHuid, who Km not formtien the nothor ta the 
mlniatcir, recffWeti r handenme compliment at Verona from a literary 
ft^roreifftt: *' Alt I Moiieieur C - '- " are you rplaied to that Chateau- 
Itrinnd whfwwbo-~>who haa written eoweiAiuiy?” (horit^ue^ue cAoeef) 
it ie eaWi that the atUber of A>tala repealed him for a roumeni of Ida 
lefiiimacys 


xnia 

Enough of this—a sight more moornfrri woo* 

The averted eye of tte reloelant muse. 

The imperial daughter, the imperial bride, 

The imperial victim—sacrifice to pride; 

The mother of the hero’s hope, the boy, 

The young Astyanax of modern Troy; 

The still pale shadow of the loftiest quem 
That earth has yet to see, or e’er hath seen; 

She flits amid the phantoms of the hour, 

The theme of pity, and the wreck of power. 

Oh, cruel mockery! Could not Austria spare 
A daughter? What did Prance’s widow there? 

Her fitter place was by St. Helen’s ware, 

Her only throne is in Ifapoleon’s grave. 

But, no,—rite still must hold a petty reign, 

Flank’d by her formidable chamberlain; 

The martial Argus, whose not hundred eyes 
Must watch her through these paltry pageantries. 
What though she share no more, and shared in vain, 
A sway surpassing that of Charlemagne, 

Which swept from Moscow to the southern seas! 

Yet still she rules tlie pastoral realm of cheese, 

Where Parma views the traveller resort 
To note the trappings of her mimic court. 

But she appears! Verona sees her shorn 
Of all her beams—awhile nations gaze and mourn— 
Ere yet her husband’s ashes have bad time 
To chill in their inhospitable clime; 

(If e’er those awful ashes can grow cold; 

But no,-their embers soon will burst the mould ;) 

She comes!—the Andromache (but not Racine’s, 

Nor Homer’s)—Lo! on Pyrrhus’ arm she leans ! 

Yes! the right arm, yet red from Waterloo, 

Which cut her lord’s half-shatter’d sceptre through. 

Is offer’d and accepted! Could a slave 
Do more 7 or leas 7—and he in his new grave! 

Her eye, her cheek, betray no inward strife, 

And the e^enipress grows as or a wife! 

So much for human ties in royal breasts! 

Why spare men’s feelings, when their own are jests? 

XTIII. 

But, tired of foreign follies, I turn home, 

And sketch the group—the picture’s yet to come. 

My muse ’gan weep, but, ere a tear was iq>ilt. 

She caught Sir William Curtis in a kilt! 

While throng’d the chiefs of every Highland clan 
To hail their brother, Vich Ian Alderman! 
iuildhall grows Gael, and echoes with Erse roar, 
While all the Common Council cry “ Claymore 1” 

To see proud AJbyn’s tartan’s as a belt 
Gird the gross sirloin of a city Celt, 

She burst into a laughter so extreme, 

That I awoke—and lo' 't was no dream! 

Here, reader, will wo pause >-if there’s no harm in 
This first—you’ll have, perhaps, a second “Carmen.” 
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BY aUEVEDO REDIVIVUS. 

■troOESTBD BT TRC COMFOSITION SO EKTITLED ST THE AUTHOR OF “ WAT TTUni.’’ 


" A Dtoifll come to }ud|nnent I yea, a DAntei t 
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me thet word.” 


PREFACE. 

It hsthbeon wisely said, that "One £x)l makes many;' 
and it hath been poetically observed, 

“ Ttat fooU raib ki vhtn inseli fwr to tmd.”— 

If Mr. Southey had not rushed in where he had nc 
business, and where he never was before, and never will 
be again, the Ctliowing poem would not have been 
written. It is not impossible that it may be as good as 
bis ovrn, seeing that it cannot, by any species of stupi¬ 
dity, natural or acquired, be worse. The gross flattery, 
the dull impudence, the renogado intolerance and im¬ 
pious cant of the poem by the author of Wat Tyler 
are something so stupendous as to form tho sublime of 
himself—containing the quintessence of his own attri¬ 
butes. 

So much fur his poem, a word on his preface. In 
this preface it has pleased the magnanimous laureate to 
draw the picture oif a supposed “ Satanic School,” tlie 
whiah he doth recommend to the notice of the legislature; 
thereby adding to his other laurels the ambition of those 
of an informer. If there exists any where, excepting in 
his imagination, such a school, is he not sufficiently 
armed against it by his own intense vanity ? The truth 
is, that there are certaiu writers whom Mr.S. imagines, 
like Scrub, to have “ talked of him; for they laughed 
cotuumedly,” 

I think I know enough of most of the writers to whom 
he is supposed to allude, to assert, that they, in their in¬ 
dividual capacities, have done more good in the chari¬ 
ties of life to their fellow-creatures in anyone year, than 
Mr. Southey has done harm to himself by his lAsurditics 
in his whole life; and this is saying a great deal. But 
1 hare a few questions to ask. 

Istly. Is Mr. Southey the author of Wat Tyler? 

Idly. Was he not refused a remedy at law by the 
highest jndge of his beloved England, b^ause it was a 
blasphemous and seditious publication? 

Sdly. Was he not entitled by William Smith, in full 
paiiiunent, “ a rancorous renegado?” 

4thly. Is be not poet laureate, wifli his own lines rni 
Martin the regicide staring him in the face? 

And Sthly. Putting the four preceding items together, 
with what conscience dare he call the attention of the 
laws to Am publications of others, be they what they 
tmrl 

I say nofliing of the cowardice of such a proceeding; 
its meanness speaks for itself; but I wish to touch upon 
the motiw, which is neither more nor less than that Mr. S. 
bu been laughed at a little in some recent publications, 
as he was of yore in the “ Anti-jaoobin” by his present 
patrons. Hence all this “ skimble scamble stuff” about 
“Satanic,'’and so forth. However, it is wwthy of him— 
“ Qwiliiabineqrto.” 

If there is any thing dmoxious to the polilical opinions 
a portion of the public in the following poem, they 


may thank Mr. Southey. He mi^t have written hexa¬ 
meters, as he has written every thing else, for aught that 
the writer cared—had they been upon another subject. 
But to attempt to canonize a monarch, who, whatever 
were his household virtues, was neither a successful nor 
a patriot king,—inasmuch as several years of his reign 
passed in war with America and Ireland, to say nothing 
of the aggression upon France,—like all other exagge¬ 
ration, necessarily begets opposition. In whatever man¬ 
ner he may bo spoken of in this new “ Vision,” hk 
pvhhc career will not be more favourably transmitted by 
history. Of his private virtues (although a little expen¬ 
sive to the nation) there con be no doubt. 

With regard to the supernatural personages treated of, 
1 can only say that I know as much about them, and (as 
an honest man) have a better right to talk of them than 
Robert Southey. I have also treated them more tole¬ 
rantly. The way in which that poor insane creature, the 
laureate, deals about his judgments in the next world, is 
like his own judgment in this. If it was not completely 
ludicrous, it would be something worse. I do n’t think 
that there is much more to say at present. 

dUEVEDO REDIVIVUS. 

P. S.—ft is possiUe that some readers may object, in 
hese objectionable times, to tlie freedom with which 
laints, angels, and spiritual persons discourse in this 
‘ Vision.” But for precedents ui»on such points I must 
■cfer him to Fielding’s “ Journey from this World to the 
text,” and to the Visions of myself, tho said Cluevedo, 
in Spanish or translated. The reader is also requested 
to observe, that no doctrinal tenets are insisted upon or 
discussed; that tlie person of the Deity is carefully with¬ 
held from sight, which is more than ctm be said for ths 
laureate, who hath thought proper to make him talk, not 

like a school divine,” but like the unscholarlike Mr. 
Southey. The whole action passes on the outside of 
leaven; and Chaucer’s Wife of Bath, Pulci’s Morgante 
Maggiore, Swift’s Tale of a Tub, and the other worics 
hove referred to, are cases in point of tlie freedom with 
'hich saints, &c. may be permitted to converse in works 
lOt intended to be serious. 

a. R. 

Mr. Southey being, as he says, a good Christian 
and vindictive, threatens, I understate, a reply to this 
)ur answer. It is to be hoped that bis visionary foculties 
vill in the meantime have acquired a little more judg¬ 
ment, properly so called: otherwise he will get himself 
into new dilemmas. These apostate jacobins furnish 
rich rejoinders. Let him take a specimen. Mr. Southey 
laudeth grievously “ one Mr. Landor,” who cultivates 
much private renown in the shape of Latin verses; and 
lot long ago, the poet laureate dedicated to him, it ap- 
jiearetb, one of his fugitive lyrics, upon the strength of 
a poem ‘called Oebir, Who could suppose, that in this 
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wrae ifornaid Savage Lander ({br such is his 

pia <dagnoinen) patteth into the infernal regions no less 
« person than the hero of bis friend Mr. Southey's 
heaven,—yea, even George the Third! See also how 
personal Savage becometh, when he hath a mind. The 
following is his portrait of our late gracious sovereign: 

{PHnct Oebir having d«»c9ndtd into tho Infvmal ion*, 
th$ thadea of hU roynl ancaatora ora, at hia reouaat, caliad up 
to At* oiui A* aoelaima to hia g hoailg ^tfta*)— 

' Areiir, whiit wretch th*t mitreet ue ? whftt wrctdi 
ia that with cfebrowa white and alKnliRir hrow f 
IslMen ) him fonder, who, bound down aiipine, 

Bhrtnka yelling from tiMl awoni there, enfioe^unf. 

He too araong my anceaiore t 1 hate 
The dcepot, but the daaiard I deapiee. 

Waa ba our countryman I’* 

** Alaa, O king! 

fbtria bore him, but the breed ercurei 
Inclement wind* blew hliglititig from northeaet.’* 

He wa* a warrior then, nor fear’d the god*?’* 

** Gebir, lie fear’d (he demon*, nut the goita, 

Though them indeed hi* daily fare adored ; 

And waa no warrior, yet the thouaaiid rivet 
Squander'd, a* Btone* to exerciae a •ling, 

And the tame cruelty and ctdd caprice— 

Oh madotMi of raaukindi addreatM, arloredi'’—0«&ir,p.S8. 

I omit noticing some edifying Ithyphallics of Savagius, 
wishing to keep the proper veil over them, if his grave 
but stMfnewhat Indiscreet worshipper will su0er it; but 
certainly these teachers of great moral lessons’’ are apt 
to be found in strange company.] 


I. 

Saint Petsr sat by the celestial gate; 

His keys were rusty, and the lock was dull, 

So little trouble hod been given of late; 

Not that the placo by any means was full, 

But since the Cfallic era “ eighty-eight” 

The devils had ta’en a longer, stronger pull, 

And ** a puli altogether,” as diey say 
At sea—which drew most souls anoUier way. 

II. 

The angels all wore singing out of tune, 

And hoarse with liaving little else to do. 
Excepting to wind up the sun and moon, 

Or curb a runaway young star or two, 

Or wild colt of a comet, which too soon 
Br(Ae out of bounds o’er the ethereal blue, 
Splitting some planet with its playful tail, 

Am boats are sometimes by a wanton whale. 

III. 

The guardian seraphs had retired on high, 

Finding tlioir charges past all care below; 
Terrestrial business fill’d naught in the sky 
Save the recording angel’s black bureau; 

Who found, indeed, the facts to multiply 
With such rapidity of vice and wo, 

That he had stripp’d off both his wings in quills. 
And yet was in arrear of human ills. 

IV. 

H» business so augmented of late years, 

That he was forced, against his will, no doubt, 
(Just lice those cherubi, earthly ministers,) 

For some resource to turn himself about 
And clmtm the help of his celestial peers, 

To aid him ere be should be quite worn out 
By the increased demand for his remarks; 

Six angels and twelve saints were named his clerks. 

V. 

This WAS a handsome board—at least for heaven 
yet they had even then enough to do, 
tfniimy conquerors’ cars were daily driven, 
many kingdoou fitted up anew; 

too slow ilta thousands sU or seven, 
ill at the Vi|ll{il||l carnage, Waterloo, 

They threw tMlrfKB down in divine disgust— 
The page was so boiinnar’d with blood and dust. 


Tl. 

This by the way;’t is not mine to record 
What angels shrink from: even the very devil 
On this occasion his own woric abhorr’d. 

So surfeited with the infernal revel; 

Though he himself hod sharpen’d every sword. 

It almost quench’d his innate thirst of evil. 

(Here Satan’s sole good work deserves insertion— 

’T is, that he hath both generals in reversion.) 

, VII. 

Let’s skip a few short years of hollow peace. 

Which peopled earth no better, hell as wont. 

And heaven none—^they form the tyrant’s lease. 

With nothing but new names subscrib’d upor.’t; 

’T will one day finish: meantime they increase, 

“ With seven heads and ten horns,” and all in fioot, 
Like Saint John’s foretold beast; but ours are bom 
Less formidable in the bead than bora. 

VIII. 

In the first year of freedom’s second dawn 
Died George the Third ; although no tyrant, one 
Who shielded tyrants, till each sense withdrawn 
Left him nor mental nor external sun: 

A bettor farmer ne’er brush’d dew from lawn, 

A worse king never left a realm undone! 

He died—but left his subjects still behind. 

One half as mad—and t’ other no less blind. 

I IX. 

He died!—his death made no great stir on earth; 

His burial made some pomp; there was profusion 
or velvet, gilding, brass, and no great dearth 
Of aught but tears—save those shed by collusion. 
For these things may be bought at their true worth: 

Of elegy there was the due infusion— 

Bought also ; and the t>rches, cloaks, and bannen. 
Heralds, and relics of old Gothic manners, 

. x- 

Form’d a sepulchral melo-dramo. Of all 

The fools who flock’d to swell or see the show, 

Who cared about the corjjse ? The funeral 
Made the attraction, and the black the wo. 

There throbb’d not there a thought which pierced the 

[pall; 

And virhen the gorgeous coffin was laid low, 

It seem’d the mockery of hell to fold i 
The rottenness of eighty years in gold. 

XI. 

So mix his body with the dust! It might 
Return to what it must for sooner, were 
The natural compound left alone to fight 
Its way back into earth, and fire, and air; 

’But the unnatural balsams merely blight 

What nature made him at his birth, as bare 
As tlie mere million’s base unmummied clay— 

Yet all his spices but prolong decay. 

XXI. 

He’s dead—and upper earth with him has donei 
He ’k buried; saye the undertaker’s bill, 

Or lapidary scrawl, tlio world is gone 
For him, unless be lefl a German will; 

But where’s the proctor who will ask his son? 

In whom his qualities are reigning still, 

Except that household virtue, most uncommon, 

Of constancy to a bod, ugly woman. 

XIII. 

<^God save the king!” It is a large economy 
In God to save the like; but if he will 
Bo saving, all the better; fur not one am I 
Of those who think damnation better still: 

I hardly know too if not quite alone am 1 
In this small ht^ie of bettering future iU 
By circumscribing, with some slight restrietiooi 
The eternity of hell’s hot jurisdiction. 
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xir. 

I know this is unpopular; I know 
>T is Usspbemous; I know one may be damn’d 
P'or hoping no one else may e'er he so; 

I know my catechism; I know we are cramm’d 
With the best doctrines till we quite o’erflow; 

I know that all save England’s church have shamm’d. 
And that the other twice two hundred churches 
And synagogues have mode a damn'd bad purchase. 
XT. 

God help us alll God help me too! I am, 

God knows, as helpless as the devil can wish, 

And not a whit more difficult to damn 
Than is to bring to laud a late-book’d fish. 

Or to the butcher to purvey the lamb; 

Net that 1 'm fit for such a mdtie dish 
As one day will be that immortal try 
Of almost every body bom to die. 

XTI. 

Saint Peter sat by the celestial gate. 

And nodded o’er his keys; when lo! there came 
A wond’rous noise he had not hoard of late— 

' A rushing sound of wind, and stream, and flame; 

In short, a roar of things extremely great, 

Which would hare made aught save a saint exclaim 
But he, with first a start and then a wink, 

Said, “ There’s another star gone out, I tliink!” 

xvn. , 

But ere he could return to his repose, 

A cherub flapp’d his right whig o’er his eyes— 

At which Samt Peter yawn’d, and rubb’d his nose: 

“ Saint iKirter,” said the nngel, “ prithee rise!” 
Waving a goodly wing, which glow’d, as glows 
An earthly peacock’s tail, witli heavenly dyes: 

To which tile saint replied, “ Well, what’s die matter? 
Is Lucifer come back with all tliis clatter?” ■ 

xvm. I 

“ No,” quoth iho cherub; “ George the Third is dead.” 

“ And who is George the Third ?” roplied die apostle 
“ fV/tat George ? what Third ?” “ The king of Eng¬ 
land,” said 

The angel. “Well! he won’t find kings to jostle 
Him on his way; but does he wear his head? 

Because the last we saw here had a tusde, 

And ne’er would have got into heaven’s good graces. 
Had he not flung his head in all our fitcos. 

XIX. 

“ Ho was, if I remember, king of France; 

That head of his, which could not keep a crown 
On earth, yet ventured in my lace to advance 
A claim to those of martyrs—like my own : 

If I had had my sword, as I had once 
When I cut ears off, I had cut him down; 

But having but my keys, and not my brand, 

I only knock’d his head from out his hand. 

XX. 

" And then be set up such a headless bowl. 

That all the saints came out, and took him in; 

And there he sits by St. Paul, cheA by jowl; 

That fellow Paul—the porventi! The skin 
Of Saint Bartholomew, which makes his cowl 
In heaven, and upon earth redeem’d bis sin 
So as to make a martyr, never sped 
Bettor than did this weak and wooden head. 

XXI. 

“ But had it come up hero upon its shoulders. 

There would have been a diflerent tale to tell: 

The iellow-feeling in the saints beholders 
Seems to have acted on them like a spell; 

And so this very foolish head heaven solders 
Back on its trunk: it may be very well, 

^nd seems theacustom here to'overthrow 
vVhatever has been wisely done below.” 



XXII. 

The angel answer’d, ** Peter I do not pout: 

The king who comes has head and all ontin, 

And never knew much what it was about— 

He did as doth the puppet—by its wire. 

And will be judged like all the rest, no doubt; 

My business and your own is not to inquire 
Into such matters, but to mind our cue— 

Which is to act as we are bid to do.” 

XXIII. 

While thus they spake, the angelic caravan. 

Arriving like a rush of mighty wind, 

Cleaving the fields of space, as doth the swan 
Some silver stream, (say Ganges, Nile, or Inde, 
Or Thames, or Tweed,) and mid them on old man 
With an old soul, and both extremely blind, 

Halted before the gate, and in bis shroud 
Seated tlic'ir fellow-traveller on a cloud. 

' XXIV. 

But bringing up the rear of this bright host 
A spirit rf a different aspect waved 
His wings, like thunder-clouds above some coast 
Whose barren beach with fiequent wrecks is paved; 
His brow was like the deep when tempest-tost; 

Fierce and unfathomable thoughts engraved 
iterual wrath on his immortal face. 

And where he gaaed a gloom pervaded space. 

XXV. 

As he drew near, he gazed upon the gate 
Ne'er to be enter’d more by him or sin. 

With such a glance of supernatural hate. 

As made Saint Peter wish himself within; 

He patter’d with his keys at a great rate, 

And sweated through his apostolic skin 
Of course his perspiration was but ichor, 

I Or some such other spiritual liquor. 

' XXVI. 

The very cherubs huddled altogether, 
l.ike birds when soars llte falcon; and they felt 
A tingling lo the tip of every feather. 

And form’d a circle like Orion’s belt 
Around their poor old charge ; who scarce knew whilhw 
His guards had led him, though they gently dealt 
iVilh royal manes, (for by many stories. 

And true, we learn the angels all are tories.) 

XXTII. 

As things were in this posture, the gate flew 
Asunder, and the flashing of its hinges 
'king over space an universal hue 
Of inany-cniour’d flame, until its tinges 
[leach’d even our speck of earth, and made a new 
Aurora borealis spread its fringes 
O’er the North Pole ; the same seen, when ice-bound. 
By Captain Parry’s crews, in “ Melville's Sound." 
XXVIII. 

And from the gate thrown open issued beaming 
A beautiful and mighty Thing of Light, 

Radiant with glory, like a banner streaming 
Victorious from some world-o’erthrowing fight: 

My poor comparisons must needs be teeming 
With earthly likenesses, for hero the night 
X clay obscures our best conceptions, saving 
olianna Southcote, or Bob Southey raving. 

XXIX. 

’T was the archangel Michael: all men know 
The make of angels and archangels, since 
'here's scarce a scribbler has not one to show. 

From the fiends’ leader to the angels’ prince. 

There also are some altar-pieces, though 
I really can’t say that they much evince 
Ine’s inner notions of immortal spirits; 
lut let the connoisseurs explain their merits. 
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MiduHit Jaw lar& k fjiarj sad k good; 

A goodly work «f iura from whom »U glory 
And good ariae; the portal paet—be sto^; 

Before him the young cherubs and saint hoaiy, 

(I say young, beg^g to be understood 
By looks, not years; and should be very sorry 
To state, they were not older than Saint Peter, 

But merely t^t they seem’d a little sweeter.) 

XXXI. 

The cherubs and the saints bow’d down before 
That archangelic hierarch, the lirat 
Of essences angelical, who wore 
The aspect a god; but this ne’er nurst 
Pride k his heavenly bosom, in whose core 
No thought, save ibr his Maker’s service, durst 
Intrude, however glorified and high; 

He knew him but the viceroy of the sky. 

XXXII. 

He and the sombre silent Spirit met— 

They knew each otlier both ibr good and ill; 

Such was their power, tliat neither could forget 
His Ibrmer friend and future foe; but still 
There was a high, immortal, proud regret 
In cither’s eye, os if’t were leas their will 
Than destiny to make the eternal years 
Their date of war, and their “ champ clos” the spherea. 

XXXIII. 

But here they were k neutral apace; we know 
From Job, that Satan hath tlie power to pay 
A heavenly visit thrice a year or so; 

And that “ the sons of Qod,” like those of clay, 
Must keep him company; and we might show. 

From the same book, in how polite a way 
The dialogue is held between the Powers 
Of Good and Evil—but’t would take up hours. 

xxxir. 

And this is not a theologic tract. 

To prove with Hebrew and with Arabic 
If Job be allegory or a &ct. 

But a true narrative; and thus I pick 
From out the whole but such and such on act 
As sets aside the slightest thought of triciu 
’T is every tittle true, beyond suspicion 
And accurate as any otlier visirm. 

XIXV. 

The spirits were k neutral space, belbro 
The gate of heaven; like eastern thresliolds is 
The place where Death’s grand cause is argued o’er. 
And souls despatch’d to that world or to this; 

And therefore Michael and the otlier wore 
A civil aspect; though they did not kiaa, 

Yet still between his Darkness and his Brightness 
There pass’d a mutual glance of great politeness. 

XXXTI. 

The Archangel bow’d, not like a modem beau, 

But with a graceflil Oriental bend, 

Prasskg one radiant arm just where below 
The Wrt m good men ie supposed to tend. 

He turn’d as to en equal, not too low. 

But kindly; Satan met his sncimit friend 
With more hauteur, as might an old Castilian 
Poor noble meet a mukrom rik civilian. 


XXXTHI. 

Michael began ■ “ What wouldft Ihm ink this au, 
Now dead, and brought befiirt the Iroadl WlNtil 
Hath he wrought since his mortsl race began. 

That thou can’it claim himi Speak! a^tkdiyirill, 
If it be juat: if k tfaii earthly apan 
He hath been greatly fidikg to fiiifil 
His duties as a king and mortal, aay, 

And he is thine; if not, let him have way." 

XXXIX. 

“ Michael!’’ replied die Prince of Afa-, " even here, 
Before the gate rd'him thou eerveit, muat 
1 claim my subject; and will make appear 
That os he was my worshipper in dust, 

So shall he be k spirit, althougfa dear 
To thee and thine, because nor wine nor lust 
Were of his weaknesses; yet on the throne 
He reign’d o’er millioBs to eerve me atone. 

XI. 

’■Look to our earth, or rather intne; k was, 

Ome, mare thy master’s: but I triumph not 
In this poor planet’s conquest; nor, alas! 

Need he thou serves! envy me my tot: 

With all tile myriads of bri^t worlds which poa 
In worship round him, he may have forgot 
Yon weak creation of such paitty thkgs; 

I think few worth damnation save their kkgs^ 

XU. 

“ And these but as a kind of quiUent, to 
Assert my right as lord; and even had 
1 such an inclination, ’twere (as you 
Well know) superfluous; they are grown ao bad, 
That hell has nothing better left to do 
Than leave them to themselves; so much mors mad 
And evil by their own internal curse. 

Heaven cannot make them better, nor I worse, 
xui. 

“ Loidrto the earth, I said, and say agak: 

When this old, blind, mad, helpless, weak, poor worm 
Began k youth’s firet bloom and flush to reign, 

The world and he both wore a difierent forai, 

And much of earth and ail the watery plak 
Of ocean call’d him king; through many a stonn 
His isles had floated on the abyss of time; 

For the rou^ virtues chose them for their dime. 

XLIII. 

' He came to his sceptre young; he leaves it old: 

Look to the state in which he found hia realm. 

And left it; and his annals too behold. 

How to a minion first he gave the helm; 

How grew upon his heart a thirst for gold, 

The beggar’s vice, which can but overwhelm 
The meanest hearts; and <br the rest, but glance 
Thine eye along America and France. 

xuv. 

’T is true, he was a tool from first to last, 

(I have the workmen safe;) but as a tool 
So let him be consut.ied. Fran out die past 
Of ages, since mankind have known the rate 
Of monarchs-drom the bloody rdb amasi’d 
Of sin and slau^ter—from the Csesn’ sehooi, 

Take the worst pupil; and produce a reign 

More drench’d wito gore, more cumber’d with die dak 


XXXVII. xtv. 

He merely bent hia diabolic brow ‘ '* He ever warr’d with freedom and die free: 

An insUint ; and then raising it, he stood Nations as men, home subjects, foreim foes, 

In act to assert his right or wrong, and ahow So that they utter’d the word ‘ Liber^!' 

Cause why King George by no means could or ahoidd Found Cieorge the Third their first opponent. WIhw 
M ake out a case to be exempt from wo History was ever stain’d as hia will be 

Eternal, more than other kinge, endued Wik naliraial and individual woei ? 

With bettor senes and haarti, whom htotorymenttons, grant his household abatkence; I grant 
Who tong have “paved hdlwidtdwif good intentions.’’ lUs neutral virtues, which most BHmidiisriat; 
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xvn, 

"ItaMfrbawusconitaiitaaoMrt; own 
Ho wu n daoont lire, and muWing lord. 
at tbia u nilieb, and moat upon athrona; 

Aa tenqwrance, if at Apicius’ board, 
la more than at an anchorite’a aopper ahown. 

I grant him ail d>e kindeat can accord; 

And tbia woa well for him, but not for thoae 
MiUiona who found him what oppreaaion dioae. 

XLTII. 

'< The New ‘World ahook him off; the Old yet groana 
Beneath what he and hie prepared, if not 
Completed; he learea heira on many thrones 
To albhia vicea, without what begot 
Compassion for him—his tame virtues; drones 
Who sleep, or despots who have now forgot 
A lesson which shall be re-taught them, wake 
Upon the thrones of earth; but let them quake 1 
ZLTIlr. 

“ Fire millions of the primitive, who hold 
The faith which makes ye great on earth, implored 
A part of that vast all they held of old,— 

Freedom to wordtip—not alone your Lord, 

Michael, but you, and you, Saint Peter! Cold 
Must be your souls, if you have not abhorr’d 
The foe to catholic participation 
In all the licence of a Christian nation. 

XLIX. 

“ True I he allow’d them to pray God; but as 
A consequence of prayer, refused tlie law 
Which would have placed them upon the same base 
With those who did not hold the saints in awe.” 

But here Saint Peter started from his place, 

And cried, “You may the prisoner withdraw: 

Ere heaven shall ope her portals to this Guelph, 

IVhile I am guard, may I be damn’d myself I 

L. 

“ Sooner will I with Cerberus exchange 
My otSce (and Ais is no sinecure) 

Than see this royal Bedlam bigot range 
The azure fields of heaven, of tliat be sure!” 

“ Saint!” replied Satan, “ you do well to avenge 
The wrongs he made your satellites endure; 

And if to this exchange you should be given, 

I ’U try to coax our Cerbenw up to heaven.” 

ni. 

Here Michael interposed: “ Good saint! and devil! 

Pray, not so fast; you both outrun discretion. 

Saint Peter! you were wont to be more civil: 

Satan! excuse this warmth of his expression. 

And condescension to the vulgar’s level: 

Even saints sometimes forget themselves in session. 
Have you got more to say?”—“ No.”—“ If you please, 
1 ’ll trouble you to call your witnesses.” 

LII. 

Then Satan turn’d and waved his swarthy hand, 

Which stilt’d with its electric qualities 
Clouds farther off than we can undeibtand. 

Although we find him sometimes in our dues; 

Infernal thunder shook both sea and land 
In all the planets, and hell’s batteries 
Let off the artillery, which Milton mentions 
As one rd'Satan’s moat sublime inventions. 

hat. 

This was a signal unto such damn’d souls 
As hare the privilege of their damnation 
Extended far beyond the tiwre controls 
Of worlds past, present, or to come; no station 
Is theirs particularly in the rolls 
Of hell assign’d; but where their inclination 
JOr businees carries them in search of game, 

Tbey may range fireely^-bemg damn’d the same. 


WtT. 

They are proud of this—«s very well they 
It being a sort of knighthood, or gilt key 
Stuck in their loins; or like to an “ entrw 
Up the back stairs, or such free-masonty. 

1 borrow my comparisons from day, 

Being clay myself. Let not those spirits be 
OSend^ with such base low likenesses; 

We know their posts are nobler fiu than these. 

IT. 

When the great signal ran fiom heaven to heO— 

About ten million times the distance reckon’d 
From our sun to its earth, as we can tell 
How much time it takes up, even to a second, 

For every ray that travels to dispel 
The fogs uf London, through which, dimly beacon’d, 
The weathercocks are gilt some thrice a year, 

If that tlie tummer is not too severe — 

LVI. 

I say tliat I can tell—’t was half a minute: 

I know the solar beams take up more time 
Ere, pack’d up for their journey, they begin it; 

But then their telegraph is less sublime, 

And if they ran a race, they would not win it 
’Gainst Satan’s couriers bound lor their own dime. 
The sun takes up some years for every ray 
To reach its goal—the devil not half a day. 

nvri. 

Upon the verge of space, about the size 
Oflialfia-crown, a little speck appear’d, 

I’ve seen a something tike it in the skies 
In the jEgean, ere a squall;) it near’d, 

And, growing bigger, took another guise; 

Like an aerial ship it tack’d, and steer’d. 

Or vxu steer’d, (1 am doubtful of the grammar 
X tlie last phrase, which makes the stanza stammer 
I. VIII. 

But take your choice;) and then it grew a cloud; 

And so it was—a cloud of witnesses. 

But such a cloud! No land e’er saw a crowd 
Of locusts numerous as the heavens saw these; 

They shadow’d with their myriads space; their loud 
And varied cries were like those of wild-geese, 

,If nations may be liken’d to a goose,) 

And realized the phrase of “ hell broke loose.” 

iix. 

Lore crash’d a sturdy oatl) of stout John Bull, 

Who damn’d away his eyes as heretofore: [wull ?” 
There Paddy brogued“By Jasus!”—“ What’s your 
The temperate Scot exclaim’d: the French ghost swore 
"n certain terms I slian’t translate in full, 

As the first coachman will; and npid the war 
'he voice of Jonathan was heard to express, 

Our President is going to war, I guess.” 

LX. 

esides there were the Spaniard, Dutch, and Dane; 

In short, an universal shoal of sbados, 

'rom Otaheite’s isle to Salisbury Plain, 

Of all climes and professions, years and trades, 
eady to swear against the good king’s reign. 

Bitter as clubs in cards are against spades: 

II summon’d by this grand “ subpmna,” to 

'o try if kings may n’t be danm’d like me or you. 

LXI. 

Yhen Michael saw this host, he first grew pale. 

As angels can; next, like Italian twilight, 
e turn’d all colours—as a peacock’s tail. 

Or sunset streaming through a gothic skylight 
I some old abbey, or a trout not stale. 

Or distant lightning on the horizon bp nif^t, 
r a fresh ra'mbow, or a grand review 
X thii^ regiments k red, green, and blot. 
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ixa. 

Tlmhe BddnnM hiimelf to Satan: “ Whjr— 

My good dd friend, for ench I deem you, though 
Our di&rent partiea make ua fight no ahy, 

1 ne’er mutihe you for a permuU foe; 

Our difference ii poUttcal, and I 
Trust dial, whkterer may occur below. 

You know my great respect for you; and this 
Makes me regret whate’er you do amiss— 

nxin. 

“ Why, my dear Lucifer, would you abuse 
My call for witnesses ? I did not mean 
That you should half of eartli and hell produce; 

’Tis oven superfluous, since two honest, clean. 

True testimonies are enough; we lose 
Our time, nay, our eternity, between 
The accusation and defence: if wo 
Hear both, ’t will stretch our immortality.” 

LXVT. 

Satan replied, “ To me the matter is 
Indifferent, in a personal point of view: 

I can have fifty better souls than this 
With far less trouble than we have gone through 
Already; and I merely argued his 
Late majesty of Britain’s case with you 
Upon a point rfform: you may dispose 
Of him; I’ve kings enough below, God knows!” 

LXV. 

Thus spoke the Demon, (late call’d “ multifaced” 

By multo-soribbling Southey.) “ Then we ’ll call 
One or two persons of the myriads placed 
Around our congress, and dispense with ali 
The rest,” quotli Michael: “ Who may be so graced 
As to speak first? there’s choice enough—who sliall 
It bo?” 'Then Satan answer’d, “ There are many; 
But you may choose Jack Wilkes as well as any.” 

LXVI. 

A merry, cock-eyed, curious-looking sprite, 

Upon the instant started from the throng, 

Drest in a fashion now forgotten quite; 

For all the fashions of the flerii stick lung 
By people in the next world; where unite 
All the oostumes since Adam’s, right or wrong, 
From Kve’s fig-leaf down to the petticoat, 

Ahuost as scanty, of days less remote. 

I.XVII. 

The spirit look’d around upon the crowds 
Assembled, and exclaim’d, “ My friends of all 
The spheres, we shall catch cold among tiiese clouds; 

So let’s to business: why this general call? 

If tliese are freeholders I see in shrouds, 

And't is for an election that diey bawl. 

Behold a candidate with untum’d coat I 
Saint Peter, may I count upon your vote ?” 

LXVIII. 

“ Sir,” replied Michael, “ you mistake: Uiese tlungs 
Are of a former life, and what we do 
Above is more august; to judge of kings 
Is the tribunal met; ao now yon know.” 

“ Then I presume those gentlemen with wings,” 

Said Wilkes, “ are dierubs; and that soul below 
Looks much like George the Third, but to my mind 
A good deal olto—Bless me! is he blind?” 

LXIX. 

” He is vriiat yoti behold him, and his doom 
Depends upon his deeds,” the Angel said. 

“ If you have augjit to arraign in him, the tomb 
OisM licence to the humblest beggar’s head 
’Iliill tHalf against the loftiest .”—" Some,” 
MWilkes, “ dun’t wait to see them laid in lead, 
Fwiflh a libert y u nd l, fix one, 

Has* hdd them what I thought benoalh the lun.” 


LKX. 

< .itoue the sun repeat, then, what tiwu hast 
To urge against him,” said the Archangel. « Why, 
Replied the spirit, “ since old scores are past, 

Must I turn evidence ? In &itb, not I. 

Besides, I beat him hollow at the last, 

With all his Lords and Commons: in the sky 
I do n’t like ripping up old stories, since 
His conduct was but natural in a prince. 

LXXI. 

‘ Foolish, no doubt, and wicked, to oppress 
A poor unlucky devil without a shilling; 

But then I blame the man himself much less 
Than Bute and Grafton, and shall be unwilling 
To see him punish’d here for their excess. 

Since they were both daum’d long ago, and still in 
Their [dace below: for me, I have forgiven, 

And vote his ‘ habeas corpus’ into heaven.” 

nxxtt. 

“ Wilkes,” said the Devil, “ I understand ail this, 

You turn’d to half a courtier ere you died. 

And seem to think it would not be amiss 
To grow a whole one on the other side 
Of Charon’s ferry; you forget that W» 

Reign is concluded; whatsoe’er betide. 

Ho won’t bo sovereign more: you ’vo lost your lahour, 
For at the best he will but be your neighbor. 

nxxitT. 

“ However, I know what to think of it, 

When I behold you in your jesting way 
Flitting and whispering round about the spit 
Where Belial, upon duty for tl>e day. 

With Fox’s lard was basting William Pitt, 

His pupil; I know what to think, 1 say: 

That fellow even in hell breeds farther ills; 

I ’ll have him gagg’d —’t was one of his own bills. 

LXXIV. 

“ Coll Junius I From the crowd a shadow stalk’d, 

And at the name tlicre was a general squeeze, 

So that the very ghosts no longer walk’d 
In comfort, at their own al’rial ea.se. 

But were alt ramm’d, and jamin’d, (but to be balk’d, 

As we shall see,) and jostled hands and knees, 

Like wind compress’d and pent within a bladder. 

Or like a human colic, which is sadder. 

txxv. 

The shadow came—a tall, thin, gray-hair’d figure. 
That look’d as it had been a shade on earth; 

Q.uick in its motions, with an air of vigour. 

But uauglit to mark its breeding or its birth ; 

Now it wax’d little, then again grew bigger, 

With now an air of gloom, or savage mirth; 

But as you gazed upon its features, they 
Cbang^ every insUuit—to what, none could say. 

LXXVI. 

The more intently the ghosts gazed, the loss 
Could they distinguish whose the features were; 

The Devil himself Seem’d puzzled even to guess; 

They varied like a dream—now here, now there; 
And several people swore from out the press, 

They knew him perfectly; and one could swear 
He was his father: upon which another 
Was sure be was bis mother’s cousin’s brother: 

I.XXVII. 

Another, that he was a duke or knight. 

An orator, a lawyer, or a priest, 

A nabob, a man-midwife; but tlie wight, 

Mysterious changed bis countenance at least 
As ofl os they their minds; though in full sight 
He stood, the puzzle only was increased 
The man was a phantasmagoria in 
Himself—he was so volatile and thiiu 
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Lxxmi. 

The moMSBt that you had pronounced him one, 
Praeto! hia fime changed, and he waa tnotiwr; 
And when diat change woa hardly well pot on, 

* It varied, till I don’t think his own mother 
(If that he had a mother) would her son 
Have known, be shifted so dom one to t’ other; 
Till guessing from a pleasure grew a task. 

At this epistolary “ Iron Mask.” 

I.XXIX. 

For sometimes he like Cerberus would seem— 

“ Three gentlemen at once,” (as sagely says 
Good Mrs. Malaprop ;) then you might deem 
That lA was not even one; now many rays 
Were flashing round him; and now a thick steam 
Hid him from sight—like fogs on London days: 
Now Burke, now Tooke, he grew to people’s fancies. 
And certes often like Sir Philip Francis. 

LXXX. 

I’ve an hypothesis—’t is quite my own; 

I never lot it out till now, for fbar 
Of doing people harm about llie throne, 

And injuring some minister or peer, 

On whom the stigma might perhaps be blown; 

It is—my gentle public, lend thine oar! 

’T is, that what Junius we are wont to call 
Was reatlg, truly, nobody at all. 

LXXXI. 

I do n’t see wherefuro letters should not be 
Written without lands, since we daily view 
Them written without heads; and books, wo see, 

Are Ail’d os well without the latter too; 

And really till we fix on somebody 
For certain sure to elaiin them as his due. 

Their author, like tl«e Niger’s mouth, will bother 
The world to say if there be mouth or author. 


mi 

hxxxrt. 

' Confound die renegado! I have iqnxm’d ', 

My loft wing, he’s so heavy; one would diink 
Some of his works about his neck were chain’d. 

But to the point: while ‘hovering o’er the Brink 
Of Skiddaw, (where as usual it still rain’d,) 

I saw a taper, far below me, wink, 

And stooping, caught this follow at a libet— 

No less on history than the Holy Bible. 

LXXXVU. 

“ The former is the devil’s scripture, and 
The latter yours, good Michael; so the afloir 
Belongs to all of us, you understand. 

I snatch’d him up just as you see him there. 

And brought him off for sentence out of hand: 

1 ’ve scarcely been ten minutes in the air— 

At least a quarter it can hardly be: 

I dare say that his wife is still at tea.” 

1.XXXVI1I. 

Here Satan said, “ I know this man of old, 

And hare expected him for some time here , 

A sillier fellow you will scarce behold. 

Or more conceited in his petty sphere: 

But surely it was not worth while to fold 
Such trash below your wing, Asmodeus dear; 

We had the poor wretch safe (without being bored 
With carriage) coming of his own accord. 

t.XXXIX. 

But since he’s here, let’s see what he has done.” 

“ Done!” cried Asmodeus, “ he anticipates 
The vciy business you arc now upon, 

And scribbles as if head clerk to the Fates. 

Who knows to what his ribaldry may run, 

When such an ass as this, like Balaam’s, prates ?” 

Let's hear,” quoth Michael, “ what he has to say; 
You know we ’re bound to that in every way.” 


I.XXXII. 

“ And who and what art lliou ?” the Archangel said. 

“ For that you may consult my title page,” 

Replied this mighty shadow of a shade: 

“ If I have kept my secret half an ago, 

I scarce shall tell it now .”—“ Const thou upbraid,” 
Continued Michael, “ George Rex, or allege 
Aught further?” Junius answer’d, “‘You had better 
First ask him for Us answer to my letter: 

I.XXXtII. 

“ My charges upon record will outlast 
The brass of both his epitaph and tomb.” 

“ Ro]»nt’8t thou not,” said Michael, “ of some past 
Exaggeration ? something which may doom 
Thyself if false, as him if true ? Thou wast 
"Too biUer—is it not so?—in thy gloom 
Of passion?”—“Passion!” cried the phantom dim, 

“ I loved my country, and I hated him. 

nxxxrv. 

“ 'What I have written, I have written: let 
The rest bo on his head or mine!” So spoke 
Old “ Nominis Umbraand while Ipeaking yet, 
Away he melted in celestial stmAe. 

Then Satan said to Michael, “ Do n’t forget 
To call George Washington, and John Horae Tooke, 
And Franklin—^but at tliis time there was heard 
A cry for room, though not a phantom stirr’d. 


xc. 

Mow tile bard, glad to get an audience, which 
By no means often was his case below, 

Jegan to cough, and hawk, and hem, and pitch 
liis voice into that awful note of wo 
'o all unhappy hearers within reach 
Of poets when the tide of rhyme’s in flow 
Jut stuck fast witli his first hexameter, 

Mot one of all whoso gouty feet would stir. 

xci. 

ut ere the spavin’d dactyls could be spurr’d 
Into recitative, in great dismay 
Jotli cherubim and seraphim were heard 
To murmur loudly through their long array ; 
iud Michael rose ore ho could get a word 
Of all hia founder’d verses under way, 
nd cried,“ For God’s sake stop, my friend!’t were best— 
Non Di, non homines~^ytM know the rest.” 

xcu. 

1 general bustle spread throughout the throng, 

■Which seem’d to hold all verse in detestatton; 

'he angels had of course enough of soiig 
“Wlien upon service ; and the generation 
)f ghosts had hoard too much in life, not long 
Before, to profit by a new occasion; 

.'he monarch, mute tilt then, exclaim’d, “TVhat! what! 
Pye ctane again ? No more—no more of that!” 


tXXXT. XCIII. 

At length with jostling, elbowing, and the aid The tumult grew; ^ univer^ cough 

Of cherubim appointed to that post. Convulsed tlie skies, as during a debate, 

The devil Asmodeus to the circle made When Castleroagh Itas been up long enough. 

His way, and look’d as if his journey cost (Before he was first minister of state, 

Some trouble. 'When his burden down he laid, moan—the slows hear naui;) some cried OB, on. 

«■What ’a this ?” cried Michael; “ why, ’t is not a As at a farce; till grown quite desperate, 

« I know it,” quoth the incubus; “buthe [ghost T’. "rhe bard Saint Peter pray’d to mterposo 
'"Shall be one, if you leave the ofthir to me. Himself an author) only for lus prose. 

» * 
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XOXf. 

Hm Tui«t iru not ta ill^voor’d kmvs; 

A good deal like a vulture in the &ce, 

With a hodt none and a hawk’i eye, whidi gave 
A aaart and sharper looking sort of grace 
To bis whole aspect, which, t^ugh ra£er grave, 
Was by no means so ugly as his case; 

But that indeed was hopeless as can be, 

Cbuite a poetic fdony “ de se.” 

XCT. 

Then Michael blew his trump, and still’d the noise 
With one still greater, as is yet the mode 
On earth besides; except some grumbling voice. 
Which now and then will moke a slight inroad 
Upon decorous silence, few will twice 
Lift op their lungs when (airly over-crow’d; 

And now the bard could plead his own bad cause, 
With all the attitudes of solf-applause. 

xcvi. 

Ho said—(I only give the heads)—he said, 

He meant no harm in scribbling; ’C was his way 
Upon all topics; ’twas, besides, his bread. 

Of which he butter’d both sides;’t would delay 
Too long the assembly, (he was pleased to dread,} 
And take up rather more time than a day. 

To name his works—he would but cite a few— 

Wat Tyler—Rhymes on Blenheim—^Waterloo. 

XCVII. 

He had written praises of a regicide; 

He had written praises of all kings whatever; 

He had written for republics far and wide. 

And then against them bitterer than over; 

For pantisocracy he once had cried 
Aloud, a scheme less moral than ’twas clever; 
Then grew a hearty antijacobin— 

Had turn’d his coat—and would have turn’d his skin, 
xcvm. 

He had sung against all battles, and again 
In their high praise and glory; he had call’d 
Reviewing* “ the ungentle criA,” and then 
Become as base a critic as e’er crawl’d— 

Fed, paid, and pamper'd by the very men 
By whom bis muse and morals had been maul'd: 
He had writtten much blank verse, and blanker prose. 
And more of both than any body knows. 

xcix. 

He had written Wesley’s lifehere, turning round 
To Satan, “ Sir, I’m ready to write yours, 

In two octavo volumes, nicely bound. 

With notes and preface, all that most allures 
The pious purchaser; and there’s no ground 
For fear, (or I can choose my own reviewers: 

So let me have the proper documents, 

That I may add you to my other saints.” 

c. 

Satan bow’d, and was silent. “ Well, if you. 

With amWe modesty, decline 
My offer, what says Michael ? There are few 
Whose memoirs could be render’d more divine. 
Mine is a pen of all woik; not so new 
As it was once, but I would make you shine 
Like your own trumpet. By Uie way, my own 
Has mote of brass in it, and is as well blown. 


01. 

‘But talking about trampete, hare^ mj Tiska! 

Now you diall judge, all peofda; yaa, you sh^ 
Judge with my judgmoit, my dadiiiaa 

Be guided who ^ali enter heaven or fiill. 

I settle all these tilings by intuition, 

Times present, past, to come, heavoi, hel, mid aD, 
Like King Alfonso.* When I thus aee double, 

I save the Deity some worlds rf trouUo.” 

cit. 

He ceased, and drew forth an MS.; and no 
Persuasion on the part of devils, or saints. 

Or angels, now could stop the torrent; so 
He read the first three lines of die content)^ 

But at the fourth, the whole spiritual show 
Had vanish’d, with variety of scents, 

Ambrosial and sulphureous, as they sprang, 

Like lightning, off from his “ melodious twang.”f 
cut. 

Those grand heroics acted as a spell; 

The angels stopp’d their ears and plied their pinions; 
The devils ran howling, deafen’d, down to hell; 

The ghosts fled, gibbering, for their own dominions— 
For’t is not yol decided where they dwell. 

And I leave every man to his opinions;) 

Michael took refuge in his trump—hut lo! 

His teeth were set on edge, he could not blow' 

CIV. 

Saint Peter, who has hitherto been known 
For an impetuous saint, upraised his keys 
And at the fifth line knock’d the poet down; 

Who fell like Phaeton, but more at ease, 
hto his lake, for there he did not drown 
A different web being by the Destinies 
iVoven for the laureate’s final wreath, when’er 
Reform shall happen either here or there. 

cr. 

He first sank to the bottom—like his woiks, 

But soon rose to the surface—like himself; 

'or all corrupted things are buoy’d, like corks,{ 

By their own rottenness, light as an elf. 

Or wisp that flits o’er a morass: he luria, 

It may be, still, like dull books on a shelf, 
n his own den, lo scrawl some “ Life” or “ Vision,” 
s Wellborn says—“ the devil turn’d precisian.” 

.. cvi. 

As for the rest, to come to the conclusion 
Of this true dream, the telescope is gone 
Vhich kept my optics free from all delusion. 

And show’d me what I in my turn have shown; 

AU I saw farther, in the lost confiision. 

Was, that King George sli|^’d into heaven for one | 
And when the tumult dwindled to a cahn, 

~ left him practising the hundredth psalm. 


' King Atfonto, of th« Ptolomean tfitem. nid, that bad h« 

. in coMultod at tba cnation of the vorld, bo woaki fcavB apand tho 
Maker eoroe abourditieo.” 

t See Aubrey’e aeeouot tif the apparition irhleh dloappoared ** adth a 
curtoneperfumeandaRMlo(UouttwaD|:’* or eee thedmtpwny, toI.L 
JAdrowoed body Uee at the bottom UU reUea ; itttMmioiUOgUJMB 
people know. 


• 8m » Lliiar B. Sbte WUto.’ 



MORGANTE MAGGIORE, 

DI MESSER LUIGI PULCI. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Ths Morginte Maggiore, of the fint canto of which 
this trutahition is oSered, diridea with the Orlando In- 
namorato the honour of having formed and suggested the 
style and story of Ariosto. The great defects of Boianlo 
were his treating too seriously the narratives of chivalry, 
and his har^ style. Ariosto, in his continuation, by a 
judicious mixture of the gaycty of Pulci, has avoided the 
one, and Berni, in bis reformation of Boiardo’s poem, lias 
corrected tlie other. Pulci may be considered as the pre¬ 
cursor and model of Bemi altogether, as he has partly 
been to Ariosto, however inferior to both his copyists. 
He is no less the founder of a now style of poetry very 
lately sprung up in England. I allude to that of the in¬ 
genious Whistlecraft. The serious poems on Ronces- 
valtes in the same language, and more particularly the 
excellent one of Mr. Merivale, are to be traced to the 
same source. It has never yet been decided entirely 
whether Pulci’s intention was or was not to deride the 
religion which is one of his favourite topics. It appears 
to me, tiiat such an intention would have been no less 
hazardous to tlie pool than to the priest, particularly in 
that age and cmmtry; and the permission to publish the 
fioero, and its reception among the classics of Italy, prove 
that it neither was nor is so interpreted. That he in¬ 
tended to ridicule the monastic life, and suffered his 
imagination to play witli the simple dullness of his con-. 
verted giant, seems evident enough; but surely it were 
as unjust to accuse him of irrcligion on tliis account, as 
to denounce Fielding for his Parson Adams, Barnabas, 
Thwackum, Supple, and the Ordinary in Jonathan Wild, 
—or Scott, for the exquisite use of his Covenanters in 
the “ Tales of my Landlord.” 

In the following translation I have used the liberty ofj 
the original with the proper names; as Pulci uses Gan, 
Gancllon, or Ganellone; Carlo, Carlomagno, or Carlo- 
manu; Rondel, or Rondello, &c. as it suits his conve¬ 
nience ; so has the translator. In other respects the 
version is faithful to the best of the translator’s ability in 
combining his interpretation of the one language witli the 
not very easy task of reducing it to the same vorsiheation 
in the other. The reader, on comparing it with the ori¬ 
ginal, is requested to remember that the antiquated lan¬ 
guage of Pulci, however pure, is not easy to the gene¬ 
rality of Italians themselves, from its great mixture of 
Tuscan proverbs; and he may therefore bo more indul-1 
gent to the present attempt. How far the translator has | 
succeeded, and whether or no ho shall continue the work, ’ 
are questions whicli the public willalecide. He was in-' 
duced to make the experiment partly by his love for, and 
partial intercourse with, the Italian language, of which 
it is so easy to acquire a slight knowledge, and with whicli 
it is so nearly impossible for a foreigner to become accu¬ 
rately conversant. The Italian language is like a capri¬ 
cious beauty, who accords her smiles to all, her favours 
to few, and sometimes least to those who hare courted 
her longest. The translator wished also to present in an 
English dress a part at least of a poem never yet ren¬ 
dered into a northern language; at the same time that it 
has been the original of some of the most celebrated pro* 
ductions on this side of the Alps, as well as of those 
recent experiments in poetry in England which have 
been already mentioned. 


CANTO I. 


Ik the beginning was the Word next God; 

God was the Word, the Word no leas was he: 
This was in the beginning, to my mode 
Of thinking, and without him nau^t could be : 
Therefore, just Lord! from out thy high abode, 
Benign and pious, bid an angel 6ee, 

One only, to bo my companion, who 

Shall help my famous, worthy, old song through. 

n. 

And thou, oh Virgin! daughter, mother, bride. 

Of tlie same Lord, who gave to you each key 
Of heaven, and hell, and every thing beside, 

The day thy Gabriel said “ All hail!” to thee. 
Since to thy servants pity’s ne’er denied. 

With flowing rhymes, a pleasant style and free, 
Be to my verses tlien benignly kind. 

And to the end illuminate my mind. 

III. 

[ ’T was in the season when sad Philomel 
^ Wecfis with her sister, who remembers and 
Deplores the ancient woes which both beiell. 

And makes the nymphs enamour’d, to the hand 
Of Phaeton by Pheebus loved so well 
His car (but temper’d by his sire’s command) 
Was given, and on the horizon’s verge just now 
Appear’d, so tliat TiUionus scratch’d his brow: 

IV. 

When I prepared my bark first to obey. 

As it should still obey, the helm, my mind, 

And carry prose or rhyme, and tliis my lay 
Of Charles the Emperor, whom you wifi find 
By several pens already praised; but they 
Who to dilfuse his glory were inclined. 

For all that I can see in prose or verso. 

Have understood Charles badly—and wrote worse. 

v. 

Leonardo Aretino said already. 

That if, like Pepin, Charles had had a writer 
Of genius quick, and diligently steady, 

No hero would in history look brighter; 

Ho in the cabinet being always ready. 

And in the field a most victorious ii(d>ter. 

Who for the church and Christian fitith had wrcu|^ 
Cortes far more than yet is said or thought. 

VI. 

You still may see at Saint Liberatme 
The abbey, no great way from ManepeU, 
Erected in the Abruzzi to Ms glory. 

Because of the great battle in whidi feU 
A pagan king, acr^ing to the story, 

And felon people whom Charles sent to heD: 

And there are bones so muy, and so m^. 

Near them QinsaSa’s would seem iew, if any 







TIX. 

But tht woild, Uind and ignorant, do n’t prize 
Hie virtuea as 1 to see them: thou, 
liloreDoe, hy his great boua^ dost arise 
And h^ and may bare, £r thou wiU allow, 

All proper cuetoou and true courtesies: 

muiie’er thou hast acquired from then till now, 
With kni^y courage, treasure, or the lance, 

Is sprung in>m out the noble blood of France. 

viu. 

Twelve paladins had Charles in court, of whom 
The wisest and most famous was Orlando; 

Him traitor Gan conducted to the tomb 
In RimcesvaUes, as the villain plann’d too, 

While the horn rang so loud, and knell’d the doom 
Of their sad rout, diough he did all knight can do, 
And Dante in his comedy has given 
To him a happy seat with Gliarles in heaven. 

XX. 

’T was Christmos-day; in Paris all his court 
Charles held; the c^ief, I say, Orlando was, 

The Dane; Astdfo there too did resort, 

Also Ansuigi, the gay time to pass 
In festival and in triumphal sport, 

The much-renown’d St. Dennis being the cause; 
Angioiin of Bayonne, and Oliver, 

And gentle Belioghieri too came there: 

X. 

Avolio, and Arino, and Othone 
Of Normandy, and Richard Paladin, 

Wise Hamo, and the ancient Salemone, 

Walter of Lion’s Mount and BaMovin, 

Who was the son of the sad GancUono, 

Were there, exciting too much gladness in 
The son of Pepin t—when his knights came hither, 
He groan’d with joy to see them altogether. 

XI. 

But watchful Fortune, luiking, takes good heed 
Ever some bar Against our intents to bring. 

While Charles reposed him thus, in word and deed, 
Orlando ruled court, Charles, and every thing; 
Curst Gan, with envy bursting, Itad such need 
To vent his spite, that tliua with Charles the king 
One day he ope^y began to say, 

** Orlando must we always then obey ? 

XU. 

A thousand times 1 Ve been about to say, 

Orlando tcK> presumptuously goes on; 

Here are we, counts, kings, dukes, to own thy sway, 
Hamo, and Otho, Ogier, Solomon, 

Each have to h(»iour thee and to obey ; 

But he has too much credit near the throne, 
Which we won’t sulTer, but are quite decided 
By such a boy to be no longer guided. 

XIII. 

** And even at Aspramout thou didst begin 
To let him know he was a gallant knight, 

And by tlie fimnt did much dte day to win; 

Hut 1 know who that day had wem the hghtj 
If it had not for good Gherardo been: 

The victory was Almonte’s else; his sight 
He kept upon the standard, and the laurels 
In fact and foimess are his earning, Charles. 

XIV. 

** If thou rememberest being in Gascony, 

When there advanced the naiitms emt of Spain, 
TIta CIhristian cause had suffered shamefully, 

Bad not his valour driven them back again. 

B(Ht ipeak the truth ndien there’s a reason why: 

Mmw then, cdi eimior! that all complain: 

Am tar xnyMlf, I Bh«|; A nii i i the moi^ 

O'er whi^ I cross’d two and sixty counts. 


XT. 

** ’T is fit thy grandeur should dispense relief 
So that each here may have his proper paiti 
For the whole court is more or less in grtef: 

Perhaps thou deem’st this lad a Mars in heart f” 
Orlando one day heard this speech in brief, 

As by himself it chanced he sate apart: 

Displeased he was with Gan because he said it, 

But much more still that Charles should give him credit 

XVI. 

And with the sword he would have murder’d Gan, 

But Oliver thrust in between the pair, 

And from his hand extracted Durlindan, 

And thus at lengdt they separated were 
Orlando, angry too with Oorlmnan, 

Wanted but little to have slain him there 
Then forth alone from Paris wont the chief, 

And burst and madden’d with disdain and ^ief. 

XVII. 

From Ermellina, consort of the Dane, 

He tO(^ Cortana, and then took Kondell, 

And on towards Brara prick’d him o’er the plain; 

And when she saw him coming, Aldabelle 
Stretch’d forth her arms to clasp her lord again: 

Orlando, in whose brain all was not well, 

As “ Welcome, my Orlando, home,” she said, 

Raised up his sword to smite her on the head. 

XVJIX. 

Like him a fury counsels; his revenge 
On Gan in tliat rasli act he seem’d to take, 

Which Aldabella thought extremely strange; 

But soon Orlando found himself awake; 

And Ills 8})ouse took his bridle on this change, 

And he dismounted from his horse, and spake 
Of every thing which pass’d widiout demur, 

And then reposed himself some days with her. 

XIX. 

Then full of wrath departed from the place, 

And far as pagan countries roam’d astray; 

And while he rode, yet still at every pace 
The traitor Qan remember’d by the way; 

And wandering on in error a long space, 

An abbey which in a lone desert lay, 

'Mid glens obscure, and distant lands, he fimnd, 

Which form’d tlie Christian’s and the pagan’s bound. 

XX. 

The abbot was call’d Clermont, and by blood 
Descended from Angrante: under cover 
Of a great mountain’s brow the abbey stood, 

But certain savage giants look’d him over; 

One Passammit was fi^reinost of the brood, 

And Alabaster and Mexgante hover 
Second and third, with cortain slings, and throw 
In daily jeopardy the place below. 

XXI. 

The monks could pass the convtmt gate no mtxe, 

Nor leave tlieir cells for water or for wood; 

Orlando knock’d, but none would ope, before 
Unto the pricsr it at length seem’d good; 

Enter’d, he said that ho was tau^t to adore 
Him who was bom of Mary’s holiest blood, 

And was baptized a Christian; and then show’d 
How io the abbey ho had found his road. 

xxii. 

Said the abbot, You are welcome; what is mine 
We give you finely, since Uiat you believe 
With us in Mary Mother’s Son divine; 

And that you may not, cavalier, cemeeive 
The cause ^ our delay m let you in 
To be rusticity, you shall receive 
The reason why our gate was barf’d to you 
Thus those who in suspicion live must do. 



1. TraUafStiTION or MAGGFI^ 


XZIII. 

'< When hither to iidiabit first we cante 
These mountains, albeit that they are obscure, 

As you perceive, yet without fear or blame 
They seem’d to promise an asylum sure: 

Frmn savage brutes alone, too fierce to tame, 

’T was fit our quiet dwelling to secure; 

But now, if here we'd stay, we needs must guard 
Against domestic beasts with watch and ward. 

XXIT. 

“ These make us stand, in fact, upon the watch; 

For late there have appear’d three giants rough 
What nation or what kingdom bore the batch 
I knot# not, but they are all of savage stuff; 

When fitrce and malice with some genius match. 

You know, they can do ali-—roe are not enough: 

And these so much our orisons derange, 

1 know not what to do, till matters change, 

XXT. 

Our ancient fathers living tlie desert in, 

For just and holy works were duly fed; 

Think not they lived on locusts sole, ’t is certain 
That manna was rain’d down from heaven instead; 
But here’t is fit we keep on the alert in [bread. 

Our bounds, or taste the stones shower’d down for 
From off yon mountain daily raining faster. 

And flung by Passamont and Alabaster. 

XXVI 

“ The third, Morgante, ’s savagest by far; ho 
Plucks up pines, beeches, poplar-trees, and oaks, 

And flings them, our community to bury ; 

And all that 1 can do but more provokes.” 

While thus they parley in the cemetery, 

A atone from ono of their gigantic strokes, 

Which nearly crush’d Rondell, came tumbling over, 

So Uiat he took a long leap under cover. 

• 

. XXTII. 

“ For God sake, cavalier, come in with speed; 

The manna’s falling now,” tlie abbot cried. 

“ This fellow does not wish my horse should feed. 

Dear abbot,” Roland unto him replied. 

” Of restivenoss he’d cure him had he need ; 

That stone seems with good will and aim applied.” 
The holy father said, “ I do n’t deceive: 

They ’ll ono day fling the mountain, I believe.” 

XXVIII. 

Orlando bade them take care of Rondello, 

And also made a breakfast of his own: 

“ Abbot,” he said, “ I want to find that fellow 
Who flung at my good horse yon corner-stone. 

Said the abbot, “ Let not my advice seom shallow; 

As to a brotiier dear I speak alone; 

I would dissuade you, baron, from this strife. 

As knowing sure that you will lose your life. 

XXIX. 

“ That Passamont has in Ids hand three darts— 

Such slings, clubs, ballast-stones, that yield you must 
You know that giants have much stbuter hearts 
Than us, with reason, in proportion just; 

If go you will, guard well against their arts, 

For these are very barbarous and robust.” 

Orlando answer’d, “ This I ’ll see, be sure, 

And walk the wild on foot to be secure.” 

XXX. 

The abbot sign’d the groat cross on his front, 

“ Then go you with God’s benison and mine:” 
Orlando, afler he had scaled the mount. 

As the abbot had directed, kept the line 
Right to the usual haunt of Passamont; 

Who, seeing him alone in this design, 

Survey’d him fore and aft with eyes c^ervtnt, 

Then uk’d him, ” If ha whdi’d to stay h servant 7” 


XXZI. 

And promised him an office of great ease. 

But, said Orlando, Saracen insane ! 

I come to kill you, if it shall so please 
God, not to serve as footboy in your train; 

|You with his monks so oft have broke the peace- 
Vile dog !’t is past bis patience to sustain." 

The giant ran to fetch his arms, quite furious, 
i When he received an answer so injurious. 

xxxn. 

And being return’d to where Orlando stood, 

Who had not moved him from the spot, and swinging 
Tho cord, he hurl’d a stone with strength so rude, 

As show’d a sample of his skill in slinging; 

It roll’d on Count Orlando’s helmet good 
And head, and sot both head and helmet ringing, 

So that he swoon’d with pain as if ho died. 

But more than dead, he seem’d so stupified. 

XXXIII. 

Then Passamont, who thought him slain outright. 

Said, “ I will go, and while he lies along. 

Disarm me: why such craven did I fight?” 

But Christ his servants ne’er abandons long 
Especially Orlando, such a knight, 

As to desert would almost be a wrong. 

While the giant goes to put off his defences, 

Orlando has recall’d his force and senses: 

XXXIT. 

And loud he shouted, “ Giant, where dost go ? 

Thou thouglit’st me doubtless for tlie bier outlaid; 

To the right about—without wings thou 'rt too slow 
To fly my vengeance—currish renegade ! 

’T was but by treachery thou laid'st me low.” 

Tho giant his astonishment betray’d, 

And turn’d about, and stopp’d his journey on, 

And then he stoop’d to pick up a great stone. 

XXXV. 

Orlando had Cortana bare in hand, 

To split the bead in twain was what he schemed 
Cortana clave the skull like a true brand, 

And pagan Passamont died unredeem’d. 

Yet harsh and haughty, as he lay he bann’d, 

And most devoutly Macon still blasphemed; 

But while his crude, rude blasphemies he heard, 
Orlando thank’d the Father and the Wordf— 

XXXVI. 

Saying, “ What grace to mo tliou 'st given! 

And I to thee, oh Lord! am ever bound. 

I know my life was saved by tlieo from heaven, 

Since by tlie giant 1 was fairly dawn’d. 

All things by thee arc measured just and even; 

Our power without thine aid would naught ^ found: 
I pray theo take heed of me, till I can 
At least return once more to Carloman.” 

XXXVII. 

And having said thus much, he went his way; 

And Alabaster he found out below, 

Doing tlie very best that in him lay 
To root from out a bank a rock or two. 

Orlando, when he reach’d him, loud ’gan say 

‘How think’st thou, glutton, such a stone to throw 7” 
When Alabaster heard his deep voice ring, 

Ho suddenly betook him to his sling, 

XXXVllI. 

And hurl’d a fragment of a size so large, 

That if it bad in fact fulfill’d its mission. 

And Roland not avail’d him of his targe, 

There would have been no need of a physician. 
Orlando set himself in turn to charge. 

And in his bulky bosom made incision 
With all his sword. Tho toot fell; but,o’erthr(iwn, h* 
However by no meonc forgot Mocone. 



Cakto t 




Morgani* had • isakM hi hi* mode, 

OotapoHd of bfandie*, toga of wa^, and earth, 
And atiotch’d himmlf at eaee hi diis abode, 

And shot hhnaelf at night mithia hia berth. 

Orlando kmiclc’d, and kn^’d again, to goad 
The giant ftom hh aleep; ai& be came forth, 

The dOOT to open, Ihce a crazy thing. 

For a rough dream bad ahodi him Numbering. 

XI,. 

He thought that a fierce aerpent had attack’d him. 

And Mahomet he call’d; but Mahomet 
la nothing worth, and not an inatant back’d him; 

Bui prajring bleaaed Jeau, he waa aet 
At liberty from all the fears which rack’d him; 

And to the gate he came with great regret— 

" Who knocka here 7” grumbling all the while, aaid he. 
“ That,” aaid Orlando, “ you will quk^y aee. 

XXI. 

" I come to preach to you, as to your brodien, 

Sent by the miserable monks—repentance ; 

For Providence divine, in you and others, 

Condemns the evil done by new aequiantance. 

’T is writ on high—your wrong roust pay another’s; 

From heaven itself is issued out this sentence. 

Know then, that colder now than a pilaster 
I left your Passomont and Alabaster.” 

xui. 

Morgante said, “ Oh gentle cavalier! ' 

Now by thy God say mo no villany; 

The favour of your name I fain would hear, 

And if a Christian, speak for courtesy.” 

Replied Orlando, “ So much to your ear 
I by my faith disclose contentedly; 

Christ I adore, who is the genuine Lord, 

And, if you please, by you may be adored.” 

XLIII. 

The Saracen rejoin’d in humble tone, 

“I have had an extraordinary vision; 

A savage serpent fell on me alone, 

And Macon would not pity my condition; 

Hence to tfay God, who for ye did atone 
Upon the cross, preferr’d I my petition; 

His timely succour set me safe and fi^. 

And I a Christian am duposed to be.” 

XLIT. 

Oriando answer’d, ” Baron just and pious. 

If this good wish your hemt can really move 
To the true God, who will not then deny us 
Eternal honour, you will go above. 

And, if you please, as friends we will ally us. 

And I will love you with a perfect love. 

Tour idols are vain liars, full of fraud; 

The only true God is the Christian’s God. 

XLV. 

” The Lord descended to the virgin breast 
Of Mary Mother, sinless and divine ; 

If you acknowledge the Redeemer blest. 

Without whom neither sun nor star can riimo, 

Atjure bad Macon’s false and felon test. 

Tour renegado god, and worship mine,— 

Baptize yourself with zeal, since you repent.” 

To which Morgante answer’d, ” I’m content.” 

zt.vi. 

And then Orlando to embrace him fiew. 

And made much of his crmvert, as ha cried, 

“ To the abbey I will gladly mar^ you,” 

To whom Morgante, “ l^os go,” r^ed; 

“ I to the fi’iars have for peace to sue.** 

Whidi thing Orlando heard with inward pide, 

Bs^tog, “ My brtrt^, so devout and good, 

Ask the abbot pardon, u I wish you would: 


xxvn. 

“ Since God has granted your ilfamiinatiaB, 

Accepting you in mercy for bis own. 

Humility sho^ be your first oblation.” 

Morgante said, “ For goodness’ sake, moke knowfr— 
Since &at your God is to be mine—^your statiaii, 

And let your name in verity be shown; 

Then will I every thing at your command do.” 

On which the other said, be waa Orlando. 

XL nil. 

“ Then,” quoth the giant, “ blessed be Jesu 
A thousand times with gratitude and praise! 

Oft, perfect baron I have I heard of you *” 

Through all the difierent periods my dayd^ 

And, as I said, to be your vassal too 
I wish, for your great gallantry always." 

Thus reasoning, they continued much to say, 

And onwards to the abbey went their way. 

zntx. 

And by the way about the giants dead 
Orlc^o with Morgante reason’d: ” Be, 

For their decease, I pray you, comforted; 

And, since it is GM’s pleasure, pardon me. 

A thousand wrongs unto tlie monks they bred. 

And our true l^ripturo soundeth openly. 

Good is rewarded, and chastised the ill, 

Which the Lord never faileth to fulfil: 

L. 

Because his love of justice unto all 
Is such, he wills his judgment should devour 
All who have sin, however great or small; 

But good he well remembers to restore. 

Nor without justice holy could we call 
Him, whom I now require yon to adore. 

All men must make his will their wishes sway. 

And quickly and spontaneously obey. 

xi. 

And here our doctors are of one accord. 

Coming on this point to the same conclusion,— 

That in their thoughts who praise in heaven the Lord, 

If pity e’er was guilty of intrusion 
For their unfortunate relations stored 

In hell below, and damn’d in great confusion,— 

Their happiness would be reduced to naught, 

And thus unjust the Almi^ty’s self be thou^t. 

XII. 

‘ But they in Christ have firmest hope, and all 
Which seems to him, to them too must appear 
Well done; nor could it other wise befall; 

He never can in any purpose err. 
f sire or mother suffer endless thrall. 

They do n’t disturb themselves for him or her; 

What pleases God to them must joy iiuqiire f— 

Such is the observance of the eternal choir.” 

XIII. 

A word unto the wise,” Morgante said, 

“ Is wont to be enough, and you shall see 
How much I grieve £i><mt my brethren dead ; 

And if the will of God seem good to me, 
lust, as you tell mo, ’tis in heaven obey’d— 

Ashes to ashes,—nnerry let us be! 

will cut off the hands from both their trunks, 

And carry them unto the holy monks. 

XIT. 

So that all persons may be sure and certain 
That foey are dead, and have no ftvther four 
'o wander solitary this desert in. 

And that they may perceive n^ imirit clear 
3y the Lord’s grace, vriio hath withmwn the curtain 
Of darkness, nndting his bright reAm tqqiear.” 

He cut his brethren’s hands off at these wo^, 

And left ftiem to the savage beasts and biids. 



IT. 

Tb«B lo thaaUMgrdief went 00 together. 

Where wilted them the ebbot in great dai&t. 

The monka tebo knew not yet the ran thither 

To their cuperier, aU in breathlees root, 

Saying with tiemor, “ Pleaae to teli lu wither 
You wiih to have thii penon in or out?” 

The abbot, lookiiw through upon the giant, 

Too greatly fear’{ at fir^ to be coinpliuit. 

tvt. 

Orlando, seeing him thus agitated. 

Said quidtly, ” Abbot, be thou of good cheer; 

He ChristbeUeves, as Christian must be rated. 

And hglh renounced his Mactm ialae;” which bore 
Morgaote with the hands corroborated, 

A protd'of both the giants’ fate quite clear 
Thence, with due tbai^, the abbot Ood adored, 
Saying, ” Thou hast cantcnted me, (di Lord!” 

ITH. 

He gazed; Morgante’s height he calculated, 

And more than once contemplated bis size; 

And then he said, “ Ob giant celebrated 1 
Know that no more my wonder will arise. 

How yon could tear and fling the trees you late did, 
When I behold your form with my own eyes. 

You now a true and perfect friend will show 
Yourself to Christ, as once you were a foe. 

tTIU. 

“ And one of our apostles, Saul once named. 

Long persecuted sore the faith of Christ, 

Till, one day, by the Spirit being inflamed, 

‘ Why dost tliou persecute me thus!’ said Christ; 
And then from his ofience he was reclaim’d. 

And went for ever after preaching Christ, 

And of the faith became a trump, whoso sounding 
O’er the whole earth is echoing and rebounding. 

• tix. 

“ So, my Morgante, you may do likewise; 

He who repents—thus writes the Evangelist 
Occasions more rejoicing in the skies 
Than ninety>Dine o( the celestial list. 

You may be sure, should each desire arise 
With just zeal for the Lord, that you ’ll exist 
Atnong the happy saints for evermore; 

But you were lost and damn’d to hell before!” 

LX. 

And thus groat honour to Morgante paid 
The abbot: many days they did repose. 

One day, as with Orlando they both stray’d. 

And saunter’d here and there, where’er they chose. 
The abbot riiow’d a chamber, where array’d 
Much armour was, and hung up certain bows; 

And one of these Morgante for a whim 
Girt on, thou^ useless, he believed, to him. 

' ui. 

There being a want of water in the place, 

Orlando, like a worthy brother, said, 

” Morgante, I could wi^ you in this case 
To go for water.” “ You shall bdtfoe/d. 

In aU commands,” was the reply, “ atrsd^twayi.” 

Upon his shoulder a great tub he 1^, 

And went out on bis way unto a fountain, 

When he was wont to drink below the mountain. 

LXn. 

Arrived there, a prodigious noise he hears. 

Which auddeuy along the forest spread; 

Whereat fium out his quiver he pr^area 
An arrow for his bow, and Uftohia head; 

And lo! a moostrous heri of awiae appears. 

And onward tushes with tempeatuous tread. 

And to the fountain’s brink predaefo poms; 

So that dm giant’a join'd ill the bwi. 


kxni. 

Moigante at a venture shot an anew, 

Which pierced a pig precisely in ^ ear, 

And pass’d unto tiie otfam side quite thorough; 

So that the boar, dofimet, lay tripp’d up mar. 

Another, to revenge his fellow forrow. 

Against the giant rush’d in fierce career. 

And reach’d the passage widi so swift a fiwt, 

Morgante was not now in time to rimot. 

LKIV. 

Perceiving that the pig was on him dose, 

He gave him auch a punch upon the head* 

As floor’d him so that ^ no mure arose. 

Smashing the very bone; and he foil dead 
I Next to the other. Having scon such blows, 

I The other pigs along the valley fled; 

Morgante on his neck foe bucket tock. 

Full from foe spring, whitfo neither swerved nor dmok. 
txv. 

The tim was rm one shoulder, and there were 
The hogs on t' other, and be brush’d apace 
On to the abbey, foou^ by no means near, 

Ncx spilt one drop water in his race. 

Orlaialo, seeing him so soon appear 
With the dead boars, and with that brimful viss, 
Marveli’d to see his strength so very great; 

So did the abbot, and set wide the gate, 

LXVI. 

The monks, who saw foe water fresh and good. 

Rejoiced, but much more to perceive Uie pork 
All animals are glad at sight of food: 

They lay fooir breviaries to sleep, and work 
I With gniedy pleasure, and in such a mood. 

That foe flesh needs no salt beneath their fitrk. 

Of rankness and of rot tliere is no fear, 

For all foe fasts are now left in arreor. 

LXTII. 

As though they wish’d to burst at once, they ato; 

And gorged so that, as if the bones had been 
In water, sorely grieved foe dog and cot. 

Perceiving that they all were pick’d too dean. 

The abbot, who to all did honour great, 

A few days after this convivial scene, 

Gave to Morgante a fine horse, well train’d. 

Which he long time had for himself maintain’d. 

I.XVIII. 

The horse Morgante to a meadow led. 

To gallop, and to put him to foe ))roof, 

Thinking font he a back of iron liad, 

Or to skim eggs unbroke was light enou|^; 

But foe horse, sinking with foe pain, fell dead, 

And burst, while cold on earth lay bead and hoot 
Morgante said, “ Got up, foou sulky cur!” 

And still continued pricking with foe spur. 

LXtX. 

But finally he foou^t fit to dismount. 

And said, ” I am as light as any feather. 

And he has burst;—to this what say you, count?” 

Orlando answer’d, ” Like a ship’s msst rather 
You seem to me, ai^ with foe trudt for fnmt>— 

Let him go; Fortune wills that we together 
Should mar^, but you on foot Morgante stflL” 

To whitfo foe giant answer’d, ” Bo 1 wiS. 

LXX. 

When there shall be oocasion, you wfli am 
How I approve my cou^e in foe fi|^t.” 

Oriando said, <* I re^y thiifo you^be, 

If it shouki prove God’s wiO, a good^ kni^; 

Kw will you na^^nng there dialer me. 

But never mi^ your hone, though out of sight 
T were beat to cany him into some wood, 

If but foe means or wy I understood.” 

**Glld«t?«ia Miliatoktiungran (wotone.*' Hit stniigttkaAPiikf 
ihould ttlerallj' antldpalaii tba tacfantMl tarim o( way nld f f tgad 
and iQMUr, laekiwa, and wt uri kt Ihu cutM i$ lift Wikwt 



TRANSLATIOK Gf MOaOANTB MAOilOBS. 


ixxt. 

Tb« giiBt Mid, “ Then cinry him 1 will, 

Since dat to cany me he waa ao aladt— 

To render, aa die goda do, good for ill; 

But lend a hand to place him on my back.” 
OrlanA) anawer’d, “ If my counael still 
M» weigh, Morgante, do not undertake 
To lift or cany this dead courser, who, 

Aa you hare done to him, will do to you. 

IXXII. 

“ Take care ho don’t revenge himself, though dead, 
Aa Neaaus did of <dd beyond all cure. 

I do n’t know if the fact you ’re hoard or read; 

But he win make you burst, you may be sure.’’ 

” But help him on my back,” Morgante said, 

” And you shall see what weight I can endure. 

In place, my gentle Roland, of this palfrey, 

With all the bells, I’d carry yonder belfry.” 

nxitii. 

The abbot said, “ The steeple may do well. 

But, for the helb, you ’re broken them, I wot.” 
Morgante answer'd, ” Let them pay in hell 
The penalty who lie dead in yon grot 
And hoisting up the horse from where he fell, 

Ho said, “ Now look if I the gout have got, 
Orlando, in the legs—or if I have force— 

And then he made two gambols with the horse. 

LXXIV. 

Morgante was like any mountain framed; 

So if ho did this, ’t is no prodigy; 

But secretly himself Orlando blamed. 

Because he was one of his family; 

And fearing that he might bo hurt or maim’d. 

Once more ho bade him lay his burden by: 

“ Put down, nor bear him further the desert in.” 
Morgante said, “ I ’ll carry him for certain.” 

Lxxr. 

Ho did; and stow'd him in some nook away. 

And to the abbey then return’d with speed. 
Orlando said, “ Why longer do wo stay ? 

“ Morgante, here is naught to do indeed.” 

The aUiot by the hand he took one day, 

And aaid, with great respect, he had agreed 
To leave his reverence; but for this decision 
He wish’d to have his pardon and permission. 

I.XXTI. 

The honours they continued to receive 
Perhaps exceeded what his merits claim’d; 

He said, “ I moan, and quickly, to retrieve 
The lost days of time past, which may be blamed 
Some days ago I should have ask’d your leave, 

Kind totber, but I really was ashamed, 

And know not how to show my sentiment, 

So much I BOO you with our stay content. 

Lxxvir. 

" But in my heart I bear through every dime 
The abbot, abbey, and this solitude— 

So much I love you in so short a time; 

For me, from heaven reward you with all good 
The God so true, the eternal Lord sublime! 

Whose kingdom at the last hath open stood. 
Meantime we stand expectant of your blessing, 
And recommend us to your prayers with pressing." 
Lxxnii. 

Now when the abbot Count Orlando heard, 

His heart grew soft with inner tendemesa, 

Such fervour in his bosom bred each word; 

And, “ Cavalier,'’ be said, “ if I have less 
Courteous and kind to your great worth appear’d, 
Than fits me for such getde blood to express, 

I know I've done too little in this case; 

But ^|me our ignorance, and this poor place. 


txxix. 

'• We can indeed but honour yon widi 
And sermons, thanksgivings, and pater-noiteit, 
Hot suppers, dinners, (fittiirg other places 
In verity much rather than the doisten;) 

But such a love for you my heart eitibraces, 

For thousand virtues which your bosom fasten, 
That wheresoe’er you go I too shall bo, 

And, on the odier part, you rest with me, 

nxxx. 

“ This may involve a seeming contradiction; 

But you I know are sage, and feel, and taste, 

And understand my speech with full conviction. 

For your just pious deeds may you be graced 
With the Lord’s great reward and benediction 
By whom you were directed to this waste: 

To his high mercy is our freedom doe. 

For which we render thanks to him and yon. 

nxxxi. 

' You saved at once our life and soul; such fear 
The giants caused us, tliat die way was lost 
By which we could pursue a fit career 
In search of Icsus and the saintly host; 

And your departure breeds such sorrow here. 

That comfortless we all are to our cost; 

But months and years you could not stay in sloth, 
Nor are you form’d to wear our sober clotli; 

LXXXII. 

“ But to bear arms, and wield the brace; indeed, 
With those as much is done as with this cowl: 

In proof of which the Scripture you may read. 

This giant up to heaven may bear his soul 
By your compassion: now in peace proceed. 

Your state and name I seek not to unroll; 

But, if I’m ask’d, this an-swer shall be given. 

That here an angel was sent down from heaven, 
nxxxiii. 

‘ If you want armour or aught else, go in. 

Look o’er the wardrobe, and take what you choose, 
And cover with it o’er this giant’s skin.” 

Orlando answer’d, “ If there should lie loose 
Some armour, ere our journey we begin, 

Which might be turn’d to my companion’s use. 
The gift would be acceptable to me.” 

The abbot said to him, “ Come in and see.” 

nxxxrv. 

And in a certain closet, where the wall 
Was covered with old armour like a crust, 

Tho abbot said to them, “ I give you all.” 

Morgante rummaged piecemeal from the dust 
The whole, which, save one cuirass, was too small, 
And that too had the mail inlaid widi rust. 

They wonder’d how it fitted him exactly. 

Which ne’er has suited others so compactly. 

IXXXT. 

'T was an immeasurable giant’s, who 
By the great Milo of Agrante fell 
Before the abbey roifiy years ago. 

The story on tho wall waa figured well; 

In the last moment rf the abba’s foe, 

Who long had waged a war implacable: 

Precisely as the war occurr’d they drew him, 

1 And there was Milo as he overthrew him. 

I I.XXXVI. 

I Seeing this history. Count Orlando taid 
In his own hea^ Oh God, who in the sky 
Binow’st all things! how was Milo hither led 7 
Who caused the giant in this place to die 7” 

And certain letters, weeping, then he read, 

So that he could not keep his visage dry,— 




in in As I wilt tell in the ensuing itoiy. 


UtUtdraiwIknltlHI^IIiMllv pnnM 


^ ^b... po^ high King of glory! 



POEMS 


NOT mCLUDED IN ANY COLLECTION OP LORD BYRON’S WORKS 
UNTIL AFTER mS DEATH. 


THE BLUES. 

A UTSRARY ECLOGUB. 


** Ntmtum iii erode 

0 irtnt DOl, ye bMnUrol creitturei. to hue. 

Tbi>u|h your Aoir were at rtd at your ttoekingi are blue^ 


SCLOaXTE FIRST. 

London—Btfon the Door of a Lecture Room. 
Enier Tbacv, meeting- Inkel. 

Ink. You ’** too late. 

Tht. Is it over? 

Ink. Nor will be this hour, 

But the benches are crainm’d, like a garden in flower, 
With the pride of our belles, who have made it the fashion 
So instead of “ beaux arte,” we may say “ la heUe passion’ 
For learning, which lately has taken die lead in 
The world, and set all the fine gentlemen reading. 

Ika. I know it too well, and bare worn out my patience 
With studying to study your new publications. 

There’s Vamp, Scamp, and Mouthy, and Wordswords 
and Co. 

With their damnable— 

Ink. Hold, my good friend, do you know 

Whom you speak to? 

IVo. Right well, boy, and so does “the Row 

You’re an author—a poet— 

I?ik. And think you that I 

Can stand tamely in silence, to hear you docry 
The Muses? 

7Va. Excuse mo; I meant no oflence 
Tothe Nine; though die number who make some pretence 
To their favours is such—but the subject to drop, 

I am just piping hot from a publisher’s shop, 

(Next door to the pastry-cook’s; so that when I 
Cannot find the new volume I wanted to buy 
On die bibliopole’s shelves, it is only two paces, 

As one finds every author in one of those places,^ 

Where I just had been skimming a charming critique. 

So Btudd^ with wit, and so sprinkled with Greek! 
Where your IHend—^you know who.j-has just got such a 
threshing, 

That it is, as the phrase goes, extremely *‘rgfred>ing.” 
What a bMtttifiil word 1 
Ink. Very true;’t is so soft 

And so cooling—they use it a litde too oft; 

And the papers have got it at last—but no matter. 

So they’ve cut up our friend then ? 

Tra. Not left him a tattw— 

Not a rag of his present or post reputation. 

Which they call a disgrace to the age and the nation. 

Ink. I’m sorry to hear this; fi)rfi-iendship,youknow—j 
Our poor friend!—but I thought it would terminate so. 
Our ftiend^ip b such, I ’ll read nothing to shock it. 

You & n’t happen to have the Review in your pocket ? 
ZVa. No; 1 left a round dozen of authors and others 


(Very sorry, no doubt, since the cause b a brother’s] 

All scrambling and jostling, like so many inq». 

And on fire widi impatience to get the next glimpse. 

Ink. Let us join them. 

ZVa. What, won’t you return to the lecture ? 

Ink. Why, the place b so cramm’d, there’s rwt room 
(or a spectre. 

Besides, our friend Scamp is to-day so absurd— 

Z'ra. How can you know diat till you hear him ? 

Ink. I heard 

Quite enough; and to tell you the truth, my retreat 
Was from his vile nonsense, no less than the heat. 

ZVa. I have liad no great loss then ? 

Ink. Loss!—such a palaver! 

I’d inoculate sooner my wife with the slaver 
Of a dog when gone rabid, than listen two hours 
To the torrent of trash which around him he pours, 
Pump’d up with such effort, disgorged with such labour, 
That——come—do not niake me speak ill of one’s 
neighbour. 

ZVa. /nuikeyou! 

Ink. Yes, you! I said nothing until 

You compell’d mo, by speaking the truth— 

Tra. To^ 

s that your deduction? 

Ink. When speaking of Scamp ill, 

! certainly ./idkiu), not set an example. 

The follow’s a foul, an impostor, a zany. 

ZVa. And the crowd of to-day shows Uiat one fbol 
makes many. 

But we two will bo wbe. 

Ink. Pray, then, let us retire, 

Tra. I would, but—• 

Ink. There must be attraction much higher 

Than Scamp, or the Jews’-harp he nicknames his lyre, 
To call you to thb hotbed. 

2Vo. 1 own it—’t b true— 

A fair lady- 
ink. A spinster? 

Tra. Mbs Lilac! 

ink. TheBue! 

The heiress? 

Tra. The angel! 

ink. The devil! why, man! 

Pray get out of this hobble as fast as you can. 

You wed with Miss Lilac!’t would be your perdition: 
She’s a poet, a chymist, a mathematician. 

Tra. I say she’s an angel. 

ink. Say rather an angU. 

'! you and she marry, you ’ll certainly wrangle 
say she’s a Blue, man, as Uue u the ether. 

ZVa. And b that any cause for not coming together ? 
ink. Humph! I can’t say I know any htqqiy alliance 
IVhicIi has lately sprung up from a wedlo^ with science, 
ibe’s so learned in all things, and fond of concerning 
Herself in sdl matters connected with learning. 

That- 

ZVo. What? 

Ink. I perliops may as well hold my tongue; 



Bitt diore ’f frr« hvaidrtd people can you irou ^ TVo. Make haste then. 

wrong. tfik. Why «o ? 

SVo. Tou kirget Lady Lihc’a aa rich as Jew. THi, I hare heard p<x^e say 

Ink. b it miit or the cash of mamma you pursue ? That it threaten’d to giro up the gho$t t’ other day. 

IVa. Why, Jack, I ’ll be fiank with you—something Ink. Well, dial is a rign of some spnt. 

of both. Tra. No doubt^ 

The girl’s a fine girl. Shall you be at the Countess of Fiddleoome’s rout ? 

Mk And you feel nothing loth Mt. X ’re a card, and shall go; but at present, as soon 

Te her good lady-mother’s reversioa; and yet As friend Scamp shall be pleared to st^ down from the 

Her lift is as go^ as your own, I will bet. inocm. _ _ ^ .r 

Tm. Let hw live, a^ as long as she likes; I demand (Where he seems to be soaril^ in search of bis wits,) 
Nothing more than the heart of her daughter and hand. And an inthrral grants from his lecturing fits, 

Jhk. Why, that heart’s in the inkstand—that hand I’m engaged to the Lady Bluebottle’s etdhtion, 
on the pen. To partake of a luncheon and team’d conversation; 

Tra, Apropos—^WiU you write me a song now and ’T is a sort of reunion for Scamp, on the days r 

then 1 Of his lecture, to treat him with cold tongue and praise. 


Ink. To what purpose 1 

TVs. You know, asy dear friend, that in {wose 
My talent is decent, as far as it goes ; 

But in rhyme— 

Mt. You’re a terrible stidt, to be sure. 

TVs. I own it; and yet, in those times, there’s no hn« 
For the heart of the fair like a stanza or two; 

And so, as I can't, w0I you fumirii a ftw 7 
Ink. In your name 7 

TVs. In my name. I will copy them out, 

To slip into her hand at the very next rout. 

Iitk. Are ysu so far advanced an to hazard this 7 
TVs. Why, 

Do you thidc me subdued by a Blue-stockiiig’s i^e. 

So dw as to tremble to tell her in rhyme 
What I *ve told her in prose, at the least, as siiblirae 7 
Ink, At ssbihae.' If it be so, no need of my Muse. 
TVs. But ccauider, dear Xnkel, she 's one of the 
“ Blues.” 

Ink. As sublime!—^Mr. Traejr—I’ve nothing to say. 
Stick to prose—As sublime!!—but I wish you good day. 
TVtt. May, stay, my dear fellow—consider—I' 
wrong; 

I own it; but, prithee, compose me the song. 

Ink. At sublime!! 

TVo. I but used the expression in haste. 

hk. That may be, Mr. Tracy, but shows damn’d 
bad taste. 

T>«. I own it—I know it—acknowledge it—what 
Can I say te you more 7 

Ink. I see what you’d beat: 

You dispnr^ my parts with insidious abuse, 

TUI you ftinh you can tum them best to your own use. 
TVa. And is that not a sign I respect thm 7 
Ink. Why that 

To be sore makes m difference. 

TVs. 1 know what is what; 

And you, who ’re a man of the gay world, no loss 
Than a poet of f otlier, may easily guess 
That I never could mean, a w^, to offend 
A genius like you, and moreover my inend. 

Ink. No doubt; you by this time should know vriiat 
is doe 

To a man of ' b ut come—let us shake hands. 

TVs. Yon knew, 

And you fawn, my dear fefiew, how heartily I, 
Whatever you pablish, nm ready to buy. 

Ink. That's niy bookseller’s business; I care not for 
sale; 

Indeed the best fonaa at first rather &U. 

There ware Renegade’s epics, and Botheiby’s plays. 

And my own grand romanoe— 

TVs. Had its full share eff praise. 

I imsif sow it puff’d in the ” Old Qiil’s Review.” 

M. Wlrat Review 7 » 

TVo. T isfteflalMk” XomuldeTrevoux;” 
Adericalwstkef our JeaiulnsK home. 

Bars you never yet seen it? 

M, That pleasure *s to come. 

IS* 


And I own, for my own part, that’t is not unpleasant. 
Will you go 7 There’s Miss Lilac will also be present. 
TVb. That “ metal’s attractive.” 

Ink. No doubt—to the pocket. 

TVa. You riiould rather encourage my passion than 
shock it. 

But let us proceed; for I think, by the hum— 

Ink. Very true; let us go, then, before they can come. 
Or else we ’ll be kept here an hour at their levy. 

On the rack of cross questions, by all the blue bevy. 
Hark! Zounds, they ’ll be on us; I know by the drone 
Of old Botberby’s spouting, ex-cathedra tone. 

Ay ! there he is at it. Poor Scamp 1 better join 
Your friends, or he ’ll pay you back in your own coin. 
TVa. AU fair; ’t is but lecture for lecture. 

Ink, That’s clear. 

But for Grod’s sake let’s go, or the bore will be here, 
'^ome, come; nay, 1 ’m off. [Emt Ihkel. 

TVa. You are righV a^ I ’ll follow; 

’T is high time for a “ Sic me eavavit Apollo.’* 

And yet we shall have the whrie crew on our kibes, 
Blues, dandies, and dowagers, and second-hand scribes. 
All flocking to moisten their exquisite throttles , 
With a of Madeira St lAdy Bluebottle’s. 

[Enit Tnacr. 


ECLOO0E BECOED. 

An AparlmaU in the Haute ef Lanr Bl0eeotti.e.— 
A Table prepared. 

Sia Ricbabd Bi.uEBom,E solus. 

Was there ever a man who was married so sorry 7 
Like a fool, I must needs do the thing in a hurry. 

My life is reversed, and my quiet destroy’d; 

My days, which once pass’d in so gentle a void. 

Must now, every hour of the twelve, be employ’d: 

The twelve, do I say 7—of the whole twenty-four, 

~8 there one which I dare call my own any more 7 
iVhat with driving and visiting, dancing and dining, 
iVhat with learning, and teaching, and scribbling, and 
shining. 

In science and art, I ’D be curst if I know 
Myself from my wife; for although we are two, 

Yet she somehow contrives that ^ things shall be done 
h a style that proclaims us eternally one. 

But the thing of all things which distresses me more 
Than die biUs of the week (though they trouble me sore) 
a the numerous, humorous, backbiting crew 
X BcribUers, wha, lecturera, white, black, and blue, 
fVho are brought to my house as an inn, to my cost 
—For the bill here, it seems, is defray’d by the host— 
No pleasure! no leisure! no thought for my pains, 

Jut to hear a vile jargon which addles my brains; 

*L smatter and chatter, glean’d out of reviews, 
ty the rag, tag, and bobtail, of those they call “ Blues 

1 rabble who know not-But soft, here they come 1 

Would to God I were deaf! as I’m not, I ’Q be dumb. 



veatmL 




gitkr Li.l>r Bl 0 »otti.c, Mim Lii.^o, I.abt Burs 
MOTOT, M». Bothumt, IltlEI,, Thaoy, Mim Ma 
ZAliMS, and odieri, uiUh ScaK]> the Lecturer, ^ 
Lain Btueb. Ah! Sir Richard, good morning; I ’r 
' brought you some friends. 

Sir Rich, (bmae, and afterwardi aside.) If friends 
they ’re the first, 

La^ Bbieb. But the luncheon attends. 

1 pray ye be seated, “ sons ceremonic." 

Mr. Scamp, you ’re fatigued j take your phair there, nc» 
me. u£ sit 

Sir Rich, {aesde.) If be does, his fatigue is to come. 

I July Rludi. Mr. Tracy— 

Lady Bluemount—^Miss Lilao—bo pleased, pray, toplao 
ye; 

And you, Mr. Botherby— 

RM. Oh, my dear Lady, 

I obey. 

Lady Blueh. Mr. Inkel, I ought to upbraid ye: 

You were not at die lecture. 

Irik. Excuse me, I was; 

But the heat forced me out in die best part—alas! 

And when- 

Lady Bludt. To be sure it was broiling; but then 
You have lost such a lecture 1 
BoIIl The best of die ten. 

jfV«. How can you know that? there arc two more. 
Both. Because 

I defy him to boat this day’s wondrous applause. 

The very walls shook. 

Ink. Oh, if that be the tost, 

I allow our friend Scamp has this day done his best. 

Miss Lilac, permit me to help you;—a wing? 

Miss LU. No more, sir, 1 diank you. Who lectures 
next spring ? 

Both. Dick Dundor. 

Ink. That is, if he lives. 

Miss LU. And why not? 

Ink. No reason whatever, save that he’s a sot. 

Lady Bluemount! a glass of Madeira? 
iody Bluem. With pleasure. 

Ink. How does your friend Wordswords, that Winder* 
mere treasure ? 

Does he stick to his lakes, like die leeches ho sings. 

And their gatherers, as Homer sung warriors and kings? 
Lady Blueb. He lias just got a place. 

Ink. As a footman? 

Lady Bluem. For shame! 

Nor profane with your sneers so poetic a name. 

/nit. Nay, I meant him no evil, but pitied his master; 
For die poet of pedlars ’twore, sure, no disaster 
To wear a now livery; the more, as’t is not 
The first time he has turn’d both his creed and his coat. 
La^ Bhtem. For shame! I repeat. If Sir George 
could but hear- 

La^ Blueb. Never mind our friend Inkel; wo all know, 
my dear, 

’T is his way. 

Sir Rids. But this pla ce 

Ink. Is perhaps like friend Scamp’s, 

A lecturer’s. • f 

Latly Binds. Excuse me—’t is one in “ the Stamps 
He is made a collector. 

Tra. Collector! 

Sir Rich How? 

Miss IB. What? 

Ink. I (didl think of him oft when I buy a new hat: 
There his works will appear— 

Lady Bbtem. Sir, they reach to the Ganges, 

/nk. I idian’t go so fim—I can have them at Grange’s.* 
Lady Bind). Oh fie! 

Mas IM. And for shame! 

Lady Bbtem. You ’re too bad. 


VarfReeH 


• Orsias Is w was a famnu putry.cook awl frultamr la Fiscaitillr. 


Rath. 

Lady Bluem. How good ? 

Lady Bhttb. He means naught—^’t is his phsassu 

La^ Bbtem. He grows nide. 

iMiy Blueb. He means nothing; nay, ask him. 

Zndy Bluem. Fray, sir! did you mean 

What you say ? 

Ink. Never mind if he did;’t will be seen 

That whatever he means won’t alloy what ho says. 

Both. Sir! 

Ink. Pray be content with your portion of praise; 
’T was in your defence. 

Bath. If you please, with submission, 

I con make out my own. 

Ink. It would bo your perdition. 

While you live, my dear Botherby, never defead 
Yourself or your works; but leave both to a friend. 
Apropos—Is your play then accepted at last ? 

BetA. At last ? 

Ink. Why I thought—that’s to say—there had past 
A few green-room whispers, which hinted—you know 
That the taste of the actors at best is so so. 

Both. Bir, the green-room’s in rapture, and so’s the 
committee. 

IiA. Ay—yours are the plays for exciting our “ piw 
And fear,” as the Greek says: for “ purging the mind,” 

' doubt if yon ’ll leave us an equal behind. 

Both. I have wri;^ the prologue, and meant to have 
pray’d 

'or a spice of your wit in an epilogue’s aid. 

Ink. Well, time enough yet, when the play’s to be 
play’d. 

!s it cast yet ? 

Both. The actors are fighting for parts, 

As is usual in that most litigious of arts. 

Lady Blueb. We ’ll all make a party, and go the Jiret 
night. 

Tra. And yon promised the epilogue, Inkel. 

Ink. Not quite. 

However, to save my friend Botherby trouble, 

' ’ll do what I can, diough my pains must be double. 

TVo. Why so? 

Ink. To do justice to what goes before. 

Both. Sir, I’m happy to say, I’ve no fears on that 
score. 

'our parts, Mr. Inkel, are- 

Ink. Never mind mtne; 

Itick to those of your play, which is quite your own line. 
Lady Bluem. You ’re a fugitive writer, 1 tliink, sir, 
of rhymes? 

Ink. Yob, ma’am; and a fugitive reader sometimes. 

)n Wordswords, for instance, I seldom alight, 
r on Moutlicy, his friend, without taking to flight. 

Lady Bluem. Sir, your taste is too common; but 
time and posterity 

Vill right these great men, and this age’s severity 
lecome its reprimcb. . 

Iftk. I’ve no sort of objection, 

o I’m not of the party to take Uie infection. 

Lady Blueh. Perhaps you have doubts that they ever 
will take ? 

Ink. Not at all; on the contrary, those<d' the take 
lave taken already, and still will continue 
'o take—what fiiey can, from a groat to a guinea, 

If pension or place;—but the subject’s a bore. 

Lady Bbtem. W^, air, tlie time’s coming. 

Ink. Scamp! do n’t you feel sore 7 

IThat say you to this ? 

Scamp. They have merit, I own; 

'hough their system’s absurdity keeps it uifitnown. 

/nk. Then why not unearth it in one of your lectures ? 
Soamp. It is only time past which comes under my 
elricturee. 

Lady Bbieb. Come, a truce with ail tartness >*tha 
jay of my heart 



b M (M |3f«lare’i triianph o’er «U ihat ia art. 

Win NiUiireS—4}raiKl Shalopeare! 

JMt. And doira Ariitotle 

L^aium._ Sir George thinka exactly with Lady 
Bhiebettie; 

And my Lord Sev^yofour, who protects our dear Bard 
And wM gare him hu place, has the greatest regard 
For the poet, who, singing of pedlars and asses, 

Has fou^ out the way to dispense with Pamasws. 

TVw. And yeo. Scamp!— 

8aa>g>. I needs must confess I 'm embarrass’d. 
Ink. Do n’tcaliupmiScamp, who’s already so harass’d 
WMi old lekooU, a^ new schoeb, and no sdwoU, and all 
tehooli. 

TVs, Well, one thing ia certain, that tom must be 
fools. 

1 riioold tike to know who. 

Ink. And I should not be sorry 

To know who are not: —it would save us some worry. 

JShwb. A truce with remark, and let nothing 
control 

This “ feast of our reason, and Sow of the soul.” 

Wi, my dear Mr. Botherby! sympathise!—I 
Now feel such a rapture, I’m ready to fly, 

1 feel so elastic—" to buoyant — to buoyant /”* 

Ink, Tracy! open the window. 

Tm. I wish her much joy on ’t. 

Both. For God’s sake, my Lady Bluebottle, check not 
This gentle emotion, so seldom our lot 
Upon earth. Give it way;’t is an impulse which lifts 
Our spirits from earth; the sublimest of gifts ; 

For which poor Frmnetheus was chain’d to his moun¬ 
tain. 

'T is the source of all sentiment—feeling’s true fountain; 
’T is tile Vision of Heaven upon Earth: ’t is the gas 
Of the soul:’t is the seizing of shades as tlioy pass. 

And making them substance:’t is sometliing divine:— 
Ink. Shall I help you, my friend, to a little more wine ? 
Both. I thank you; not any more, sir, till 1 dine. 

Ink, Apropos—^Do you dine with Sir Humphrey to¬ 
day 7 

Tra. I should think with Duke Humphrey was more 
in your way. 

Ink. It might be of yore; but we authors now look 
To the knight, as a landlord, much more tlian the Duke. 
The truth is, each writer now quite at his ease is, 

And (except wifti his publisher) dines where he pleases. 
But ’tis now nearly five, and I must to the Park. 

Tra. And I’ll take a turn with you there till ’tis 
dork. 

And you, Scamp— 

Scamp. Excuse^mo; I must to my notes. 

For roy lecture next week. 

ItJe. He must mind whom ho quotes 

Out of “ Elegant Extracts.” 

Lady Btu^. Well, now we break up; 

But remember Miss Diddle invites us to sup. 

Ink. Then at two hours past midnight we all meet 
again. 

For the sciences, sandwiches, hock, and champagne! 

Tra. And the sweet lobster salad! 

Both. I honour that meal; 

For’t is then that our feelings most genuinely—feel. 

ItA. True; feeling is truest then, far beyond question: 

1 wish to the gods’t was the same with digestion! 

Lady MxtA. Pshaw I—^never mind that; for one mo¬ 
ment of feeling 
Is worth—God knows what. 

M. ’T is at least worth concealing 

For hseHcrwhat frdlows-But here comes your car¬ 

riage. 

Sir JRioa. (aids.) I wUi alt these people were d—d 
^ withmarriage! [Exeunt. 


THE THIRD ACT OF MANFRED, IN ms 
ORIGINAL SHAPE, AS FIRST BENT TO 
THE PUBLISHER.* 

ACT in. 

ScxHE I.—A Soli in the Caitk if Mtnfred. 
Makfued and Hesmaw. 

Man. What is the hour 1 

Her. It wants but one tjO ■UHst 

And promises a lovely twilight. * 

Man. Say, 

Are all things so disposed of in the tower 
I As I directed? 

Her, All, my lord, are ready: » 

Here is the key and casket. 

Mm. It is well: 

Thou mayst retire. Hxaaiuir. 

Man. (alone.) There is a cafan upon me— 
Inexplicable stillness! which till now 
Did not belong to what I knew of life. 

If that I did not know philosophy 
To be of all our vanities the motliest, 

The merest word that over ford’d the ear 
From out the schoolman’s jargon, I should deem 
The golden secret, tlio sought “ Kalon” found. 

And seated in my soul. It will not last. 

But it is well to hare known it, though but once; 

It hath enlarged my thoughts with a new sense, 

And I within my tablets would note down 
That there is such a feeling. Who is there ? 

Re-enter Herman. 

1 Her. My lord, tlie Abbot of St. Maurice craves 
To greet your presence. 

Enter the Abbott of St. Maubice. 

Abbot. Peace be witli Count Manfred! 

Mon. Thanks, holy father! welcome to these walls; 
Thy presence honours them, and blesses those 
Wlio dwell within tliem. 

Abbot. AVould it were so. Count! 

But I would fain confer with thee alone. 

, 3Ian. Herman retire. What would my reverend 
guest? [Exit Hebman. 

Abbot. Thus, without prelude;—Age and zeat, my 
office. 

And good intent, must plead my privilege; 

Our near, though not acquainted, neighbourhood 
May also be my herald. Rumours strange. 

And of unholy nature, are abroad, 

And busy with fliy name—a noble name 
'or centuries; may he who bears it now 
Transmit it unimpaired! 

Mon. Proceed,—I listen. 

Abbot. ’Tis said thou boldest converse with the things 
Which are forbidden to the search of man; 

That with the dwellers of the dark abodes. 

The many’evil and unheavenly spirits 
Which walk the volley of the shade of death. 

Thou communes!. I know tliat with mankiiMl, 

Thy fellows in creatir n, thou dost rarely 
Ixchange thy thoughts, and that thy srditude 
Is as an anchorite’s, were it but holy. 

Man. And what are they who do avouch these things ? 
Abbot. My pious brethren—the scared peasantry— 
Iven thy own vassals—who do look on thee 
With most unquiet eyes. Thy life’s in peril. 

Man. Take it. 

Abbot. I come to save, and not destroy— 

I would not pry into thy secret soul; 

But if these things be sooth, there still is time 

For penitence and pity: reconcile thee 

With the true chur^, and through the church to heaven. 


iPssI from Itlr, with the aordi. 


* Sm LsUer to Mr. Murroy, Ayrii U, 1817, y«s« 



B6m. I hear thee. Thii ii my reply; trhate’er 
I may hare been, or am, doth rest b^een 
Heaven and myaelf.—I ahalt not chooee a mortal 
To be my mediator. Have I sinn’d 
. Against yonr ordinances ? prove and punish !* 

Alilitt. Then, hear and tremble! For the headstron] 
wretch 

Who in the mail of innate hardihood 
Would shield himself, and battle for his sins, 

There is the stake on earth, and beyond earth eternal— 
Afon. Charity, most reverend bther. 

Becomes thy lips so much more than this menace. 

That I would call thee back to it; but say, 

Whnt wouldst thou with me ? 

Abbott It may ho there are 

Things that would shake thee—but I keep them back. 
And give the till to-morrow to repent. 

Then if thou dost not all devote thyself 
To penance, and with gift of all thy lands 
To the monastery- 

Man. I understand thoe,—well 

Abbot. Expect no mercy; I have warned thee. 

Man. (opening the ccaket.) 

There is a gift for thee within this casket. 

[Mskfbeu opens Ike casket, strikes a light, 
and bums some incense. 

Ho! Ashtaroth! 


It was not my seeking. My heart liokmt 
And weighs a fo’d forei^ng on my soul; 
But it is calm—calm as a sullen sea 
After the hurricane; the winds ore still, 

But the cold waves swell high and heavily, 
And there is danger in them. Such a rest 
Is no repose. My life bath been a combat, 
And every thought a wound, till I am scarr’d 
In the immortal part of me.—^What now ? 


The Demon Ashtaboth appears, singing as follows. 

The raven sits 
On the mven stone, 

And his black wing flits 
O’er the milkwhite bone; 

To and fro, as tlie night winds blow. 

The carcass of the assassin swings; 

And there alone, on the raven-stone,* 

The raven flaps his dusky wings. 

Tlie fetters creak—and his ebon beak 
Croaks to the close of the hollow sound; 

And this is the tune by the light of the moon 
To which the witches dance tlieir round. 

Merrily, merrily, cheerily, cheerily. 

Merrily, merrily, speeds the ball: 

The dead in their shrouds, and the demons in clouds. 
Flock to the witches’ carnival. 

Abbot. I fear thoe not—hence—hence— 

Avaunt thee, evil one!—^lielp, ho! without there! 

Man. Convey this man to the Shreckhom—to its 
peak— 

To its extromest peak—^wntch with him there 
From now till sunrise; let him gaze, and know 
He ne’er again will be so near to heaven. 

But harm him not; and, when the morrow breaks, 

Set him down safe in his cell—away with him! 

Ask. Had I not bettor bring his brethren too, 

Convent and all, to bear him company? 

Man. No,thiswill8ervefer the present. Take him up. 
Ash. Come, friar! now an exorcism or two. 

And we shall fly the lighter. 

Ashtakoth disappears with the Abbot, singing as 
foltows: 

A prodigal son and a maid undone, 

And a widow re-wedded within the year; 

And a worldly monk and a pregnant nun. 

Are things which every day appear. 

Manfred oime. 

Afon. Why would this fool break in on me, and force 
My art to praiiiks fentastical?—no matter. 


Re-etder Herman. 

Her. My lord, you bade me wait on you at sunset: 
He sinks behind the mountain. 

Man. Doth he so ? 

I will look on him. 

[Manfred advances to the window tf the hat 
Glorious orb !* the idol 
Of early nature, and the vigorous taco 
Of undiseased mankind, the giant sons 
Of the embrace of angels, with a sex • 

More beautiful tlian they, which did draw down 
The erring spirits who can ne’er return.— 

Most glorious orb! that wert a worship, ere 
The mystery of thy making was reveal’d! 

Thou earliest minister of tlio Almighty, 

AVhich gladden’d, on their mountain tops, the hearts 
Of tlie Chaldean shepherds, till they pour’d 
Themselves ill orisons! thou material God! 

And representative of the Unknown— 

Who chose llico for his shadow! thou chief star! 

Icntrc of many stars! which mak’st our earth 
Endurable, and tcropercst the hues 
And hearts of all who walk within thy rays! 

Sire of tlie seasons ! Monarch of the climes, 

And tlioso who dwell in them 1 for, near or far, 

')ur inborn spirits have a tint of thee, 

Even as our outward aspects ;—thou dost rise. 

And shine, and set in glory. Pare thee well! 

! ne’er shall see thee more. As my first glance 
)f love and wonder was for thee, then take 
My latest look: thou wilt not beam on one 
""o whom the gifts of life and warmth have been 
If a more fatal nature. Ho is gone; 
follow. [£nt Manfred. 


* It Witt bfl pcrceWsd that, aa br as this, the original matter at the 
Thint Act haa been tetalneti. 

IUveB.atnae, (Raheitsteln.) a tranalatiuoor the German vent for 
the stbhet, vhich lit Oermanr and Swltwrlanfl ts permanetit, and matte 
of etooe.” 


cene II.— The Mountains—The Castle of Manfred at 
I some distance — A Terrace before a Tower.—Time, 
TwUig/a. 

Herman, Mandei., and other Dependants ^Manfred. 

Her. ’Tis strange enough; ni^t after night, fiw 
years. 

Ho hath pursued long vigils in this tower, 
iVithout a witness. I have been within it,— 

5o have we all been ollt'imcs; but from it, 

)r its contents, it wore impossible 
I’d draw conclusions absolute of aught 
iis studios tend to. To bo sure, there is 
)ne chamber where none enter; I would give 
'he fee of what I have to como these three ye»n, 

'o pore upon its mysteries. 

Maraut. ’T were dangerous; 

ontent thyself with what thou know’st already. 

Her. Ah! Manuel! thou art elderly and wise, 
nd couldst say much; thou hast dwelt within the 
castle— 

low many years is’t ? 

Manuel. Ere Count Manfred’s birth, 

served his father, whom he naught resembles. 

Her. There be more sons in Ifte predicament, 
lilt wherein do they differ? 

Manuel. I speak not 


*T>iittoUloqu7,«ndftitPeBt part of tbeiubMqotni acemifwiv* I 
I rvtnined iu tb« present form of the <Irai 



Of ftMomW'tr fim, tal Mind aad Inbiu: 

Oooat Sigiannad «u pread,--M gajr and fine,— 

■A wairior and a nretler; be dwelt not 
With boaloi and aolitude, nor made the ni^ 

A gloomy Wgil, but a tirae, 

Merrier than day; he did not walk the rocka 
And foreeta like a wolf, nor tnm aside 
From men and their delights. 

Sbr. Beshrew the hour, 

But those were jocund times! I would that such 
Would visit the old walla again; they look 
As if they had forgotten them. 

Monuef. T^se walls 

Must change their chieftain first. Oh! I have seen 
Some strange things in these few years.* 

Her. Come, be friendly; 

Relate me sornsr to while away our watch; 

1 ’ve heard thee darkly speak cf an event 
Which happen’d hereabouts, by this same tower. 

Mamtel. That was a night indeed! I do remember 
'T was twilight, as it may be now, and such 
Another evening;—yon red cloud, which rests 
On Bigber’s pinnacle, so rested dien,— 

Bo like it that U might be the same; the wind 
Was iaint and gusty, and the mountain snowa 
Began to glitter with lire climbing moon; 

Count Manfred vras, as now, within his tower,— 

How occupied, we knew not, but with him 
The sole companion of his wanderings 
And watchings—^her, whom of all earthly things 
That lived, the only thing seem’d to love. 

As ho, indeed, by blood was bound to do. 

The lady Astorte, his—• 

Her, Look—^look—tlio tower— 

Tbo tower’s on fire. Oh, heavens and earth! what sound, 
What dreadful sound is that? [A erath like thunder. 

Manud. Help, lielp, there!—to the rescue of the 
Count,— 

The Count’s in danger,—what ho! there! approach! 

[The ServarUe, Vateal*, and Peaeantry approach, 
Uuptfied tdOi terror. 

If there be any oC you who have heart 
And love of human kind, and will to aid 
Those in distress—pause ix>t—^but follow me— 

The portal’s open, iullow. [Manuei. gws in. 

Her. Como—who follows 7 

What, none of ye 7—ye recreants! shiver then 
Without. I will not see old Manuel risk 
His few remaining years muiided. [Hermak goes in. 

Vassal. Hark!— 

No—all is silent—not a breath—the fiame 
Which shot forth such a blaze is also gone; 

What may this mean 7 let’s enter 1 

Peasant. Faith, not I,— 

Not that, if one, or two, or more, will join, 

1 then will stay behind; but, for my part, 

I do not see precisely to what end. 

Vassal. Cease your vain prating—come. 

Manuel, (tpeakmgwidm.) ’T is all in vain— 

He’s dead. 

Her. {within.) Not so—even now methought he moved; 
But it is dark—so bear him gently out— 

Softly—how cdid he is! take care of his temples 
In winding down the staircase. 

Re-enter MAiruEi. and Hbrmas, beeaing Makfres in 
thdr arms. 

Manuel, Hie to the castle, some ofyo, and bring 
What aid you can. Saddle the barb, and speed 
For the leadi to the city—quick 1 some watw there 1 

Her. His cheek is black—hut there is a &int beat 
Still lingering about the bfWt. Some water. 

* AUmd,laUM|inMuttorai WBomitiUfSIliliisila 


Msinraas wiAiMlr; q/JtrajMMs 

he gweteome rngne qf Ij/i, 

MamuL Be seems to strive to speiik—flane—ciMerly, 

Count! 

He moves hit Hpt—const bear him 7 lam old, 
knd cannot cat^ &int sounds. 

[Herman indining He heaimd iiiteaisg. 
Her. 1 hear a word 

Or two—but indistinctly—what is neit? 

What ’■ to be done 7 let’s bear him to the castle. 

[Manfred matiom with hie hand not to remove him, 
Manud. He disapproves—and’t were of no avail— 
He changes rapidly. 

Her, ’T will soon be over. 

Manud. ph 1 what a death is this! that I shdhld live 
To shake my gray hairs over the last chief 
Of the house of Sigismund.—And such a death! 

Atone—we know not how—unshrived—untended— 

With strange accompaniments and fearful signs— 

* shudder at the sight—but must not leave him. 

Manfred. {speMng fatroly and ehndy.) Old man 1 
’t is not so diflicidt to die. 

[Manfred, having said tkie, expiree. 
Her. His eyes are fix’d and lifeless.—^He is gone. 
Manud. Close them.—My old hand quivers.—^He de¬ 
parts— 

Whither? 1 dread to think—But he is gone! 


TO MY DEAR MARY ANNE. 

THE rOLLOWINO UNES ARE THE SARLIBS^kVRITTEN BY 
lord BYRON. THEY WERE AODBBSSBD TO KISS OHA- 
WORTH, AFTBEWARDS URS. MUSTERS, IN 1804, ABOUT 
A YEAR BEFORE HER KARRIAOE.] 

Adieu to Bweet Mary for ever 1 
From her I must quickly depart; 

Though the fates us from each other sever, 

Still her image will dwell in my heart. 

The flame tliat within my heart bums 
If unlike what in lovers’ hearts glows; 

The love whirii for Mary I feel 
Is for purer than Cupid bestows. 

I wish not your peace to disturb, 

I wish not your joys to molest; 

Mistake not my passion for love, 

’T is your friendship alone I request. 

Not ton thousand lovers could feel 
The friendship my bosom contains; 

It will ever within my heart dwell. 

While the warm blood flows through my veins. 

May the Ruler of Heaven look down. 

And my Mary from evil defend 1 

May she ne’er know adversity’s frown. 

May her happiness ne’er have ui end! 

Once more, my sweet Mary, adieu 1 
Farewell 1 I with anguisli repeat, 

For ever It’ll think upon you 
While heart in my bosom shall beaL 


TO MISS CHAWORTH. 

Oh Memory, torture mo no more. 

The present’s all o’eicast; 

My ho^s of future bliss are o’er, 

In mercy veil the past. 



Wl 7 hring tboie inagM to view 
I hweeibrth naoU rsHgoT 
Ah! thoae bq>py hoon resow, 

That saver c«a be Biine ? 

Past pleasure doubles piresest pain, 

To sorrow adds regret, 

Regret and 1 k^ ue both in vain, 

I ask hot to->^get” 1804. 

FRAGMENT. 

1 . 

Hisy of Anneslejr, bleak and barren, 

Where my thoughtless childhood stray’d. 

How the noi^ern tempests, warring. 

Howl above thy tufted shade! 

1 

Now no more, the hours beguiling. 

Former favourite haunts 1 see; 

Now no more my Mary smiling 
Makes ye seem a heaven to me. 


To Thee, my God, to Ihee I caB! 

Whatever weal or wo betide. 

By thy command I rise or &11, 

In thy protectioa I cooMe. 

]£, when diis dust to dust restored, 

My soul shall float on airy wing, 

How 8^ diy glorious name adored 
In^re her feeble voice to sing! 

But, if this fleeting spirit share 
With clay the grave’s eternal bed, 

While life yet throbs I raise my prayer, 

Though doom’d no more to quit the dead. 

To Thee I breathe my humble strain. 

Grateful for all thy mercies past, 

And hope, my God, to thee again 
This erring Ufo may fly at last. 

mZlse.I 80 e. 


1805 


FRAGMENT. 

fWlieo Lord Byron Brtt wont to Newotead on hli airlral from Alwiv 
(iMn, lui plontoil a young oak In lonu part of tins ground!, and bad an 
tuea tiiat««t( fiourighet], so ibould he, fionie tix or mtcb TMir* tthern 
on r«vjgjtiiig thti wiot, he found hif onlr choked up by weetb, and aliooft 
desttoypil, Tho following ox*euiBg iiiwa are a fuecimau of the poem i}« 
wrote on ihe occasiunj 


THE PRAYER OP NATURE. 

Pathe* of Light! great God of Heaven! 

Hear’st thou the accents of despair? 

Can guilt like man’s be e’er forgiven ? 

Can vice atone for crimes by prayer ? 
Father oTLight, on thee I call ! 

Thou see’st my soul is dork within; 

Thou who const mark die sparrow’s fall, 
Avert from me die death of sin. 

No shrine I seek to sects unknown; 

Oh point to me tho path of truth! 

Thy dread omnipotence I own; 

Spare, yet amend, die faults of youth. 

Let bigots rear a gloomy ftuie, 

Lot superstition hail tho pile, 

Let priests, to spread their sable reign, 

With tales of mystic rites beguile. 

Shall man conflue his Maker’s sway 
To Ghithic domes of mouldering stone? 
Thy temple is the face of day; 

Earth, ocean, heaven thy toundless throne. 
Shall man condemn his race to hell 
Unless they bond in pompous form; 

Tell us that all, for one who fell. 

Must perish in the mingling storm? 

Shall ea^ pretend to reach the skies, 

Yet doom his brother to expire, 

Whose soul a diflerent hope supplies, 

Or doctrines less severe inspire ? 

Shall these, by creeds they can’t expound, 
Prepare a mneied bliss or wo ? 

Shall reptiles, groveling on the ground, 

Their great Creator’s purpose know ? 

Shall those, who live for self alone, 

Whose years float on in daily crime— 

Shall they by Faith for guilt atone. 

And live beyond the bounds of Time ? 
Father! no prophet’s laws I seek,— 

laws in Nature’s works appear;— 

I own myself corrupt and weak, 

Yet win I pray, for thou wilt hear! 

Thou, who const guide die wandering star 
Through trackless realma of ether’s space; 
Who ealm’at the elemental war, 

Whoso hand from pole to pole I trace j— 
Thou, who in wisdom placed me here, 

W^, when thou wilt, can take me hence, 
Ah! wUlst 1 tread thU earthly sphere. 
Extend to m thy wide defence. 


Youno Oak, when I planted thee deep in the ground, 

I hoped diat thy days would be longer dian mine; 
That thy dark>waving branches would flourish around, 
And ivy thy trunk with its mande entwine. 

Such, such was my hope, when, in infancy’s years. 

On die land of my fathers I roar’d dice with pride; 
They are past, and I water thy stem with my tears,. — — 
Thy decay not the weeds, that surround thee, can hide. 

I left thee, my Oak, and, since that fatal hour, 

A stranger has dwelt in tho hall of my sire, Ac. &c. 


ON REVISITING HARROW. 

]^6ome jears afp)» when at Harrow, a frkod of the authm* en|raTad on 
a particular aitot tho iiainea ofhoUi, with a few atlilllioniU wortia, at _ 
tiiemoria]. Afterwarria, oci rfceiviiie some real or hna^n^ tbk 

author dealroycd the froil lecord More tie left Barrow. Oo rarjaUiaC 
lh« place in 18U7, he wrote under it the followiug •lanxaa.] 

1 . 

He&c once engaged the stranger’s view 
Young Friendship’s record simply traced 

Pew were her words,—but yet though few, 

I Resentment’s hand the line defaced. 


2 . 

Deeply she cut—but, not erased, 

Tho charactcra were still so plain. 

That Friendship once return’d, and gazadp— 
Till Memory hail’d the words again. 

3. 

Repentance placed them as before; 

Forgiveness join’d her gentle name; 

So Ikir tho inscription seem’d once more, 
That Friandship thought it still the aame. 

4. 

Thus might the Record now have been; 

But, all, in spite uf Hope’s tuideavoar. 

Or Friendship’s tears, Pride rush'd between, 
And blotted out the line for ever! 


L’AMITIE EST L’AMOUR SANS AILBS. 
I. 

Why should ray anxious breast repine, 

Because my youth is fled ? 

Days of delight may sUU be mine; 

I Afieetionli not dead. 



b U«cing iMck ttw y«wt ef youth, 

One firm record, one luting touth 
Celeitial conaolction bringe; 

Beir it, ye breezes, to the sett, 

Where ^ nqr heart re^onsive beet,—' 

" Friendship is Lore without his wings I” 

C. 

Through few, but deeply chequer’d years, 
What moments hare been mine! 

Now, half obscured by donds trf' tears. 

Now, bright in rays divine j 
Howe’er my future doom be cast, 

My soul, enraptured with the pa^ 

To one idea fondly clings; 

Friendship! that thought is all thine own, 
Worth worlds of bliss, that thought alone, 

“ Friendship is Love without his wings 

3. 

Where yonder yew-trees lightly wave 
Their branches on the gale, 

Unheeded heaves a simple grave. 

Which tells the common tale; 

Round this unconscious schoolboys stray. 

Till the dull knell of childish play 
From yonder studious mansion rings; 

But here whene’er my footsteps move. 

My silent tears too plainly prove 
“ Friendship is Love wiAout his wings!” 

4. 

Oh Love! before thy glowing shrine 
My early vows were paid; 

My hopes, my dreams, my heart was thine. 
But these are now decay’d; 

For thine are pinions like the wind. 

No trace of thee remains behind. 

Except, ahis! thy jealous stings. 

Away, away! delusive power. 

Thou shall not haunt my coming hour; 

“ Unless, indeed, widiout thy wi«gs!” 

6. 

Seatofmyyoudi! thy distant spire 
Recalls each scene of joy; 

My bosom glows with former fire,— 

In mind again a boy. 

Thy grove rf elms, thy veidant hill, 

TIra every path delights me still. 

Each flower a double fragrance flings; 
Again, as once, in converse gay. 

Each dear associate seems to say 

" Friendship is Love without his wings 1” 

6. 

My Lycus! wherefore dost thou weep? 

Thy falling tears restrain; 

Afiectitm for a time may sleep, 

But, oh, ’t will wake again. 

Think, think, my friend, when next we meet. 
Our long-wish’d interview, how sweet! 

From diis my hope dS rapture springs; 
While youthful hearts thus fondly sweu, 
Absence, my friend, can only teU, 

Friendship is l^e without his wings!” 

7. 

In one, snd one alone deceived, 

Did I my error mourn ? 

No—fi'om oppressive bonds relieved, 

I left the wretch to scorn. 

1 turn’d to dnse my riiil&ood knew, 

With feelings warm, with bosoms true. 
Twined with my heart’s according strings; 
And tiU those vital chords shall break, 

For none but these n^ breast riutll wake, 

” Frisadihip, the power deprived of wings!” 


e. 

To few! my soul, my lifeie yousi, 

My memory end my hope; 

Tour worth a lasting love enatsns. 

Unfetter’d in its scope; 

From smooth deceit a^ terror epniag, ' 

With aspect fitir and honey’d tongue, 

Let Adulation wait on kinge. 

With joy elate, by snares beset. 

We, we, my friends, can ne’er fiuget 
« Friendship is Love without his wings!” 

9 . 

Fictions airi dreams inspire the bard , 

Who roUe the epic song; 

Friendship and Truth be my reward, 

To me no bays belong; 

If laurell’d Fame but dwells with lies. 

Me the enchantress ever files, 

Whose heart and not whose fancy sings: 

Simple and young, I dare not feign. 

Mine be the rude yet heartfelt strain, 

Friendship is Love without his wings!” 

Dasember, 1606. 


TO MY SON.* 

1 . 

Those flaxen locks, those eyes of Uue, 
Bright as thy mother’s in their hue; 
Those rosy lips, whose dimples play 
And smile to steal the heart away, 
Recall a scene of former joy, 

And touch thy Father’s heart, my Boy! 

2 . 

And thou canst lisp a father’s name— 
Ah, William, were thine own the same, 
No self-reproach—but, let me cease— 
My care for thee shall purchase peace; 
Thy mother’s shade shah smile in joy, 
And pardon all the past, my Boy. 

3. 

Her lowly grave the turf has prest. 

And thou hast known a stranger’s breast. 
Derision sneers upon thy birth, 

And yields thee scarce a name on earth; 
Yet shall not these one hope destroy,— 
A Father’s heart is thine, my Boy! 

4. 

Why, let the world unfeeling frown, 
Must I fond Nature’s claim disown 1 
Ah, no—though moralists reprove, 

I hail thee, dearest child of love, 

Pair cherub, pledge of youth and joy— 
A Father guards diy bi^, my Boy! 


** The only cinjujnelanco 1 know, thnl bun even remotely on the euh- 
Ject of thle poem, 1« the followlnf. About n yur or two before the ilnte 
affined to it, he wrote to hie mother, from Harrow, <m 1 hen bun told by 
n peraon, to whom Mra. Byron herutf commuiilcnted the clreunutnnce,) 
touy,thBt he had lately had a'suod,daal of uneeainen on ocr onnt of a young 
woman, whom lie knew to have bun a farouriuiof Ida late Irieod, Curaoti, 
end who, iludloe heraelf after bie death in a etate of progrew towarUe 
maternity, bed declared IiOid Byron wne the father of nor child. Tbie, 
he poeitively enured Ida mother wee not the can; but, beltering, aa be 
did Srmly, that the child belonged to Cunou, It waa hia wiah that It 
ahoiild be brooght up wltli ell ponlble ure, end he therelore emrut^ 
that hla mutber would ban tbe Icinduaw to taka charge of it. Though 
Bueharequeatfflight well (aa my hiformant expraaaaa it) baeedlacom* 
poaed a temper more mild than Mm. Byron'a, ahe notwitliatauthiig 
anawared her aou to the hludut tanna, aaylng that aha would wUUngly 
receln tbe child u aoon u it wee born, and bring it op la wbnteur 
maninr he dealred. Happily, however, tbe Infant died aimoBt Immedl- 
ately, and wu thoa aparM the being e tax oa the Bind nnuse ni ear 
body."—Moore. 



Ob, 't wOI b» OT««t in Ihes to trace 
Ere age baa wridiled o’er toy &oe, 

Ere mjr ^an of Hfe ia raii, 

At once a brother and a eon; 

And all my rrane of years employ 
In justice done to thee, my Boy 1 

6 . 

Ahhough so young thy heedless sire, 

Youth will not dmp parental firo; 

And, wert thoa atill less door to me. 

While Helen’s form rerires in thee, 

The breast, which beat to former joy, 

Will ne’er desert its pledge, my l^y! 

1807. 


EPITAPH ON JOHN ADAMS, OP 
SOUTHWELL, 

A CABKlnS, WHO DIED OF DBONKBNIiBSS. 

JoHH Adams lies hero, of tlie parish of Southwell, 
A Carrier, who carried his can to his mouth well; 
Ho carried so mucli, and ho carried so fast. 

Ho could carry no more—so was carried at last; 
For, the liquor he drank, being too mucli for one. 
He could not earry off,—so he’s now cani-ota ?•- 

Sept. 1807. 


FEAGMENT. 

[The fol]owil^{ Uii«t form ibe eoneluaion or & poem writtea by Lord 
tijrroQ under the meian^oly impreMioD that be aboold iixm die.'] 

FonoET tliis world, my restless sprite. 

Turn, turn thy thoughts to heaven: 

^hero must thou soon direct thy flight, 

If errors arc forgiven. 

To bigots and to sects unknown, 

Bow down beneath th’ Almighty’s Throne 
To him address thy trembling prayer 
He, who is merciful and just. 

Will not reject a child of dust, 

Although his meanest care. 

Father of Light 1 to thee 1 call. 

My soul is dark witliin; 

Thou, who canst mark the sparrow fall. 

Avert the death of sin. 

Thou, who canst guide the wandering star. 

Who cabn’st the demental war, 

Whose mantle is yosi boundless sky. 

My thoughts, my words, my crimes forgive; 

And, since I soon must cease to live, 

Instruct me how to die. 

1807. 

» TO MBS. ♦ ♦ *, 

ON ailHO ASKED MV BBA80H POE uUrTTmO BMOLANDSiN 
THE SFEIHO. 

When man, expeU’d from Eden’s bowen, 

A moment linger’d near the gate, 

Each scene rack’d the vanish’d houn. 

And bade him curse his future fate. 

But, wandering on throu^ distant climea, 

He learnt to bear his of grief; 

Just gave a sigh to other times, 

, A^ found in busier eoenes relief. 

^ Ua tn fcbgirlst feme swtibtt gabUibtdlnBoUuaM’a 


Thus, Maty, will it he with me, 

And I must view thy chaniB no mow 5 

For, while I Unger near to thee, 

I sigh for all I knew before. 

In flight I shall bo surely wise, 

Ksesping finm temptation’s snare • 

1 cannot view my pamdise ' 

Withmit the wMi of dwelling there.* 

_ Dee. i, 1808, 

A LOVE-SOKO. 

TO#******, 

Remind me not, remind me not, 

Of those beloved, those vanish’d hours 
When all my soul was given to thee; 

Hours that may never bo forgot. 

Till lime unnerves our vital powcia, 

And thou and I shall cease to be. 

Can I forget—canst thou forget, 

When playing with thy golden hair, 

How quick thy fluttering heart did movet 

Oh, by my soul, I see thee yet, 

With eyes so languid, breast so fair. 

And lips, tliough silent, breathing love. 

When thus reclining on my breast, 

Those eyes threw back a glance so sweet, 

As half reproach’d yet raised desire, 

And slUl we near and nearer prost, 

And still our glowing lips would meet, 

As if in kisses to expire. 

And then those pensive eyes would close, 

And bid their Uds each other seek, 

Veiling the azure orbs below; 

While their long lashes darkening gloss 
Seem’d stealing o’er thy brilliant check, 

Like raven’s plumage smooth’d on snow. 

I dreamt last night our love return’d, 

And, suoUi to say, that voiy dream 
Was sweeter in its phantasy 

Than if for other hearts I hom’d. 

For eyes that ne’er like thine could beam 
In rapture’s wild reality. 

Then tell me not, remind me not, 

Of hours which, though for ever gone, 

Can still a pleasing dream restore, 

Till thou and I stiail be forgot, 

And senseless os tlic mouldering stone 
Which tells that we shall be no more. 


STANZAS 

to*#*****. 

Thebe was a time, I need not name, 

Since It will ne’er forgotten be. 

When all our feelings were the same 
As still my soul hath been to thee. 

And from that hour when flrst thy tongue 
Confess’d a love which equallta mine, 

Though many a grief my heart hath wrung. 
Unknown and thus unfelt ty thine. 

None, none hath sunk so deep as this— 

To think how all that love hath flown; 

Transioat as every faithless kiss, 

But transimit in thy breast alone. 

In the orlMnnl thii line itende, *' Without n wiefc to niHnr tlnm." 

The nndhw ipran shntn In (ran a ME. Mrrection bp Mrt Bgme. 






And jretnqrfaaart wwwndacelmewi 
What lata 1 heanl dty Iqia dadan) 
In accents once una^in^ true, 
Remembrance of the dajni t^ ware. 

Tea! my adored, yet moat unkind ! 

Though thou wilt never love again, 
To me't is doubly sweet to find 
Remendirance of that love remain. 

Tes!’t is a glorious thought to me, 
Kor longer shall my soul repine, 
'Whate’er thou art or e’er shalt be, 
Thou bast been dearly, solely mine! 


TO THE SAME. 

Alto wilt thou weep when I am low? 

Sweet lady 1 speak those words again: 

Yet if they grieve thee, say not so— 

I would not give tliat bosom pain. 

My heart is sad, my hopes are gone, 

My blood runs coldly through my breast; 

And when I perish, thou alone 
Wiltnigh above my place of rest. 

And yet, methinks, a gleam of peace 
Doth through my cloud of anguish shine; 

And for awhile my sorrows cease. 

To know thy heart hath felt lor mine. 

Oh lady! blessed be that tear— 

It fails for one who cannot weep: 

Such precious drops are doubly dear 
To those whose eyes no tear may steep. 

Sweet lady! once roy heart was warm 
With every feeling soil as thine; 

But beauty’s self hath ceased to charm 
A wret^ created to repine. 

Yet wilt thou weep when I am low ? 

Sweet lady! speak those words again; 

Yet if they grieve thee, say not so— 

I would not give that bosom pain. 


SONO 

Fini. the goblet again, for I never before 
Felt the glow whi^ now gladdens my heart to its core; 
Let us drink!—who wo^ not?—since, through life’s 
varied round, 

In the goblet alone no deception is found. 

I havered in its turn all that life can supply; 

1 have bask’d in the beam of a dark rolling eye; 

1 have loved!—who has not ?—but what heart can declare 
That pleasure existed whUe passion was there ? 

In the days of my youth, when the heart’s in its spring, 
And dreams that aSection can never take wing, 

1 had friends!—who has not?—but what tongue will 
avow. 

That friends, rosy wine! are so faithful as thou ? 

The heart of a mistress some boy may estrange, 
Friendship diifls with the sunbeam—thmi never canst 
change: 

.SHwi^girow’st old—who does not?—but on earth what 
like thine, still incretse with its years? 


Yet if blest to frie utmost tint love can bastow, 

ShoiM a rival bow down to our idol b^ow, 

We arejealoiu!—who’snot?—thou hast no audi aSay; 
For the more that eigoy thee, the more we etyoy. 

Then the season of youth sad its vanities part, 

For refuge we fly to the goblet at last; 

There we find—do we not?-dn the flow of the soul, 
That truth, as of yore, is confined to the bowl. 

When Uie box of Pandora was open’d cm earth. 

And Misery’s triumph comment over Mirth, 

Hope was left, was she not ?—but the goblet we Idas, 
And care not for hope, who are certain of blis^ 

Long life to the grape! for when summer is flown, 

The age of our nectar shall gladden our own; 

We must die—who shall not ?—May our sins be forgiven, 

I And Hebe shall never be idle in hwven. 


STANZAS 

TO ** *, ON UAVIHO BNSUH9. 

’TII done—and shivering in the gala 
’The bark unfurls her snowy sail; 

And whistling o’er the bending mast, 
Loud sings on high the fresh’oing blast; 
And I must from this land be gone. 
Because I cannot love but one. 

But could I be what I have been, 

And could I see what I have seen— 
Could I repose upon the breast 
Which once my warmest wishes blelb— 
I should not seek another zone 
Because 1 cannot love but one. 

’T is long since I beheld that eye 
Which gave me bliss or misery; 

And I have striven, but in vain, 

Never to think of it again; 

For though I fly from Album, 

I still can only love but <me. 

As some lone bird, without a mate, 

My weary heart is desolate; 

11^ around, and cannot trace 
One fiiendly smile or welcome free, 

And even in crowds am still alone. 
Because I caimot love but one. 

And I will cross the whitening fimm, 
And I will seek a foreign home; 

Till I forget a false fair face, 

I ne’er shall find a resting-place;. 

My own dark thoughts 1 cannot shun, 
But over love, r,nd love but one. 

The poorest veriest wretch on earth 
Still finds some hospitable hearth. 

Where friendship’s or love’s softer 
May smile in joy or eooth in wo; 

But friend or leman I have none. 
Because I cannot love but one. 

I go—but wheresoe’er I flee, 

There’s not an eye will weep frr me; 
There’s not a kind eongeni^ heart, 
Where 1 can claim the meanest part; 
Nor thou, who hast my hopes andoas, 
Wilt si^, although I love bat mw. 



To ddnk of eraty earty Meoe, 

Of ii4iat wo aie, uxi what we’ve been, 
Would whelm some softer hearts with wo— 
But mine, aks! has stood the btow; 

Yet atill Imats tm as it begun, 

And never truly loves but one. 

And who that dear loved one may be 
la not Ibr vulgar eyes to see. 

And why that early love was crost, 

Thou kmw’st the best, I feel the most'; 

But few that dwell beneath the sun 
Have loved so long, and bved but one. 

« 

I’ve tried another’s fetters too. 

With charms perchance as fair to view; 
And I would fain have loved as well, 

But some unconquerable spell 
Forbade my bleeding breast to own 
A kindred care for aught but one. 

’T would sooth to take one lingering view. 
And bless thee in my last adieu; 

Yet wish I not those eyes to weep 
For him that wanders o’er the deep; 

His home, his hope, his youth are gone. 

Yet still he loves, a^ loves but one.'* 


LINES TO MR. HODGSON. 

Fftlmouth floidi, June 80tb« INS. 

1. 

Hirtza! Hodgson, we are going. 

Our embargo’s ofi* at last 
Favourable breezes blowing 
Bend the canvass o’er the mast 
From aloft the signal’s streaming. 

Hark! the brewell gun is fir^; 

Women screeching, tars blaspheming. 

Tell us that our time’s expired. 

Here's a rascal 
Come to task all. 

Prying from the custom-house 
Trunks unpacking, 

Cases cracking, 

Not a comer for a mouse 
'Scapes unsearch’d amid the racket, 

Ere we sail on board the Packet. 

2 . 

Now our boatmen quit their mooring. 

And alt hands must ply the oar; 

Baggage from the quay is lowering. 

We ’re impatient—push from shore. 

“ Hava a care! that case holds liquor— 

Stop the boat—I’m sick—oh Lord!” 

“ Sick, ma’am, daimne, yo^ ’ll be sicker 
Ere you've been an hour on board.” 

Thus are screaming 
Men and women, 

Gemmen, ladies, servants, Jacks ; 

Here entangling, 

AU ate wra^ing. 

Stuck together Sose as wax.— 

Such the general noise and racket. 

Ere we reacti the Lisbon Packet. 


* ThwOMTtGtodbyhlnwelf loft B B welhwy' tkatwolMt 

1U«t b«h^| «• follows t»- 

** Tbotigb whcrtso’or wj bsfk rasi 
I kn botUMpltofi 


s. 

Now we’ve readt’d her, b! ftw eaptain, 
Gallant Kidd, commands the crew; 
Passengers their berths are dapt in. 

Some to grumbb, some to spew. 
“Heyday! oali you that a cabin f 
Why’t is hardly three feet square; 

Not enough to stow Clueen Mab in— 

Who the deuce can harbour th«e 1" 

“ Who, sir? plenty— 

Nobles twenty 

Did at once my vessel fill.”— 

“ Did they ? Jesus, 

How you squeeze us! 

Would to God they did so still: 

Then I’d scape the heat and racket 
Of the good ship, Lisbon Packet.” 

I 4. 

Fletcher! Murray! Bob! where are yon t 
Stretch’d along the deck like logs— 

Bear a hand, you jolly tar, you! 

Here’s a rope’s end for the dogs. 
Hobhouse muttering fearful curses. 

As the hatchway down he rolls. 

Now his breakfast, now his verses. 

Vomits forth—and damns our souls 
“ Here’s a stanza 
On Braganza— 

Help!”—“ a couplet ?”—“ No, a cop 
Of warm water— 

“ What’s the matter?” 

“ Zounds ! my liver’s coming up; 

I shall not survive the racket 
Of this brutal Lisbon Packet.” 

a. 

Now at length we ’re off for Turkey, 

Lord knows when we shall come back! 
Breezes foul and tempests murky 
May unship us in a crack. 

But, since life at most a jest is, 

As philosophers allow. 

Still to laugh by far the best is. 

Then laugh on—as I do now. 

Lau^ at all things, 

Great and small things. 

Sick or well, at sea or shore; 

While we ’re quaffing, 

Let's have laughing— 

Wnio the devil cares for more?— 

Some good wine! and who would ladt it, 
Even on board the Lisbon Packet? 


LINES IN THE TRAVELLERS’ BOOK AT 
ORCHOMENDS. 

mTau BOOK a TaavaLtaa bad w bi tv m 

“ Fan Albion, smiling, sees her son depart 
To trace the birth and nursery of art: 

Noble his object, glorious is hU aim; 

He comes to Ath^, and he writes his name.” 


amaTa wbiob lobs bvboh DtsaBTan tbb saiLowixa 

BEPLT :— 

The modest bard, like many a bard unknown. 
Rhymes on our names, but wisely hides his own; 

I But yet whoe’o' he be, to say no irone. 

His nama would bring mom credit than hk VMM. 



ON MOOEB’S LAST OPEEATIC FAECE. 


A tauoou. wmum. 


Sqd. 14,1811. 

Oool) pta^i «re icu«e, 

So Moore writes fiuoe: 

The poet’s ftme grows britllo— 

We knew hefiire 
ThstZsttte’sMoore 
Bnt now ’t is Afoors that's Httb 


EPISTLE TO MR. HODGSON, 

ni ARSWIS TO BOKS LIMBS BZBOBTINO BIH 
OaSIKFTL AND TO “ BAMIBB OABB." 


ON LOED TEHJELOW^ POEMS, 

liIDKIATIB TO MS. BBOaBt. 

Mv, 181S. 

1. 

Whim Thurlow this damn’d noofease 
(1 hope I am not Tioient,) 

Nor men nor gods knew what he meant, 

*. 

And since not ei’n our Rogers’ praise 
To common sense hia thoughts could 
Why mmU they iMhim print his lays! 

S. 

^ ^ 0 


Newstoad Abbey, Oct. U, ISIl 
“ Oh ! banish care”—such ever be 
The motto of % revelry! 

Perchance of mine, when wassail nights 
Renew diose riotous delicts, 

Wherewith the children of Despair 
Lull the lone heart, and “ banish care.'* 

But not in morn’s reflecting hour. 

When present, past, and future lower. 

When all 1 loved is changed or gone. 

Modi with such taunts the woea of one. 
Whoso every thought—but lot them pass— 
Thou know’st I am not what I was. 

But, above all, if thou wouldsl hdd 
Place in n heart that ne’er was cold. 

By all the powers that men revere. 

By all unto thy bosom dear. 

Thy Joys below, thy hopes above, 

Sp^—speak of any thing but love. 

’T were long to tell, and vain to hear. 

The tale of mio who scorns a tear; 

And there is little in that tale 
Which better bosoms would bewail. 

But mine has suffer’d more than well 
’T would suit philosophy to tell. 

I’ve seen my bride anodier’s bidder— 

Have seen ber seated by his side,— 

Have seen the infant, which she bore, 

Wear the sweet smile the mother wore. 

When she and 1 in youth have smiled 
As fond and faultless os her child;— 

Have seen her eyes, in cold disdain. 

Ask if I felt no secret pun. 

And / have acted well my part. 

And made my cheek belie my heart. 

Return’d the freezing glance she gave, 

Tet felt the while (hot woman’s slave 
Have kiss’d, as if without design, 

The babe which ought to have been mine. 

And allow’d, alas 1 in each caress 
Time had not made me love the less. 

But let this pass—I ’ll whine no more. 

Nor seek again an eastern shore; 

The worid befits a busy brain,— 

I ’U hie me to its haunts again. 

But if, in some succeeding year, 

When Britain’s “ May is in the sere,” 

Thou faear’st of one, whose deepening Crimea 
Snitwith the sabicst of the times. 

Of one, whom love nor pity sways. 

Nor hope of fame, nor good men’s praise. 

One, who in stem ambition’s pride, 

Perchance not blood tfllall turn aside. 

One rank’Aio.aame recording page 
With the imigHiaiii liii I lf the age, 

Him wakflM»i|WB—and hummt pwiMi 
N«r witb igiglilii fiirget tba eauae. 


4. 

0 0 


5. 

To roe, divine Aptdlo, grant—0! 
Hermilda’s first and second canto, 

1 ’m fitting up a new portmanteau; 

6. 

And thus to fiimish decent lining. 

My own and others’ bays I'm twining— 
So, gontlo Thurlow, throw me thino in. 


TO LORD THURLOW. 

“Ila; in; branch of laurel down, 

Then Utue to form ApolVo’a crowD 
l^t every other bring hie own.” 

Lord TAurlov'a LifUt {o Mr. Aogart. 

1 . 

“ flay my branch ofbaml doom.'' 

Than “ lay thy branch of Imrd down!” 

Why, what tliou ’st stole is not enow; 

And, wore it lawfully thine own. 

Does Rogers want it most, or thou 
Keep to thyself thy wither’d bough. 

Or send it back to Doctor Donne— 

Were justice done to botli, I trow. 

He’d have but little, and thou—none. 

2 . 

“ Then Ome to form ApMt eroiOB.” 

A crovra! why, twist it how you will. 

Thy chaplet must be fiiolacap still. 

Wtiai next you visit Delphi’s town. 

Inquire among your fellow-lodgere. 

They ’ll tell you Phoebus gave his crown. 

Some years before your birth, to Rogers. 

S. 

“ Let euay other bring hit om." 

When coals to Newcastle are carried. 

And owls sen,^ to Athens as wonders, 

From his spouse when the Regent ’• unmarried. 
Or Liverpool weeps o’er his blunders; 

Wlien Tories and Whigs cease to quarrels, 
When Castlereagb’s wife has an heir, 

Then Rogers shall ask us for laurel. 

And thou shall lave plenty to qMure. 


TO THOMAS MOORE. 

WBITTIH IBB BVBMIMO BBVOKB HIS VISIT, IN OOHPAMY 
WITH Loan BYBOM, TO KB. LBIOB BUMT IH OOLD BATS 
lULDS PIUSOM, HAY 19, 1818- 

Ob you, who in all names can tidiie the town, 
Anacreon, Tom Uttle, Tom Moore, or Tom Brown,— 



-KHMI. 


,'V- 


Forhangma if I know of whidi you may most brag, 
Your Quarto two-pounds, or your Tw<^peimy Post Bag; 
4: % a % a a a 

But now to my letter—to yom H ie an answer— 
To-morrow be widi me, as soon as you can, sir, 

All ready mid dress’d far proceeding to spunge on 
(According to compact) the wit in the dungerai— 

Fray Phoebus at length our political malice 
May not get us lodgings within the same palace! 

I suppose that to-ni^t you ’le engaged with some 

And for Sotheby's Blues have deserted Sam Rogers; 
And I, though with cold I hare nearly my death got. 
Must put on my breeches, and wait on the Heathcote. 
But to-morrow, at finir, wo will both play the Scvrra, 
And you ’ll be Catullus, the Regent Mamurra. 


FRAGMENT OF AN EPISTLE TO THOMAS 
MOORE. 


June, 1614. 


1. 

“ What say /!?”—not a syllable fartlior in prose; 

I'm your man " of all measures,” dear Tom,—so, here 
goes! 

Here goes, for a swim on the stream of old Time, 

On those buoyant supporters, the bladders of rhyme. 

If our weight breaks them down, aitd we si^ in the 
flood. 

We are smutlicr’d, at least, in respectable mud. 

Whore the Divers of Batlios lie drown’d in a heap. 

And Southey’s last Pasan has pillow’d his sleep;— 

That “ Felo de so” who, half faunk witli his malmsey. 
Walk’d out of his depth and was lost in a calm sea. 
Singing “ Glory to God” in a spick and span stanza. 
The like (since Tom StemhoUl was choked) never man 
• saw. 


2 . 

The papers have told you, no doubt, of the fusses, 

Th« fetes, and the gapings to get at these Russes,— 

Of his Majesty’s suite, up from coachman to Hetman,- 
And what dignity decks the flat face of the great man. 
I saw him, last week, at two balls and a party,— 

For a prince, his demeanour was rather too hearty. 
You know, we are used to quite different graces, 
****** 


3. 

The Czar’s look, I own, was much brighter and brisker, 
But then he is sadly deficient in whisker; 

And wore but a starless blue coat, and in kersey- 
-more breeches whisk’d round, in a waltz with the Jersey, 
Who, lovely as ever, seem’d just as delighted 
With majesty’s presence as those she invited. 
****** 


THE DEVIL’S ofelVE. 

Uy posm, which extenda to xbout two hundrad u 

fifty Udoa , the only Cf^y that {eord Byrou, I believe, ever wrote. I 

E cited to Lord HoUa^. Thouj^ with a eiMwl deal of vimiir ai 
•uKiion, it is, for the moat part, rather eluauUy executed, wentii 
intd coadeneatiou of ihuee clever venwa of Mr. ColerkI, 
which Lord Hyroii, adoiHltig a notion long iirevelent, haeuttcibiited 
rrtMeMor Foiwn. There are^ however, come of the •taniaa of Ti 
Devil'e Drive*'well worthprwerviug.]—Moore. 


I. 

Th® Devil return’d to hoH by two, 

And he staid at home till five; 

'When he dined on sonte homicides done in ragout, 
And a rebel or so in an AisA stew, 
wfa>d ssmagee made of a seffsiain Jew, 
and bethought hisBidf what next to do, 


“And,” quoth ho, “ 111 take a drive. 

I walk’d in the morning, I ’ll ride to-night; 

In darkness my dtildren take most delight, 

And I ’U see how my avourites thrive. 

2 . 

“ And what shall I ride in ?” quoth Lucifar, then— 

“ If I follow’d my taste, indeed, 

I sliould mount in a wagon of wounded men. 

And smile to see them bleed. 

But these will be furnish’d again and again. 

And at present ray purpose is speed; 

To see my manor as much as I may. 

And watch diat no souls shall be poarii’d away. 

3. 

' 1 have a state-coach at Carlton House, 

A riiariot in Seymoun-placo; 

But they ’re lent to two friends, who make me amoahi 
By driving my favoutilo pace: 

And they handle their reins with such a grace, 

I have something for both at the end of their race. 

4. 

“ So now for the earth to take my chance.” 

Then up to the earth sprung he; 

And making a jump from Moscow to France, 

He Stepp d across the sea. 

And rest^ his hoof on a turnpike road, 

No very great way from a bi^op’s abode. 

6 . 

But first as ho flew, I forgot to say, 

That he hover’d a moment upon his way 
To look upon Leifisic plain; 

And so sweet to his eye was its sulphury glare 
And so soft to his ear was the cry of despair, 

That he perch’d on a mountain of slain; 

And he gazed will) delight frum its growing height 
Nor often on eartlt liad he seen such a siglit, 

Nor his work done half as well: 

For the field ran so rod with the blood of the dead. 
That it blushed like the waves of hell! 

Then londly, and wildly, and long laugh’d he: 

“ Mothuiks they have here little need of tits 

% 4t 4t 41 

1 8 . 

But the softest note that soothed his ear 
Was the sound of a widow sighing; 

And the sweetest sight was the icy tear. 

Which horror froze in the blue eye clear 
Of a maid by her lover lying— 

As round her fell her long fair hair: 

And she look’d to heaven with that freimod air 
Which seem’d to ask if a God were there! 

And, stretch’d by the wall of a ruin’d hut. 

With its hollow check, and eyes half shut, 

A child of famine dying: 

And the carnage begun, when resistance is done, 

And the fall of the vainly flying! 

V V V v St a 

10 . 

But the Devil has reach’d our clifts so white, 

And what did ho there, I pray ? 

If his eyes were good, he but saw by ni^ 

What we sec every day; 

But he made a tour, and kept a journal 
Of all the wondrons sights noctunial, 

And he sold it in shares to the Men of the Bom, 

Who bid |»etty well—^but they eheated him, though! 

11 . 

The Devil first saw, as he thought, the Mad 
Its coachman and his coat; 

So instead of a pistol he codi’d his tail. 

And seized him by the throat: 

“ Aha,” quoth he, “ what have we here? 

T is a now barouche, and an aaoieBt pear! 



m 


Efo Iw Mt bin OD bb box flMia, 

And bade bin bnvo no bat, 

But be tnio to his cbib, and ■tiouh to bb rein, 

Hb brothel, and ha beer; 

"Meat to aMing a lord at the council board, 

I would rather aee him here.” 

* a * * * * 

17. 

rbe Devil next to ‘Westminater, 

And he turn’d “ to the room” of Ae Commona; 

But he heard, as he putpoaed to enter in Aere, 

That “ the Lords” had received a suiiunons; 

4i>d he thought as a “ quondtan arbtoerat,” 

Be might peep at Ae peen, Aough to hear Aem were 
flat; 

And he walk’d up Ae house so like one of our own. 
That Aey say diat he stood pretty near Ae throne. 

18. 

Be saw Ae Lord Liverpool seemingly wise. 

The Lord Westmoreland certamly silly. 

And JiAnny of Norfolk—a man of some size— 

And ChaAam, so like hb friend BAy; 

And he saw the tears m Lord Eldon’s eyes, 

Because Ae Catholics would not rise, 

In spite of his prayers and hw prophecies; 

And he heard—which set Satan himself a staring— 

A certain chief justice say someAing like swearing-. 

And the Devil was shock’d—and quoA he, “ I must go, 
Por I find we have much better manners below. 

If thus he harangues when he passes my border, 

1 ahrUi hmt to friend Moloch to call liim to order.” 

December, 181A 

WINDSOR POETICS. 

Lla« eompowd on tbt ocetiion of Bit Boral HlihnOH the Prince Begent 
_ ' oundtosbotveonlboeoffiniof Henry Viil. ondChnrlee I. 
In the rayel vnutc et WlnCoor. 

ISareh, 1814 . 

Faises for contemptuous breach of sacred ties. 

By headless Charles see heartless Henry lies; 
Between Aem stands anoAer sceptred thing— 

It moves, it reigns—m aD but name, a king: 

Charbs to hb people, Henry to hb wife, 

—In him Ae double tyrant starts to life: 
lustice and deaA have mix’d Aeir dust m vain, 

Bach K^I vampire wakes to life aram. 

Ah, what can tombs avail!—smce these dbgorge 
The blood and dust of boA—to mould a G—ge. 


ADDITIONAL STANZAS, TO THE ODE TO 
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. 

17. 

Tkxsx was a day —there was an hour. 

While earth was Qtml’a—Qanl Ain»— 

When Aat immeasurable power 
ITiunited to resign 
Had been an act of purer fame 
Than gaAers round Marengo’s name 
And gilded Ay decline. 

Through the Icaig twilight of all time, 

Deqtite some passing clouds of crime. 

lA 

But thou iorsooA mustbe akirq; 

Aid don Ae purple vest. 

As if Aat fotdiiii r^ ooidd wring 
Remembrance from Ay breast. 

Where b Aat faded garment 7 where 
The gewgaws Aou wert fond to wear, 

The star—Ae bririg—Ae crest? 
Taiit.fimiiid4>y4 « empirel say 
AmtfMifibaMMi snatch’d away? 


U. 

When may As wearied syeMfOM 
When gazing on Ae great; 

Where neither guitly gbiy 
Nor despicable itate 7 
Tee—one—Ae first—Aelast—Aehesb- 
The Cincinnatus of Ae West, 

Whom envy dared not htfe, 

BequeaA’d this name «f Washington, 

To make man biuA there was but one! 

_ 1 

TO LADY CAROLINE LAMB. 

Ass say’st thou that I have not folt, * 
Whilst Aou wert Aus estranged from me' 
Nor know’st how dearly I have dwelt 
On one unbroken dream of Aee? 

But love lAe ours must never be, 

And 1 will learn to prbe Aee less; 

As Aou hast fled, so let me flee, 

And change the heart Aon mayest not bbi 

They ’ll tell Aee, Clara! I have seem’d, 

Of late, anoAer's charms to woo, 

Nor sigh’d, nor frown’d, as if I deem’d 
That Aou wert batush’d from my view 
Clara! Ab strug^e—to undo 
What Aou haat done too well, for me 
Tbb mask before Ae babbling crew— 

V This treachery—^was truA to Aee! 

1 have not wept while Aou wert gone, 

Nor worn one look of sullen wo; 

But sought, m many, all Aat one 
(Ah! need I name her?) could bestow. 

It is a duty which I owe 
To thine—to Aee—to man—to God, 

To crush, to quench this guilty glow, 

Ere yet Ae paA of crime be trod. 

But since my breast is not so pure. 

Since still Ae vulture tears my heart, 

Let me Ab agony endure. 

Not Aee—^i! dearest as Aou art! 

In mercy, Clara! let us part. 

And I will seek, yet know not how, 

To shun, in time, Ae Areatening dart 
Guilt must not aim at such as Aou. 

But Aou must aid me in Ae taak. 

And nobly Aus exert Ay power; 

Then spurn me hence—’t b'all I aide— 

Ere time mature a guiltier boor; 

Ere wraA’s impending viab shower 
Remorse redoubled on my head; 

Ere firea'unquenchably devour 
A heart, whose hiqre has long been dsad. 

Deceive no more Ayaelf and me, 

Deceive not bf tter hearts than naine; 

Ah! shotddst thou, whiAer wouldst Aon flee, 
From wo like ours—from shame Iflte Aiae? 
And, if there be a wraA Avine, 

A pai^ beyond Ab fleeting bresA, 

E’en trow aU future hope reaigB, 

Such thoughts ore guilt—such guilt bdesA. 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

1 . 

I SPCAI: not, I trace not, I breathe not Ay name. 

There b grief A Ae eomtd, there b guilt ha Ae fione: 
But the tear whbh now burns on my dieek may bspart 
Hm deep Aougfab Aat dwal A Aid iteM of henil. 



8 . 

Too brief for ou^pMiiB, too Ion; fo our peace, 

Were thoae houn—Oatt their jo; ortheir faittemees cease 
We repent—we alfjure—<we will break from our chain,' 

• We will part,—we will fly to—unite it a;ain! 

8 . 

Ob! thine be the gladness, and mine be the guilt! 
Forgive me, ador^ one 1—fbnake, if thou wilt;— 

But the heart which is thine shall expire luidebased, 
And mm shall not break it—whatever (hou mayst. 

4 . 

And stem to the haughty, but humble to fliee, 

This soul, w its bitterest blackness, shall be; 

And our days seem as swift, and nur moments more sn-ee 
With thee by my side, dian with worlds at our feet. 

fi. 

One sigh of thy sorrow, one look oC thy lore, 

Shall turn me or fix, shall reward or reprove; 

And the heartless may wonder at all I resign— 

Thy lip shall reply, not to them, hut to im'iie. 

Jl/sv, 1814. 

ADDRESS INTENDED TO BE RECITED A 
THE CALEDONIAN MEETINtS. 

Who hath not glow’d above the page where fame 
Hath fix’d high Caledon’s unconquer’d name; 

The mountain-land which spurn’d the Roman cliaiii. 
And balfied back the fiery-crested Done, 

Whose bright claymore and hardiliood of hand 
No foe could tame—no tyrant could command 7 
That race is gone—but still their children breatlie, 

And glory crowns them with redoubled wreath : 

O’er Gaol and Saxon mingling banners shine. 

And England! add their stubiwm strength to tliino. 

The bla<^ which flow’d with Wallace flows as free 
Blit now’t is only shed for fiime and thee! 

Oh! pass not by the northern veteran’s claim, 

Bat give support—the world hath givon him fame! 

The humbler ranks, the lowly brave, who bled 
While cheerly following where Uie mighty led 
Wlio sleep beneath the undislinguish’d sod 
Where happier comrades in their triumph trod. 

To us bequeath—’t is all tlicir fate allows— 

The sireless offspring and the lonely spouse; 

%e on high Albyn’s dusky hills may raise 
The tearful eye in melancholy gaze, 

> view, while shadowy auguries disclose 
The Highland seer’s anticipated woes. 

The bleeding phantom of each martial form 
Oim in the cloud, or darkling in the storm; 

While sad, she chants the solitary song, 
fhe ttdl lament for him who tarries long— 

^or him, whose distant relics vainly crave 
fhe Coronach’s wild requiem to die brave. 

T is Heaven—not man—must charm away the wo 
'Vhich bursts when Nature’s feelings newly flow; 
fet tenderness and time may rob the tear 
if half ita bitterness &r one so dear; > 

i nation’s gratitude perchance may spread 
I thornless pillow tor die widow’d head | 

^y lighten well her heart’s maternd can, 

, Ind wean from penury thnsoldier’s heir, 

' ' Ar<9, 1814. 


j W THE PRINCE REGENTS RETURNING 
i the PICTURE OP SARAH, COUNTESS OP 
; .l^Ey, TO MRS. MEE. 
to?™ **** trinnqih of the imperial lord, 
servile Rome obey’d, sad yet dihorr’d 
49 the valgargBM each giorkws host, 
left a IflceuM of die brave or just; 


What most adniired eadi KrutiniziB; eye 
Of an that deck’d that passing pagsaiitry 7 
What spread from focetoface tbid wonaeriogair? 
The thou^t of Bratus—^for bis was not there! 

That absence proved his worth,-that absence fix’d 
His memory on die longing mind, unmix’d; 

And more decreed his glory to endure, 

Than all a gold Colossus could secure. 

If thus, fair Jersey, oiir desirii^ gaze 
Search fur tliy form, in vain and mule amaze, 

Amid those pictured ehanns, wliose loveliness, 

Bright though they be, thine own had render’d lesa, 

If he, that vain old man, whom truth admits 
Heir of his father’s llinaie aiul sliattcr’d wits, 

If his corrupted eye and wither’d heart 
Could with thy gentle image bear depart, 

That tasteless shame be las, and ours the grief, 

To gaze on Beauty’s band without its chief: 

Vet comfort still one sclfisli tliought imparts, 

Wo lose die portrait, but preserve our hearts. 

What can his vaulted gallery now disclose? 

A garden witli all flowers—cxisipt tlie rose j— 

A fount that only wants its living stream; 

And night witli every star, save Diiui’s beam. 

Lost to our eyes the present fiirms shall be, 

Tliat turn from tracing them to dream of thee; 

And more on that recall’d reseniblanec pause, 

Tlian all he shall not force on our aiiplansc. 

Long may thy yot meridian lustre shine. 

With all that Virtue asks of Homaire tliine: 

The symmetry of youth—^tlie grace of mien— 

The eye tliat gladdens—and the brow serene; 

The glossy darkness of that clustering Itiiir, 

Wliidi shades, yet shows that fiirehead more than fair 
Each glanee that wins us, and the life that tliruws 
A spell which will not lot our looks rejmsc. 

But turn to gaze again, and find anew 
.Some charm tluit well rcivards another view. 

These ore not lessen’d, those are still as bright. 

Albeit too dazzling fur a dotard's sight; 

And these must wait till every charm is gone 
To please the paltry heart that pleases none, 

That dull cold sensualist, whose sickly eys 
~n envious dimness pass’d tliy portrait by; 

Who rack’d his little spirit to combine 
'ta hate of Freedom’s loveliness, and tidne. 

/u^, 1814. 

TO BELSHAZZAR. 

1 . 

Bgi-shazzak! from ttie banquet tuni, 

Nor in tliy sensual fulness fall: 

Behold 1 while yet before thee burn 
The graven words, the glowing wall. 

Many a despot men miscall 

Crown’d and anointed from on high; 

But fiiou, the weakest, worst of all— 

Is it not written, thou mustdie ? 

Go! dash the roses from thy brow— 

Gray hairs but powly wreathe with them; 
Yontfa’s garlands mirii^me thee now, 

More than thy very diadem, 

Where thou hast tarnMi’d every gem 
Then throw the worthless bauble by, 

Which, worn by thee, ev’n slaves contanm] 

And learn like better men to die 

8 . 

Oh! early in the balance weigh’d, 

.And ever light of word and wo^, 

Whoia eoul expired ere yotdh deaay’d. 

And Idl thee bat a mass of earth, 



ITo M* due movra the norntr’a mirth; 

Bat tean in Hope’s everted eye 
luaeatlbet eves thou badat birth— 
Unfit to forsm, live, or die. 


HEBREW MELODIES. 

tn the valley of waters we wept o’er the day 
iVhea the boat of the stranger made Salem his prey j 
hnd our heads on our boaonw all droopingly lay, 

^ our hearts were so full of the land far away. 

The song they demanded in vain—it lay still 
n our souls aa the wind that hath died on the bill, 

They called for the harp, but our blood they shall spill, 
Sire our right hands shall teach them one tone of their skill. 

Ml stringlessly hung on the willow’s sad tree, 

^ dead aa her dead leaf those mute harps must be, 

3ur hands may be fettered, our tears still are free, 

Eor our God uid our glory, and Sion! for thee. 

October, 1614. 


They say that Hope is happiness, 

But genuine Love must prize the past; 

And Memory wakes the thoughts that bless— 

They rose the first, they set the last. 

And all that Memory loves the most 
Was once our only hope to be; 

And all that hope adored and lost 
Hath melted into memory. 

Alas ! it is delusion all. 

The future cheats us from afar. 

Nor can we be what we recall. 

Nor dare we think on what we ore. 

October, 1814. 


LINES INTENDED FOR THE OPENING OF 
" THE SIEGE OF CORINTH.” 

In the year since Jesus died for men. 

Eighteen htmdred years and ten. 

We were a gallant company, 

Riding o’er land, and sailing o’er sea. 

Oh! but wo went merrily! 

We forded the river and clomb the high hill. 

Never our steeds lor a day stood still; 

Whether wo lay in the cave or the shed. 

Our sleep fell soil on the hardest bed; 

Whether we couch’d in our rough capote. 

On the rougher plank of our gliding b^. 

Or stretch’d on toe beach, or our saddles spread 
As a pillow beneath the renting head. 

Fresh we woke upon the morrow: 

All our thoughts and words had scope. 

We had bejth, and we liad hope. 

Toil and travel, hut no sorrow. 

We were of tU tongues and creeds j— 

Some were those who counted beads, 

Some of mosque, and some of church. 

And some, or I mia-aay, of neither; 

Yet through the wide wo^ might ye search 
Nor find a raotliw crew nor Wther. 

But some are dead, and some are gone, 

And some are scatter’d and akme. 

And some an mbels on toe bills * 

*TIm iMtUdinMrseMUytNardof DsiriihtoMef Uis Smiuiuti wl 
fBllflwtdiMtMBMMmte tM tv remit upon Uw moentelne, at Uw bei 
at aenaattaaSaaSa^RUnou in tfastcoumrylotiiDetot trouble. 


Iliat look along Ephua’ valleys. 

Where fieedom still at moments rallies, 
And pays in bload oi^itessian’B ills; 

Arid some ore in a far coontree. 

And some all restlessly at home; 

But never more, oh! never wo 
Shall meet to revel and to roam. 

But those hardy days flew cheerily. 

And when they now fall drearily. 

My thoughts, like swallows, diim the main. 
And bear my spirit back again 
Over the earth, and through toe air, 

A wild bird, and a wanderer. ,, 

’T is this that ever wakes my strain. 

And oft, too oft, implores again 
The few who may endure my lay. 

To follow me so far away. 

Stranger—wilt thou follow now. 

And sit with me rm Acit><3orinto’s brow ? 

Decemher, It 


EXTRACT PROM AN UNPUBLISHED Pf 

CoroD I remount the river of my years, 

To the first fountain of our smiles and tears 
I would not trace again the stream of hours 
Between their outworn banks of wither’d flowers 
But bid it flow as now—until it glides 
Into the number of the nameless tides. 

What is this death ?—a quiet of the heart ? 

The whole of that of which we are a part? 

For life is but a vision—what I see 
Of all which lives alone is life to me. 

And being so—the absent are toe dead. 

Who haunt us from tranquillity, and spread 
A dreary shroud around us, and invest 
With sad remembrancers our hours of rest. 

The absent are the dead—for they are cold. 
And ne’er can be what once we did behold; 

And they are changed, and cheerless,—or if yet 
The unforgotten do not all forget. 

Since thus divided—equal must it be 
If the deep barrier be of earth, or sea; 

It may be both—but one day end it must 
In toe dark union of insensate dust. 

The under-earth inhabitants—are tliey 
But mingled millions decomposed to clay ? 

The ashes of a thousand ages spread 
Wherever man has trodden or diall tread ? 

Or do they in their silent cities dwell 
Each in bis incommunicative cell ? 

Or have they their own language? and a sense 
Of breathless being ?—darken’d and intense 
As midnight in her sditude ?—Ob Earth! 

Where are the past ?—and wherefore had they birth ? 
The dead are thy inheritors—and we 
But bubbles on toy surface; and the key 
Of toy profundity is in the grave. 

The ebcai pofeal of thy pe<q>led cave. 

Where I would walk in spirit, and Iwhold 
Our elements resolved to things nntold. 

And fathom hidden wanders, and explore 
The essence of great bosoms now no more. 

♦ 

October, 1816. 

TO AUGUSTA, 

I *• 

' Mrsister! bay sweet suter! ifaname 
Dearer and purer wer^, it should be thine. 
Mountaiiu and seas divide us, but I claisa 
No tears, but tenderness to answer mins: 



Go wiioro 1 wilt, to me thou an the aame— 

A bved regret which X would not resign. 

There yet are two thlnga in my destiny,— 

A world to roam dvough, and a home with thee, 

n. 

The first were nodiing—4iad I still the last, 

It were the haren of my happiness; 

But other daims and other ties thou hast, 

And mine is not the wish to make them less. 

A strange doom is thy father’s son’s, and past 
Recalling, as it lies beyond redress; 

Reversed (or him our grandsire’s*^ fate of yore,>^ 

He had no rest at sea, nor 1 on shore. 

* Ill. 

If my iidieritance of storms hath been 
In otoor elements, and cm the rocks 
Of perils, ovorioc^’d or unforeseen, 

I have sustain’d niy share of worldly shocks, 

'i’he &ult was mine; ncH* do I seek to screcu 
My errors with defensive paradox; 

1 have been cunning in mine overthrow, 

The careful pilot of my proper wo. 

IV. 

Mine were my faults, and mine be their reward. 

My whole life was a contest, since the day 
That gave me being, gave me tliat which marr’d 
I'he fate, or will, that walk’d astray; 

And I at times have found the struggle liard, 

And thought of shaking off my bonds of day: 

But now 1 fain would for a time survive, 

If but to see what next can well arrive. 

V. 

Kingdoms and empires in my little day 
1 have outlived, and yet 1 am not old; ^ 

And when I look on this the petty spray 
Of my own yeara of trouble, which have roll’d 
Lik« a wild bay of breakers, melts away: 

Something—1 know not wiiat'^-Kloes still uphold 
A spirit of slight patience not in vain, 

Even for its own sake, do we purchase pain. 

VI. 

Perlmps the workings of defiance stir 
Witliin me,—or perhaps a cold despair, 

Brought on when ills habitually recur,— 

Pi'rhaps a kinder clime, or purer air, 

(Kor even to this may cltange of soul refej:, 

And with light mmour we may learn to boar,) 

Uave taught me a strange quiet, which was not 
i'he chief companion cd* a cdmer loL 
vn. 

) feel almost at times as I have felt 
In happy childhood; trees, and fiowers, and brodcs. 
Which do remember me of where I dwelt 
Ere my young mind was sacrificed to boc^, 

Gome as of yore upon me, and cmi melt 
My hem-t with recognition of their looks ; 

And even at moments 1 could think 1 see 
living thing to bve—but none like thee. 

VIII. • 

Here are the Alpine landsr.apes which create 
A fund for ccmlempiation;—to admire 
Is a brief feeling of a trivial date ; 

But something worthier do such scenes inspire: 

Here to be k^ly is not desdate, 

For mudi X view which I could most desire, 

And, above all, a lake I can behold 
^velier, not dearer, than our own of old. 

* Admlra] B:frDn vu rvranrkftble for never reeking » voyege without a 
*gy#it. He wea koown to the uUora by Uie fiieaUoua ouut of ** Foul* 
^■Uier lock.** 

though it were temMet*t«S, 

Stilt hie bttA oould not beloat.'* 

» returned aaftiy from the wreck of the Weger, (In Aneon'e eegrefe,) 
'id lulMMQuently ehrenn»«Ticuttd the workkjMpy yeeniA6er,sscom> 
lander of* eimiler expedition. ^ 


Ob that thou wert but whh moI~-but I grmv 
The fool of my own widtes, and forget 
The solitude which I have vaunted so 
Has lost its praise in this but one regret; 

There may be others which I less may show;— 

I am not of the plaintive mood, and yet 
1 feel an ebb in my philosophy, 

And the tide rising in my alter’d eye. 

X. 

I did remind thee of our own dear lake,^ 

By the old hall which may be mine no more. 
Leman’s is fair; but tliink not I forsake 
The sweet remembrance of a dearer shoi^; 

Sad havoc Time must with my memory make 
Ere that or thou can fade these eyes before; 

Though, like all things which I have loved, dwy are 
Resign’d forever, or divided far. 

XI. 

The world is all before me; I but ask 
Of Nature that with whidi will cmi^y— 

It is but in her summer’s sun to bask, 

To mingle with the quiet dl her sky, 

To see her gentle face withcait a mask, 

And never gaze on it with apathy. 

She was my early friend, and now shall ha 
My sister—^till I loc^ again on thee. 

XU. 

I can reduce all feelings but this one: 

And that 1 would notfor at length I see 
Such scenes as those wherein my life begun. 

The earliest—even the only paths for me— 

Hod I but sooner learnt the crowd to shun, 

I had been better than I now can be; 

The passions which have tom roe would have slept, 
/ had not sulTer’d, and thou hadst not wepU 
xiix. 

iYith false ambition what had I to do ? 

Little with love, and least of ail with fame; 

And yet they came unsought, and with me grew, 
And made me all which tliey can make—a name. 
Yet this was not the end I did puniue; 

Surely I once behold a nobler aim. 

But all is over—1 am one the more 
To bafHed millions which have gone before. 

xiv. 

And for the fijturc, this world’s future may 
From me demand but little of my care; 

I have outlived myself by many a day; 

Having survived so many things tiuU: were; 

My years have been no slumber, but the prey 
Of ceaseless vigils; for I had the share 
Of life which might have fillM a century, 

Before its fourth in time had pass’d me by. 

XV. 

And for the remnant which may be to come 
I am content; and for the past I feel 
Not thankless,—for within the crowded sum 
Of strug^es, happiness at times would steal, 

And for dte present I would not benumb 
My feelings farther.—Nor shall I conceal 
That with all this I still can look around 
And worship nature with a tliou^t profound. 

XVI. 

F<x thee, my own sweet sister, in Uiy hemt 
I know myself secure, as tliou in mine; 

We were and are—I am, even as thou aH— 

Beings who ne’er each other can resign; 

It is same, together apart, 

From life’s commencement to its slow decline 
We are entwined—lot death come slow or fast, 

The tie which bound the first endures the last! 

* 0 <^. 1816 . 

* Th« ]»k« of KtwMMid Abbuf ^ 



ON THE BUST OP HELEN BY CANOVA. 

hi tUi beloved maitie view, 

Above the warhe and thoughu of man, 

What Natnre amid, but ttwaW not, do, 

And beauty and Canova ean 
Beyond imagination'a power, 

Beyond the bard’s defeated art. 

With immortality her dower. 

Behold the Hften of the ^art! 

November, 1816. 


FRAGMENT OF A POEM ON HEARING 
THAT LADY BYRON WAS ILL.—1816. 

Am) thou wert ead—yet was I not with theo; 

And thou wert sick—and yet I was not near. 
Methought that Joy and health alone could be 
Where I was not, and pain and sorrow hero. 
And is it thus 1 —It is as I foretold. 

And shall he more soAc. Ac. 


TO THOMAS MOORE. 

1 . 

Mr boat is on the shorn. 

And niy bark is on the sea; 

But, brfore I go, Tom Moore, 

Here’s a double healih to thee! 

2 . 

Here’s a sigh to those who love me. 

And a smile lf> those who hate; 

And, whatever sky's above me. 

Here’s a heart for eveiy fate. 

3. 

Tlwugh the ocean roar aroimd me, 

Yet it still shall bear me on; 

Though a desert should surround me, 

It hath spring that may be won. 

4 . 

Were’t the last drop in the welt, 

As I gasp’d upon the brink. 

Ere my fainting spirit fell, 

’T is to thee tliat I would drink. 

6 . 

With that water as this wine, 

The libation I would pour 

Should be—peaen with ^ine and mine, 

And a hcaltli to thee, Tom Moore. 

My, 1817. 

STANZAS TO THE RIVER PO. 

1 . 

River, that roilest by the ancient walls. 

Where dwells the lady of my love, when she 

Walks by thy brink, and tliere perchance recallt 
A &int and fleeting memory of me; 

2 . 

What if thy deep and ample stream should be 
A mirror of my heart, where she may read 

The thousand thou^ts I now betray to thee. 

Wild as thy wave, and headlong oa thy speed! 

a. 

What do I say—a mn-ror of my heart? 

Are not thy watensweeping, dark, end strong? 

Such as my m^ngs vrese andare, tiwaart; 

And such u tbw art were my paaeions long. 


4. 

Tims may have somewhat tamed them,—ool (or ever 
Thou overflow'st thy banks, and not tat aye 
Thy bosom overboils, congenial river! 

Thy floods subside, and mine have sunk away, 

5. 

But left long wrecks behind, and now again, 

Borne in our old unchanged career, we move; 

Thou tendcBt wildly onwards to the main, 

And I—to loving one I should not love. 

6 . 

The current I behold will sweep beneath 
*Hcr native walls and murmur at her feet; 

Her eyes will look on thee, when she shall bfloatha 
The twilight air, unharm’d by summer’s heat. 

7. 

She will look on thee,—I have look’d on thee. 

Full of that thought; and, from that moment, ne’er 
I Thy waters could I dream of, name, or see, 

Willioul the in-separable sigh for her! 

8 . 

Her bright eyes will be imaged in thy stream,— 

Yes! they will meet the wave 1 gaze on now: 

Mine cannot witness, even in a dream. 

That happy wave repass mo in ils flow! 

. 9 . 

The wave tliat bears my tears returns no more ; 

Will she return by whom tliat wave shall sweep ?— 
Both trcarl thy hanks, both wander on thy shore, 

1 by tliy source, she by the dark-blue deep. 

te which keepeth ns apart is not 

ce, nor de|ith of wave, nor space of earth, 
lisiraction of a various lot, 
ious as the climates of onr birth. 

11 . 

A strangor loves the lady of the land. 

Born far beyond the iiioiuitains, but his blood 
Is sill meridian, as if never fann’d 
By (he bleak wind that chills tlie polar flood. 

12 . 

My blood is all meridian; wore it not, 

1 had not left my clinic, nor should I be. 

In spite of tortures ne’er to be forgot, 

A slave again of love,—at least of thee. 

13. 

’T is vain to struggle—let me perish young— 

Live as I lived, and love as I have loved; 

To dust if I return, from dust 1 sprung. 

And then, at least, my heart can ne’er be moved. 

June, 181: 

SONNF.T TO GEORGE THE FODRTH, 

ON THE REPEAL OF LORD EDWARD »TTZSERAI.D’s 
FOEFEITORE. 

I To be the father of the fatherless, 

To stretch the hand from the tlirone’s height, and raise 
Hit off8pring,Svho expired in other days 
To make thy sire’s sway by a kingdom leas,— 

Thu is to be a monarch, and repress 
Envy into unutterable praise. 

Dismiss thy guard, and tnist thee to such traits, 

For who would lift a hand, except to bless ? 

Were it not easy, sire ? and is’t not sweet 
To make thyself beloved ? and to be 
Omnipotent by mercy’s means ? for thus 
Tl^ sovereignty would grow but more complete, 

A despot thou, and yet thy people free. 

And by the heart, not hand, enslaving in. 

Auguil, UlS. 


* ThsCottatw Ouiecioa. 



FRANCK8CA OF RIMI?n. 
tuMn-ATum nmt tbx mmito of dakts, 

CAHTO FIFTH. 

•< Thc luul where I wm bom cits the seas, 

Upon that shore to which the Po descends, 

With atl his followers, in search of peace. 

Love, which the gentle heart som apprehends, 

Seized hitn for the foir person which waSi,ta’en 
From me, and me even yet the mode oSeMs. 

Love, who to none beloved to love again 
Remits, seized me with wish to please, so strong. 
That, as thou seest, yet, yet it doth remain. 

Love to one death conducts us along, 

But Caina waits for him our life wlw ended 

These were tlie accents utter’d by her tongue.- 

Since first I listen’d to these souls offended, 

I bow’d my visage and so kept it till— 

{then ), 

“ What think’st ftiou?” said the bard; j when 5 
unbended. 

And recommenced; “ Alas! unto such ill 
How nuuiy sweet thoughts, what strong ecstasies 
Led these their evil fortune to fulfil!” 

And then I turn’d unto their side my eyes, 

And said, “ Francesca, thy sad destinies 
Have made me sorrow till the tears arise. 

But tell mo, in the season of sweet siglis. 

By what and how thy love to passion rose. 

So as his dim desires to recognise ?” 

Then she to me; “ The greatest of all woes 
f recall to mind ) 

Is to ( remind us of ) our happy days 
< thie 1 

In misery, and ( that > thy teacher knows. 

But if to learn our passion’s first resit preys 
Upon lliy spirit with such sympathy, 

5 rt’uUe > 

I will ( do* even J as lie who weeps and says.- 
We read one day for pastime, seated nigh. 

Of Lancilol, how love enchain’d him too. 

Wc wore alone, quite unsuspiciously. 

But oft our eyes met, and our cheeks in hue 
All o’er discolour’d by that reading were; 

t twertkrem } 

But one point only wholly < us o’erthrew; ) 


*^1 


True, the great of her bright and Mef era, are 
The rainbow-like epoch where Freedom oerfi p 
For the few liule years, out of centuries wan, 

Which betray’d not, or crush’d mt, or vvept not hsr 
cause, 

5. 

True, the chains of the Catholic clank o’er his rags, 
The castle still stands, and the soiate ’a qo more, 

And the famine which dwelt on her freedomless crags 
Is extending its steps to her desolate shore. 

4. 

,To her desciate shore—where the emigrant stands 
For a moment to gaze ere ho flies from his hearth. 
Tears fall on his chain, though it drops from his hands, 

I For the dungeon he quits is the place of his birth. 

I 5 . 

But he comes! the Messiah of royalty comes! 

Like a goodly Leviathan roll’d from the waves 1 
Then receive him as best such an advent becomes, 

Witli a legion of cooks and an army of slaves 1 

6 . 

He comes in the promise and bloom of threeacore, 

To perform in the pageant the sovereign’s part— 

But long livo the shamrock which shadows him o’er! 
Could the green in his hat be transforr’dto hiafisort.' 

7. 

Could tliat long-wither’d spot but bo verdant again, 

And a new spring of noble affections arise— 

Then might freedom forgive thee this dance in thy chain. 
And tills shout of thy slavery which sadd«ia the skies. 


desired 


When we read the 1 long-sighed for S smile of her, 
i a fervent 
\ d 


! 


f 


lover. 


To be thus kiss’d by such < devoted 
He who from me can be divided ne’er 
Kiss’d my moutli, trembling in the act all over. 

Accursed was the book and he who wrote! 

That day no further leaf we did uncover.- 
While thus one spirit told us of their lot, 

The other wept, so that with pity's thralls 
I swoon’d as if by death I had been smote, 

And fell down even as a dead body fails.” 

March, 1820. 


THE IRISH AVATAR.t 
1. 

Eke the daughter of Brunswick is cold in her grave, 
And her aahes still float to their home o’er the tide, 

Lo! George the triumphant speeds over ffie wave, 

To the long-cherish’d isle which he loved like his— 
bride. I 


• Is MfiM of t)M adttiMH, it U “ diro,” la otiuni *' fiuo so tneatkl 

dtSmace boivnoo *iMrl^’'uul *idoisf,'* wSicbl knowuot bow to 
dMido. Aak Fiaulo. TIu d—d odHIom drtva mt mul. 
t Oo Ikt Klof’o >t«k U Irnhwl H MSI. 


8 . 


Is it madness or meanness which clings to thee now! 

Were be God-—as ho is but the commonest clay, 
With scarce fewer wrinkles than sins on his broa 
Such servile devotion mi^t aliame him away. 

9. 

Ay. roar in his train! let thine orators lash 
Their fanciful spirits to pamper his pride— 

Not thus did thy Grattan ^ignontly flash 
His soul o’er the freedom impkirt^ and denied. 

10 . 

Ever glorious Grattan! the best of the good I 
So simple in heart, so sublime in the rest! 

With ali which Demosthenea wanted endued. 

And his rival or victor in all he poesesa’d. 

I 11. 

Ere Tully arose in the zenith of Rome, 

Though unequall’d, preceded, the task was begun— 
But Grattan sprung up like a God from the tomb 
Of ages, tile first, last, the saviour, the one I 

12 . 

With the skill of an Orpheus to soflen the brute; 

With the fire of Prometheus to kindle mankind; 

Even Tyranny listening sate melted or mute, [mind. 
And Corruption shru^ scorch’d from the glance of his 

IS. 

But back to our theme! Back to despots and slaves! 

Feasts furnish’d by Famine! rejoicings by Pain! 
True Freedom but uMeomes, while slavery still ratios. 
When a week's saturnalia hath loosen’d her chain. 

' 14. 

Let foe poor squalid splendour thy wreck can afford 
(As the baniuijpt’s profusion his ruin would hide) 
Oild over the palace. Lo! Erin, foy^id! 

Kisa his foot with thy blessing for Wessmgs denied. 



u. 

Or if freedom pMt Inipe be extorted at lait, 
tbe id<d of bran frnd Ui (bet are of chy, 

Mutt what terror or potky wring forth be dm’d 
With what monanihi ne’er give, but aa wolvea yield 
their prey? 

16. 

Each brute hath ita nature, a king’s is to ragn ,— 

To reignin that word sue, ye agea, comprised 

The cause of the curses ah annals contain, 

From Ceaar the dreaded to George the despised 

17. 

Wear, Fingal, dty trappings! O’Connell, proclaim 
' His accomplishments! HiiHt and thy country con¬ 
vince 

Half an age’s contempt was an error of fame. 

And that “Hal is the rasoaUest, sweetest young 
prince! 

18. 

Will thy yard of blue riband, poor Fingal, recall 
The fetters from millions of Catholic limbs? 

Or, has it not bound thee the fastest of all 

The slaves, who now hail their betrayer with hymns ? 

19. 

Ay! “ build hhn a dwelling!” let each give his mite! 
Till, like Babel, the new royal dome hath arisen! 

Let thy beggars and helots their pittance unite— 

And a palace bestow for a poor-house and prison! 


26. 

Tea, I loved thee and thine, though thou art not my land, 
1 have known noble hearts and great souls in fliy stms, 
And 1 wept with the world o’er the patriot band 
Who are gone, but 1 weep them no longer u oi|ge. 

29. 

For happy are they now reposing a&r,— 

Thy Gratpui, thy Curran, thy Sheridan, ^ 

Who, for ydars, were the chirfs in the eloquent war, 
And redeem’d, if they have not retarded, thy foU. 

30. 

Yes, happy are they in their cold English graves! 

Their shades cannot start to thy shouts of t(>day,— 
Nor the steps of enslavers and diain-kissing slaves 
Be stamp’d in the turf o’er their fetterless clay. 

31. 

Till now I had envied thy sons and their shore, 

Though their virtues were hunted, their liberties 6ed 
There was something so warm atrd sublime in the core 
Of an Irishman’s heart, that I envy—thy dead. 

32. 

Or, if aught in my bosom can quench for an hour 
My contempt for a nation so servile, thou^ sore. 
Which though trod like the worm will not turn upon 
power, 

'T is the glory of Grattan, and genius rf Moore. 

September 16tli, 1821. 


20 . 

Spread—spread, for Viteltius, the royal repast, 

Till the gluttonous despot be stuff’d to the gorge! 

And the roar of his drunkards proclaims him at last 
The Fourth oftbe fools and oppressors call’d “George!”. 

21 . 

Let the tables be loaded with feasts till they groan! 

Till they groan like thy people, through ages of wo! 
Let the wine flow around the old Bacchanal’s throne. 
Like their blood which has flow’d, end which yet has 
to flow. 


But let not M$ name be thine idol alone— 

On his right hand behold a Sejanus appears! 

Thine own Castlereagh! let him still be thine own! 

A wrehdi, never named but with curses and jeers, | 

23. 

Till now, when the isle which should blush for his birth, 
Deep, deep as the gore which he shed on her soil, 
Seems proud of the reptile which crawl’d from her earth, 
And for murder repays him with shouts and a smile! 

24. I 
Without one single ray of her genius, without 

The fancy, tlie manhood, the fire of her race— 

The miscreant who well might plunge Erin in doobt 
If the ever gave birth to a being so base. 

25. 

If she did—^let her long-boasted proverb be hush’d. 
Which proclaims that fromErin no reptile can spring— 
See the eotd-bloodod serpent, with venom foil fludi'd. 

Still warming iti foMa in the breast iff a king! 



Shout, drink, feast, and flatter! On! Erin, how low 
Wert thou sunk by misfmtune and tyranny, til 
Thy welcome of tyrants hath plunged thee Mow 
The depth of thy deep in a deeper gulf still. 

27. 


I 


STANZAS. 

K WHO BEST CAN UNOEBBTAND THEM. 


Be it so! we part for ever! 

Let the past aa nothing be 

Had I only loved thee, never 
Hadst thou been thus dear to me. 

Had I loved and thus been slighted, 

That I bettor could have borne j 

Love is quelled, when unrequited, 

By the rising pulse of scorn. 

Pride may cool what passion heated. 

Time will tame the wayward will; 

But the heart in friendship cheated 

Throbs with wo’s most maddening thriU. 

Had I loved, I now might hate thee, 

In that hatred solace seek, 

Might exult to execrate thee. 

And, in words, my vengeance wreak. 

But there is a silent sorrow. 

Which can find no vent in speech, 

Which disdains relief to borrow 
From tlie heights that song can reach. 

Like a clanUless chain enthraUing,— 

Like the sleepless dreams that mock,— 

Like the frigid ice-drops falling 
From the surf-surrounded rock. 

Such the cold and sickening feeling 
Thou hast caused this heart to know, 

Stabbed the deeper by concealing 
From the world ita bitter wo. 


My voice, though but humble, was raised for thy right. 
My aa a freeman’s, stiU voted thee fiee. 

This MH, thoughibut feeble, would arm, m thy fight, 
Am ihia though outworn, bad a thr^ atill for 


Once it fondly, proudly, deemed thee 
AH that fancy’s seif coidd paint, 
Once it honoured and esteemed thee. 
As its idol and ita Mint! 



4 . 

7V> chiefly I iail{^tth«e,danioelrIliNBKlthM; 

Eiffir glance wai the beet of the ntyi that fiuroand 
When it sparkled o’er au(^t that mi bright in mj itoiy, 
11 knew it wu love, and I &lt it waa glory. 


Here fliaa wonaa thou wait to me; 

Not ai man I looked on thee ^ 

Why like woman then undo me! 

■V^y « heap man'i worst curse on me.’’ 

Wait thou but a fiend, assuming 

Friendship’s smile, and woman’s art, 
And, in borrow’d beauty blooming. 

Trifling with a trust^ heart! 

By that eye which once could glisten 
With opposing glance to me ; 

By that ear which once could listen 
^0 each tale 1 told to thee -f— 

By that lip, its smile bestowing. 

Which could soften sorrow’s gush 
By that cheek, once brightly glowing 
With pure friendship’s weli-feign^ blush; 


IMPEOMPTU. 

ON UDT lutsaiROToN axpasssmo ma ntnimaM o 
TSKINO TBS TIU.A 0 AUJU> “H. PABABIIO,” 
NBAS OSHOA. 

Beneath Blessington’a eyes 
The reclaim’d Paradise 
Should be free as the former from evil; 

But if the new Eve 
For an apple should grieve. 

What mortal would not (day the Devil 1* 

April, IS». 


By all those false charms united,— 
'Thou hast wrought thy wanton will, 

And, without compunction, blighted 
What “ thou wouldat not kindly kill.” 

Yet I curse thee not in sadness. 

Still, I feel how dear thou wert; 

Oh 1 I could not—e’en in madness— 
Doom thee to thy just desert! 

Live! and when my life is over. 

Should thine own be lengthened long. 

Thou may’st then, too late, discover 
By thy feelings, all my wrong. 

When thy beauties all are faded,— 
When thy flatterers fawn no more,— 

Ere the solemn shroud hath shaded 
Some regardless reptile’s store,— 

Ere that hour, false syren, hear me! 
Thou may’st feel what I do now, 

While my spirit, hovering near thee. 
Whispers fnendship’s brtdcen vow. 

But—’tis useless to upbraid thee 
With thy past or present state; 

What thou wait, my fancy made thee. 
What thou art, I know too late. 



TO THE COUNTESS OF BLESSINGTON. 


1. 

You have ask’d for a verse:—the request 
In a rhymer t were strange to deny; 

But my Hippocrene was but my breast^ 

And my feelings (its fountain) are dry. 

2 . 

Were I now as 1 was, I had sung 
What Lawrence has painted so well; 

But the strain would expire on my tongue. 

And the theme is too soft for my shell. 

S. 

I am ashes where once I was fire. 

And the bard in my bosom is dead; 

What I loved I mm merely admire, 

And my heart is as gray as my head. 

4. 

My life is not dated by years— 

There are momerut which act as a plough. 

And there is not a furrow appears 
But is deep in my soul as my brow. 

5 . 

Let the young and the brilliant aspire 
To sing what I gaze on in vain; 

For sorrow has tom from my lyre 
The string which was worthy the strain. 

April, im. 


STANZAS 

VraiTTIN OH TBB BOAD BETWEEN noEENCB AND KIA. 
December, 1821. 

I. 

Oh, talk not to me of a name great in story; 

The d^ of our youth are the days of our glory; 

And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two*and-twenty 
Are worth all your laurels, though ever so plen^. 

S. 

What are garlands and crowns to the brow that is 
wrinkled? 

T is but as a dead flower with May-dew be^irinkled. 
Then away with all such from the head that is hoary! 
What care I for the wreaths that can on^ give glory? 

S. 

Bh Fame! if I e’er took delight in thy praises, 

'T was less for the sake of thy hi;^sounding phrases. 
Than to see the bright eyes the dear one discover 
ESie draught fliat I was not unworthy to bve her. 


ON THIS DAY I COMPLETE MY THIETY- 
SIXTH YEAR. 

Mluolonshl.Ju. ]a,taM, 

1 . 

’T IS time this heart should be unmoved, 

Since others it hath ceased to move! 

Yet, though I cannot be beloved. 

Still let me love! 

2 . 

My da}n are in the yellow leaf; 

The flowers and fruits of love are gone 
The worm, the canker, and the griof 
Are mine alone! 

The Qtnoeie vlti had tiretdjr tpr^ed tMathreadbara jMt toldm 
Mif. Takiof It fftto tbelr heads tiMd 0nt TiSa 9kd hean Ibm m ftr Mb 
OVD rcildenett theTiaidg "UDiatrioeaneoraentnMfnFavaiUeo/' 

Hbar#. 



1 


b loiw M MiAa Totcuie i 
No tonh Ukinttlod nt tuUuo— 
AlhomIpUe! 


4. 

Tbo hope, Uie f«ar, the jraloua cere, 
The exalted portion oT the paiii 
And power of love, I eannat ihare, 
Bat wear the chain. 


$. 

But’t if not limt —and’t if not here— 

Such thoughtf tbould ehake my eouli nor now, 
Where glory deckt the bero’a bier. 

Or bindt hii brow. 


The fword, tbo banner, and the 6eld, 
Glory arid Greece around me eee ! 
The Spartan, borne upon his shield. 
Was not more free. 


1 , 

Awake! (notGreece— edit <*awake!) 

Awake, my spirit! Think through wftmii 
Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake. 

And then strike home! 


Tread those reviving passions down, 
Unworthy manho^!—unto thee 
IndiSerent should the smile or frown 
Of beauty be, 

9 . 

If thou regret'st thy youth, why livt: f 
The land of honourable death 
Is hers :—up to the field, and give 
Away thy breath! 

10 . 

Seek out—less often sought than found— 
A soldier’s grave, for thee the best; 
Then locdr around, and choose thy ground. 
And take thy rest. 


FHE FOLLOWING POEMS PROM MANUSCi||'S COLLECTED AFTER THE DEi 
OP LORD BYRON WERE FIRST PTOLISHED IN LONDON IN 1833. 


PO A LADY WHO PRESENTED THE AU- 
THOR WITH THE VELVET BAND WHICH 
BOUND HER TRESSES. 

Tsis Band, which bound thy yellow hair, 
b mine, sweet girl! thy pledge <d' love; 

Itclainu my wannest, dearest care. 

Like relics left of saints above. 

Oh ! I will wear it next my heart, 

’Twill bind my soul in bonds to thee; 

Prom me again’t will ne’er depart. 

But mingle in the grave with me. 

The daw I gather from thy lip 
Is not so dear to me as this; 

Thai 1 but for a moment sip. 

And banquet on a transient bliss: 

Thi$ will recall each youthful scene, 

E’m when our lives are on the wane; 

The loaves of Love will still be green 
When Memoiy bids them bud again. 

Oh! little lock of golden hue, 
b gently waving ruq^et curl'd. 

By the dear head on whitdi you grew, 

I would not lose you for a world. 

Not though a tliousand more adorn 
The polish’d brow where once you shone. 

Like rays which gild a cloudteas mom. 

Beneath CoRUma’s fervid mne. 

19QS. 


REMEMBRANCE. 

T is done !—1 saw it in my dreams: 

No more with Hope the future beams; 

My days of happiness are few ; 

Chill’d by misfoitune’s wintry blast, 

My dawn of life is overcast; 

Love, Hope, and Joy, alike adieu :— 
Would I could add Remembrance too. 

1806. 


THE ADIEU. 

WniTTIK UNDES THE IMPRESSIOB THAT THE 
THoa WOULD soon DIE. 

Adieu, thou Hill !* where early joy 
Spread roses o’er my brow ; 

Where Science seeks each loitering boy 
With knowledge to endow, •' 

Adieu my youthful friends or foes. 

Partners of former bliss or woes ; 

No more through Ida’s paths we stray ; 
Soon must I share the gloomy cell. 

Whose ever slumbering inmates dwelt 
Unconscious of the day. 

Adieu, ye hoary Regal Fanes, 

Ye spires of Granta’s vale. 

Where Learning robed in aaUo reigns, 

And Melanchdy pale. 



Te comrades of the jovial honri 
Ye teaants of the classic boiver, 

On Cama’s verdant margin placed, 
Adieu ! while memory still is mine, 

For, offerings on Oblivion’s shrine, 

These scenes must be effaced. 

Adieu, ye mountains of the clime 
Where grew my youthful years; 
Where Loch na Qarr in snows sublime 
His giant summit rears. 

Why did my childhood wander forth 
From you, ye’regions of the North, 

With sons of pride to roam? 

Why did I quit my Highland cave, 

Marr’s dusky heath, and Doe’s clear wave, 
To seek a Sotheron home? 

Hall of my Sires !* a long fiurewell— 

Yet why to thee adieu ? 

Thy vaults will echo back my knell. 

Thy towers my tomb will view : 

The faltering tongue which sung thy fall, 
And former glories of thy Hall 
Forgets its wonted simple note— 

But yet the Lyre retains the strings, 

And sometimes on iRolian wings, 

In dying strains may Doat. 

Fields, which surround yon rustic cot, 
While yet 1 linger hero, 

Adieu I you arc not now forgot. 

To retrospection dear. 

Streamlet If along whose rippling surge. 
My youthful limbs were wont to urge 
At noontide heat their pliant course; 
Plunging with ardour from the shore, 

•Thy springs will lave these limbs no mores 
Deprived of active force. 

And shall I here forget the scene, 

Still nearest to my breast ? 

Rocks rise, and rivers roll between 
The spot which passion blest; 

Yet, Mary,! all thy beauties seem 
Fresh as in Love’s bewitching dream. 

To me in smiles display’d ; 

Till slow disease resigns his prey 
To Death, the parent of decay. 

Thine image cannot fade. 

And thou, my Priend‘!§ whoso gentle love 
Yet thrills roy bosom’s chords, 

How much thy friendship was above 
Description’s power of words! 

Still near my breast thy gift 1 wear. 

Which sparkled once with Feeling’s tear. 

Of Love the pure, the sacred gem; 

Our souls were equal, and our lot 
In that dear moment quite forgo^j 
Let pride alone condemn! 

All, all, is dark and cheerless now! 

No smile of Love’s deceit, 

Can warm my veins with wonted glow. 

Con bid Life's pulses beat; 

Not e’en the hope of future fame 
Can wake my faint, exhausted frame. 

Or crown with fancied wreaths my head. 
Mine is a short inglorious race,— 

* NeW«t4NUt. 

Tbe river Oretee 
M»r j Duff. 

Eddli e etoae. 


To humble in the dust my (koe) 

And mingle with dbe dead. 

Oh Fame ! thou goddess of my heart; 

On him who gains thy praise. 

Pointless must fail the Spectre’s dart, 
Consumed in Glory’s blaze ; 

But me she beckons from the earth. 

My name (dtscure, unmark’d my birth, 

My life a short and vulgar dream; 

Lost ill the dull, ignoble crowd, 

My hopes recline within a shroud. 

My fate is Lethe’s stream. 

When I repose beneath the sod. 

Unheeded in the clay. 

Where once my playful footsteps trod. 
Where now roy head must lay; 

The meed of Pity will be shed 
j In dew-drops o’er my narrow bed, 

I By nightly skies and storms alone ; 

j No mortal eye will deign to steep 
j With tears Uio dark sepulchral deep 

Which hides a name unknown. 

Forget this world, my restless sprite. 

Turn, turn thy thoughts to Heaven: 
There must thou soon direct thy flight. 

If errors aro forgiven, 

To bigots and to sects unknown, 

Bow down benoatli the Almighty’s Throne 
To Him address thy trembling prayer 
Ho, who is merciful and just, 

Will not reject a child of dust. 

Although his meanest care. 

Father of Light I to Thee I call,* 
j My soul is dark within: 

I Thou, who canst mark the sparrow’s fall, 

I Avert the death of sin. 

Thou, whocanst guide the wandering star. 
Who calni’st the elonieutal war, 

Whose mantlo is yon boundless sky. 

My tlioughts, my words, my crimes flirgive 
And, since I soon must cease to live, 
Instruct me how to die 

1807. 


TO A VAIN LADY. 

Ah, heedless girl I why tlius disclose 
What ne’er was meant for other ears ? 

Why thus destroy thine own repose 
And dig the source of future tears; 

Oh, thou wilt weep, imprudent maid. 
While lurking envious foes will smile, 

For all the follies thou hast said 
Of these who spoke but to beguile. 

Vain girl! thy ling’ring woes are nigh, 
If tliou boliov’st. what striplings say: 

Oh, from the deep temptation fly, 

Nw fell the specious spoiler’s prey. 

Dost thou repeat, in childish boast. 

The words man utters to deceive 7 

Thy peace, thy hope, Ihy all is lost, 

If thou canst venture to believe. 

Sm Prsgw of Naturtt, pise VIS. 


i 


3M 



While now unongst Ihy female peera 
Thou te&’it agmn the soothing tale 

Oust thou not mark the rising sneers 
Duplici^ in sain would veil ? 

These tales in secret silence hush, 

Nor make thyself the public gaze; 

What modest maid without a blush 

Uecounu a ft^tering coxcomb’s praise ? 

Will not the laughing boy despise 
Her who relates each fond conceit— 

Who, thinking Heaven is in her eyes 
Vet cannot see the slight deceit ? 

For she who takes a soil delight 
These amorous nothings in revealing, 

Must credit all we say or write. 

While vanity prevents conceding. 

Cease, if you prize your beauty’s reign ! 
No jealousy bids me reprove; 

One, who is thus from nature vain, 

I pity, but I cannot love. 

Janww) IS, 1807. 


TO ANNE. 

jH, Anno! your offences to me havebeon grievous; 

I thought from my wrath no atonement could save 
you; 

hit woman is made to command and deceive us— 

I look’d in your face, and I almost forgave you. 

vowed 1 could ne’er for a moment respect you. 

Yet thought that a day’s separation was long : 

Vhen we met, I determined again to suspect you— 
Vour smile soon convinced me suspicion was wrong. 

swore, in a trans|iort of young indignation, 

With fervent contempt evermore to disdain you : 
saw you—my anger became admimtion ; 

And now, all my wish, all my hope, ’s to regain you. 

Vith beauty like yours, oh, how vain the contuntion ! 
Thus lowly I sue for forgiveness liefuro you;— 
kt once to conclude such a fruitless dissension. 

Be false, my sweet Anne, when I cease to adore 
you! 

Jmvuary 16,1807. 


TO THE SAME. 

iH say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have decreed 
The heart which adores you should wish to dissever; 
och Fates weie to me must unkind ones indeed,— 1 

To bear me from love and from beauty for ever. 

'our frowns, lovely girl, are the Fates which alone 
Could bid me from fond admiration refrain ; 
ly those, every hope, every wish were o’erthrown, 

Till smiles ifeould restore me to rapture again. 

Lb the ivy and oak, in the forest entwined. 

The rage of the tempest united must weather, 

4y love and my life gvero by nature design’d 
To flourish alike, or to perish together. 


Then say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have de¬ 
creed. 

Your tover ^ould bid you a lasting adieu; 

Till Fate can ordain that this bosom shall bleed 
His soul, his existence, are centred in you. 

18 «. 


TO THE AUTHOR OF A SONNET BEOlStNING, 

“ ‘ SAI) tS MV VSKSE,’ VOD SAY, ‘ A«D T«T NO TBAS.’ ” 

Thv verse is “ sad” enough, no doubt; ^ 

A devilish deal mure sad titan witty! 

Why we should woep I can ’t find out. 

Unless for thee we weep in pity. 

Yet there is one I pity more ; 

And much, alas ! 1 think he needs it: 

For ho, I ’ni suro, will suffer sore, 

Who, to his own misfortune, reads it. 

Thy rhymes, without tlic aid of magic. 

May once be read—but never after j 

Yet their eft'oet’s by no means tragic. 

Although by far too dull for laughter. 

But would you make our bosoms bIcod, 

And of no common pang complain— 

If you would make us we,tp indeed, 

'fell us, you ’ll read them o’er again. 

MarekS, 1807. 


ON FINDING A FAN. 

In one who felt as once he felt. 

This might, perhaps, have liuiii’d the flame ; 

But now his heart no more will molt, 

Because that heart is not the same. 

As when the ebbing flames are low. 

The aid which once improved tlieir light 

And bade them burn with fiercer glow. 

Now quenches all tlieir blaze in night, 

Thus has it been with passion’s fi 
As many a boy and girl reinonibers— 

While every hope of love expires. 

Extinguish’d with tlie dying embers. 

Theyirst though not a spark survive, 

Boine careful hand may teucti to burn; 

The laatf alas ! can ne’er survive; 

No touch can bid its warmth return. 

Or, if it chance to wake again. 

Nut always doomed its heat to smother, 

It sheds (so wayward fates or,lain) 

Its former warmtli around another. 

1807. 


FAREWELL TO THE MDSE. 

Thoo Power! who hast ruled me through infancy’s 
days, ^ 

Young ottspring of Fancy, ’t is lime we should part; 
Then rise on the gale this the last of my lays, 

The coldest etfusion which springs from my heart. 



Thi* bMom, responsive to rapture no more, 

Shall hush thy wild iMes, nor imploro thee to sing ; 
The feelings of childhood, which taught thee to soar, 
Are wafted &r distant on Apathy’s wing. 


Ah, droop not, my Oak! lilt thy head for a while; 

Ere twice roti^ yon Glory this planet diall run, 
The hand of thy Master will teach thee to smile, 
When Infancy’s years of probation ore done. 


rhotigh simple the themes of my rude flowing Lyre, 
Yet even tlieso themes are departed for ever ; 

Ifo more beam the eyes which my dream could inspire. 
My vhions are down, to return,—alas, never! 


Oh, live then, my Oak! tow’r aloft from the weeds. 
That cleg thy young growth, and assist thy decay, 
For still in thy bosom are life’s early seeds, 

And still may thy branches their beauty dis[day. 


When drain’d is the nectar which gladdens the bowl. 
How vain is the eflort delight to prolong! 

When col)) is the beauty which dwelt in my soul, 

Wliat magic of Fancy can lengthen my song 7 

!lan the lips sing of Lore in the desert alone, 

Of kisses and smiles which they now mast resign '! 

)r dwell with delight on the hours that are flown ? 

Ah, no! for these hours can no longer bo mine. 

-«n they speak of the friends that 1 lived but to love ? 
Alt, surely affect inn ennobles the strain ! 

3ttt how can my numbers in sympathy move. 

When I scarcely can hope to behold them again ? 

Ian I sing of the deeds which iny Fathers have done, 
And raise my loud harp to the fame of my Sires ? 
for glories like theirs, oh, how faint is my tone! 

For Heroes’ exploits how unequal my tires! 

Jntouch'd then, my Lyre shall reply to the blast— 

’T is hush’d ; and my feeble endeavours are o’er; 
And those who have heard it will pardon the past, 

When they know tliat its murmurs shall vibrate no 
more. 

ind^soon shall its wild erring notes bo forgot, 

Since early afl'eclion and love is o’orcast t 
)h ! blest had iny fate been, and Itappy my lot, 

Had tile first strain of love been tlic dearest, the lost, 
farewell, my young Mtiso! since we now can ne’er 
meet; 

If our songs have been languid, they surely are few; 
jet us hope that the present at least will be sweet— 
The present—which seals our eternal Adictt. 

1807. 


TO AN OAK AT NEWSTEAD.* 

fotma Oak! when I planted tlioo deep in the ground, 
I hoped that thy days would be longer than mine ; 
That thy dark-waving branches would flourish around, 
And ivy thy trunk with its mantle entwine. 


Oh! yet, if nialtirity’s years may bo thine, 

Though / shall lie low in the cavern of death, 

On thy leaves yet the day-beam of ages may shine, 
Uninjured by time, or the rude winter’s breath. 

For centuries still may thy boughs lightly wave 
O’er the corse of tliy lord in tiiy canopy laid; 

While the branches thus gratefully shelter his grave. 
The chief who survives may refine in thy shade. 

And as ho with his boys shall revisit this spot. 

Ho will tell them in whispers more softly to tread. 

Oh ! surely, by these I shall ne’er be forgot: 
Renienibranco still hallows tho dost of the dead. 

Ami hero, will they say, when in life’s glowing prime. 

Perlmjis he has )iourcd forth his young simple lay. 
And hero must he sleep, till the moments of time 
Are lost in tho liours of Eternity’s day. 

1807. 


LINES. 

I 

ON HEARINU THAT LADY BYRON WAS ILL,* 

And thou wort sad—^yet I was not with thee; 

And thou wort sick, and yet I was not near { 
Methought that joy and health alone could be 
Where I was not—and pain and sorrow here ! 
And is it thus ?—it is as I foretold, 

And shall be more so; for the mind recoils 
I Upon itself, and the wreck’d heart lies cold, 

While heaviness collects the shatter’d spoils. 

It is not in the storm nor in the strife 
We feel benumb’d and wish to bo no more, 

But in the after-silence on the shore, 

When ail is lost, except a little life. 

I am too well avenged!—but’t was my right; 

Whato’er my sins might be, thou wert not sent 
To bo the Nemesis who should requite— 

Nor did Heaven choose so near an instrument. 


Such, such was my hoiic, when, in infancy’s years, 

On the land of my fathers I reared thee with pride, 
They are past, and I water thy stem with my tears,— 
Thy decay not the weeds that surround thee can hide. 

left thee, my Oak, and since that fatal hour, 

A stranger has dwelt in the hall of my sire; 

Till manh^ shall crown me, not mine is the power, 

But his whose neglect may have made thee expire, 

« 

Oh! hardy thou wert—even now little care 
Might revive thy young head, and thy wounds gently 
^ ^ heal; 

But thou wert not fated aflection to share— 

For who could suppose that a Stranger would feel ? . 


Mercy is for tho merciful!—If thou 
Hast been of such, ’t will be accorded now. 

Thy nights are banish’d from the realms of sleep I— 

Yes ! they may flatter thee, but thou shait feel 
A hollow agony which will not heal. 

For thou art pillow’d on a curse too deep; 

Thou hast sown in my sorrow, and must reap 
Tho bitter harvest in a woe as real! 

1 have had many foes, but none like thee; 

For ’gainst the rest myseifi could defond. 

And l>e avenged, or tom them into friend; 

But thou in safe implacability 

Hadst nought to dread—in thy own weakness shielded, 
And in my love, which hath but too much yielded. 


* See Frt{ineiit, page 473. 


See Fregmenl, pege 484. 



On thiaf that wen pot, and on things tllU ar»“ 
Srtto upon ntcb a btuih h*st thou aaiU 

' t _ UmfM JsjaMt* tK—'*' 


The moral CIjrtamneatn of thy lord, 

And hair’d dorm, with an uninupecled aword, 
Famojpaace, and hope—«nd all the better life 
Which, botibr this cold treason of thy heart, 

Mi, _ ‘ 

1 found a noUet duty than to pan. 

But of thy nrtaes didst thou mahe a vice, 

Trafficking with them in a purpose cold, 

For present anger, and for future gold— 

And buying other’s grief at any price. 

And thus once enter’d into crooked ways. 

The early truth, which was thy proper praise. 

Did not stiQ widk beside thee^ut at times, 

And with a breast unknowing its own crimes. 
Deceit, avermentsincompatible, 

Equirucatuns, and the thoughts which dwell 
In Janus^pirits—the significant eye 
Which learns to lie with silence—the pretext 
Of Prudence, with advantages annex’d— 

The aoquittscence in all things which tend, 

No matter how, to the desM end— 

Ail fiiund a place in thy philosophy. 

The means were worthy, and the end is won— 

I would not do by thee as thou hast done! 

September, 1816 


Obscures bis glory, 
Despot no mote, be 
Such territory 
Quits frith disdaio. 

Still, still adrsncing, 

With banners glancing, 

His power enliancing. 

He must move on— 
Repose but cloys him. 
Retreat destroys him. 

Love brooks not a degraded throne. 


Wait not, fond lover; 

Till years are over, 

And then recover. 

As from a dream. 

While each bewailing 
The other’s failing. 

With wrath and railing 
All hideous seem— 

While first decreasing, 

Tet not quite ceasing, 

Wait not till teasing 
All passion blight; 

If once diminish’d 
Love’s reign is finish’d- 
Then part in friendship,—and bid good-night. 


STANZAS. 

'COULD LOVE rOK EVEK.” 


Could Love for ever 
Run tike a river, 

And Time’s endeavour 
Be tried in vain— 

No other pleasure 
With this could measure ; 
And like a treasure 
We'd hug the chain. 

But since our sighing 
Ends not in dying. 

And, form’d for flying. 

Love plumes his wing ; 
Then for this reason 
Let ’a love a season; 

But let that season be tmly Spring. 


When lovers parted 
Feel broken-hearted 
And all hopes thwarted, 

Expect to die ; 

A few years older. 

Ah! how much c^er 
They might behold her 
For whom they sigh! 

When link’d together. 

In every weather. 

They pluck Love’s feather 
From out bis wing— 

HoH stay for over. 

But sadly riiiver 

Without his plumage, when past the Spring. 


Like Ohiefe of Faction, 
■is life is aeti< 


So shall Affection, 

To recollection 
The dear connection; 

Bring back with joy: 

You bad not waited , 

Till, tired or hated. 

Your passions sated 
Began to cloy. 

Your last embraces 
Leave no cold traces— 

Tlie same fond faces 
As through the past; 

And eyes, the mirrors 
Of your sweet errors 

Reflect but rapUire—not least though last. 


True, soparatioiw 
Ask more than patience; 

What desperations 
From such have risen! 

But yet remaining. 

What is’t but diaining 
Hearts which, once waning, 

Beat ’gainst their prisrai ? 
Time can but cloy love, 

And use destroy love: 

The winged boy. Love, 

Is but for boys— 

You ’ll find it torture 
Though sharper, shorter, 

To wean, and not wear out your joys. 


STANZAS: 

TO A. BIITDOO AIB 

] Ob 1—my lonely—lonely—^lonely—Pillow! 

I Where is my lover ? where is my lover ? 

Is it his bark which my dreary dreams discover ? 
Far—far away 1 and alone along the billow? 



Oh! my lonely—lonely—lonoly~Pillow! 

Why must my head where his gentle brow lay ? 
How the long night flags lovelessly and slowly, 

And my head droops over thee like the willow.— 

Oh! thou, my sad and solitary Pillow! 

Send me kind dreams to keep my heart from breaking. 
In return for the tears 1 shed upon thee waking: 

Let me not die till he comes bach o’er the billow.— 

Then if thou wilt—no more my hmeh) Pillow, 

In one embrace let these arms again enfold him, 

And then expire of Iho joy—but to behold him! 

Oh! mylone bosom^! my lonely Pillow! 


1 . 

Or never talk again to me 
Of northern climes and British ladies ; 

It has not been your lot to see, 

Like me, the lovely girl of Cadiz. 

Although her eyes be not of blue, 

Nor &ir her locks, like English lasses. 

How far its own expressive hue 
The languid azure eye surpasses! 

2 , 

Prometheus-like, from heaven she stole 
The Bre, tliat through those silken lashes: 

In darkest glances seems to roll, 

From eyes that cannot hide their flashes: 

^ And as along her bosom steal 

In lengtlien’d flow her raven tresses. 

You’d swear each clustering lock could feel. 
And curl’d to give her caresses. 

Our English maids are long to woo, 

And frigid even in possession; 

And if their charms be fair to view. 

Their lips are slow at Love’s confession: 


But bom beneath a brighter sun. 

For love ordain’d the Spanish maid is, 
And who,^—when fondly, fairly won^— 
Enchants you like the girl of Cadiz? 


The Spanish maid is no coquette. 

Nor joys to see a lover tremUe, 

And if she love, or if she hate, 

I Alike she knows not to dissemble. 

Her heart can ne’er bo bought or sold— 
Howe’er it beats, it beats sincerely; 

And, though it will not bend to gold, 

’T will love you long and love you dearly. 

fi. 

The Spanish girl that meets your love 
Ne’er taunts you with a mock denial. 

For every thought is bent to prove 
Her passion in the hour of trial. 

When tlironging foemen menace Spain, 

She dares the deed and shares the danger; 
And should her lover press the plain, 

She hurls the spear, her love’s avenger. 

6 . 

And when, beneath the evening star. 

She mingles in the gay Bolero, 

Or sings to her attuned guitar 
Of Christian knight or Moorish hero, 

Or counts her beads witli fairy hand 
Bcnoatli tlie twinkling rays of Hesper, 

Or joins devotion’s choral band, 

'To cliaunt tho sweet and hallow’d vesper, 

7. 

In each her charms the heart must move 
Of all who venture to behold her; 

Then let not maids less fair reprove 
Because her bosom is not colder: 

Through many a climo ’t is mine to roam 
Whore many a soft and molting maid is. 
But none abroad, and fow at home. 

May match tho dark-eyed girl of Cadiz. 


In the original manuscript of the first Canto of Childe 
Harold’s Pilgrimage were the fallowing lines, for wliich 
those to Inez, page 10, wore substitute: 




DON JUAN 


Difficile eet proprle eommuttla dicere. 

HO E. EpUt^ ad. Finn. 

DmI ti)ou think, bsefture thou art rirtuoua, there dudl be no mon 
Cakeeand Aier—Ye«, by St. Anne: and Ginger aiiaUbe boll* the 
mouth, too.— Twtifth liight: or Wkat vou— > 

SHAKSPEARB. 


CANTO I. 


I. 

I WANT a hero:—an uncommon want, 

When every year and month sends fortli a new one, 
TUI, after cloying the gazettes witli cant, 

The age discovers ho is not die true one; 

Of such as those I should not care to vaimt, 

1 ’ll therefore take our ancient friend Don Juan; 

We all have seen him in the pantomime 
Sent to the devil somewhat ere hLs lime. 

Vernon, till! butcher Cumberland, Wolfe, Hawke, 

Prmce Ferdinand, Granby, Hnrgoyiie,Keppel, Howe, 
Evil and good, have had their lithe of talk. 

And fill’d Uieir sign-posts tlien, like Wellesley now; 
Each in their turn like Rant|uo’8 monarchs stalk, 
Followers of fame, “ nine farrow” of that sow: 
Franco, too, had Buonapartd and Dumourier, 

Hecordod in the Moniteur and Courier. 

III. 

Barnavo, Brissot, Condorcot, Mirabeau, 

Petion, Clootz, Danton, Marat, La Fayette, 

Were French, and fiimous people, as wo know; 

And there wore others, scarce forgotten yet, 

Joubert, Hoche, Marceau, Lannes, Dessaix, Moreau, 
With many of tito military set. 

Exceedingly remarkable at times. 

But not at all adapted to my rhymes. 

IV. 

Nelson was once Britannia’s god of war, 

And still should bo so, but the tide is tuni’d; 

There’s no more to be said of Trafalgar, 

’T is with our hero quiedy inum’d; 

Because the array’s grown more popular. 

At which the naval people are conceni’d; 

Besides, the prince is all fur tlie land-service, 

Forgottmg Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and Jervis. 

V. 

Brave men were living before Agamemnon,' 

And since, exceeding valorous and sago, 

A good dual like him loo, though quite the same none. 
But then they shone not on the poet’s page, 
iAd so have been forgottenI condemn none. 

But can’t find any in the present age 
Fit for my poem, (Aat is, for my new one;) 

Bo, as I said, I ’ll take my friend Don Juan. 


Most epic poets plunge in “ madias res,” 

(Horace makes this the heroic turnpike road,) 

And then your hero tells, whene’er you please, 
What went before—by way of episode, 

While seated after dinner at his ease. 

Beside his mistress in some soft abode, 

Palace or garden, paradise or cavern, 

Wliicli serves die hajipy couple for a tavern. 

vii. 

That is the usual method, but not mino— 

My way is to begin with the beginning; 

The regularity of my design 
Forbids all wandering as die worst of sinnmg, 
j And therefore I shall open with a line, 

(Although it cost me half an hour in spinning,) 
Narrating somewhat uf Don Juan's father, 

And also of his mother, if you’d rather. 

VIII. 

In Seville was he bom, a pleasant city, 

Famnus for oranges and women—-he 
Who has nor seen it will be much to pity. 

So says the proverb—and I quite agree; 

Of all the Sftanish towns is none more pretty, 

Cadiz perhaps, but that you soon may see i— 

Don Juan’s parents lived beside the river, 

A noble stream, and call’d the Guadalquivir. 

IX. 

His father’s name was Jose—Don, of course 
A true Hidalgo, free from every stain 
Of Moor or Hebrew blood, he traced his source 
Through the must Gothic gentlemen of Spain} 

A better cavalier ne’er mounted horse. 

Or, being mounted, e’er got down again, 

Than Jose, who begot our hero, who 
Begot—but that’s to come—Well, to renew: 

X. 

His mother was a learned lady, famed 
For every branch d" every science known— 

In every Christian language ever named, 

With virtues equalM by her wit alone. 

She mode die cleverest people quite ashamed, 

And oven the good with inward envy groan. 
Finding themselves so very much exceeded 
In dioir own way by all the things that she did. 

XI. 

Her memory was a mine: she know by heart 
All Calderon and greater part of Lopd, 

So that if any actor miss’d his part, 

She could have served him icr the prompter’s copy; 
For her Feinagle’s were an useless ait. 

And lie himself obliged to abut up 
Could never make a memory so fine as 
That whicl) adorn’d the bnim of Donna Inez. P 



jtn. 

Ue (cieace was the imthenutical, 

^Her noblest virtne was her magnanimity, 

Iper wit (she aometimes tried at wit) was Attic ail, 
^ Her serious sayings darken’d to aublimity; 

^ ritotl, in all things she was Guriy what 1 caQ 
A prodigy—her morning dress was dimity, 
t erening silk, or, in the summer, muslin, 
i other stuiTs, with which 1 won’t stay puzzling. 


xz. 

Kow Donna Inez iiad, widi aU her merit, 

A great opinion of her own good qualities; 
Neglect, indeed, requires a stunt to bear it. 

And such indeed she was in her moralities; 
But then she had a devil of a spirit. 

And sometimes mix’d up fancies with realities, 
And let few opportunities escape 
Of getting her liege lord into a scrape. 


XIII. 

pEGie knew the Latin—that is, “ the Lord’s prayer,” 
5 And Greek, tlie alphabet, I’m nearly sore; 

|5he read some French romances here and tliere, 

^ Although her mode of speaking was not pure: 
IPor native Spanish site had no great care, 

At least her conversation was obscure; 
thoughts were theorems, her words a probiem, 
if she deem’d that myatery would ennoble ’em. 
'ti‘y 


llkod the English and the Hebrew tongue, 

And said there was analogy between ’em; 
i^Bho proved itsomehow out (k sacred song, 

*f But I must leave the proofs to those who’ve seen ’em; 
^But this I Ne heard her say, and can’t be wrong, 

• And all may think which way their judgnients loan ’em, 
«’Tis strange—the Hebrew noun which means ‘ I am/ 
The English always use to gtvem d—n.” 


XV. 

Bono women use their tongues-^he looked a lecture, 
£aoh eye a sermon, and her brow a homily, 

An all-in-all sufficient scir-diructor, 

. Like the lamented late Sir Samuel Homlily, 

Tbe Law's expounder, and the State’s corrocior, 

> Whose suicide was almost an anomaly-^ 

'JOne sod example more, that “ All is vanity/’— 
.jJJThe jury brought their verdict in “ Insanity.”) 


XXI. 

This was an easy matter with a man 
Oft in die wrong, and never on bis gnard; 

And even the wisest, do the beat they can, ^ 
Have moments, houi^, and days, so unprepared, 
That you mightbrain ffiem with their lady’s &n 
And aometimes ladies bit exceeding bard, 

And fans turn ii^to falchions in fair hands, 

And why and wherefore no one understands. 

xxn. 

’T ia pity learned virgins ever wed 
With persons of no of education, 

Or genttemen who, tbnu^ well-bcuti and Im^, 
Grow tired of scientific conversation: 

I do ii’t choose to say much upon this head, 

I’m a plain man, and in a single stediou, 

But—^h! ye lords ofladiesjntellectjiial,^ 

^iiorm us truly, have they i^tlien-podc’d vou all 7 

XXITI. 

J>on Jose and his lady quarreU’d— 

Not any of the many could divine, 

Though .several thousand people chose to try, 

’T was surely no concern of theirs nor mino; 

I loathe that low vice curiosity; 

But if tlicre’s any diing in which I shine, 

’T is in arranging all my friend’s affairs. 

Not having, d' my own, domestic cares. 


xvr. 

short, id)e was a walking calculation, 

Miss Edgewcffth’sirov&fif g t upp i ng 4i^ni their covers, 
Or Mm. Trimmer’s books education, 

Or “ Cojleb’s Wife” set out Inquest of Icnrers, 
Morality’s prim personification, 

In which not Envy’s self a ftaw discovers; 

To others’ share lot “female eiTt)r.^ fall,” 

For site liad not even one—th© worst of all. 


KXIV. 

And 80 1 interfered, and wiffi the best 
Intentions, but their treatment was not kind; 
I think Ujo foolish people were possess’d, 

Fftr neither of them could I ever find, 
Altliough their {lorter afterwards ctmfoss’d— 
But tliat’s no matter, and the worst’s behind. 
For little Juaii o’er me tJirow, down stairs, 

A pail of housuiimid’s water unawares. 


XVII. 

Oh I she was perfect past all parallel— 

Of any modem female saint’s comparison; 

So far above the canning powers of hell, 

Her guardian angel had given u]) his garrison; 
Even her minutest motions went as well 
As those of tlio best time-piece made by Harrison 
In virtues nothing earthly could surpass her, 

, Save Uiino “incomparable oil,” Macas.sar!® 

•' *’ xvm. 

^ Perfect siie was, but as petition is 
Insipid in t his naugli ty world of ours. 

Whem our’Hriit parents never loa^rh’3 to kiss 
Till they were exiled from dieir eariiw liowcrs, 
Where all was peace, and innoconce, and bliss, 

(I wonder how they got through tlio twelve hesirs,) 
Dcm Jose, Itko a lineal son of Kve, 

Went, plucking various Suit widiout her leave. 

XIX. 

He was a mortal of the caroh^^s kind, 

With im groat love for looming, or the leam’d, 
'Who chose to go whom’er he had a mind, 

And never drcamM his \»iy was concern’d; 

The world, os usual, wndredly inclined 
To see a kingdom ora house o’ertum’d, 
fWhisper’d he had a mistress, some said ihno, 
fiut (brVt moatic qut^ls one will do. 


XXV. 

A little curly-hcadcd. ^ood-forrnolbing. 

And mischief^making monkey from his birth; 

His parent ne’er agreed except in dotmg 
Upon tiie most unquiet imp on earth; 

Instead of qiiarroliing, hod they been but both m 
Their senses, they’d have sent young master forth 
To scho4i), or hod him soundly whipp’d at home, 

To toach him manners for the time to come. 

XXVI. 

Don Jose and the Donna Inez led 
For some time an unhappy sort of life, 

“Wishing each other, n^'l divorced, but dead; 

I'lioy lived re»|>cclaW 3 ’ as man and wife, 

Their conduct was cxceetlingly welJ-bred, 

And gave no outward signs of inward strife, 

Until at length tlic smother’d fire broke out, 

And put tlic business past all kind of doubt. 

XXVIl.- 

For Inez call’d some druggists and {diysicians, 

And tried to prove her loving lend was mod, 

Bot as be had some lucid intermissions. 

She next decided he was only bad ,* 

Yet when tliey ask’d her for her de{K)8iticRia, 

No sort of explanation could be had, 

I Save that her du^ both to man and 
i Required tliis coiiductp—whi^ seem’d vary odd. 



, nrm. 

She • jonmal, where bia &ufii ware noted, 

And ofien’d aertnin truidcs of hoolis and lettere, 

AU which might, if occaaion aerved, be quoted; 

And then hod all Seville for abettora, 

' Beaidea her good old grandmotlier, (who doted ;) 

The hearera of her case became repeaten, 

Then adrocatea, inquiaitora, and judges, 

Some ibr amusement, others for (jd grudges. 

zzzx. 

And then this beat and meekest woman bora 
With such serenity her husband’s woes, 

Just as the Spartan ladies did of yore. 

Who sawi ^eir spouses kill’d, and nobly chose 
Never to say a woid about them more— 

Calmly she heard each calumny that roae, 

And saw ha agonies with such sublimity, 

That all the world exclaim’d, “ What magnanimity!" 
XXX. 

No doubt, this patience, when the world is damning us. 
Is philosophic in our former friends; 

’T isealso pleasant to be deemed magnanimous, 

The more so in obtaining our own ends; 

And what the lawyers call a “ maltu animus," 

Conduct like Uiis by no means comprehends; 

Revenge in person’s certainly no virtue, 

But then’t is not my fault if others hurt you. 


XXXVI. 

Whate’er might be his worthloBneM or w«cA| 

Poor fellow! bo had many things to wonad Um* 
Let’s own, since it can do no good on eaiAt; 

It was a trying moment that which (bund him, 
Standing alone Wide his desolate hearth. 

Where all his household gods lay shiver’d naad Um { 
No choice was left his feelings or his pride 
Save death or Doctora’ Commons—so hs died. 

xxxvu. 

Dying intestate, Juan was sole heir 
To a cluncery-suit, and messuages, and bads, 
Which, with a long minority and care, 

Promised to turn out well in proper handss 
Inez became sde guardian, which was fitir, 

And answer’d but to nature’s just demand; 
4n..<Mly.non Jiiil » ith.aa.oaly. taStott • 

Is brought up much more, widely thap anotheti 

XXXVIII. 

Sagest of women, even of widows, she 
Resolved dial Juan should be quite a pwragCB, 

And wortliy of the noblest pedigree, 

(His sire was of Castiio, his dam from Amgen:) 
Then for accomplishments of chivalry. 

In case our lord the king should go to war again, 

He team’d tlie arts of riding, fencing, gunnery, 

And how to scale a fortress—or a nunnery. 


XXXI. 

And if our quarrels should rip up old stories, 

And help thcmwitli a lie or two additional, 

/’m not to blame, as you well know, no more is 
Any one else^fhey werehbeome traditional; 
Besides, IhdiF'rb^QrrecH'Ch aids bur glories 
By contrast, whicli is what we just were wishing all; 
And science profits by this resurrection— 

Dead scandals form good subjects for dissection. 


XXXIX. 

But that which Donna Inez most desired, 

And saw into herself each day before ail 
The learned tutors whom for him she hired, 

Was tliat his breeding should be strictly moral i 
Much into all his studies she inquired, 

And so they were submitted tot to her, all, 
Arts, sciences, no branch was made a m^aty 
To Juan’s eyes, excepting natural hiatoiy. 


, XXXII. 

Their friends hod tried at reconciliation, 

Then their relations, who mode matters worse; 
(’T were hard to tell upon a like occasion 
To whom it may bo best to have recourse— 

I can't say much for friend or yet relation:) 

The lawyers did their utmost for divorce, 

But scarce a fee was paid on either side 
Before, unluckily, D<m Jose died. 


The languages, especially the dead, 

The sciences, and most of all the abstrosa. 
The arts, at least all such as could be said 
To be the most remote from common OM, 
h all these ho was much and de^ly read; 

But not a page of any thing that ’a loose, 

Or hints continuation d the species. 

Was over suffered, lest he should grow vieioui. 


XXXIJI. 

He died; and most unluckily, because. 

According to all hints I could collect 
Prom counsel learned in those kinds of laws, 
(Although their talk’s obscure and circumspect,) 
His death contrived to spoil a charming cause; 

A thousand pities also with respect 
To public feeling, which on this occasion 
Was manifested in a groat sensation. 

XXXIV. 

But ah! he died; and buried with him lay 
The public feeling and the lawyers’ fees: 

His house was sold, his servants sent away, 

A Jew took one of his two mistresses, 

A priest the other—at least so they say: 

I ask’d the doctors after bis disease— 

He died of the slow fever called the tertian,. 

And left his widow to her own aversion. 


XU. 

His cla^ic studies made a little puzadc, 

Becau^ of ftllliyjQV.6S.ef gq<|s and dMmn, 

iVhb in the earlier ages raised a ^iistte, ... 

But never put on pantaloons or boddicet; 

His reverend tutors hod at times a tussle, 

And for their .£neids, Iliads, and OdysMyv, 
iVere forced to make an odd sort of apology, 

''or Domia Inez dreaded the mythoio^. 

XLII. 

)vid ’a a rake, as half his verses show him; 
Anacreon’s morals arc a still worse sampio; 
atullus scarcely has a decant poem; 

I do n’t think Sappho’s Ode a good ezam|de, 

Allhou^ * Longinus tells us there is no hymn 
Where the sublime soars forth on wings more tmpla ; 
Jut Virgil’s songs are pure, except that horrid can 
Seginning with “ fhrmotum paitm Cmyion!* 


XXXV. 

Yet Jose was an honourable man, 

That I must say, who knew him vety well;. 
Therefore his frailties I ’ll no further scan, 
Indeed there were not many more to tell; 

Alid if his passions now and then outran 
Discretian, and were not so peaceable 
As Numa's, (who was also named Pompiiius,) 
He had been ill brought up, and was bom bUit^ 
3 N 


XUII. 

Lucretius’ irreligion is too strong 
For early stomachs, to prove whcdeecme load, 
can’t help thinking Juvenal was wrong, 
Althou^ no doubt his teal intent wee good, 
'or speaking out so [dainly in his song, 

So much indeed as to be dbwaright rude; 

And then what proper person can bq^rtial 
'o all those nauaeois epigrams of I^hitial? 



m 




xurr. 

louiWM out ibelMitt edition, 

SipwintM by tetmednen, itdro place, 
Jodkiattriy, Aram out &e ■ehoolboy’R vuion, 
groaiwr parte ; bat, feai&l to deface 
Too Buidi tbeir modeit bud by this omuwion, 

Aad lore hii mutilated case, 

Th^ oily add them all in an appendix,* 

WbiA saves, in fimt, the trouble of an index; 

xir. 

For there we have ftem all “ at one fell swoop,” 
Instead bf being scatter’d through the pages; 
They stand forth manhall'd in a handsome troop 
To meet the ingenuous youth of future ages. 

Till some less rigid editor shall stoop 
To call diero budc into their separate cages. 
Instead of standing staring idtogether. 

Lake garden goda—-and not so decent, either. 

XLTl. 

The Missal too (it was the lamily Missal) 

Was Ornamented in a sort of way 
Whidt ancient masa-books often are, and this all 
Kinds of grotesques illumined; and how they 
Who saw th^ ftguros on the margin kiss all, 

Could tom their optics to the text and pray 
Is more than I know—but Don Juan’s mother 
Kept this herself, and gave her son another. 

W.VII. 

Sermons he read, and lectures he endured, 

And homilies, and lives of all the saints; 

To Jerome and to Chrysostom inured. 

He did not take such studies for restraints ; 

But how faith is acquired, and then insured. 

So well not one of the aforesaid paints 
As Saint AngiMine, in bis fine Confessions, 

Whidt make the re^er envy his transgressions. 

xnviii. 

This, too, was a seal’d bode to little Juan— 

I can’t but say that bis momma was right. 

If such an education was the true one. 

She scarcely trusted him from out her sight; 

Her maids were old, and if she took a new one 
You might he sure she was a perfect fright; 

She did this during even her Wband’s life— 

1 recommend as much to every wife. 

XLIX. 

Tnung Juan wax’d in goodliness and grace; 

six a cbantii^ iltild, and at eleven 
With aU the ^misejpf as fine a.fecQ 
" As e’er toman's mturer Arpu^^wasgiTgn; 

He*studied steadily <u>3^ ^cw a|»ce. 

And seem’d, at least, in the right road to heaven; 
For half his days were pass’d at church, the other 
Between his tutors, confessor, and mother. 

At six, I said he was a charming duld. 

At twelve, he was a ftne, but quiet boy; 

Although in in&ncy a little wild. 

They tamed him down among them; to destroy 
His natural spirit not in vain they toil’d. 

At least it seem’d so; and his motlier’sjoy 
Woa to declare bow sage, and still, and steady. 

Her young philosopher was grown already. 

ni. 

I had my doubts, perhap I hare them still. 

But what I say is neither here nor there; 

I knew bis'fitther weS, and have some dull 
In diaracter—but it would not be fair 
From sire to son to au^ good or ill: 

He and his wifi were an iU-sortedjuir— 

‘But aeaDdai’atfS][,^fienioi>—I prdtiH 
Agf^ all evil'niaaking, even in ]e& 


UI. 

For my part I say nodiing-ntrihing—but 
Zbts I win say—4ny reasons are my own—• 

That if I had an only son to put 
To school (is God be praised that I have none) 

’T is not with Donna Inex I would shut " 

Him up to leam his catechism alone; 

No—no—I’d send him out betimes to college, 

For tiiere it was I pick’d up my own knowl^ge. 

uil. 

For there one learns—’t is not for me to boast. 
Though I acquired—but 1 pass over that, 

As well as all the Greek 1 since have lost: 

I say that there’s the place—but “ Verbu~a sol.” 

I think I pick’d tqi, too, as well as most, 

Knowledge of matters—but, no matter what — 

I never matripdrrbutj.thinfc, I know, 

TEkt sons should nett be Vacated so. 

iiv. 

Young Juan now was sixteen years of age, 

Tau, handspmej^ slender,' b«ft well tiilt; he seem’d 
Active, though not sospri^By; ss-a page; ' 

And every body but his mother deem’d 
Him almost man; but she flow in a rage, 

And bit her lips (for else she might have scream’d) 
If any said so, for to be precocious 
Was in her eyes a thing the most atrocious. 

■ - nv. 

Among her numerous acquaintance, all 
Selected for discretion and devotion, 

There was the l^;ja Julia, w hom to call 
Pretty were But to ^vhttTOeble notion 
Of many charms, in her as natural 

As sweetness to the flower, or salt to ocean, 

Her xone to Venus, or his bow to Cupid, 

(But this lost simile is trite and stupid.) 

tv I. 

The darkness of her oriental eye 
Accorded with her Moorish origin; 

(Her blood was not all Spanish, by the by; 

In Spain, you know, this is a sort of sin.) 

When proud Grenada fell, and, forced to fly, 

Boabdil wept, of Donna Julia’s kin 
Some went to Africa, some stay’d in Spain, 

Her grcat-great-graiidmamnia chose to remain. 

Lvn. 

She married (I forget the pedigree) 

Witli an Hidalgo, who transmitted down 
His blood less noble than such blood should be: 

At such alliances his sires would frown. 

In that point so precise in each degree 

That they bred in and in, as might be shown, 
Marrying their cousins—nay, their aunts and nieces, 
Which always spoils the breed, if it increases. 

tviu. 

This heathenish cross restored the breed again. 
Ruin’d its blood, but much improved its flesh; 

For, from a root, toe ugliest in Okl Spain, 

Sprung up a brEuch as beautiful as fresh ; 

The sons no more were short, too daughters plain: 

But there’s a rumour which I fain would hush— 
’T is said that Donna Julia’s grandmamma 
Produced her Don more heirs at love toan law. 

ux. 

However this mi^t be, the race went on 
Improving still through every generation. 

Until it center’d in an only son. 

Who left an only daughter; my narration 
May have suggested that this single one 
Could be but Jtdia, (whom on this occasion 
I shall have much to speak about,) a^ ahe ,. 

Was married, ^MKmwSreh^, anlwenty-lhrss. 





4ft» 


JUJU 

Her eye (I’m eery fimd of handeome eyes) 

Was large and dark, auppreasing half iu fire 
Vidil she spoke, then throu^ its e^ disguise 
Flash’d an expression more of pride than ire, 

And love than either; and tliere would arise 
A something in them whidi was not desire. 

But would have been, perhaps, but for the soul 
Whidi struggled through and chasten’d down the whole. 

hXJ. 

Her glossy hair was dustor’d o’er a brow 
Bright with inteliigence, and fair and smooth; 

Her eyebrow’s shape was like the aerial bow, 

Her chpek all purple widi the beam of youth, 
Mounting at times to a transparent glow. 

As if her veins ran lightning; she, in sooth. 

Possess’d an air and grace by no moans commmi: 

Her stature tall—I hate a dumpy woman. 

I. XII. 

Wedded she was some years, and to a man 
Of fifty, and such husband.s are in plenty; 

ARj yet, I think, instead of such a ohs, 

’T were better to have two of five-and-twenty. 
Especially in countries near the sun: 

And now I tliiuk on’t, “ mi vicn in monte,” 

Ladies, even of the most uneasy virtue. 

Prefer a spouse whose age is short of thirty. 

I.XIII. 

’T is a sad thing, I cannot choose but say. 

And all the fault of that indecent sun 
Who cannot leave alone our helpless day. 

But will keep baking, broiling, burning on. 

That, howsoever people fast and pray. 

The flesh is frail, and so the soul undone; 

What men call gallantry, and gods adultery. 

Is much more common where the climate’s sultry. 

• LXIT. 

Happy the nations rf the moral north! 

Where all is virtue, and tlie winter season 
Bends sin without a rag on, shivering forth, 

(’T was snow tliat brought St. Antliony to reason;) 
Where juries cast up what a wife is worth. 

By laying whate’er sum, in mulct, they please on 
The lover, who must pay a handsome price. 

Because it is a marketable vice. 

txv. 

Alfonso was the name of Ju]yia,’t.!ord) 

A man well looking for his years, and who 
Was neither much beloved nor yet abhorr’d: 

They lived together as most people do, 

Suffering each otiters’ foibles by accord. 

And not exactly either one or two; 

Yet he was jealous, though he did not show it, 

For jealousy dislikes the world to know it. 

Lxri. 

Julia was—^yet I never could see why— 

With Donna Inez quite a favourite friend; 

Between their tastes their was small sympathy, 

For not a line had Julia ever penb’d: 

Some people whisper (but no doubt they lie, 

For malice still imputes some private end) 

That Inez bad, ere Don Alfonso’s marriage. 

Forgot with him her very prudent carriage; 

txrii. 

And that, still keeping up the old conneiion. 

Which time had lately render’d much more chaste, 
She took his lady also in afiection, 

And certainly this course was much the beat: 

*Bho flatter’d Julia with her sage protection, 

And complimented Don Alfonso’s taste; 

And if she could not (who can 7) silence scandal. 

At least she left it a more slender handle. 


lAvin. 

I can’t tell whether Julia saw the afiair 
With other people’s eyes, or if her own 
Discoveries m^o, but none could be aware 
Of this, at least no symptom e’er waa shown 4 
Perhaps she did not know, or did not ca>«, 

Indifferent from the first or callous growat 
I’m really puzzled what to think or say. 

She kept her counsel in so close a way. 

LXIX. 

Juan she saw, and, as a pretty child. 

Caress’d him often, such a thing might be 
CluUo innocently done, and liarmless styled 
When she had twenty years, and thirtoanj^ 

ButT am hot so sure I sfoiild have smiled 

W*?£ftJ!j&Avaa.aiSes» 

These few short years make wondrous alterations, 
Particularly among sun-bumt nations. 

I.XX. 

Whate’er the cause might be, (hey had become 
Changed; for the dame grow distant, the youth Ay, 
Their looks cast down, their greetings almost dumb. 
And much emlrarrassment in either eyo; 

There surely will be little doubt with some 
That Donna Julia knew the reason why. 

But as for Juan, he had no more notion 
Than he who never saw the sea of ocean. 

LXXI. 

Yet Julia’s very coldness still was kind. 

And tremulously gonllo her small hand 
Withdrew itself from his, but left behind 
A little pressure, thrilling, and so Uand 
And slight, so very slight, that to the mind 
T’ was but a doubt; but ne’er magician’s wand 
Wrought change with all Armida’s fiory art 
Like what this light touch loft on Juan’s heart. 

LXXII. 

And if she met him, though she smiled no more. 

She look’d a sadness sweeter than her smile. 

As if her heart had deeper thoughtn in store 
She must not own, but cherish’d mora the while, 

For that compression in its burning core; 

Even innocence itself has many a wile, 

And will not dare to trust itself with truth, 

And love is taught hypocrisy from youth. 

LXXIII. 

But passion most dissembles, yet betrays 
Even by its darkness; as the blackest sky 
Foretells the heaviest tempest, it displays 
Its workings tlirough flie vainly-guarded eyo, 

And in whatever aspect it arrays 
Itself, ’t is still the same hypocrisy; 

Coldness or anger, even disdain or hate, 

Arc masks it often wears, and still too late. 

LXXIV. 

Then there were sighs, tiie deeper for suppressioB, 

And stolen glances, sweeter for the theft, 

And burning blushes, though for no transgression, 
Tremblings when mot, and restlessness when left: 

All these are little preludes to possession. 

Of which young passion cannot be bereft, 

And merely tend to Aow how greatly love is 
Embarrass'd at first starting with a novice. 

Lxxr. 

Poor Julia’s heart was in an awkward stats 
She felt it going, and resolved to make 
The noblest efforts for herself and mate. 

For honour’s, pride’s, religion’s, virtue’s sake: 

Her resolutions were most truly great. 

And almost miA* have made a Tarquin qtiakw - ' 

She pray’d the Virgin Mary fix Imr grace, 

As Iming the brat judge of a lady’s case. 



fflw T ( ni* l>*t ■ i-r*^"^* **" liaii 

Airi salt ^ ^ to bb BWther, 

^yh | A, ly Vfagin’offrMOi let ia anotnef; 
Ctai^i iho Mid jrot« Utdo •»(»— 

Af^it IV«M, itewbanootfaeri 
•T b imrfy J«*o now—No! I *111 a(raid 
n$tm^ tbo Tirfin wm 00 fiirdier pray'd. 

Lxxra. 

fUut BOW detennined duit a virtuous woman 
Sbouild radior face and overcome temptation; 

^Hiat fiiefat wii ba» and dastardly, and no man 
GHmiiM ever give her heart the least sensation, 

^Mt il to say a thought, beyond the common 
Proierenaa that we most feel upon occasion 
Jlqr paqala who are pleasanter than others. 

But then they only seem so many brothers. 

Lzxyin. 

And avan if by chance—and who can teQ? 

na devil ’■ so very sly—she should discover 
That dl widiin was not so very well, 

And still free, that such or such a lover 
Might please perhaps, a virtuous wife can quell 
Such tboagbtB, and be the better when tho_y Ve over. 
And, if the man should ask, ’t is but denial; 

1 reocmraeod young ladies to make trial. 

rxKix. 

And then there are such diings as love divine. 

Bright and immaculate, unmudd and pure, 

' Bndi as the angds Ihiidt so very fine. 

And matrons, who would be no less secure, 

Platonic, perfect, “just such love as mine 
Thus Julia said—and thought so, to bo sure. 

And so I'd have her think, were I the man 
On whom her reveries celestial ran. 

t.xxx. 

Saeh love is innocent, and may exist 
Between young persons without any danger; 

A hand may fint, and then a lip be kiss’d; 

]?er my part, to such doings I'm a stranger, 

But hsor these freedoms for the utmost list 
Of ah o’er vdiich such love may be a ranger: 

If pei^le go beyond, ’t is quite a crime. 

But not my iiu^—I tell diem all in time. 

xxxxt. 

Love, then, but love within its proper limits, 

Was Julia's innocent determination 
In young Don Juan's favour, and to him its 
Exestion might be usefiil on occasion; 

And, Ujj^ted at too pure a shrine to dim its 
Etfaeriid lustre, with what sweet persuasion 
He might be taught, by lore and her togethei^ 

I reallyldo n’t what, nor Julia either. 

ixxxn. 

PVanght with thia fine intention, and weU fenced 
In matt of proof—her parity of soul, 

Sha, for the fiiture, of her strength convinced. 

And ttiat her honour was a ro^, or mole, 

Evnesding sagely from that hour dispensed 
With Mqr kind cf troublesome contritt. 

But wbathsr JuUa to the task was equal 
Ib that wbiofa must be mention'd in the sequel. 


And if, m the nwtalbn^iwrbMhuiiitiM, 

But beima ibibid IhM suehn ibon^slMuidcraB 
Her txain, tboi^ in a dresm, (•wt &nehe m^’d 
Never ootlld sfae siaTivetbstieauiBoa Iom ; 

But just luppase that moment btould betide, 

I 1 only say suppoee it—dnfsr not 
(This ^oittd be entre nous, fin- Jidia Uiou^ 

In Fkenoh, but then the rhyme would go &r naught.) 
I utxxr. 

I only say suppose this supposition: 

Juan, being then grown up to man’s estate. 

Would fully suit a widow of cmidition; 

Even seven years hence it would not be too Iota; 
And in tlie interim (to pursue this vision) 

The mischief, afler all, could not be great. 

For ho would learn the rudiments of love, 

I mean the seraph way of those above. 

I xxxxri. 

So much for Julia. Now we '11 turn to Juan. 

Poor little fellow! ho had no idea 
Of his own case, and never hit the true one; 

In feelings quick os Ovid’s Miss Medea, 

He puzzled over what he found a new (me, 

But nut as yet imagined it could be a 
Thing quite in course, and not at ali alarming, 
Wbidt, with a little patience, might grow charming. 

XXXXVII. 

Silent and pensive, idle, restless, slow. 

His home deserted for tlie lonely wood. 

Tormented with a wound he could not know, 

His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude. 

I’m fond myself of solitude or so. 

But then I beg it may be understood 
By solitude I mean a saltan’s, not 
A hermit's, with a harem for a grot. 

XXXXTIII. , 

“ Oh love! in such a wilderness as this. 

Where transport and security entwine. 

Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss. 

And here thou art a god indeed divine.” 

The bard I quote from does not sing amiss,‘ 

With the exception of the second line. 

For that same twining “ transport and security” 

Are twisted to a phrase of some obscurity. 

LXXXIX. 

The poet meant, no doubt, and ttius appeals 
To the good sense and senses of mankind, 

The very thing which every body feels, 

As all have found on tried, or may tii^. 

That no one likes to be disturbed at meals 
Or love:—I won’t say more about “entwined” 

Or “ transport,” as we teow all that before. 

But beg “ security” will bolt the door. 

xc. 

Young Juan wander’d by the glossy brooks. 

Thinking unutterable tilings: he threw 
Himself at length witiiiu the leafy nooks 
Where the wild branch of the cork forest grew; 
There poets find materials for their books. 

And every now and then wo read them through, 

So that their plan and prosody are eli^Ue, 

Unless, like Wordswortli, they prove unintelligible. 


xxxxni. xci. 

Her pian dhe deem’d both innocent and feasible, He, Juan, (and not Wordsworth,) so pursued 

A^, surely, with a stripUng of sixteen His selfeommunion with his own high soul, 

Not aeandal’s fangs could fix on mudt that ’a seizable; Until his mighty heart, in iu great mood. 

Or, if they did ao, satisfied to mean Had miti^ted part, though not the wfaitte 

Nedttag but what was good, her breast was peaceable— Of its disease; he did the brat he could 
AqittetaHWnenceniiikesaneso serene! With things not very stfejeotto control, 

CMstiaos have harnB^ Mch other, quite penuaded And tam’d, without perceiving his condition, 
That til A* apoMfes vntild have done as they did. Like Coleridge, into a meUiittiysician. 

N 








DON JltJAN, 
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son* 

He thought shout himself, and the whole earth, 

Of man the wonderful, and of the stars, 

And how the deuce they ever could have birth; 

And then he thought of earthquakes and of wars, 
How many miles the moon might have in girth, 

Of air-balloons, and of the many bars 
To perfect knowledge of the boundless skies; 

And then he thought of Donna Julia’s eyes. 

XCIII. 

Id thoughts like these true wisdom may discern 
Longinp sublimu, and aspirations high, 

Whidi som^'are boru viili, but the most part loam 
To plague themsclveA^ithal, tliey know not why: 

*T was strange that one so young stiould thus concern 
His brw) about the action <d* tlic sky; 

IS you think ’twas philosophy that tliis did, 

I can’t help thinking puberty assisted. 

xciv. 

He pored upon the leaves, aiwl on the flovrors, 

And heard a voice in all the winds ^ and then 
He thouglit of wood-nymphs and immortal bowers, 

And how the goddesses came down to men: 

Ho miss’d the pathway, he forgot thr iunirs, 

And, when he looked upon his watch again, 

He found how much old 'rime had hei n a winner— 

He also found tliat he liad lost his dinner. 

xcv. 

Sometimes he turn’d to gaze upon his book, 

Boscan, or Gsucilassoby the wind 
Even as the pago is ruslIiKl while we hH)k, 

So by the pot>sy of his own mind 
Over the mystic leaf liis soul was shook, 

As if ’twere one wlicreon magicians bind 
Their spells, and give them to tlic i>assing gale. 
According to some good old woman’s tale. 

• XCVI. 

Thus would he while his lonely hours away 
Dissatisfied, nor knowing what hu wanbxl; 

Nor glowing reverie, nor poet’s Isy, 

Cwid yield his spirit limt for width it panted,— 

A bosom whereon be his head might lay, 

And hear the heart beat w ith the love it granted, 
With—6 )voral other things, which 1 forget. 

Or which, at least, I need not mention yet. 

XCTII. 

Those lonely walks and lengthening reveries 
Could not escape the gentle Julia’s eyes; 

She saw that Juan was not at lus ease; 

But that which chiefly may and must surprise, 

1% tliat the Donna Inez did not tease 
Her only son witJj question or surmise; 

Whether il was she did not see, or wtmld not, 

Or, like all very clever people, could not. 

xevni. 

Thii may seem strange, but yet’t i« very common; 

For instance—gentlemen, whose ladies take 
Leave to o’erstep the writKu) rights (»f woman, 

And break the—which cominautiflK'nt is’t they break ? 
(I have forgot the number, and think no man 
Should r^ly quote, for fear of a iiiii>(ake.) 

1 say, when these same gentlemen art; jealous, 

They make some blunder, which tlieir ladies tell us. 

xctx. 

A real huAxuid always is suspicious, 

But still no less suspet^ in the wrong place, 

Jealous of some one who Vd no such wUiies, 

Or pandering blindly to Ois own disgrace, 

By harbouring some clear Aiend extremely vicious; 

The last ioSieod’s in^iflibly the case : 

And when the spot^ind friend are gone off wholly, 

Bs wmders at vice, and not his folly. 


0 . 

Thus parents also are at times shorteighted; 

Though watchful as the lynx, they ne’er discover, 

Th(5 while the wicked world behokls, delighted, 

Young Hopeful’s mistress, or Miss Fanny’s lover, 

Till some confxmded m'a|>ade has blighted 
The plan of twenty years, ami all is over; 

And then the mother cries, the father swears, 

And w<mder9 why the devil he got heirs. 

ci. 

But Inez w’as so anxious, and so clear 
Of sight, that I must think on tliis occasion, 

She had some other motive much more near 
For leaving Juan to this new temptation; 

But what that motive wtis, I shan’t say hero; 

Perhaps to finish Juan’s education, 

Perhaps to open Ikm Alfonst)’s eves, 

Ill case ho thuiight his wife too groat a prize. 

cn. 

It was upon a day, a summer’s day ; 

Siiiniuer’s indeed a very dangerous season, 

And so is s[iring idwml the end of May; 

The sun, no doubt, is the prevailing r<*ason; 

But wlmtsoe’er the cause is, one may say, 

And stand convicted of more truth than treason, 

Tliat there are months which naf ur<' grows more mcriy in— 
iVIardi lias its hares, and May must have its heroine, 
cm. 

T was on a summer’s day—the sixth of Juno: 

I like to he particular in dat<-s, 

Not only of the. age, and y»-ar, hut moon; 

They arc a sort of posthouse, wlu‘re the Fates 
Change horses, making Idsltiry cliange its tunc, 

Tlum spur away o’er emjm-o.s Jind <»’er slates, 

Leaving at last not much liesifles chronology, 

Excepting tlie post-obits of theology. 

CIV. 

’Twa.s oil tho sixth of Jiuk*, about the lioiir 
Of half-past six—perhaps still nearer seven, 

When Julia sale within as pretty a bower 
As ere held hoiiri in that hcalfa niNh heaven 
Described by Mahome*, and Auacn’on Mwrc, 

To whom (he lyn; and )aur«*!s liave keen given, 

With all the trophies of Iriurnphaiii song— 

He won tliora well, and may he wi'ar them l(»ig. 

cv. 

She sate, but not alone; I know rmt well 
ITow this samf‘ interview iiad taken place, 

And even if 1 know, [ sliould nut tell— 

Ibiople sliouiri hold their longues in any case 
No matter how or why the thing hefell, 

Bui there were she and Juan tiico to face— 

When two such faces are sf,, ’t would be wise, 

But v<*ry difficult, lo shut tlieir eyes. 

rvi. 

How beautiful she looked ! her conscious heart 
Glow’d in Jut check, arid yet sjie f;lt no wrong : ■ 

Jh love ! how' perfect is thy mystic art, 

Strctiijlhcning the weak and trampling on the strong, 
low self-dcceilful is the sagcsl part 
Of int»rtals whom thy lure hath hul along: 

The precipice she sttusl on was immense- 
do was her crcod in her own innocence. 

evil. 

iJhc thought of her own strength, and Juan’s youth, 

And of the f >lly of ail prudish fears, 

Victorious virtue, and d<iineRtic truth, 

And then of Don Alfonso’s fifty years: 
wish those last had not occurr’d, in sooth, 

Because that number rarely much endears, 

And through all climes, the siiowj^nd the sunny, 

Sdounds ill in love, whato’er it may in money. 



^ ffXX. 

"Sot tj.'w\s\\ N«\\\ch wieAotn might reprove. 
An4 -whao I*>B ponder’d this, besides much more, 
One hand on Juan’s carelessly was thrown, 

Quito by wist&ko-^ho tltou^i it was her own j 


cx. 

Unconsciously she loan’d upon the other, 

Which play’d within the tangles of her hair; 

Aad to contend with thoughts she could not smothor, 
She seem’d, by the distraction of her air 
’Twos surely very wrong in Juan’s mother 
To leave together this imprudent pair. 

She wlio for many years had watch’d her son so— 

J’m very certain tnine would not have done so. 


CXI. 

The hand which still held Jaiut*s, bjr degrees 
Oenlly, but jialpably, coufirm’d its grasp, 

As if it said detain me, if you please 
Yet thoro *s no doubt she only meant to clasp 
Eiis fingers with a pure Platonic squeeze: 

She would have shrunk as from a toad or asp, 
llad she imagined such a thing could rouse 
\ feeling dangerous to a prudent spouse. 


/ "*trnfi7 too Tate i0r useiui coarr^rvauuu, 

'The tears were gwAiag ^ 

I wish, indeed, they had notMd occasion j 
1 But who, alas! can love, and men be wiie 1 
Not tliat remorse did not oppose temptation, 

A little still she strove, and mudi repented. 

And whispering “ I will ne’er consent.”—consented. 
I cxna. 

’Tis said that Xerxes offer’d a reward 
To those who could invent him a new pleasure; 
Metliinks the requisition’s rather hard, 

I And must have cost his majesty a treasure; 

For my part, I’m a moderate-minded bard, 

Fond of a little love, (which I call leisure;) 

. care not for new pleasures, as the old 
Are quite enough for me, so they but hold. 

’ cxix. 

Oh Pleasure! you ’re indeed a pleasant thing, 
Although one must be damn’d for you, no doubt; 
make a resolution every spring 
Of reformation ere the year run out, 

But, somehow, this my vestal vow takes wing. 

Yet still, r trust, it may be kept throughout: 

’ro very sorry, very much ashamed. 

And mean, next winter, to ho quite reclaim’d. 


cxii. 

t cannot know what Juan thought of this, 

But what ho did is mtich what you would do; 
lis young lip thank’d it with a grateful kiss. 

And then, abash’d at his own joy, withdrew 
h deep despair, lest he had done amiss, 

Love is so very timid when ’l is new; 

3 he blush’d and frown’d not, but she strove to speak 
And hold her tongue, her voice was grown so weak. 

CXIII. 

The sun sot, and up rose the yellow moon. 

The devil's in the moon for mischief; they 
Who call’d her chaste, methiuks, began too soon 
Their nomenclature: tlierc is not a day, 

The longest, not the twenty-first of June, 

Sees half the basinoss in a wicked way 
On which three single hours of moonshine smile— 
And tlien she looks so modest all the while. 


cxx. ^ 

Here my chaste muse a liberty must take— 

Start not! still chaster retuler,—she ’ll be nice hence- 
Forward, and there is no great cause to quake: 

This liberty is a poetic license 
Which some irregularity may make 
In Uic design, and as 1 have a high sense 
Of Aristotle and the Rvtles, ’t is fit 
To beg his pardon when I err a bit, 

cxxi. 

This license is to hope the reader will 
Suppose from June die sixth, (the fatal day, 

Without whoso epoch my poetic skill, 

For want of facts, would all be thrown away,) 

But keeping Julia and Don Juan sliU 
In sight, dial several month’s have pass’d; we ’ll say 
’T was in November, but I’m not so sure 
About die day—die era’s more obscure. 


cxiv. 

There is a dangerous silence in that hour, 

A stillness which leaves room for the full soul 
To iqien all itself, without the power 
Of calling wholly back its self-control; 

The silver tight which, hallowing tree and tower, 
Sheds beauty and deep softness o’er the whide, 
Breathca also to the heart, and o’er it throws 
A loving languor, which is not repose. 

cxv. 

And Julia sate with Juan, half embraced. 

And half retiring from the glowing arm. 

Which trembled like the bosom where ’twas placed: 

Yet still she must liave thought thoro was no harm, 
Or else’t were easy to withdraw her waist; 

But then the situation had its chann, 

And then——God knows what next—I can’t go on; 
IMihKiat lorry th& I e’or begun. 


CXXII. 

We ’ll talk of that anon.—*T is sweet to hear, 

At midnight on the blue and moonlit deep, 

Tlie song and oar of Adria’s gondolier, 

By distance mollov'M, o’er the waters sweep; 

*T is sweet to see the evening star appear; 

’T is sweet to listen as the night-winds creep 
From leaf to leaf; *t is sweet to view (wt high 
The rainbow, based on ocean, span the sky; 

cxxin. 

’T is sweet to hear the watch-dog’s honest bark 
Bay deep-mouth’d welcome * .s we draw near home; 
’T is sweet to know there is 0 4 eye will imuHk 
Our coming, mkI look bri^ ter when we come; 

’T is sweet to be awaken’d b.’ the lark, 

Or lull’d by falling waters ; rweet the hum 
Of bees, the voice of girls, the .'ong of binfe, 

The lisp of children, and their eati’est words. 



oeapM 
»%m 1 mirth; 

•fa hit Ottering heaps; 

' firther it hit first-born’s b 
irenge at p e e ially to women, 
akBm, prite-mono}' to seamen 

oxxv. 

Sweet is a legacy; and passing sweet 
The tBMxpMj^,^dwth of some old lady 
Or gcntlemah of sevei.'W years complete, 

Who ^e made “ us y^th ” wait too—too tong already 
For an estate, or cash, or cotmtry-seat, 

Still breaking, but with stamina so steady. 

That all the Israelites are fit to mob its 
Next owner, for their double-damn’d post-obits. 

OXXTI. 

’T is sweet to win, no matter how, one’s laurels 
By blood or ink;’t is sweet to put an end 
To strife;’t is sometimes sweet to have our quarrels. 
Particularly with a tiresome (nend; 

Sweet is old wine in bottles, ale in barrels; 

Dear is the helpless creature we defend 
Against the world; and dear the schoolboy spot 
Wo ne’er forget, tliough there we arc forgot. 

CXXVII. 

But sweeter still than this, than tlieso, than all, 

Is first and passionate love—it stands alone. 

Like Adam’s recollection of his fall; 

The tree of knowledge has been |>luck’d—all’s known— 
And life yields nothing further to recall 
Worthy of this ambrosial sin so shown. 

No doubt in fable, as the unforgiven 

Fire which Prometheus filch’d for us from heaven. 

• cxxvm. 

Man’s a strange animal, anii makes strange use 
Of his own nature and the various arts, 

And likes particularly to produce 
Some new experiment to show his parts ; 

This is Uie age of oddities let loose, 

Whore dilTorent talents find their different marts; 

You’d best begin with truth, and when you ’vo tost your 
Labour, there’s a sure market for imposture. 

CXXIX. 

What opposite discoveries wo have soon! 

(Signs of true genius, and of empty pockets:) 

One makes new noses, one a giiillotiue. 

One breaks your bones, one sets thorn in their sockets ; 
But vaccinatiiHi certainly has been 
A kind antithesis to Congreve’s rockets, 

4c tfs % 

iK ♦ 

CXXXv 

Bread hu been made (Indifferent) from potatoes, 

And galvanism has set some corpses grinning, 

But has not answer’d like the apparatus 
Of the Humane Society’s beginning, 

By which men are unsuffocated gratis;— 

What wondrous new machines have late been spinning 

4> * % ♦ ♦ 
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. ForkHlmgbodies 
!AU pn^agatM wi# the bast 

Sir HunfdiryDaii/s famtera,bysvhld) o(Ml| 

Are safel]^ for in mode he mentions 
Timbootoo travels, voyages to the Polos 
Are ways to benefit maiAind, as true, 

Perlmps, as shooting tliem at Waterloo. 

cxxxiti. 

Man’s a phenomenon, one knows not what, 

And wonderful beyond all wondrous measure; . 

’T is pity though, in this sublime world, tliat 
I,.Pleasure’s a sin, and sometimes sin’s a pleasure; 
Few mortals know what end they would be at, 

But whether glory, power, or love, or treasure, 

The path is through perplexing ways, and when 
The goal is gain’d, wo die, you know-w-and then’-*’' 

CXXXIT. 

What then ?—t do not know, no more do you— 

And 80 good night.—Return we to oitr story: 

’T was in November, when fine days are few, 

And the far mountains wax a little hoary, 

And clap a white cape on their mantles blue; 

And the sea clashes round the promontory, 

And the loud breaker boils against the rock, 

And sober suns must set at. five o’clock. 

cxxxv. 

*T was, as the watchmen say. a cloudy night, 

No moon, no stars, the wind was low or loud 
By gusts, and many a sparkling hoartli was bright 
With the piled w<k« 1. rotind which Iho family crowd; 
Thf'rc’s soinoihing cheerful in that sort of light, 

Kven as a summer aky ’.s without a cloud: 

1 ’in fond of fire, and crickets, and all that, 

A lobster salad, and champagne, and chat. 

cxxxvi. 

’T was midnight—Doima Julia was in bed, 

Sleoping, most probably,—when at her door 
Arose a claitor might a^vako rhe dead, 
if they iiad never hoen awoke beforo— 

And that they have been so wc all have rend, 

And are to be so, at the least, once more— 

The door was faston’d, but, with voice and fist, 

First knocks were heard, tlion “ Madam-Madam—hist: 
CXXXVII. 

P’or God’s sake, Madurn,—Ma<lam—here’s my master 
With more than half the city at his back— 

V\’as ever heard of such a cursed disaster ? 

’T is not my fault.—I kept good watch—Alack! 

Do, pray, undo the bolt a little faster— 

They Ve on the stair just now, and in a crack 
Will all bo here; perhaps ho yet may fly— 

Surely the window’s not so very high!” 

cxxxriii. 

By this time Don Alfonso was arrived, 

With torches, friends, and servants in great number, 
The major part of them hail long been wived. 

And iborrfbre paused not to disturb the slumber 
Of any wicked woman, who contrived 
By stealth her huslmnd’s temples to encumber: 
Ixainplos of this kind are so contagions. 

Wore me not punished, all would ^ outrageous. 

cxxxix. 

can’t tell how, or why, or what suspicion 
Could enter into Don Alfonso’s head, 

But for a cavalier of his condition 
It surely was exceedingly ill-bred, 

Wifliout a word of previous admonition, 

To bold a levoo roatnd his Ugly’s bed, 

And summrni lackeys, arm’d with fire and sword, 

To prove himself tlie thing hr most abhorr’A 



CXI.. 

Poor Donna Ma! starting as from sleep, 
(Mind—thal I do not say-sie had not slept,) 
^ Begsa at once to scream, and yam, and weep; 
Het ita\d Antonia, vsKo was an adept 

Contrived to fling the bedclothes in a heap, 

As if she had just now from out them crept: 
r Cflui’t tell why she sliotiitl take all tiiis tfouble 
To prove her uiistress had boon sleeping double. 
rxi. 1 . 

But Julia mistress, and Antonia maid, 

Appear’d liko two poor harmless women, who 
Of goblins, but still more of men, afraid, 

Had thought one man might be deterr’d by two, 
And therefore side by side were gently laid, 

Until the hours of alienee should run through; 
And truant husband sliould return, and say, 

*‘My dear, I was the first who came away.” 


CZX.TIU. 

I 

I Except to ball^^ghts, ma^, p&y, eoat, gad rev^ f 
Is it for this, whate’er my suitors wer», 

1 favour’d none—my, was ahnost uncivil 1 
Is it fo^^ttiat Gener^ Count O’Keiliy, 

Who tSIJP^iers, declares I used him vilely ?« 

CXLtX. 

Did not the Italian Musico Cazzani 
Sing at my heart six months at le ast in vainl 
Did not his countryman, Count GatflfSxlt^. 

Call me tlio only virtuous wi^in Spain? • 
Wore Uiero not also Russians,^Snglish, many? 

Tl)e Count Strongstroganofif I put in pain, 
ind Lord Motmt Coffeehouse, the Irish peer, 
iVho kill’d himself for love (with wine) lut year. 


Was it for this that no Corlejo ere 
I yet have chosen irom out the youtfi 
it for this I scarce went toy where. 


cxnii. 

Now Julia found at length a voice, and cried, 

“ In Heaven’s name, Don Alfonso, what cl’ ye mean? 
Has madness seized you ? would that I had died 
Kre such a imnisier’s victim 1 had been! 

What may friis midnight violence iMUida, 

A sudden fit of (irunkenness or spleen ? 

Dare you suspect me, wimrii tfio Lliought would kill ? 
Search, then, the ro(»m I”—Alfonso said, “ I will.” 


CL. 

Have I not had two bishops at my feet, 

The Duke of Ichar, and Don Feman Nunez ? 

And is it thus a faithfol wife you treat? 

I wonder in what quarter now the moon is: 
praise your vast forbearance not to beat 
Me also, since Uie time so opportune is— 

Oh, valiant man! with sword drawn and cock’d triggo', 
Now, tell me, do n’t you cut a pretty figure? 


CXLIIl. 

Me search’d, search’d, and rumaged every where 
Closet and clothes-press, cliest and window-scat, 
And fuund'mucli linen, lacu, and several pair 
Of stocJcings, sUp|M5rs, bnishes, combs, complete, 
With other articles of ladies fair, 

To keep them beautiful, or leave thorn neat: 

Arras tlicy prick’d and curtains with their swords, 
And wounded several shulters, and some boards. 


CLI. 

‘ Was it for this you took your sudden journey, 
Under pretence ofbusinoss indispensable, 

With tliat sublime of rascals your attenmey. 

Whom r sec standing there, and looking sensible 
Of having ploy’d tlio fool? though both I spurn, he 
Deserves llie worst, his conduct’s less defonsiNo, 
Bt^cause, no doubt, ’l was for his dirty fee, 

And not for any love to you or me. 


CXLIV. 

Under the bod they search’d, and there they found— 

No inalltT what—it was not. that they sought, 

They open’d windows, gazing if the ground 

Had signs or fiiot-nmrks, hut Uie earth said nau^t: 
And then they stared each otlier’s faces round: 

’T is odd, not one of all these seekers thought, 

And seems to me almost a sort of blimder, 

Of looking in the bed as well as under. 

CXLV. 

During this inquisition Julia’s longue 
Was not asloe-})—“ Tes, search and search,” she cried, 
** Insult on insult heap, and wrong on wrong 1 
It was for tins that I became a bride! 

For tins in silence 1 have suffor’d long 
A husband like Alfonso al niy side; 

But now I’ll bear no more, nor here remain. 

If Utere be law, or lawyers, in all Sj>ain. 

CXLVI. 

“ Yes, Don Alfonso, husband now no more, 

If ever you indeed deserved tlio name, 

Is’t worthy of your years?—you have t^eoscore, 

Fifty, or sixty—-it is all the same— 

Is’t wise or fitting causeless to explore 

For tacts agaiitst a virtuous wumaii's fame 7 
Ungrateful, perjured, barbarous Don Alfonso! 

How dare you think your lady would go on so? 

rxLVii, 

Is it fix this I have disdain’d to hold 
The common privileges of iny sex? 

That I have dKisen a confessor so old 
And deaf, that any <^er it would vex, 

And never once Imd cause to scold, 

But found innocence perplex 

So much, he tijhjv do^ed I was married— 

How sorry yotr'lmbe wtten I Vc miscarried! 


CLII. 

* If he comes here to take a deposition, 

By all means let the gentleman proceed; 

You ’ve made the apartment in a fit condition: 

There’s pen and ink fur you, sir, when you need— 
ict evary thing he noted with precision, 

I would not you fur nothing should be foe’d— 

But, as my maid’s undress’d, pray turn your spies out.” 
Oh!” sobb’d Antonia, “ 1 could tear their eyes out,’* 

cLxn. 

There is the closet, tliore the toilet, there 
The antechamber—search them under, over: 

There is the sofa, tliero the groat arm-chair, 

The chimney—^which would really hold a lover. 

I wish to sleep, and beg you will take care 
And make no finrther noiso till you discover 
The s<‘cret cavern of this lurking treasure— 

And, when’t is found, lot me, too, have that pleasure. 

CLIT. 

^ And now, Hidalgo! now that you have thrown 
Doubt upon mo, confusion over all, 

Prey have the courtesy to make it known 

If7u> is the man you search for ? bow d’ ye call 
Him ? what’s his lineage ? let him but be shown— 

I hope hu’s young and handsome—is he tall ? 

Tell ni(‘—and be assured, that since you stain 
My honour tims, it shall not bo in vain. 

CLV. 

** At least, pcrha{)S, he has not sixty years— 

At that age he would be too o]^ for slaughtw, 

Or for so young a husband’s jeay^us feani,— 

(Antonia! lot me have a ^a(9 of water.) 

X am asiiamed of having shc^ Uiyie tears. 

They are unworthy of my fathVs dau^ter ; 

My mister dream’d not in my natai Ivxir 
That I sliould fall into a mtmstor’s poWt/ 



Caitto t. 


DON JOAN. 


ct-rj. 

« Perh^ *t it of Ant(xiia you are jealous, 

You ta;w that the wot sleeping by my side 
When you broke in upon us with your fellowa: 

hook where you please—we Ve noUiing, air, to hide 
Only another time, I trust, you ’ll tell us, 

Or for the sake of decency abide 
A moment at the door, that we may be 
Dress’d to receive so much good company. 


cJLvn. 

“ And now, sir, I have done, and say no more j 
The little f ’•iv- said may serve to show 
The guiljle^s heart in silence may grieve o’er 
The wrongs to whoso exposure it is slow:— 

I leave you to your conscience as before, 

’T will one day ask you tohy you used me so 1 

God grant you feel not then the bitterest grief!_ 

Antonia! whore’s my pocket-handkerchief?” 


With him retir'd his “poaw comUatm,** 

The attorney laat, who linger'd near khn dooft 
Reluctantly, still tarrying there as late u 
Antonia let him^Hnot a little sore 
At this most strange and vmexplain'd “ htnfHa" 

In Don AlicHiso's facts, which just now wore 
An awkward look; as he revolved the caaOj 
The door was fasten'd in his legal face. 

CLXT. 

No sooner was it bolted, than—Oh shame I 
Oh sin! oh sorrow! and oh womankind! 

How can you do such things and keep your fame. 
Unless this world, and t' other too, be blind ? 
Nothing so dear as an unfilch’d good name! 

But to proceed—for there is more behind: 

With much heart'felt reluctance bo it said, 

Young Juan slipp’d, half-sinother'd, from the bed. 


CLVIII. 

She ceased, and turn'd upon her pillow; pale 
She lay, her dark eyes flashing through their tears. 
Like skies that rain and lighten; as a veil 
Waved and o'erahading her wan check, appears 
Her streaming hair; the black curls strive, but fail, 
To hide the glossy shoulder which uproars 
Its snow through allher soft lips lie apart, 

And louder tlian her breathing beats her heart. 

CLIX. 

The Senhor Don Alfonso stood confused; 

Antonia bustled round the ransack’d room, 

And, turning up her nose, with looks abused 
Her master, and his myrmidons, of whom 
Not one, except tlie attorney, was amused; 

He, like Achates, faitliful to the tomb, 

So there were quarrels, cared not for the cause 
Knowing they must be settled by the laws. 

* CLX. 

With prying snub-nose, and small eyes, he stood, 
Following Antonia’s motions here and there, 

With much suspicion in his attitude; 

For reputation he had little care; 

Bo that a suit or action were made good, 

Small pity had he for the young and fair, 

And ne'er believ'd in negatives, till tliese 
Were proved by competent false witnesses. 


CLXVI. 

Ho had been hid—I do n't protend to say 
How, nor can I indeed describe the wher<»— 
Young, slender, and pack’d easily, he lay, 

No doubt, in little compass, round or square; 
But pity him I neither must nor may 
His sufli)cation by that pretty pair; 

Twere better, sure, to die so, than be shut, 

With ntaudlin Clarence, in his Malmsey butt. 

CLXVII. 

And, secondly, I pity not, because 
Ho had no business to commit a sin, 

^’orbid by heavenly, fined by human laws,*« 

At least’t was rather early to begin; 

But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnaws 
So mud) as when wo call our old debts in 
At sixty years, and draw the accounts of evil. 

And find a deuced balance with the devil. 

CLXVIII. 

of his position I can give no notion: 

’T is written in the Hebrew Chronicle, 

How the physicians, leaving pill and potion, 
Prescribed, by way of blister, a young beUe, 
tVhen old King David’s blood grew dull in moticm. 
And that the medicine answer’d very well; 
^erhaps't was in a different way applied, 

■<'or David lived, but Juan nearly died. 


C1.XI. 

But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks, 

And, truth to say, he made a foolish figure; 
When, after searching in five hundred nooks, 

And treating a young wife with so much rigour, 
He gain’d no point, except some self rebukes, 
Added to tliose his lady widi such vigour 
Had pour'd up(»i him for the last half hour, 
Ctuick, thick, and heavy—as a thunder-sliower. 


CLXXX. 

»Vhat *s to bo done ? Alfimso will be back 
The inoinont he has seat his fools away. 
Antonia’s skill was put upon Uic radc, 

But no device could be brought into play— 
Vnd liow to parry the renew’d attack ? 

Besides, it wanted but few hours of day; 
Antonia puzzled; Julia did not speak, 

~'’Ut press’d her bloodless lip to Juan's cheek. 


CLXII. 

At first he tried to hammer an excuse, 

To which the sole reply were tears and sobs, 
And indications of hysterics, whose 
Prologue is always certain throes and throbs, 
Gasps, and whatever else tlie owners choose 
Alfonso saw bis wife, and thought of Job's; 
He saw, too, in perepective, her relations. 

And then he tried to muster ail bis patience. 


OLXX. 

le turn'd his lip to hors, and with his hand 
Call’d back the tangles of her wandering hair; 
iivcn then their love they could not all command, 
And half forgot their danger and despair: 

Antonia's patience now was at a stand— 

“ Come, come, 't is no time now for fooling there," 
>he whisjMsr’d in great wrath—“I must deposit 
['his pretty gentleman witltio the closet: 


CLXIIt. 

He stood in act to spe^, or rather stammer, 

But sage Antonia cui^him sliort before 
The anvil crf'his speech •f'coivod Uie hammer, 

With “ Pray, sir, leav ^ llie room, and say no more, 
Or madam dies.”—Alftoso mutter’d “ D—n her '* 
But nothing else, t^sS' time of words was o'er; 

He cast a rueful 1 :bk or two, and did, 

He knew no’-wt^nerefore, that which he was bid. 

S O 


CLXXX. 

Pray keep your nonsense for some luckier night*- 
JVho can have put my master in tiiis mood ? 
Vliat will become on *t?—I'm in such a fright ! 
The devil's in the urchin, and no good— 
this a lime for giggling ? this a pli^t ? 

Why, do n’t you know that it may ex)d in blood? 
*QU '11 lose your life, and 1 shtd^ose my {>lace, 
dy mistress all, for that half-girfth &Ge. 



DON JUAN. 


Cisno i 


im 

cuaui. 

" B«4 it but bem ibr a stout cavalier 
OTtwaHy-five or thir^—(come, make haste) 

But fbr a child, adiat piece of work is here! 

I really, madam, wonder at your taste— 

(Come, sir, get in)—master must be near. 

There, for the present at the least be’s &st, 

And, if we can but till the morning keep 
Our counsel—(Juan, mind you roust not sleep. V’ 

onznn. 

Now, Don Alfonso entering, but alone. 

Closed the oration of the trusty maid: 

She loiter’d, and be told her to bo gone. 

An order somewhat sullenly obey’d; 

However, present remedy was none. 

And no great good seem’d answer’d if she stay’d: 
Regarding both with slow and sidelong view. 

She snuCT’d the candle, curtsied, and withdrew. 

CLXxrv. 

Alfonso paused a minute—then begun 
Some strange excuses for his late proceeding; 

He would not justify what he had done. 

To say the best, it was extreme ill-breeding: 

But there wore ample reasons for it, none 
Of which he specified in tliis his pleading: 

His speech was a fine sample, on the whole, 

Of rhetoric, which the leam’d call “ rigmarole,” 

CLXXT. 

Julia said naught; tliough all the while there rose 
A ready answer, which at once enables 
A matron, who her husband’s foible knows. 

By a few timely words to turn the tables. 

Which, if it docs not silence, still must pose. 

Even if it should comprise a pack of fables; 

’T is to retort with firmness, and when he 
Buspects with one, do you reproach with three. 

cnxxvi. 

Julia, in fact, had tolerable grounds, 

Alfonso’s loves with Irios were well known; 

But whether’t was dial one’s own guilt confounds— 
But tliat can’t be, as has been often shown; 

A lady with apologies abounds: 

It miglit be that her silence sprang alone 
Prom delicacy to Don Juan’s car, 

To whom site knew his mother’s fame was dear. 

cnaxm. 

There might be one more motive, which makes two: 

Alfonso ne’er to Juan had alluded, '' 

Mention’d his jealousy, but never who 
Had been the happy lover, he concluded. 

Conceal’d among his premisos; 't is true. 

His mind the more o’er tliis its mystery brooded; 
To speak of Inez now were, one may say. 

Like throwing Juan in Alfonso’s way. 

CLXXTIII. 

A hint, in tender cases, is enough; 

Bilonce is best, besides there is a tact 
(That modem phrase appears to me sad stuff, 

But it will serve to keep my voree compact) 

Whicli keeps, when push’d by questions rather rough, 
A lady always distant from the fact— 

The charming creatures lie with such a grace, 

There’s nothing so becoming to the face. 

CLXXIX. 

They bludi, and we believe them; at least f 
Have always done so;’t is of no great use. 

In any case, attempting a reply, 

For then their eloquence grows quite pri^use; 

And when at length they ’re out of breath, they sigh. 
And cast their languid eyes down, and lot loose 
A tear or two, and thej^e make it up; 

And then—and then—Smd then—sit down and sup. 


Alfonso closed his speech, and begg’d her pardon, 
Which Julia half widiheU, and then half granted, 
And laid conditions, he thought, very hard on, 
Denying several little things ho wanted: 

He Eto^, like Adam, lingeting near his garden, 
With uu^s penitence perplex’d and hannt^, 
Beseeclft|Pshe no further would refuse. 

When lo! he stiunbled o’er a pair of shoes. 

. CLXXXI. 

A pair of shoes!—what then ? not much, if they 
' Are such as fit with lady’s feet, but the$e 
(No one can tell how much I grieve to say)’’ 

Were masculine: to sec thqm and to seize * 
Was but a moment’s act.—^Ah! woll-a-day! 

I My teeth begin to chatter, my veins freeze— 
Alfonso first examined well their fashion, 

And then flew out into another passion. 

cnxxxii. 

He left the room for his relinquish’d sword. 

And Julia instant to the closet flew; 

‘ Ply, Juan, fly! for Heaven’s sake—not a word— 
The door is open—^you may yet slip tlirough 
The passage you so ofien have explored— 

Here is the garden-key—fly—fly—adieu! 

Haste—liaste!—I hear Alfonso’s hurrying feet— 
Day has not broke—there’s no one in the street.” 

CLXXXIII. 

None can say that this w'as not good advice. 

The only mischief was, it came too late; 

Jf all experioneo’t is the usual price, 

A sort of income-tax laid on by fate: 

Juan had reach’d tlic rwm-dtjor in a trice. 

And might have done so by the garden-gate, 
lut met Alfonso in his dressing-gown. 

Who threaten’d death—so Juan knock’d him down. 

OLXXXIV. 

Hire was Uio scuflie, and out went the light, 

Antonia cried out “ Rape!” and Julia “ Fire!” 
But not a servant stirr’d to aid the fight. 

AlCiuso, pommell’d lo his heart’s desire, 

3worc lustily he’d ho revenged this night; 

And Juan, too, blasphemed an octavo higher; 

■lU blood was up; though young, he was a Tartar, 
And not at all disposed to prove a martyr. 

CLXXXV. 

Alfonso’s sword had dropp’d ere he could draw it, 
And they continued battling hand to hand, 

'or Juan very luckily ne’er saw it; 

His temper not being under great command, 
f at that moment he had chanced lo claw it, 

Alfonso’s days had not boon in the land 
Much longer.—Think of husbands’, lovers’ lives, 

‘ nd how you may bo doubly widows—wives! 

CLXXXVI. 

Alfonso grappled to detain the foe. 

And Juan throttled him to get away, 

\rid blood (’t was from the nose) began to flow; 

At last, as they more faintly wrestling lay, 

'uan contrived to give an awkward blow, 

And then his only garment quite gave way; 

He fled, like Joseph, leaving it—but there, 

" doubt, all likeness ends between the pair. 

CI.XXXVII. 

■ights came at length, and men afid maids, who found 
An awkward spectacle their wes before; 
fVntonia in hysterics, Julia sw^i’d, 

Alfonso leaning, breathless, W the door; 

Some half-tom drapery scatter’X on the ground, 

Some blood, and several footstep;, but no more i 
kian the gate gain’d, turn’d the key^bqut. 

And, liking not the inside, lock’d the entr 




.Aumv.' • 


OLZXZTXn. 

Here ends this caxito**-*Need 1 sing or say, 

How Juan, naked, favonrM by d» night, 

(Who &voure what she should not,) found his way, 
And reachM bis home in on unseemly plight ? 

The pleasant scandal which arose next day, 

The nine days’ wonder which was brought to light, 
And how AHbnso sued for a divorce, 

Were in the English newspapers, of course. 

OlXXXXX. 

If you would like to see the whole proceedings, 

The depositions, and the cause at full, 

The namcfi^ ail the witnesses, the pleadings 
Of counsel to nonsuit or to annul, 

There’s more than one edition, and the readings 
Are various, but they none of them are dull, 

The best is that in shorthand, ta’en by Gurney, 

Who to Madrid on purpose made a journey. 

cxc. 

But Donna Inez, to divert the train 
Of one of the most circulating scandals 
That had for centuries been knov^ii in Spain, 

At least since tlje retirement of the Vandals, 

First vow’d (and never had she vow’d in vain) 

To Virgin Mary several pounds of candles; 

And then, by the advice of some old ladies, 

She sent her son to bo sliipp’d od'lrom Cadiz. 

cxci. 

She had resolved that he should travel through 
All European climes by land or sea, 

To mend his former morals, and get new, 

Especially in France and Italy, 

(At. least this is the thing most people do.) 

Julia was sent into a convent; she 
Grieved, but perha{>s, her fe(;lings may be better 
Shown in the following copy of her letter: 

• CXCII. 

“ They tell me’t is decided, you depart: 

’T is wiso—H is well, but not the less a pain: 

[ have no further claim on your young heart, 

Mine is the victim, and would be again: 

To love too nmch has been the only art 
1 usod;~l write in haste, and if a stain 
Be on this sheet, *t is not what it appears— 

My eyeballs burn and tlirob, but have no tears. 

CXCIII. 

‘ I loved, I love you; for this love have lost 
State, station, heaven, mankind’s, my own esteem, 
find yet cannot regret what it hath cost, 

So dear is still die memory of that dream; 

Ifet, if 1 name my guilt., ’tis not to boast,— 

None can deem harshlier t)f me than 1 doom: 

! trace this scrawl because ! cannot rest— 

’ve nothing to reproach or to request. 

cxciv. 

Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart, 

*T is woman’s whde existence; man may range 
The court, camp, cliurch, the vessel, and the mart; 

Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer !n excliangc 
Mde, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart, 

And few there are whom these cannot estrange: 
klen have all these resources, we but ooo— 

To love again, and be again tmdone. 

cxcv. 

'You win proceed in pleasure and in pride, 

Beloved and loving many; all is o’er 
i’w me w) earth, except some years to hide 
My shame and sorrow deep in my heart’s core: 
These I could bear, but cannot cast aside 
The patffiion, whicluitiU rages as before, 

Ind BO iareweU—forgive me, love me—Nc^ 

That word wjdle now—but let it go. 


OXCTI. 

‘ My br^t has been all weakness, m so yet; 

But still, 1 tiiuik, I can collect my mind; 

My blood still rushes where my s|nril’s set, 

As roll the waves before the settled wind; 

My heart is feminine, nor con forget— 

^ To all, except one image, madly blind: 

So shakes the needle, and so stands the poU^ 

As vibrates my fond heart to my fix’d soul. 

exevn. 

“I have no more to say, but Unger still, ' 

And dare not set my seal upon this sheet, 

And yet I may as well tlte task fulfil, 

My misery can scarce bo more complete: 

I had not lived till now, could sorrow kill; 

Death shuns the wretch who fain tlie blow would meet. 
And 1 must even survive this last adieu, 

And bear with life, to lovo ami pray for you I” 

CXCVIII. 

This note was written upon gilt*cdged paper, 

With a neat little crow-quill, slight and new: 

Her small wliite hand could hardly reach the taper, 

It trembled as magnetic needles do, 

And yet she did not let one tear escape her; 

The seal a sunllower; EUe vom aidt ;>ar/ou^,” 

The motto cut upon a white (MJrnolian, 

The wax was superfine, its hue vermilion. 

cxrix. 

This was Don Juan’s earliest scrape; but whether 
1 shall proceed with his adventure is 
dependent on the public altogellter: 

We ’ll see, howcvtir, wliat ttiey say to tljis, 

Their favour in an autlior’s cap’s a feather, 

And no great mischief’s done by their caprice;) 

And, if their approbation we experience, 

'orhaps tliey ’ll have some more about a year hence. 

r.c. 

My poem *h epic, and is meant to be 
Divid(;d in twelve books; each book containing, 

With love, and war, a heavy gale at sea, 

A list of ships, and <3aprams, and kings reigning, 

STew characters; the episodes are three: 

A panorama view of hell’s in training, 

(Iftor the style of Virgil and ofHomcr, 

So that my name of epic’s no niumomor. 

cci. 

\11 these things will be specified in time, 

With strict regard to Aristotle’s Rules, 

'he vade rnecum of the true sublime, 

Which makes so many poets and some fools; 

^rose poets like blatik-ven?e—I *m fond of rhyme-— 

Good workmen never (|uarrel with tlioir tools; 

’ve got new niythulogical machinery, 
lod very haiidsome supernatural scenery. 

ecu. 

'here’s only c«io slight dilference between 
Me and my epic bretlnen gone before, 

And here the advantage is my own, I ween, 

(Not titat I Imve not several merits more ;) 
lut this will more peculiarly be seen; 

They so cmbelIi^dl, titat’t is quite a bore 
?heir labyrinth of fables to thread through, 

Vheroas this story’s actually true. 

ccni. 

any person doubt it, I appeal - 
To history, tradition, and to facts, 

'o newspapers, whoso truth aii know and feel, 

To plays in five, and operas in three acts; 

All these confirm my statement a good deal. 

But that which more completely foith exa^ 
that myself, and several now in Seville, 
law Juan’s last elopement wilh»e devil 



DOK 




eetr. 

Iferer I ihouM eondeteend to prose, 

write poetical commandments, which 
Shall supersede beyond all doubt all those 
That went before; in these I shall enrich 
My text with many things that no one knows. 

And carry precept to t^ highest pitch: 

I ’ll call the work “ Longinus o’er a Bottle, 

Or, Every Poet his oicn Aristotle.” 

ccr. 

Thou shall believe in Milton, Dryden, Pope: 

Thou shall not set up Wordsworth, Coleridge, Southey 
Because the first is crazed beyond ell hope. 

The second drunk, the third so quaint and mouthey: 
With Crabbe it may be difficult to co|)o. 

And Campbell’s Hippocrene is somewhat drouthy: 
Thou shall not steal fi-om Samuel Rogers, nor 
Cmnmit—flirtation with Uie muse of Moore. 

’■ ccvi. 

Thou shall not covet Mr. Sotheby’s Muse, 

His Pegasus, nor any thing that’s his: 

Thou shall not bear false witness, like “ the Blues,” 
(There’s one, at least, is very fond of (his:) 

Thou shall not write, in short, but what 1 choose: 

This is true criticism, and you may kiss— 

Exactly as you please, or not—the r^. 

But if you don’t, I ’ll lay it on, by G—d! 

ccvii. 

If any person should presume to assert 
The story is not moral, first, 1 pray 
That they will not cry out before tliey ’re hurt; 

Then that they ’ll read it o’er again, and say 
(But, doubtless, nobody will be so pert) 

That this is not a moral tale, though gay; 

Besides, in canto twelfth, I mean to show 
The very place where wicked people go. 

cevm. 

after all, there should be some so blind 
To their own good this warning to despise. 

Led by some tortuosity of mind. 

Not to believe my verse and their own eyes. 

And cry that they “ the moral cannot find,” 

I tell him, if a clergyman, he lies— 

Should captains the remark, or critics, make. 

They also lie too—under a mistake. 

CCIX. 

The public approbation I expect. 

And beg they ’ll take my word about tlie moral. 
Which I with their amusement will connect, 

(So children cutting teeth receive a coral;) 
Meantime, they ’ll doubtless please to recollect 
My epical pretensions to tlie laurel; 

For fear some prudish reader should grow skittish. 

I’ve bribed my grandmother’s review—(he British, 
ccx. 

I sent it in a letter to the editor. 

Who thank’d me duly by return of irost— 

I’m for a handsome article his creditor; 

Tet, if my gentle Muse he please to roast, 

And break a promise after having mode it her, 

Denying the receipt of what it cost. 

And smear his page with gall instead of honey, 

All I can say is—that he had the money. 

ccxi. 

1 think that with this holy new alliance 
I may insure the public, and defy 
All oftier magazines of art or science. 

Daily, or monthly, or three-monthly; I 
Have not essay’d to multiply Iheir clients, 

Because thmr tdl me ’twere in vain to try. 

And that the whnbur^ Keview and Q.uarterly 
Tireat a dissenting aathfr very martyrly. 


com. 

iVon ego hoeferrtm calulajuvoUa 
Cmtaule Plmco,” Horace said, and so 
Say I, by which quotation there is meant a 
Hint that some six or seven good years ago, 

(Long ere I dreamt of dating from Breota,} 

1 was most ready to return a blow, 

And would not brook at all this sort of thing 

In my hot youth—when George the Third was King. 

CCXIII. 

But now, at thirty years, my hair is gray,— 

(I wonder what it will be like at forty ? 

I tliought of a peruke the other day,) , 

My heart is not much greener; and, in sbortyl 
Have squander’d my whole suifimer while ’l was May, 
And feel no more the spirit to retort; I 
Have spent my life, l>oth interest and principal. 

And deem not, what 1 deem’d, my soul invinciUe. 

COXIV. 

No more—no more—Oh! never more on me 
The freshness of (he heart can fall like dew. 

Which out of all the lovely things wo see 
Extracts emotions beautiful and new. 

Hived in our bosoms like the bag o’ the bee : 

Think’st thou the honey with those objects grew * 

Alas! ’t was not in them, but in thy power. 

To double even the sweetness of a flower. 

eexv. 

No more—^no more—Oh! never more, my heart, 

Canst thou be my sole world, my universe! 

Once all in all, but now a thing apart. 

Thou canst not be my blessing or my curse: 

The illusion’s gone for ever, and thou art 
Insensible, I trust, but none the worse; 

And in thy stead 1 ’vo got a deal of judgment. 

Though Heaven knows how it ever found a lodgment. 

eexvi. • 

My days of love are over—me no more ’ 

The charms of maid, wife, and still loss of widow. 
Can make the fool of which they made before— 

In short, I must not load the life I did do: 

The credulous hope of mutual minds is o’er; 

The copious use of clarcl is forbid, too; 

So, for a good old gentlemanly vice, 

I think I must take up with avarice. 

ccxvn. 

Ambition was ray idol, which was broken 

Before the shrines of Sorrow and of Pleasure; 

And the two last have left me many a token 
O’er which reflection may be made at leisure: 

Now, like Friar Bacon’s brazen head, I’ve spoken, 

' Time is, time was, time’s past,” a chymic treasure 
Is glittering youth, which I luive spent betimes— 

My heart in passion, and my head on rhymes. 

CCXVIII. 

What is the end of fame 7’t is but to fill 
A certain portion of uncertain psqier; 

Some liken it to climbing up a hill. 

Whose summit, lUut all hills, is lost in vapour, 

For tills men write, speak, preach, and heroes kill; 

And bards bum wlial they call their “ midni^t taper,” 
To have, when the original is dust, 

A name, a wretched picture, and worse bust. 

CXXIX. 

What are the hopes of man 7 bid Egypt’s king, 

Cheops, erect^ the first pyramid 
And largest, thinking it was just the thing 
To keep his memory whole, and mummy hid; 

But somebody or other, rummaging. 

Burglariously broke his coffin’s,]^; 

Let not a monument give you or me hopes. 

Since not a pinifo of dust remains of Chet^. 



U-ltWO' 


■;iWJ0AiT. 


ocxx. 

But I, being fniid of true philosophy, 

Say very often to myself, « Alta! 

All things that have been bom were bom to die, 

And flesh (which death mows down to hay) is grass; 
You Ve pass'd your youth not so unpleasantly, 

And if you had it o’er again—'t would pass— 

So thank your stars that matters are no worse, A 
And read your Bible, sir, and mind your purse.’f 

ccxxi. 

But for the present, gentle reader! and 
Still gentler purchaser! the bard—that’s I— 

Must, with permission, shake you by the hand, 

Anif so your humble servant, and good bye! 

We meet again, if we Ihould understand 
Each other; and if not, 1 shall not try 
Your patience further than by this short sample— 
’Twere well if others follow’d my example. 

ccxxri. 

“ Gto, little book, from this my solitude 1 
I cast thee on the waters, go thy ways! 

And if, as I believe, thy vein be good. 

The world will find thee after many days.” 

When Southey’s read, and Wordswortli understood, 

I can’t help putting in my claim to praise— 

The four first riiyraes are Southey’s, every line: 

For God’s sake, reader 1 take them not for mine. 


CANTO II. 


• I. 

Oh ye! who tench tlie ingenuous youth of nations, 
Holland, France, England, Germany, or Spain, 
I pray ye ftog them upon all occasions. 

It mends their morals; never mind tho pain; 
The best of mothers and of educations. 

In Juan’s case, were but employ’d in vain. 

Since in a way, that’s rather of the oddest, he 
Became divested of his native modesty. 

II. 

Had he but been placed at a public school. 

In the third form, or even in the Cmrth, 

His daily task had kept his fancy cool. 

At least had ho been nurtured in tlio north; 

Spain may prove an exception to the rule. 

But then exceptions always prove its wortli— 

A lad of sixteen causing a divorce 
Puzzled his tutors very much, of course. 

HI. 

I can’t say that it puzzles me at all. 

If all things be consider’d: first, there wa* 

His lady mother, mathematical, 

A —, never mind; his Uitftr, an old ass; 

A pretty woman,—(that’s quite natural. 

Or else the thing liad hardly come to pass;) 

A husband rather old, not much in unity 
With his young wife—a time, and opportunity. 

IT. 

Well—well, the world must turn upon its axis. 

And all mankind turn with it, heads or tails, 

And live and die, make love, and pay our taxes, 
And OS die veering wind shifts, shift our sails; 
The king commands us, and the doctor quacks os. 
The priest instructs, and so our life exhales, 

A Uttle breath, love, wine, ambition, fame, 
Fi^tmg, devotion, dust—perhaps a name. 


m- 

T. 

I BEid, that Juan had boon sant to Cadic— 

A pretty town, I recollect it well-— 

*T is there tho mart of tho colonial trade is, 

(Or was, before Pern leam’d to rebel;) ^ 

And such sweet girls—I mean such graceful ladieS) 
Their very walk would moke y<ajr bosom twdl; 

I can’t describe it, tliough so much it strike, 

Nor liken it—I never saw tho like; 

VI. 

An Arab horse, a stately stag, a barb 
New broke, a cameleopard, a gazelle, 

No—none of these will do;—and then their garb! 

Their veil and petticoat—Alas! to dwell 
Upon such tilings would very near absorb 
A canto—then their feet and ancles!—well, 

Thank Ueaveo 1 ’vc got no metaphor quite ready, 

(And so, my sdber Muso—come let’s bo steady— 

VIT. 

Cliaslo Muse!—well, if you must, you must)—the veil 
I'lirown back a moment with the ghuuiing band, 

While the o’erpoweriiig eye, tiiat turns you pale, 

Flaslios info tlic heart:—all sunny land 
Of love! when I forgot you, may I fail 
To—say my prayers—but never was there plannM 
A dress through whicii Uic eyes give such a volley 
Excepting tlie Venetian FazziuU. 

VIII. 

But to our talc: tho Donna Inez sent 
Her son to C'adiz only to embark; 

To stay tliere had not answer’d her intent, 

But why 1 —we leave tlie reader in tlie dark— 

’T w as for a voyage tliat the young man was meant. 

As if a Spanish ship were No^’s ark, 

To wean him from tho wickedness of earth, 

And send lilin like a dove of promise forth. 

IX. 

Don Juan bade his valet pock his things 
According to direction, then recciv^ 

A lecture and some money: for four springs 
He was to travel; and, tiiougli Inez grieved, 

(As every kind of parting has its stings,) 

She hoped he would improve—perhaps believed * 

A letter, too, slic gave (he never read it) 

Of good advice—and two or three of credit. 

X. 

In tlie mean Ume, to pass her hours away, 

Brave Inez luiw set up a Sunday-schoid 
For naughty children, who would ratiier play 
(Like trimiil rogue.s) the devil or the fool; 

Infants of three years old were taught that day, 

Dunces were whipp’d or set upon a stool: 

The great success cf Juan’s education 
Spurr’d her to teach another generation. 

xi. 

Juan embark’d—tlie ship got under weigh. 

The wind was fair, the water passing rough; 

A d(.vil of a sea rolls in that bay, 

As I, who’ve cross’d it oft, know well enou^: 

Ami, stamling upon deck, the dashing spray 
Flies in one’s face, and in^es it weather-tmij^; 

And there he stood to take, and take again, 

His first—perhaps his last—farewell of Spain. 

XII. 

I can’t but say it is an awkward siglit 
To see one’s native land receding throu|^ 

Tho growing waters—it unmans one quite; 

Especially when life is rather new : 

I recollect Groat Britain’s coast looks white. 

But almost every other country’s blue, 

When, gazing on them, myst^ed distince, 

Wo enter on our nautical exuj|pnce. 







xni. 

Bo Joiui stood IwwiiderM on the deck; 

The wind sung, cord&ge strain’d, and sailors swore, 
And the Aiip creak’d, the town became a speck, 

From which away so fair and fast they bore. 

The best of remedies is a beef-steak 
Against seasickness; try it, sir, before 
Tou sneer, and 1 assure you this is true, 

^For I hare found it answer—so may you. 

xir. 

D<m Juan stood, and, gazing from the stern, 

Beheld his native Spain receding far: 

First partings form a lesson hard to learn, 

Kven nations feel this when they go to war; 

There is a sort of unexpress’d conceni, / 

A kind of shock that sets one’s heart ajar:: v 
At leaving even the most unpleasant people 
And places, one keeps looking at tlie steeple. 

XV. 

But Juan had got many things to leave— 

His mother, and a mistress, and no wife, 

Bo that he had much better cause to grieve 
Than many persons more advanced in life; 

And, if we now and then a sigh must heave 
At quitting even those we quit in strife, 

No doubt we weep for thc^ the heart endears— 

That is, till deeper griefs congeal our tears. 

XVI. 

So Juan wept, as wept tlie captive Jeyvs 
By Babel’s waters, still remeniboring Sion: 

1 ’d weep, but imne is not a weeping muse, 

And such light griefs are not a thing to die on; 
Toung men should travel, if but to amuse 

Themselves ; and the next lime llieir servants tie on 
, Behind their carriages their new })ortmanteau. 

Perhaps it may be lined with this my canto. 

xvir. 

And Juan wept, and much he sigh’d, and thought, 
While bis salt tears dront into the salt sea, 

Sweets to the sweet(I like so much to quote: 

You must excuse this extract, ’t is where she, 

The Ctuecn of Denmark, for Ophelia brought 
Flowers to the grave,) and sobbing often, he 
. Befloctcxl on hb present situation, 

And seriously resolved on reformation. 

xvin. 

. Farewell, my Spain! a long farewell!” ho cried,. 

** Perhaps I may revisit thee no more, 

^ But die, as many an exiled heart hath died, 

Of its own thirst to see again tlty ^ore: 

Farewell, where Guadalquivir’s waters glide! 

Farewell, my mother! and, since ail is o’er, 
Farewell, too, dearest Julia!”—(here he drew 
Her letter out again, and read it through.) 

XIX. 

•* And oh! if e’er I should forget, I swear— 

But that’s lmpc»sible, and cannot be— ^ 
Sooner shall this blue ocean molt to air, 

Sooner shall earth resolve itself to sea, 

■ Than I resign thine image, ! ray fair 1 
Or think ^ any thing, excepting thee; 

A mind diseased no remedy can physic”— 

(Here the ship gave a lurt^, and he grew seasick.) 

XX. 

Sooner shall hoaven kiss earth—(here ho foil sicker) 
Oh, Julia! what is every other wo!— 

(For God’s sake, lot roe have a gloss ofUqutm— 

Pedro! Battista! help me down below.) 

Julia, my love!—(you rascal, Pedro, qaicaer) 

(%, Julia!—(this euised vessel pitches so)— 
Beloved Julia! hear me still beseeching”— 

‘ (Here he grew inarticnlat^with retching.) 


XXI, ^ 

He felt that chilling heaviness of heart, 

Or rather stomach, which, alas! attendsi 
Beyond the best apothecary’s art. 

The loss of love, the treachery of friendf, 

Pr death of those we doat <»i, when a part 
Of us dies with them, as each fond hope ends: 

No doubt he would have been much more paftietic, 
But tlie sea acted as a strong emetic. 

xxii. 

Love’s a capricious power; 1 ’ve known it hold 
Out through a fever caused by its own heat, 

But be much puzzled by a cough and cold, 

And find a quiusy very hard to treat; • 

Against lUl noble maladies he’s bold, 

But vulgar illntissesdo n’t like to meet, 

Nor that a sneeze should interrupt his sigh; 

Nor inflammations redden his blind eye. 

xxiii. . 

But worst of all is nausea, or a pain 
About the. lower region of the bowels; 

Love, who heroically breathes a vein. 

Shrinks from the application of hot towels, 

And purgatives are dangerous lo his reign, 

Seasickness dcatli: his love was perfect, how else 
lould Juan’s passion, while die billows roar, 

Resist his stomach, ne’er at sea before ? 

XXIV. 

The ship, called the most holy ** Trinidada,” 

Was steering duly for the port Logbom; 

’or there tlie Spanisli family Moncada 
Were scuhd long ere Juan’s sire was bom: 

Thc'-y were relations, and for them he had a 
Letter of inlroiliiction, which the mom 
Of his departure had been sent him by 
His Spanish friends for those in Italy. 

XXV. 

His suite consisted of tlirec servants and 
A tutor, the liccntiiitc PedriUo, 

Who several languages did understand. 

But now lay sick and speechless on his pillow, 

And, rocking in his buimnock, long’d for land, 

His bcadach being increased by every billow; 

And the waves oozing tlirough the [Kirt-hole made 
iis birth a little damp, and him afraid. 

XXVI. 

'T was not witliout some reason, for tlie wind 
Increased at night, until it blew a gale; 

And tliough’t was not much to a naval mind, 

Some landsmen would liave look’d a little pale, 

^or sailors are, in fact, a difterent kind: 

At sunset tliey began to take in sail, 

For tlic sky show’d it would come on to blow 
And carry away, perhaps, a mast or so. 

XXVII. 

Atone o’clock, the wind with sudden shift 

Threw the ship right into the trough of the sea, 
Which struck her aft, and made an awkwaid rift, 
Started the stern-post, *also shatter’d the 
tVhole of her stern-frame, and, ere slie could lift 
Herself from out her present jeopardy, 

The rudder lore away; ’twas time to sound 
The punqis, and there were four feet water found. 

XXVIII. 

Jne gang of people instantly was put 
Upon tiie pumps, and the remainder set 
To got up purl of the evgo, and what not, 

But they could not come at the leak as yet; 

At lost they did get at it really, but 
Still their salvation was an oven bet: 

The water rush’d through in a way quite puzzling, 
While tliey thrust sheets, aliirts, j^ets, bales of muslin, 
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xxsx. 

Into the opening; but all such ingredients 
Would have been vain, and they must have gone down 
Despite of all their efforts and expedients, 

But for the pumps: I glad to make them known 
To all the brother-tars who may have need honce, 

For fifty tons of water were upthrown 
By them per hour, and they had all been undone 
But for die maker, Mr. Mann, of London. 

XXX. 

As day advanced, the weather seem’d to abate, 

And then the leak they reckon’d to reduce, 

And ke^ithe ship afioat, though three feet yet 
Kept two hand and onp chain pump still in use. 

The wind blew fresh again: os it grew late 
A squall came on, and, while some guns broke loose, 
A gust—which all descriptive power transcends— 

Laid witii one blast the ship on her beam-ends. 

XXXI. 

There she lay rhotionless, and seem’d upset: 

The water left the hold, and wash'd the decks, 

And made a scene men do not soon forget; 

For they remember battles, fires, and wrecks, 

Or any other tiling tliat brings regret, 

Or bmaks their hopes, or Ijcarts, or heads, or necks: 
Thus drownings arc much talk’d of by the divers 
And swimmers who may cliance to be survivors. 

XXXII. 

Immediately the masts were cut away, 

Both main and mizen; first the niiz<;n went, 

The main-mast follow’d: but tlie ship still lay 
Like a mere log, and bafHcd our intent. 

Foremast and bowsprit were cut down, and they 
Eased her at last, (although wc never meant 
To part with ail till every hope was blighted,) 

And then with violence the old ship righted. 

XXXIII. 

It may be easily supfioapd, while this 
Was going on, some people were unquiet; 

That passengers would fin<j it much amiss 
To lose their lives, as well as s|M)il their diet; 

That oven llie able seamen, deeming his 
Days nearly o’er, might be tliaposed to riot, 

As upon sucii occasions tars will ask 

For grog, and sometimes drink rum from Uie cask. 

XXXIV. 

There’s naught, no doubt, so mucli Uie spirit calms 
As rum and true religion; thus it was, 

Some plunder’d, some drank spirits, some sung psalms, 
The high wind made the treble, and as boss 
The hoarse harsh waves ktqit time; fright cured the qualms 
Of ail the luckless landsmen’s seasick maws: 

Strange soiuids of wailing, blasphemy, devotion, 
Clamour’d in chorus to the roaring ocean. 

XXXV. 

Perhaps more miscliief had been done, but for 
Our Juan, who, with sense beyond his years, 

Qot to the spirit-room, md stocK^befure 
It with a pair of pistols; and their fears, 

As if Death were more dreadful by his door 
Of fire than water, spite of oailis and tears, 

Kept still aloof the crew, who, ere tlicy sunk, 

Thought it would be becoming to die drunk. 

XXXVI. 

** Give us more grog,” they cried, for it will be 
All one an hour hence.” Juan answer’d, “ No! 

T is true that death awaits both you and me, 

But let us die like men, not sink below 
Like brutesand thus his dangerous post kept he, 

And none liked to anticipate the blow; 

And even Pedrillo, his most reverend tutor, 

Was for some rum a disaptiointod suitor. 


XXZTII. 

The good old gentleman was quite aghast, 

And made a loud and pious lamentation { 

Repented all his sins, and made a last 
Irrevocable vow of reformation; 

Nothing should tempt him more (this peril past) 

To quit his academic occupation, 

In cloisters of the classic Salamanca, 

To follow Juan’s wake like Sancho Panca. 

xxxvm. 

But now there came a flash of hope once more; 

Day broke, and the wind lull’d: the masts weregonOi 
I’lic leak increased; shoals round her, but no shore, 

The vessel swam, yet still tfoc held her own. 

They tried the pumps again, and though before 
Their desperate efforts seem’d all useless grown, 

A glimpse of sunshine set some hands to bale— 

Tiic stronger pump’d, the weaker ihrumm’d a sail. 

XXXIX. 

Under the vessel’s keel the sail was pass’d, 

And for the moment it had some effect; 

But, with a le:ik, and not a slick of mast 
Nor rag of canvass, what could they expect? 

But still’t is best to struggle to tlie last, 

’T is never tt>o late to l)o whdly wreck’d: 

And though’t is true that man cun only die once, 

T is not so pleasant in tlie Gulf of Lyons. 

xr.. 

There winds and waves Itad hurl’d them, and from thence 
Wiiliout their will, they carried them away; 

For they were forced witli steering to dispense, 

And never had as yot a <|uiol day 
On wliicli tlicy might rcprwe, or even cwnmonce 
A jury-mast or rudder, or could say 
The ship would swim an hour, which, by good luck, 

Still swam—though not exactly like a duck. 

XLI. 

The wind, in fact, perhaps was rather loss, 

But the ship lalnmr’d so, they scarce could hope 
To weather out much longf^r; tlie distress 
Was also great with which tlioy had to cope 
^or want of water, and their solid mess 
Was scant enough; in vain the telescofio 
rV^as used—nor sail nor shore appear’d in sight, 

Naught but die heavy sea, and coming night. 

xnii. 

Again the weather threaten’d,—again blew 
A gale, and in the fore and after hold 
Water appear’d; yot, tliough the {>eoplo knew 
All this, tlie tisost wore patient, and some bold, 

Until the chains and loatlicrs were worn through 
Of all our pumpsa wrotjk coin|>Iele she roll’d, 

At mercy of the waves, whoso mercies we 
like human beings during civil war. 

XLfll. 

Then came tlie carpenter, at last, with tears 
In his rough eyes, and told the captain he 
!?ould do no mure; he was a man in years, 

And long had voyaged through many a stormy sea, 
And if he wept at length, they were not fears 
That made his eyelids as a woman’s be, 

But he, poor fellow, had a wife and children, 

'wo things for dying people quite bewildering. 

XLIV. 

The ship was evidently settling now 
Fast by the head; and, all distinction gone, 

Some went to prayers again, and made a vow 
Of candles to their saints—but there were none 
To pay them with ; and some !o(4c’d o’er the bow 
Some hoisted out the boats: and there was one 
.^hat begg’d Pedrillo for an ab^lution, 

Viio told him to bo damn’d—4 bis confunon. 
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xt,r. 

Some Iaih*d them ia their hammodu, aome put on 
Their best clothes «s if going to a fair; 

Some cursed the day on which they saw the sun, 

And gnash’d their teeth, and, howling, tore their hair; 
Andoth^ went on, as they had begun, 

Getting the boats wt, being well aware 
That a tight boat will live in a rough sea. 

Unless with breakers close beneath her lee. 

*tri. 

The worst rf all was, that in their condition, 

Having been several days in great distress, 

'T was difficult to get out such provision 
As now might render dieir long suffering less; 

Men, even when dying, dislike inanition; 

Their stock was damaged by the weather’s stress: 
Two casks of biscuit and a keg of butter 
Were all that could be thrown into the cutter. 

xtvii. 

But in the long-boat they contrived to stow 
Some pounds of bread, though injured by the wet; 
Water, a twenty-gallon cask or so; 

Six flasks of wine; and lliey contrived to get 
A portirm of their beef u|i from below, 

And with a piece of pork, moreover, met. 

But scarce enough to serve them for a luncheon; 

Then there was rum, eight gallons in a puncheon, 
xiviir. 

The other boats, the yawl and pinnace, had 
Been stove in the beginning of the gale; 

And the long-boat’s condition was but bad. 

As there were but two blankets for a sail. 

And one oar ibr a mast, which a young lad 
Threw in by good luck over tire ship’s rail; 

And two boats rxmld not hold, far less be stored. 

To save one half the people then on board. 

XLIX. 

’T was twilight, for the sunless day went down 
Over the waste of waters; like a veil, 

Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the frown 
Of one whose hate is masked but to assail; 

Thus to their hopeless eyes the night was sliown. 

And grimly darkled o’er their faces pale 
And the dim desolate deep—twelve days had Fear 
Been their familiar, and now Death was hero. 

L. 

Some trial had been making at a raft, 

With little hope in such a rolling sea, 

A sort of thing at which one would have laugh’d. 

If any laughter at such limes could lie, 
i Unless with people who too much have quaff’d, 
i And have a kind of wild and horrid glee 
) Half opileptical, and half hysterical: 
j Their preservation would have been a miracle. 

II. 

, At hal^past eight o’clock, booms, hen-coops, spars. 
And all things, for a cliance, had been cast loose, 
Thst still could keep afloat the struggling tars, 

: For yet they strove, although of no great use: 

There was no light in heaven but a few stars; 

The boats pul off o’ercrowded with tlioir crews; 

Bite gave a heel, and then a lurch to port, 

1 And, going down heod-iuremost—sunk, in short. 

tri. ' 

■' Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewtdll 
j Then shriek’d the timid, and stood still the bravo; 

Then some leap’d overboard with dreadful yell, 

1 As eager to anticipate their grave; 

And the sea yawn’d around her like a hell, 
s* And down she suck’d with her the whirling wave, 
i Like one who grapples whh his enemy, 

■j And strives to stride hrin before he die. 


ixa. vt-' 

And first one universal shriek there rusli’d. 

Loader than the loud ocean, like a crash ■» 
Of echoing thunder; and then all was hush’d, 

Save the wild wind and the remorseless dsA 
Of billows; but at intervals there gush’d. 
Accompanied with a convulsive spUtsh, 

A solitary shriek—the bubbling cry 
Df some strong swimmer in his ogony. 

IIT. 

The boats, as stated, hod got off before, 

And in tliem crowded several of the crew ; 

.nd yet liieir present hope was hardly more " „ 
Than what it had been, for so strong it blew, 
'lioro wa.s slight chance of readiing any shore, 
And then they were too many, tliough so few— 
l^ine in the cutter, thirty in the boat, 
iVere counted in them when they got afloat. 

LT. 

All the rest perish’d; near two hundred souls 
Had led tlieir bodies; and, what’s worse, alas! 
iVhen over Catliolics the ocean rolla. 

They must wait several weeks, before a mass 
Takes off one peck of purgatorial coals, 

Because, till people know what’s come to pass. 
They won’t lay out Iheir money on the dead— 

It costs three francs for every mass that’s said. 

LVI. 

Juan got into the long-boat, and there 
Contrived to help Podrillo to a place ; 

It seem’d as if tliey had exchanged their care. 

For Juan wore the magisterial face 
Which courage gives, while poor Pedrillo’s pair 
Of eyes were crying for their owner’s case; 
Battista (though a name call’d shortly Tita) 

Was lost by getting at some aqua-vita. 

nvii. 

Pedro, his valet, too, he tried to save; 

But the same cause, conducive to his loss, 

Left him so drunk, he jump’d into tlie wave, 

As o’er the cutter’s edge he tried to cross, 

And so he fimnd a wine-and-watory grave : 

They could not rescue him, although so close. 
Because the sea ran higher every minute, 

And for the boat—the crow kept crowding in it. 

I, VIII. 

A small old spaniel,—^which had been Don Jose’s, 
Ilis father’s, whom he loved, as ye may think, 
For on sucli things the memory reposes 
With tenderness,—stood howling on the brink. 
Knowing, (dogs have such intellectual noses!) 

No doubt the vessel was about to sink; 

And Juan cauglit him up, and, ere he stepp’d 
Oft', threw him in, then after him he leap’d. 

nix. 

Ho also stuff’d his money where he could 
About his person, and Pedrillo’s too, 

Who lot him do, in fact,, whate’er he would. 

Not knowing what himself to say or do, 

As every rising wave bis dread renew’d; 

But Juan, trusting they might still get through, 
And doeiniiig there were remedies for any ill, 
Thus re-embark’d his tutor and his spaniel. 

nx. 

’T was a rough night, and blew so stiffly yet. 

That the sail was becalm’d between the seas. 
Though on the wave’s high top too much to set. 
They dared not take it in for all the brecse; 
Each sea curl’d o’er the stem, and kept them wet. 
And made them bate without a moment’s ease. 
So that themselvt's as well as hopes were danc’d, 
And the poor little cutter quiddy swamp’d. 
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LXl. 

Kine soulf more went in her: the long-boat still 
Kept aboYO water, with an oar for mast, 

Two blankets stitchM together, answering ill 
Instead of sail, were to tlie oar mode fast; 

Though every wave toll’d menacing lo fill, 

And present peril all before surpass’d, 

They griev’d for those who perish’d with the cutter, 
And for the biscuitrcas^ and butter. 

I.XII. 

The sun rose red and fiery, a sure sign 
Of the continuance of the gale: to run 
Before the sea, tmtil it should grow fine, 

Was all present could bo done: 

A few tea-spoonfuls of their rum and wino 
Was serv’d out to the people, who Ivegim 
To faint, and damaged bread wet llirouglx the bags, 
And most of them had little clothes but rags. 

I.XIII. 

They counted thirty, crowded in a space 
Which left scarce room for motion or exertion: 

They did their best to inmlify their case. 

One half sate up, though numb’d with the immersion, 
While t’ other half wore laid down in their place, 

At watch and watch; thus, shivering like the tertian 
Agtic in its cold fit, Ihtjy fill’d tlieir boat, 

With notliing but the sky for a great-coat. 

i.x/v. 

*T is very certain the desire of Iip3 
Prolongs it; this is obvious to physicians, 

When patients, neitlier plagued with friends nor wile, 
Survive through very desperate conditions. 

Because they still can hope, nor shines ll»e knifo 
Nor shears of Atropos befort^ their visions: 

Ifospair of all recovery spoils longevity, 

And makes men’s miseries of alarming brevity. 

LXV. 

’T IS said that ]»ersons living on annuities 
Are longer lived than oth<*rs,—God knows why. 
Unless to plague tlio grantors.—yet so true it is 
That some, 1 really think, do never die 
Of any creditors the worst a Jew it is, 

And that ’s their iiuHle of furiiisiiing supyily: 

In my young days they lent me c'asli that way, 

Which I found very troublesome to pay. 

LXVI. 

’T is tims with people in an open lK)at, 

They live upon llm love of life, and l)ear 
More dian can be believed, or oven tlioughi, 

And stand, like rocks, the temposi’.s wear and tear; 
And liard.ships still has boon Uio sailor’s lot, 

Since Noah’s ark went cruising bore and there— 

She had a curious crew as well as cargo, 

Like the first old Greek privateer, tlie Argo. 

LXVII. 

Bur man is a carnivorous production, 

And must have meals, at least one meal a day; 

He cannot live, like woodcocks, U]H>n suction, 

But, like the shark and tiger, mi^st liavc prey: 
Although his anatomical construction 
Bears vegetables in a grumbling way, 

Your labouring people tltink, beyond all question, 

Beef, veal, and mutton, better for digestion. 

LXVIII. 

And thus it was with this oiu- hapless crew; 

For on the third day tlierc came on a calm, 

And though at first their strength it miglit renew, 

And, lying on their weariness like balm, 

CiuU’d tiiem like turtles sleeping on the blue 
Of ocean, when they woke ^ey felt a qualm 
And fell aU ravenously on their provisiem, 

Instead of honling it with due precision. 


XXIX. 

The consequence was easily foreseen— 

They ate up all they had, and drank their wine, 

In spite of all remonstrances, and then 
On what, in fact, next day were they to dine? 

They hoped the wind would rise, these foolish menl 
And carry them to shore; these hopes were fine, 

But, as tliey had but one oar, and that brittle, 

It would have been more wise to save their vicUial. 

XXX. 

The fourth day came, but not a breath of air, 

And ocean slumber’d like an unwean’d child: 

The fifth day, and their Isxit lay floating there, 

The sea and sky were blue, and clear, and mild— 
With their one oar (I wish tlicy had had a pair) 

What could they do ? and hunger’s rage grew wild: 
So Juan’s spaniel, spite of his enireatiug, 

\V as kill’d otid port ion’d out for present eating. 

XXXI. 

On the sixth day lliey fed ii[K)ti his hide, 

And Juan, who had still refused, b(M:ause 
The cn'ature was his father’s dog that died, 

Now feeling all the vulture in his jaws, 

VV'^illi some renjorso received, (though first denied,) 

As a great favour, one of the fi>re-paws, 

Which I>edivided with Pcdrillo, who 
I )cvour’d it, longing (or the other too. 

I.XXII. 

The seventh day, and no wind—the burning sun 
Blister’d and scorch’d; and stagnant on the sea, 

They lay like carcasses; sind hope was tioiiu, 

Save* in ti)e hr<!e/,o that came nut; savagely 
Thi'V glared upon each other—all was done, 

AVater, ami wino, and food,—aitd you might see 
'rhc' Umgiug.s of the cannibal arise 
(AUhottgh they s|K>kc not) in Ihcir wolfish eyes. 

XXXllI. 

At length one whisper’d Ids companion, w'ho 
Wliisper’d another, and thus it went round, 

And tlidi into ahoarsfT niurimir grow, 

An ominous, and wild, ami desperate sound; 

And wlien Ids cotnradt'’8 thoughts each sufferer knew 
T was but his own, sup]m;ss’d till now, !\o found: 
And out tlicy spoke oflots (or flesh and blood. 

And who sliould die U) be his fidlows’ food. 

xxxrr. 

But ere they came to tins, lliey that day shared 
Some leathern caps, and what roinaiii’d of shoes; 

And thentfiey look’d arotmd llicin, and dc.sjjair’d, 

And none lobe the sacrifice would choose; 

At length llic lots were torn up and prepared, 

But of materials that must sluwtk the muso— 

Having no pajicr, for the want of better, 

Tlu y look by force from Juan Julia’s letter. 

XXXV. 

Tlie lots were made, an<l mark’d, and mix’d, and handed 
In silent horror, and their distribution 
Lull’d even the savage hunger which demanded, 

Like the Promethean vulture, tliis pollution; 

None in particular had sought or planu’d it, 

*T was nature gnaw’d them to this resolution, 

By which none were {lermittcd to bo neuter— 

And the lot fell on Juan’s luckless tutor. 

XX XVI. 

lie but requested lo bo bled to death: 

Tito surgeon ha<i his instruments and bled 
Pcdrillo, atid so gently ebb’d his breath, 

You hardly could perceive when ho was dead. 

He died as born, a Catholic in faith, 

Like most in the boUef in which they’re bred, 

And first a little crucifix ho kiss’d, 

And then hold out his Jugular and |^rist. 
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LXXVU. 

The surgeon, sa there was no other fee, 

Had hii first choi<3e of morsels tor his pains; 

But being thirstiest at the moment, be 
Prefeir’d a draught from the fast-fiowing veins: 

Part was divided, part thrown in the sea, 

And such things aa the entrails and the brains 
Regaled two sharks, who foUowM o’er the billow*— 

The sailors ate the rest of poor Pudrillo. 

nxxYiii. 

The sailors ate him, all save three or four, 

Who were not quite scjfond of animal food 
To these was add^ Juan, who, l>cforc 
Refusing his own spaniel, hardly could 
Feel now his appetite increased much more; 

’T was not to be expected that he should, 

^Even in extremity of their disaster, 

Pine with them on his pastor and his master. 

LXXTX. 

•T was better that he did not; for, in fact, 

The COTsequence was awful in the extreme; 

For they, who were most ravenous in the act, 

Went raging mad—Lord! how tJiey did blaspheme! 
And foam and roll, with strange convulsions rack’d, 
Drinking stdt water like a mountain-stream, 

Tearing, and grinning, howling, screeching, swearing, 
And, with hyaena laughter, died despairing. 

I.XXX. 

Their numbers were much thinn’d by this infliction, 
And all the rest were Uiin enough, heaven knows; 
And some oftliem had lost tlicir recollection, 

Happier than Uiey who still perceived their woes; 
But oflters ponder’d on a now dissection, 

As if not warn’d sufficiently by those 
Who had already perish’d, suffering madly, 

For having used their api>ctitcs so sadly. 

LXXXI. 

And next they thought upon the master’s mate, 

As fattest; but ho saved himself, because. 

Besides being much averse from such a flitc, 

There wore some other reastms: the first was, 

He liad been rather indisposed of late, 

And that which chiefly proved his saving clause. 

Was a small present made to him at Cadiz, 

By general subscription of the ladies. 

Lxxxn. 

Of poor Pedrillo something still remain’d, 

But it was used sjmringly,—some were afraid, 

And others still their appetites constrain’d, 

Or but at times a little supper made; 

All except Juan, who throughout alistain’d, 

Chewing a piece of bamboo, and some Iciul: 

At length they cau^t two boobies and a mxidy 
And thtm they left otf eating tlio dead body. 

nxxxiii. 

And if PedriHo’s fate should shocking be, 

Remember Ugolino condescends 
To eat the head of his arch-enemy 
The moment after he |>olilely ends 
His tale; if fo^ be ibod in hell, at soa 
’T is surely fair to dine upon our friends, 

When shipwreck’s short allowance grows too scanty, 
Without being much more horrible than Dante. 

LXXXIV. ^ ^ 

And the same night there fell a shower of rain, 

Fix which their mouths gaped, like the cracks of eart!) 
When dried to summer dust; till taught by pain, 

Men really know not what good water’s worth; 

If you had been in Turkey or in Spain, 

Or with a famish’d boat’s-crew had your birth, 

Or in the d(‘sert heard the camel’s bcH, 

You'd wish .yourself ^ero Truth is—in a well. 


ixxxv. 

It pour’d down torrents, but they were no ridier. 

Until they found a ragged piece of sheet, ^ 
Which served them as a sort of spongy pitcdior, 

And when they deem’d its moisture was complete, 
They wrung it out, and, thougli a thirsty ditcher 
Might not have thouglil the scanty draught so sweet 
As a ftill pot of porter, to their thinking 
They ne’er till now had known the joys of drinking. 

LXXXVI, 

And their baked lips, w’iffi many a bloody crack, 

Suck’d in llie moiauiro, which like nectar stream’d; 
Their throats were ovems, ihcir swoln tongues were black, 
As tlic rich man’s in hell, who vainly scream’d, 

To beg iho b(iggar, who could not, rain back 
A drop of dew, when every drop had seem’d 
To taste of heaven—if this be true, indeed, 

Some Christians have a conifortable creed. 

LXXXVII. 

There wore two fathers in this ghastly crew, 

And with tliem their two sons, of whom the one 
WovS more rf»bust and hardy to the view, 

But he died early; and when he was gone, 
llis nearest mossinatu told his sire, who tlircw 
One glance on him, and said, “ Heaven’s will be done 
I con do nothing!” and he saw liim thrown 
Into the deep, without a tear or groan. 

LXXXVIII. 

The other father had a weaklier chilel, 

Of a soft cheek, and aspect delicate; 

But the boy bore up long, and wifli a mild 
And patient spirit, held aloof his fate; 

Little lie said, and now and then he smiled, 

As if to will apart from off the weight 
He saw increasing on his father’s heart, 

With tlie deep deadly tliought, tiiatffiey must part. 

LXXXIX. 

And o'er him bent his sire, and never raised 
His cye.s from off his flice, but wipe<l the foam 
From his pale lips, uinl evt^r on him ga^.et!; 

Ami wlieii the wisii’d-for sliower at length was come, 
And llic boy’s eves, wliieli the dull film lialf glazed, 
BriglilonM, and for a moment seem’d to roam, 

Tie scjucezed from out a rag some drops of rain 
Into his dying child’s mouth—hut in vain. 

xc. 

The hoy expired—tlic father held the clay, 

And kK)kM iij>on it li»ng, and when at last 
Death left no doubt, and the dead burden lay 
Stiff on bis heart, and jiulsc and hope were past, 
lie w'alchccl it wistfully, until aw’ay 

’T was borne by the rudo wave wherein’t was cast; 
Then he himself sunk down, all dumb and shivering, 

And gave no signs of life, save his limbs quivering. 

xci. 

Now over-head a rainbow', bursting through 

The scattering clouds, shone, spanning the dark sea, 
Resting its bright base on tlie quivering blue: 

And all within its i\rch appear’d to bo 
Clearer than tliat without, and its wide hiio 
Wax’d broail and waving like a banner free, 

Tlien changed like to a bow that’s bent, and then 
Forsook tile dim eyes of these shipwreck’d men. 

xcii. 

It changed, <ff course; a heavenly chmneloon, 

'I’lie airy child of va|>our and the sun, 

Brought f(Mlh in purple, cradled in ^rmilion, 

Baptized in molten gold, ajul swathed in dun, 
flittering like crescents o’er a Turk’s pavilion, ^ 

And blending every colour into one, 

Just like a blaii eye in a recent scuffle, 

(For sometimes we must box without the muffle.) 
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xctn. 

Our Bhipwreek’d Beamon thought it a good omen— 

It is as well to think so, now and then; 

*T an <Jd custom of the Greek and Roman, 

And may become of great advantage when 
Folks are discouraged; and most surely no men 
Had greater need to nerve tliemselves again 
Than these, and so tJiis rainbow look’d like hope— 
Quite a celestial kaleidoscope. 

xciv. 

About this time, a beautiful white bird, 

Webfooted, not imlike a dove in size 
And plumage, (probably it might have crrM 
Upon ift course,) pass’d ofi ire tlieir eyes, 

And tried to perch, although if saw and heard 
The men within tfx' lioat, and in ihis g\iise 
It came and wont, and flutter’d round tliein till 
Night felltins seem’d a better omen still. 

xcv. 

But in this case I also roust remark, 

’T was well this bird of promise did not perch, 
Because the tackle of our shaftn’d bark 
Was not so safe for roosting as a elnirch; 

And had it been th«' dove frojn Noah’s ark, 

Returning Uiero from her successful search, 

Which in their way that inom<'nt chanced to fall, 

They would have eat her, olive-branch and all. 

xcvi. 

With twilight it again came on to blow. 

Blit not with violence ; the stars shone out, 

The boat made way; yet now they wcr<‘ so low, 

They knew not where nor what they were about; 
Some fancied they saw land, and some said “ No!” 

The frei]uent fog-banks gave them cause to doubt— 
Some swore that they hoard breakers, others guns, 

And all mistook about the iatti^r <)iicc. 

• XCTII. 

As morning broke, the light wind died away, 

When he who had the watch sung out, and swore 
If’t was not land that rose with the sun’s ray 
He wish’d that land he never might see more: 

And the rest rubb’d their eyes, and saw a bay, 

Or thought, they saw, and shaped tlieir course for shore 
Por shore it was, and gradually grew 
Distinct and high, and palpable to view. 

XCVIII. 

And then of these some part burst into tears. 

And Olliers, looking with n stiipi«l slaro, 

Could not yet separate their hopes from fears, 

And seem’d as if they had no further care; 

While a few pray’d—(the first time for some years)— 
And at the bottom of the boat tlirec were 
Asleep; they shook tliem by the hand and head, 

And tried to awaken them, but found tliem dead. 

xcix. 

The day before, fast sleeping on the water, 

They found a turtle of the hawks-bill kind, 

And by good fortune, gliding softly, caught her, 

Which yielded a day’s life, and% tlieir mind 
Proved even still a more nutritious matter, 

Because it left encouragement behind: 

They thought that in such perils, more than chance 
Had sent them this for their deliverance. 

c. 

The land appear'd, a high and rocky coast, 

And higher grew tlie mountains as they drew, 

Set by a current, toward it: they were lost 
* In ^rious conjectures, for none knew 
To what part of Uie earth they had been toss’d, 

So changrable had been the winds that blew; 

Some thou^t it was Mount j^tna, some the higtilands 
Of Gandia, Cyprus, Rhodes, orotlier islands. 


sii 

or. 

Meantime the current, with a rising gale, 

Still sot them raiwanis to the welcome dxwe, 

Like Charon’s bark of spectres, dull and pedo: 

Their living freight was now reduced to fiar; 

And three dead, whom their strengtii could not avail 
To heave info the deep with those before. 

Though the two sharks still follow’d them, and dash’d 
The spray into their faces os they splash’d. 

CII. 

Famine, despair, cold, thirst, and heat hail dons 
Their work on them by turns, and thinn’d them to 
Such things, a mother had not known her son 
Amidst did skeletons of that gaunt crow; 

By night chill’d, hy day scorch’d, thus one by one 
They perish’d, until wither’d to these few, 

But chielly by a species of seif-slaughter, 

In washing down Podrillo with salt water. 

cm. 

As tiiey drew nigh the land, which now was seen, 
Unequal in its aspect here and there. 

They felt tin: freshness of its growing green. 

That waved in forest tops, and sniootli’d the air, 

And fell u(»n their glared eyes as a screen 
From glistening waves, and skies so hot and bare— 
I.ovely seem'd any object that should sweep 
Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep. 

crv. 

The. shore look'd wild, without the trace of man, 

And girl by formidable waves; but they 
Were mad forland, and thus their course they ran, 
Though right ahood the roaring breakers lay: 

A reef belwcen them also now began 
To show its boiling surf and bounding spray, 

!ut, finding no place for their landing better, 

They ran Ute boat for shore, and overset her. 

CT. 

)Ut in his native stream, the Guadalquivir, 

Juan to lave his youthful limbs was wont; 

And, having leam’d to swim in that sweet river. 

Had often turn’d tlie art to some account. 

A better swimmer you could scarce see ever. 

He could, perhaps, have pass’d the Hellespont, 

As once, (a feat on which ourselves we prided,) 

.eauder, Mr. Kkenhcad, and I did. 

rvi. 

?o, here, though faint, emaciated, and stark, 

Ho buoy’d his hoyLsh limbs, aiKl strove to ply 
iVith the quick wave, and gain, oru it was dark 
The beach which lay before him, high and dry: 

The greatest danger here was from a shark, 

That carried olfhis neighbour hy the thigh; 

As for tho other two, they could not swim, 

10 nobody arrived on shore but him. 

c:vtt. 

Mor yet had ho arrived hut fir tho oar. 

Which, providentially for him, was wash’d 
ust as his feeble arms could strike no more, 

And the hard wave o’orwhclm’d him as’t was dadt’d 
iVithin his grasp; he, clung to it, and sore 
The waters beat while he tlicreto was lash’d; 
t last, witli swimming, wading, scrambling, ho 
loll’d on tlie beach, half senseless, from the sea: 

cviu. 

'hero, breathless, with his digging nails be clung 
Fast to tlie sand, lest tho returning wave, 
rom whose reluctant roar hie life he wrtmg 
Should suck him back to her insatiate grave: 
nd there he lay, fulHongth, where he was flung. 

Before the entrance of a cliff-wom cave, 

With just enough of life to f«ul its pain, 
nd deem that it was saved, perhaps in vain. 
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oix. 

Widi slow and staggering e0brl he arose, 

But sunk again upon his bleeding knee 
And quivering hand; and then he look’d for those 
Who long had been his mates upon the sea, 

But none of them appear’d to sliarc his woes, 

Save one, a corpse from out the futnishM three, 

Who died twadays before, and now had found 
An unknown barren beacli for burial ground. 

cx. 

And, as he gazed, his dizzy brain spun fast, 

And down he sunk, and, as he sunk, the sand 
Swam round and round, and all his senses pass’d: 

He fell upon his side, and his stretch’d hand 
Droop’d dripping on the oar, (their jury-mast,) 

And, like a wither’d lily, on the land 
His slender frame and pallid aspect lay, 

As fair a thing as e’er was form’d of clay. 

CXI. 

How long in his damp trance young Juan lay 
He knew not, for the earth was gone f.)r him, 

And lime had nothing more of night nor day 
For his congealing Wood, and senses <Um: 

And how tliis heavy faintness pass’d away 
He knew not, till each painful pulse and limb, 

And tingling vein, seem’d throbbitig back to life, 

For Dcalli, though vanquish’d, still retir’d witli strife. 

CXXI. 

His eyes he open’d, shut, again unclosed, 

For all was doubt and dizziness: be thought 
He still was in the l)oat, and l)ad but dozed, 

And felt again with his despair o’ervvrought, 

And wish’d it death in whieh he bad reposed; 

And then once more his feelings hack wt*re brought, 
And slowly hy his swimming eyes was seen 
A lovely femde face of seventeen. 

cTiri. 

’T was bending close o’er his, and tlic small mouth 
Seem’d almost prying into his for breatli; 

And chahng bini, the soft warm hand of youth 
Rceall’d his answering spirits back from deatli: 
And, loathing his chill temples, tried to sooth 
Kach pulse to animat i<m, till beneath 
Its gentle touch and trcml>ling care, a sigh 
To those kind efforts made a low reply. 

CXIT. 

Then was the cordial pour’d, and mantle flung 
Around his scarce-clad lirnlis; and the fair arm 
Rais’d higher the faint head which o’er it hung;. 

And her transparent che(>.k, all pure and warm, 
Pill<»w’d his death-Uke forehead; then she wnmg 
His dewy curls, long drench’d by every stonn; 

And watch’d with eagerness each throb that drew 
A sigh from his heaved bosom-~-and hers too. 

CXT. 

And lifting him with care into the cave, 

The gentle girl, and her attendant,—one 
Toung yet her elder, and of brow less grave, 

And more robust of figure,—then begun 
To kindle fire, and as the new flames gave 
Light to the rocks that roof’d them, which the sun 
Had never scon, the maid, or whatso’er 
Sho was, appear’d distinct, and tall, and fair. 

OXTl. 

Her brow was overhung with coins of gold, 

That sparkled o’er the auburn of her hair, 

Her clustering hair, whose! longer locks were roll’d 
In braids behind, and, thougli her stature were 
Even of the highest for a female mould, 

They nearly reach’d her heel; and in her air 
There was a something .which bespe^e command, 

As one who was a lady^n the land. 


cxvn. 

Her liair, I said, was auburn; but her eyes 

Were black as death, their lashos the same hue, 
Of downcast length, in whose silk sliadow lies 
Deepest attraction, for when to tlie view 
Forth from its raven fringe the foil glance flies, 

Ne’er with such force the swiftest arrow flew; 

T is as the snake, late coil’d, who pours his length, 
And hurls at once his venom and his strength. 

CXVIII. 

Her brow was white and low, her dieeks’ pure dyo 
Like twilight rosy still with the set sun; 

Short upper lq>—sweet lips! that make us sigh 
Kver to have seen such; for she wm one • 

Pil for the mtxiel of a statuary,* 

(A race of mere impostors, when all’s don© 

I’ve Bt^cn much finer women, ri{»e and real, 

Than all the nonsense their stone ideal) 

cxix. 

I ’ll tell you w})y I say so, for’t is just 
One siiould not rail without a decent cause: 

TIhtc was an Irish lady, to whoso bust 
T ne’er saw justice done, and yet sho was 
A fre<juent mode!; and if e’er she must 

Yield to stern Time and Naturtj’s wrinkling laws, 
They will destroy a face which imutal thought 
Ne’er compass’d, nor less mortal chisel wrought, 
rxx. 

And stub was she, tim latly of the cave: 

Her dress was very diflerent from tlic Spanish, 
Sini])ler, and yet of colours not so grave; 

For, as yon know, the Spanish women banish 
Bright hues when out of doors, and yet, while wave 
Around them (what F Impe will never vanish) 

The hasquiiia and the mantilla, Uiey 
Seem at the same time mystical and gay. 

cxxi. 

But with our damsel tliis was not the case; 

Her dress was iiiany-colour’d, finely spun; 

Her locks curl’d negligently round her face, 

Hut througli tln ni gold and gems profijsely shone; 
Her girdle sparkled, and the richest lace 

Flow’d in her veil, and many a precious stone 
Flash’d on her little hand; but, wlial was shocking, 
Her small snow feet had slippers, but no stocking, 
cxxii. 

The other fiimale’s dross was not unlike, 

Rut of infi’-rior materials: sho 
Had not so many ornaments to strike: 

Her hair had silver only, bound to be 
Her dowry; and her veil, in fonn alike, 

Was coarser; and her air, though firm, less free ; 
Her hair was thicker, but less long; lier eyes 
As black, but quicker, and of smaller size. 

CXXIIl. 

And these two tended him, and cheer’d him both 
With ftKid and raiment, and those sc^t attention, 
Which arc (as I must own) of female growth, 

And have ten thousrfid delicate inventions; 

Tliey made a most superior mess of broth, 

A thing which poesy but seldom mentions, 

But the best dish tliat e’er was cook’d since H<Hnsr’i 
Achilles order’d dinner for now comers. 

exxiv. 

I ’ll tell you who they were, this female pair, 

Lest foey sltould seem princesses in disguise; 
Besides I hate all mystery, and that air 
Of dap-trap, which your recent poets prize; 

And BO, in short, the girls they really were 
They shall appear before y<Hir curious eyes, 
Mistress and maid; the first was only dau{^itor 
Of an old man who lived upon tlie water. 
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cxxr, 

A 68hemian he had b<;^on in his youth, 

And still a sort of fishennan was he; 

But other speculations were, in sooth, 

Added to bis connexion with tiic sea, 

Perhaps, not so res|>eclable, in truth: 

A little smuggling, and some piracy, 

Left him, at last, the sole of many masters 
Of an ill-gotten million of piastres. 

cxxvr. 

A fisher, therefore, was he—though of men, 

Like Peter the Apostle.—and ho fishM 
For wandering merchant vessels, now and then, 

And fomeliines caught as many os he wish’d; 

The cargoes ho confiscafcd, and gain 
H« sought in the slave-market too, and dishM 
Full many a morsel for that Turkish trade, 

By which, no doubt, a good deal may be made. 

cxxvii. 

He was a Greek, and on Iiis isle had built 
(One of the wild and smaller Oycladcs) 

A very handsomer house from out his guilt, 

And Uiore he lived cxcoodingly at case ; 

Heaven knows what cash lio got, or blood he spilt, 

A sad old fellow was he, if you please, 

But this I know, it was a spacious buikling, 

Full of barbaric eoi'ving, paint, and gilding. 

oxxviii. 

He had an only (laught(5r callM Haidoc, 

The greatest heiress of the Eastern isles; 

Besides .so very beauliftil was she, 

Her dowry was as nolliing to her smiles: 

Still in her teens, and lik*' a lovely tree 

She grew to womanhood, and between whiles 
Rejected several suitors, just to learn 
How to accept a belter in his turn. 

* cxxtx. 

And walking out upon the beach below 

The cliff, towards sunset, on that day sho found, 
Insensible,—not dead, but nearly so,— 

Don .luan, almost famish’d, and half drowuM; 

But, being nalted, she was shock’d, you know, 

Yet deem’d herself in common pity bound, 

As far as in her lav, to take liira in, 

A stranger,” dying, witli so white a skin. 

exxx. 

But taking him into her father’s house 
Was not exactly the best way to save, 

But like conveying to the cat the mouse, 

Or people in a trance into their grave ; 

Becau.se the good old man had so iimch ** vovf,” 
Unlike the honest Arab lliicvcs so brave, 

He would have hospitably cured the stranger, 

And sold him instantly when out of danger, 

CXXXI. 

And therefore, with her maid, she thought it best 
(A virgin always on her maid relics) 

To place him in the cave for present rest: 

And when, at last, he o;>cri’<> his black eyes, 

Their charity increased about their guest: 

And their compassion grew to sucli a size. 

It open’d half the turnpike gates to heaven— 

(Saint Paul says’t is the t^l which must be given.) 

CXXXII. 

They made a fire, but such a fire as they 
Upon tho moment could contrive with such 
Materials as were cast up round the bay, 

Some brt^en planks and oars, that to tho touch 
Were nearly tinder, since so long Uiey lay, 

A mast was almost crumbled to a crutch; 

But, by God’s grace, here wrecks were in such plenty, 
That there was fuel to have furnish’d twenty. 


cxxxtii. / 

He had a bed offum and a pelisse, 

For Haidoe stripp’d her sables off to make 
His couch; and that ho luiglit be more at ease, 

And warm, in case by chance he should awake 
Tlicy also gave a petti<'.oat apiece, 

She and hex maid, and promis’d by daybreak 
To pay him a fresh visit, with u dish, 

For breakfast, of eggs, coflee, bread, and fish, 

CXXXIV 

And thus timy left him to his lono repose 
Juan slept like a top, or like tlie dead, 

Who sleep at perhaps, (God only knows,) 

Just for tlic present, and in his lull’d head 
Not even a vision of his fonner woes 

ThroUb’d in accursed <lrcains, which sometimes spread 
Unwele<>inc visions of our n)rrner years, 

Till die eye, cheated, opens tliick willi tears. 

cxxxv, 

Young Jiuui slept all dreamless:—^but tlie maid 
Wlio snioolh’d his pillow, as sho k*ft the den, 

Look’d hack upon him, and a moment stay’d, 

And turn’d, believing that he call’d agam. 
lie sluinher’d ; ytU slic thought, at lea.st she said, 

(The heart will slip ev^m as the tongue and pen,) 
lit? had prononneed her uamo —but she forgot 
That at lius liiomtmt Juan knew' it not. 

rxxxvi. 

And pensive to her falhex’s house she went, 

Enj(»uiiug ailonce strict to Zot^ who 
Heller Ilian she knew wlial, in fact, slie meant. 

She being wiser by a year or two; 

A year or two’s an age when riglilly spent. 

And ZoT* spent liers as most women do, 

In gaining uU that useful sort of knowledge 
Which is acquired in nature’s good old college, 
cxxxvir. 

The mom broke, and found Juan slumbering still 
P'ast ill Ids cave, and noUiing clash’d upon 
Ills rest; tho rushing of the neighbouring rill, 

And the young beams of the excluded sun, 

Troubie<i iiiiri not, and he might sleep Ins fill; 

And need he had <)f .slumber yet, for none 
Had sulfcr’d more—his harilshifia wore comparative 
To tliose related in my grand-dad’s narrative. 

CXXXVIII. 

Not so Haidee; she sadly toss’d and tumbled, 

And started from her sleep, and, turning o’er, 

Dream’d of a tliousand wrecks, o’er which she stumbled} 
And iiandsoiuo c.<jrpses strew^’d upon the shore ; 

And woke her maid .so early that she grumbled. 

And call’d her father’s old slaves up, who swore 
In several oaths—Armenian, Turk, and Greek,— 

They knew not what to tliiul^ of sucli a freak. 

CXXKIX. 

But up slir got, and up she made them get, 

Witli some [irctencc about the sim, that makes 
Sweet skies just when he rises, or is set; 

And’t is, no doubt, a sight to sec when breaks 
Bright Phoebus, while iho mountains still arc wet 
With mist, and every bird with him awakes. 

And night is flung off like a mourning suit 
Worn for a husband, or some oUier brute. ,. 

CXL* 

say, the sun is a most glorious sight, 

I Ve seen him rise full oO,, indeed of late 
have sot up on purpose uli the night, 

Which hastens, as physiciaas say, one’s fate ; 

And so all ye, who would be in the right ; 

In health and purse, begin your day to date 
From day-break, and when coflin’d at fourscore, 

Engrave upon the plate, you rose at four. 

s 







"IX/A' i*' 


CXtl. 

And Haidee mot the morning; face to &ce; 

Her own waa frei^efit, though a feverish Bush 
Had dyed k Mith the headlong blood, whose race 
From heart to cheek is curb’d into a blush. 

Like to a torrent which a mountain’s base, 

• That overpowers some Alpine river’s rush, 

Checks to a lake, whose waves in circles spread, 

Or the Rod Sea—but the sea is not red. 

CXLII. 

And down the difT the island virgin came, 

And near tite cave her quidc light footsteps drew, 
l^ile the sun smiled on her with his hrst l^mc, 

And young Aurora kiss’d her lips with dew, 

Taking her for a sister ; just the same 
Mistake you would have made on seeing the two, 
Although tile mortal, quite as irosh and fair, 

Had all the advantage too of not being air. 

CXLTII. 

And when into the cavern llaidce stepp’d, 

All timidly, yet rapidly, she saw 
That like an infant Juan sweetly slept: 

And then she stopp’d, andslo<xl as if in awe, 

(For sleep is awful,) and on tiptoe crept 
And wrapp’d him closer, lest the air, too raw, 

Should reach his blood; then o’er him, still us death, 
Bent witli hush’d Ii[M5 that drank his scarce-drawn breath. 


CXLIX. 

He woke and gazed, and would have slept again, 
But tlie fair face wliich met his eyes, fen-b^e 
Those eyes to close, though weariness and pain 
Had furtlier sleep a furtlier pleasure made; 
For woman’s face was never form’d in vain 
For Juan, so that oven when he pray’d, 

He turn’d from grisly saints, and martyrs hairy, 
To tlic sweet iwrtrails of the Virgin Mary. 

CL. 

And thus upon his elbow he arose, 

And look’d tqK>n the lady in whose cheek 
The. paltJ contended with the purple rose, 

As with an cBort she began to spa^; 

Her eyes were el(Mjuent, her words would pose, 
A Itliuugh she told him in good modern Greek 
With an Ionian accent, low and sweet, 

That he was faint, and must not talk, but oat. 

CLI. 

Now Juan could not understand a word, 

B(‘i)ig no Grecian; but he hod an ear, 

And Ikt voice was the warble of a bird, 

So sofi, so sweet, so delicately clear, 

That finer, simpler music ne’er was heard; 

The sort, of sound we echo with a tear, 
Williout knowing why—an overpowering tone, 
Whence melody dcsccud.s, as from a throne. 


CXLIV. 

And thus, like to an angel o’er the dying 

Who die in righteousness, she loan’d; and there 
All tramjuilly the shipwreck’d boy was lying, 

As o’er him lay tlio calm and stirlcss air: 

But Zo6 tlio meantime some eggs was frying, 

Since, after all, no doubt the youthful ]mir 
Must breakfast, and betimesi—lest they should ask it, 
She drew outlier provision from the basket. ^ 


CLII. 

And Juan gazed, as one who is awoke 
By a distant organ, doubting if he be 
Not yot a droann‘r, till the sjxdl is br<^o 
By the watchman, or some such reality, 
Or by one’s early valet’s cursed knock; 

At least it is a heavy sound to me, 

WIkj like a morning slumber—for the niglit 
Shows stars and wonnsn in a better light. 


• CXLV. 

She knew that tlic best feelings must have victual, 

And that a shipwreck'd youth would hungry be; 
Besides, being less in love, she yawn’d a little, 

And felt her veins chill’d by the neighbouring sea; 

, And 80 , ebecook’d tlicir breakfast to a tittle; 

I can’t say that she gavii tliein any lea, 

But there wore eggs, fruit, coffee, bread, fish, honey, 

’ With Scio wine,—and all for love, not money. 

CXI. VI. 

And Zo6, when the eggs were ready, and 

The coffee made, wraild fain have walicriM Juan; 
But B^idec stopp’d her witli her quick small hand, 
And without word, a sign her finger drew on 
Her lip, which Zoi‘ needs must understani); 

And, the first breakfast spoil’tl. prepared a now one, 
Because her mistress would not lot her break 
That sleep which seem’d a.s it would ne’er awake. 




cniii. 

And Juan, too, was help’d out from his dream, 

Or sleej), or whatsoe’er it was, by filing 
A most ]>nxligious appetite: the steam 
. Of cookery no doui»l was stealing 

lljioii iiissi'nses, atvl the kindling beam 
Of tfie iKJw fire which Zoc kept up, kneeling 
To stir her viamfs, made him quite awake 
And long for finxl, but chiefly a beef-steak. 

CLIV. 

But beef is rare wjlliin these oxicss isles; 

Clouts’ flesh there is, no doubt, and kid, and mutton, 
And when a holiday nptm them smiles, 

A joint upon ihcir barbarous spits tliey put on: 

But this occurs but seldom, lielween whiles, 

For some of those are roi:ks with scarce a hut on, 
Olliers arc fiiirand fertile, among which, 

I’liis, though not large, was one of the most rich. 


.... CXLVII. 

For still he lay, and on his thin worn qfeeok, 

A purple hectic play’d, like dying da}' 

(ki the snow tops of distant hills; Uie streak 
Of eufferance yet upon his forehead lay, 

Where tlio blue veins look’d shadowy, shrunk, and weak; 

And his black curls were dewy witli the spray, 

Which weigh’d upon tliem yet. all damp and salt, 

Mix’d w'lth the stony vapours of the vault. 


CXT.Vlll. 

And she bent o’er him, and ho lay bemmth, 
Huff’d as the babe upon its mother’s breast, 
Droop’d as the willow when no winds can breathe, 
Lull’d like the depth d* ocean when at rest, 

Fair as the crowning ri^c the whole W'reatli, 
Soft as the callow < 9 |!Ret in its nest; 

In short, he was a very pretty fellow, 

Although his woes had lurk’d him rather yellow. 


CLV. 

I say that beef is rar(\ and can’t help tliinking 
‘J'hat (he old fable of the Minotaur— 

From which our modern mumls, rightly slirinking, 
Oonth.unn the nival lad^s taste who wore 
A cow’s shape for a mask—was only (sinkmg 
The allegory) a nierti typo, no more, 

That PasipiiaO promoted breeding catde, 

To make the Cretans bloodier in battle. 

CLVI. 

For we all know tliat English pctqile are 
Fod ufKMi beef—1 won’t say much of beer, 
Because’t is liquor only, and being far 

From this my subject, has no businew here>— 
We know, too, they are very fiaid of war, 

A filoasure—like all pleasures—rather detr; ' 
So were the Cretans—from which I infer 
That beef and battles both were owing to her. 



CLVU. 

But to resume. The languid Juan raised 
His head upon his elbow, and he saw 
A sight on which he had not lately gazed, 

As all his latter meals hadl>ecn quite raw. 

Three or four things for which the Lord he praised, 
And, feeling still the famish’d vulture gnaw. 

He fell upon whate’er was offer’d, like 
A priest, a shark, an alderman, or pike. 

CI.VIII. 

He ate, and he was well supplied; and she. 

Who watch’d him like a mother, would have fed 
Him past all bounds, because she srailcil to see 
Suchea^petito in one she had deem’d dead: 

But Zod, being older thiin Haidee, 

Knew (by tradition, for she ne’er had read) 

That famish’d people must be slowly nursed. 

And fed by spoonfuls, else they always burst. 

CI.IX. 

And so she took the liberty to state, 

Rather by deeds than words, because the case 
Was urgent, that the gentleman, whose fate 
Had made her mistress quit her bed to trace 
The seashore at this hour, must leave his plate. 
Unless he wish’d to die upon the place— 

She snatch’d it, and refused another morsel. 

Saying, he had gorged enough to moke a horse ill. 

ci.x. 

Next they—^tie being naked, save a tatter’d 
Pair of scarce decent trousers—went to work. 
And in the fire his recent rags they seatter’il. 

And dress’d him, fir the i>resetit, like a ’l’"mi 
Or Greek—that is, although it not much matter d, 
Omitting turban, slipjiers, pistols, dirk,— 

They furnish’d him, entire except some stitches, 
With a clean shirt, and very spacious breeches. 

cr.xi. 

And then fair Haidee tried her tongue at speaking, 
But not a word could Juan comprehend. 

Although he listen’d so that the young Greek in 
Her earnestness would ne’er have made an end; 
And, as he interrupted not, went eking 
Her speech out to her protege and friend. 

Till, pausing at the last her breath to take, 

She saw he did not understand Romaic. 

CLXII. 

And then she had recourse to nods, and signs. 

And smiles, and sparkles of the speaknig eye, 
And read (the only hook she eould) the lines 
Of his fair face,' and found, by sympathy. 

The answer eloquent, where the soul shines 
And darts in one quick glance a long reply ; 

And thus in every look she saw express’d 
A world of words, and things at which sec guess d. 

CLXIII. 

And now, by dint of fingers and of eyes, 

And words repioaled after her, ho took 
A lesson in her tongue; but by surmise. 

No doubt, less of her langut^e Ilian hot took: 

As he who studies fervently the skies 

Turns oilener to the stars than to his book, 

Thus Juan team’d his alpiha beta better 
From Haidee’s glance than any graven tetter. 

CI,XIV. 

>T is pleasing to be school’d in a strange tongue 
By female lips and eyes—^Ihat is, I mean, I 
When both the teacher and tho taught are youngJ 
As was tho case, at least where I have been; ^ 
They smite so when one’s right, and when one ’Fw 
They smil* still more, and then tliero intervene 
Pressure of hands, perhaps even a chaste kiss ;— 

I team’d the little that I know by this: ^ 


CI,*T. 

That is, some words of Spanish, Turk, or Grade, 
Italian not at all, having no tcaclicra. 

Much English 1 cannot pretend to speak, 

Learning tliat language chiefly from its {iresoheni, 
Barrow, Sooth, Tillolson, whom every week 
I study, also Blair, the highest reachers 
I Of eloquence in piety and pirose- 
I hate your poets, so read none of those. 

ci.xvi. 

As fir the ladies, I have naught to say, 

A wanderer from the British world of fashirai, 
Where T, like other “ dogs, have had my day,” 

I.ikc Ollier men, loo, may have had my passion— 
But that, like oilier tilings, has pass’d away: 

And all her fools whom 1 muld lay tho lash on. 
Foes, friends, men, women, now are naught to ms 
But dreams of what has been, no more to bo. 

CLXVII. 

Return we to Don Juan. He liogun 
To hear new words, and to repieat them; but 
Some feelings, universal as the sun, 

W ere such as eould not in his breast bo shut 
More ilian within the bosom of a nun: 

Ho was in love—as you would bo, no doubt, 

With a young henefaclress,—so was sho 
Just ill the way we very ofieii see. 

I't-XVIII. 

And every day hy daybreak—-rather early 
For Juan, who was somewhat fond of rest— 

She came inio llie eave, but il was merely 
To sec her bird repiosing in his nest; 

And sho would sofdy stir Ills locks so curly, 

Without disturliiug her yet slumhoring guost, 
Brealhiiig all gently o’er his cheek and mouth, 

As o’er a bed of roses tho sweet south. 


1 


cLxrx. 

And every morn his colour froslilicr came, 

And everv day iielpi’d on his convaleseence, 
‘Twas well, heeanse health in the human frame 
Is pleasant, besides lieing true love’s essence, 
For healtli and idleness to piassion’s flame 

Are oil and gunpowder; and some good lessons 
Are also learnt from Geres and from Bacchus, 
Williout whom Venus will not long attack us. 


CLXX. 

^Wiilo Venus fills the heart, (without heart really 
Love, though good always, is not quite so good,) 
Ceres prresenis a pilate of vemiieelli. 

For love must he sustain’d tike flesh and blood.— 
While Bacrhiis pours out wine, or hands a jelly: 

Eggs, oysters too, are amatory food; 

But who is tlieir purveyor from above 

IleavoH knows,—it may be Nepituno, Pan, or Jov*. 


, CI.XXI. 

Wlien Jii/li woljoJic found some good things ready, 
A lialh. a hreHiat, and the finest eyes 
That over made a yotitliful heart less steady, 
Besides her maid’s, as pretty for their size; 

But I have spoken of all Ifiis already— 

And repictition’s tiresome and unwise,— 

Well—Juan, after bathing in the sea. 

Came always back to coffee and Haidee. 

' CLXXII. 

Both were so young, and one so innocent, 

That bathing piWd for nothing; Juan seem’d 
To her, as ’twere the kind of being sent. 

Of whom these two years she had nightly dream’d, 

rone A somelliing to be loved, a creature memt 

To be her htqipinoss, and whom she doom d 
I To render happy; all who joy would win 
1 Must share it,-diappincss was bora a twin. 



ci.xxnx. 

It «M BOdi pleasure to behold him, suck 
EnlargemODt of existence to partake 
Nature with him, to ^ill beneath his touch, 

To watch him slumbering, and to sec him wake. 

To live with him for ever were too much; ‘ 

. But dien the thought of parting made her quake: 

He was her own, her ocean treasure, cast 
Like a rich wreck—her first love and her last. 

cnxxir. 

And thus a moon roll’d on, and fair Haideo 
Paid daily visits to her boy, and took 
Buch plentiful precautions, that still he 
Remain’d unknown within his craggy nook; 

At last her father’s prows put out to sea, 

For certain merchantmen upon the look. 

Not as of yore to carry off an lo. 

But three Ragusan vessels, bound for Scio. 

ctxxv. 

Then came her freedom, for she had no mother. 

So that, her father being at sea, she was 
Free as a married woman, or such other 
Female, as where she likes may freely pass, 
Witltoiit oven the encumbrance of a brother, 

The freest she that ever gazed on glass: 

1 speak of Christian lands in tliis comparison, 

Wber e wives, at Icitsty are seldom bent i n garrison. 

CI.XXVI. 

Now she prolong’d her visits and her talk, 

(For they must talk,) and ho had learnt to say 
Bo much as to proi-iose to take a walk,— 

For little had he wander’d since the day 
On which, like a young flower snapp’d from the stalk. 
Drooping and dewy on llie beach ho lay,— 

And thus they walk’ll out in the afternoon. 

And saw the sun set opposite the moon. 


CI.XXZI. 

The coast—1 think it was the coast &at I 
Was just describing—Yes, it mu tfaa coast— 

Lay at this period quiet as the sky, 

The sands untumbled, the blue waves untoM’ti, 
And all was stillness, save the sea-bird’s cry, '* 
And dolphin’s leap, and little billow cross’d 
By some low rock or shelve that made it fret 
Against the boundary it scarcely wet. 

CLXxxn. 

And forth they wander'd, her sire being gene, 

As I have said, upon on expedition; 

And mother, brother, guardian, she had none, 

Save 7.oe, who, although with due precisioni , 

She wailed on her lady with the sun, 

Though daily service was her only mission, 
Bringing warm water, wreathing her long tresses. 
And asking now and tlien Ibr cast-off dresses. 

ocxxxni. 

It was Iho cooling hour, just when Iho rounded 
Red sun sinlis down behind the azure hill, 

Wliich then seems as if the whole earth it bounded. 
Circling all nature, hush’d, and dim, and still. 
With the far mountaiii-cresconl, half surrounded 
On one side, and the deep sea calm and chill 
Upon tlie otlicr, and the rosy sky. 

With one star sparkling through it like an eye. 

CLXXXIV. 

And thus they wander’d forth, and hand in band, 

Over the sliining pebbles <and the shells, 

Glided along the smootli and harden’d sand. 

And in Ihn worn and wild rccoptaclos 
Work’ll by the storms, yet work’d as it were plann’d, 
In hollow liaUs, with sparry roofs and cells. 

They turn’ll to rest; and, each clasped by an arm. 
Yielded to the deep twilight’s purple charm. 


CI.XTVH. 

It was a wild and breaker-beaten coast. 

With clifls aliovo, and a broad sandy shore. 
Guarded by shoals and rocks as by a lioet, 

Witli here and there a eriiok, whose aspect wore 
A better welcome to the lenipest-toss’d; 

And rarely ceased the liaiighty billows’ roar. 
Save on the dead long summer days, which mako 
The outstretch’d ocean glitter like a lake. 


ei.xxxv. 

They look’d up lo the sky, whose floating glow 
Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright; 

They gtized upon Iho glittering sea below, 

^ WliencB the broail moon rose circling into sight; 
Iwiey heard llie. waves splasli, and llio wind so low. 
And saw each otlicr’s dark eyes darting light 
fti. 

Til 


CLXxvni. 

And the small ripple spill upon the beach 
Scarcely o’erpass’d tlie cream of your cluimpagni 
When o’er the brim the sparkling bumpers reach. 

That springdew of Iho spirit! the heart’s rain! 

Few things surpass old wine.; and tliey may preach 
Who please,—the morobccaiLso they preach in vain,— 
Let us have wine and women, mirtli and laughter, 
Sermons and soda-water the day after. 


■a 


Such kisses as belong to early days, 

Where heart, and soul, and sense, in concert move, 
And the blood’s lava, and tho pulse a blaze, 

Each kiss a heart-quake,—for a kiss’s strength, 

I tliink it must be reckon’d by its length. 


CLXXIX. 

Mon, being reasonable, must getd 
The best oflife is but intuxicationi(^^ 

Glory, the grape, love, gold, in those are sunkf 
The hopes of all men, and of every nation; ■ 
Witliout their sap, how branchless were the trunk 
Of life's strange tree, so fruitful on occasion 
But to return,—get very drunk; and when 
You walte with headach, you shall see what ffien.v/ 


ci,XXXVII. 

By length I mean duration; theirs endured 
Heaven knows how long—no doubt they never reckon’d 
And if they had, they could not have secured 
The sum of their sensations to a second: 

They had not spoken; bif. they felt allured, 

As if their souls and lips each other beckon’d, 

Which, being join’d, like swarming boos they clung— 
Their hearts the flowers from whence the honey sprung 


oixxx. 

Ring for your valet—bid him quickly bring 
Some hock and soda-water, tiien you ’ll know 
A pleasure worthy Xerxes tlie great king; 

For not tlie blest sherbet, suUimed with snow 
Nor the first sparkle of the desert-spring. 

Nor Burgundy in all its sunset glow 
After long travel, emiui, love, or slaughter, 

Vie with that draught of hock and soda-water. 


CtXXXTIU. 

The|[|rere alone, yet not alono as they 
ym, shut in chambers, think it loneliness; 
The silent ocean, and the stariight bay, 

The twilight glow, which momently grew leas, 
Tho iflteeless sands, and dropping caves, that lay 
Around them, made them to each other press, 
As if there wore no life beneath the sky 
I Save theirs, and that their life could never die. 



/ outznx. 

tlbBy no tgmim Mm oa tet kma beadi, 

Tbej Mt MMrrtn Cram Ae Bight, tfavy were 
All jniUl to each atber: though tmir <q>aech 
Wubrskenvra(d»,thegl’thaKgh(alBDgaagetbae>— 
AodalMhehtmiiigtangiMAB poMioastea^ 

Found iB one ai^the beet iMerpreter 
Ofmiture’e oraele—first We,•~lhat all 
Which Eve haa tefi her daugfatem aiiioe her iUl. 

cxc. 

Haidee spoke not Of seruplea, ask’d no vows. 

Nor offer’d any; ^ had never heard 
Of plight and promtaes to be a spouse. 

Or perils<4>y a loving maid incurr’d; 

She was aO i^ioh pure ignomnce aOows, 

And flew to her young mate like a young bird; 

And, never having dreamt of falsehood, she 
Had not one wonl to say of constancy. 

cxci. 

She loved, and was beloved—she adored. 

And she was worshipp’d; after nature’s fashion. 
Their intense souls, into each other pour’d, 

If souk could die, had perish’d in that passion,— 

But by degrees their senses were restored, 

Again to be o’ercome, again to dasii on ; 

And, beating ’gainst ha bomm, Haidee’s heart 
Fell as if never more to beat apart. 

CXCII. 

AIm ! tliey were so young, so beaiMiful, 

So lonely, loving, helpless, and tlie hour 
Was that in which the lieart is always liili. 

And, having o’er itself no further power. 

Prompts deeds eternity cannot annul, 

But pays off moments in an endless shower 
Of hell-fire—all prepared for people giving 
Pleasure or pain to one another living. 

CXCIII. 

Alas! lor Juan and Haidee! they were 
So loving and so iov ly—till then never, 

Excepting our first parents, such a pair 
Had run the risk of being damn’d for ever; 

And Haidee, being devout as well as fair, 

Had, doubtless, heard about the Stygian river, 

And hell and purgatory—but forgot 
Just in the very crisis she should not 

cxwv. 

They look upon each other, and their eyes 
Cileam in the moonlight; and her white arm clasjM 
Round Juan’s head, and his around hers lies 
Half buried in the tresees which it grasps; 

She sits upon his knee, and drinks his si^n, 

He hers until they end in broken gasps; 

And thus Uioy fi>rm a group that’s quite antique, 

Half naked, kwing, natural, and Greek. 

cxcv. 

And when those deep and burning moments pass’d, 

And Juan sunk to sleep mthin her arms, 

She slept not, but ail tcn^ly, though fast, 

Sustun’d to head upon her bos^’#cbarms. 

And now and then her eye to heaven is cast, 

And then on the pale chedc her breast now warms, 
Pillow’d on her o’erSowii^ heart, v^idi pants 
With all it granted, and with ail it grants. 

exevr. 

An infiuit when it gazes on a tight, 

A child the moment when it mains the breast, 

A devotee when soan the host in sight. 

An Arab with a stranm foragu^ 

A sailor, sriien the prize has struck in fi^, 

A miser filling to omt boarded chest, 

Peel rapture; tatnotsufhtnw ycy arereapiiu 
As they who watch o’er what th <7 tore wUb steetoig. 


cMoru. 

For there it lies so Knquil, to bekmd, 

An that it hath of life wto util fiviag; 

So gentle, stirlees, he^dess, and unmoved, 

And ail uncenscious of to jcy H is giving, 

AU it hath felt, inflicted, ptsa'^ and provnd, 

Hash’d into depto beyond to wnmbei^ diviag $ 
There lies the thiitg we love with all ite errata, 
i And all iti charms, like death widiout its terren; 

cxcnii. 

The lady waUh’d her lover—and that hour 
Of Love’e, and N^fat’e, and Ocean’s sotitude, 
O’erflow’d her soul with their united power; 

Atmidet the barren sand and racks so rude 
She and her wave-worn love had made their bower, 
MThere naught upon their pamion could intrude, 
And ail the stars that crowded the blue space 
Saw nothing happier dian her glowing face 
cxcix. 

Alas! the iove of women! it is known 
To bo a lovely and a fearful thing; 

For all of tboirs upun that die is thrown, 

And if’t is lust, life hath no more to bring 
To them but mockeries of the pnet alone, 

And their revenge is as the tiger’s spring, 
Deadly, and quick, and crushing; yet as real 
Torture is theirs—what they inflict they feel. 


cc. 

They ’re right; for man, to man so oft unjust, 

Is always so to women; one sole bond 
Awaits them, treachery is all their trust; 

Taught to conceal, their bursting hearts despond 
Over Uieir idol, till some wealthier lust 

Buys them in marriage—and what rests beyond 
A thankless husband, next a faithless lover. 

Then dressing, nursing, praying, and all’s over. 

001 . 

Some take a lover, some take drams or prayers, 
Some mind their household, otiiers dissipatim, 
Som^ run away, and but exchange their cares, 
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station; 

Few changes e’er can better their affairs, 

Theirs being an unnatural situation, 

From the dull palace to the dirty hovel: 

Some toy the devil, and then write a novel. 

coils 

Haidee was nature’e bride, and ktww not this; 

Haidee was passion’s child, bora where the sun 
Showers triple light, and scorches even the kiss 
Ofhis gazelle-eyed daughters; she was one 
Made hot to love, to ieet tot she was his 
Who was her chosen: what was said or done 
Elsewhere was nothing—She had naught to fear, 
Hope, care, nor love beyond, her heart beat here. 

coin. 

And oh! tot quidkening flf to heart, thafheat! 

How much it costs us, yet each riaing throb 
Is in its cause as its effect so sweet. 

That wisdom, ever on the watch to rob 
Joy of its alchymy, and to repeat 
Fine trato; even oonscience, too, has a tough job 
To make us understand eacii good old maxim,< 

So good—I wonder Castlereagh do n’t tax ’em. 


ito'v’t was done—on to Icm shore were plighted 
Their hearts; to stars, their nuptial tofches, shad' 
Beau^ upon to beautiful tb^ lifted : 

Ocean their witneas, nd to cave their bed. 

By their own feelinga haflow’d and united, 

\ Their prirat was soUtude, and toy were wed: 

And toy were h^w; fhr to toir yo^ eyes 
Each was an angel, and earth parsdns^ 



Sh lavs! erf'll gnttwitar, 
Tttua lbs mutar, Attoaj A* ilMr«, 

Horace) OaUiUna, adwian, Ovid talor, 

Ghfipbo the sage faiue-aleddag, io wboae grave 
AU &OBe may leap vd)o ralfaer wooU be neuter— 
(Leuoadia’s reek ftiU overioaka the wave)— 

Oh Love! thou art the very gad of evil) 

FW) after all, we cannot calf thee devil. 

CCTI. 

Thou mokest the ebaite (xmnubial state precarious, 
And jestest widi the brows of mightiest men; 
Ccesar and Pompey, Mdiotnet, Beusarius, 

Have much employed the muse of histoty’s pen; 
Their lives and fortunes were extremely various,— 
Such worthies time will never see again >— 

Yet to these four in three things the same luck holds. 
They all were heroes, conquerers, and cuckolds. .. 
ccni. 

Thou makest philosophers: there ’a Epicurus 
And Aristippus, a material crew! 

Who to imme^ courses would allure us 
By theories, quite practicable too; 

If only from the devil they would insure us 
How pleasant were the maxim, (not quite new,) 

“ Eat, drink, and love, what can the rest avail us f” 
So said the royal sago, Sardanajialus. 

ccviri. 

But Juan! had he quite forgotten Julia? 

And should he have ibrgottea her so soon ? 

I can’t but say it seems to me most truly a 
Perplexing question; but, no doubt, the moon 
Does these things for us, and whenever newly a 
Palpitation rises, ’t is her boon. 

Else how die devil is it that fresh features 
Have such a charm for us poor human creatures? 


ccacm. 

Tet’t is a paiafid 6«img, aad mxi&lgb 
For aurdy if we idways eoidd peraoive 
In the same olgeel graow quite u kiBaig 
As when abe rose iqion ut like en Bve, 

*T would aave w many a lieariHUih, iqa^ a ahiBiag, 
(For we must get them any how, or grieva,) 
Whereas, if one sole la^y pteased ior evw, 

How pleasant for the heart, as well as liver* 
coxiv. 

The heart is like the Ay, a part of heaven, 

But changes night and day too, like the i^y; 

Now o’er it clouds and thunder roust be driven, 

And darkness and destruction as on high | .. 

But when it hath been scorch’d, and piereM, and riven. 
Its storms expire in water-drops; the eye 
Pours forth at lut the heart’s U<^ turn’d to tears, 
Which make tlie English climate of our years, 
coxv.. 

The liver is the lazaret of bile. 

But very rarely executes its fonction, 

For the first passion stays there such a vdiile 
That all the rest creep in and form a junction. 

Like knots of vipers on a dunghill’s soil. 

Rage, fear, hate, jealousy, revenge, compunction, 

So that alt misdiiefo spring up from this entrail, 

~.ike earfoquakes from the hidden fire cali’d " central.” 

eexvi. 

In the mean time, without proceeding more 
In this anatomy, I’ve finish’d now 
Two hundred and odd stanzas as before, 

That being about the number I ’& allow 
Each canto of the twelve, or twenty-four; 

And, laying down my pen, I make my bow, 

Leaving Don Juan and Haidee, to plead 
For them and theirs with all who deign to read. 


CCIX. 

I hate inconstancy—1 loathe, detest, 

Abhor, condemn, abjure tlie mortal made 
Of such quicksilver clay that in his breast 
No permanent foundatitai can be laid; 

Love, constant love, has been my ccsistant guest, 

And yet last night, being at a masquerade, 

I saw the prettiest creature, fresh from Milan, 

Which gave mo some sensations like a villain. 

ccx. 

But soon philosophy come to my aid, 

And whisper’d “ think of every sacred tie!” 

“ 1 will, ray dear philosophy 1” I said, 

“ But then her teeth, and then, oh heaven! her eye! 
I ’ll just inquire if slie bo wife or maid. 

Or neither—out of curiosity.” 

” Slop!” cried philosophy, with air so Grecian 
(Though she was mask’d then os a fair Yenetian)— 


CANTO ra. 


Haii,, Muse! St eatera .—We left Juan sleeping. 
Pillow’d upon a'fair and happy .breast, 

And watch’d by eyes that never yet knew weeping. 
And loved by a young heart too dee[dy blen’d 
To feel the poison through her spirit crewing. 

Or know who rested there; a foe to rest 
Had soil’d the current of her liidess years. 

And turn’d her pure heart’s purest blood to tean. 


eoxt. 

” Stop!” BO I stopp’d—'But to return: that which 
Mon call inconstancy is nothing moro 
Than admiration due where nature’s rich 
Prcdiision with young beauty covers o’er 
Some favour’d object; and as in the niche 
A lovely statue wo almost adore, 

This sort of admiration of the real 
Is but a heightening (d* the ” beau ideaL” 

ccxii. 

’T is the perception of the beautifiil, 

A fine extension of the faculties, 

Platcmio, universal, wonderful. 

Drawn from the stan, and filter’d through the rioM, 
Without whiidi life woukl^ extremely dull; 

In Aort, it is the own eyes, 

With one or two anMIMp added, just 
To hint that flesh ia«iii^ fiery dual. 


II. 

Oh, lovo! what is it in this world of ours 
Which makes it fatal to be loved ? Ah, why 
With cypress branches hast thou wreathed thy bowers. 
And i^e thy bfst inter|neter a sigh ? 

Am those who doat on odours pluck the flowers, 

And place them on their breast—hut place to die— ‘ 
Thus the frail beings we would fondly dierish 
Are laid within our bosoms but to perish. 

HI. 

la her first passion woman loves her lover. 

In all the others all she loves is love, 

Whkdi grows a hifoit she can ne’er get over, 

And wi her looeely—^like an easy glove. 

As you may find whene’er you like to prove her: 

Ctoe man alone at first her heart can move; 

; She then prdere him in the plural number, 

I Not finding that the additions much eneunfoer. 



" v'■ ^ ibairiiSir. 


1 Iaow not nen’i or ; 

But OBO tlib% 'i pretQ^ «are; % woman phmtod, 
[XJdtm «t 0060 lihe pituiga for Ufo in prajari,). 

n decent tiiM mast b« nflanted; 

Althooi^ no doifot, har fint of love al&in 
Ii tint towhidi her heart iawhdly granted; 

Tet there are tome} they aay, idto have had none, 

But thoae who have ne'er e^ with only one. 

V. 

*T if melancholy, and a fimrful aign 
Of human fra^, folly, also crime, 

That lovejiid marriage larely can combine, 

Ahhou^ they both are oom in the same clime; 
Marriage from love, like Knegar frmn wine— 

A sad, aour, sober beverage-^y time 
Is sharpen’d from its high celestial flavour 
Dovm to a veiy homely household savour. 

VI. 

There’s something of antipathy, as’t were, 

Between their present and their future state; 

A kind of fiattery that’s hardly fair 
Is used, until dte truth arrives too late— 

Yet what can people do, except despair 1 
The same things change their names at such a rate; 
Vor instance—passion in a lover’s glorious, 

But in a husband is pronounced uxorious. 

VII. 

Men gmw ashamed of being so very fond; 

They sometimes also get a little tired, 

(But tliat, of course, is rare,) and then despond: 

The same things cannot always be admired. 

Yet’t is so nominated in the bond,” 

That both ore tied till one shall have expired. 

Sad thought! to lose the ^KHise tliat ^vas adorning 
Our days, and {Hit one’s servants into mourning. 

• VIII. 

There's doubtless something in domestic doings 
Which forms, in fact, true lover’s antitliosis ; 
Romances painl. at full length people’s wooings, 

But only give a bust d* marriages; 

For no one cares for matrimonial cooings, 

There’s notliing wrong in a connubial kiss: 

Think you, if Laura had been Petrarch’s wife, 

He would have written iSHinete al! his Ufo ? 

IX, 

All tragedies are finish’d by a death. 

All comedies are ^ded by a muriage; 

The future states oC both are left to faith, 

For authors fear description might disparage 
The worlds to come ofbodi, or fall beneatli, 

And then both worlds would punish their miscarriage, 
So leaving each their priest and prayer-book ready, 

They say no more of Death or of the Lady. 

X, 

The only iwo tliat in my recollection 
Have sung of heaven and bell, or marriage, are 
Dante and iMilton, and of both the affectiim 
Was hapless in their nuptials, f<fr smne bar 
Of fault or temper min’d the connexiem,— 

(Such Uiings, in fact, it do n’t ask much to mar;) 

But Dante’s Beatrice Milton’s Eve 
Were not drawn frmn their spouses, you conceive. 

zi. 

Some persons say that Dante meant theology 
By Beatrice, and not a mistress—I 
Although my opinion may require apdogy. 

Deem this a commentator’s phantasy, 

Uidess indeed it was frenn lus own knowledge he 
Decided thus, and idiow’d good reason why; 

I foink that Dante’s more ab^ruse eestatm 
Meant to personify the mathematics. 


Ttt. 

iHaidee and Juan were sol marruidt bat 
The fault was foeirs, not mine: Rliiiotfoir, 
Chaste reader, then, in any way to pot' 

The blame on me, unless you wish they were; 
Then, if you’d ^vo them wedded, please to shut 
The bo(dc which treats irf* this emmeous pafry 
Before the consequences grow too awfhl— 

I’T is dangerous to read of loves unlawful. 

zm. 

Yet they were happy,—happy hi the illicit 
Indulgence of their iitnooont desires; 

But, more imprudent grown wifo every visit, 

Haidee for^ the island was her sire’s; 

When we have what wo like, *t is hard to miss it 
At least in die beginning, ere one tires; 

Thus she came . not a moment losing, 

Whibt her piratical papa was cruising. 

xir. 

Let not his mode of raising cash seem strange, 
Although he fleeced the dags of every naiitm, 

For into a prime minister but change 
His title, and’t is notliing but taxation 
But he, more modest, took an humbler range 
Of life, and in an honester vocatimi 
Pursued o’er the high seas his watery journey, 

And merely practised as a sca-iUtomey. 

XV. 

The good old gentleman had been detain’d 
By winds and waves, and some im|Yortent capturiMi; 
And, in the hope of more, at sea remain’d, 

Although a s<]iiall or two had damped his raptures 
By swamping one of the prizes; ho had chain’d 
His prisoners, dividing them like cliapters, 

In number’d lots; diey all had cuffs and collars, 

And averaged each from ten to a hundred dollars, 

xvr. 

Some he dis|MMed of off Cape M&tapan, 

Among his friends the Mainots; some he sold 
1*0 his Tunis I'^irn^spondents, save oiio man 
Toss’d overboard unsaleable, (being old;) 

The rest—save here and there some riclier one, 
Resorvotl for future ransom in tlie hold,— 

Were link’d alike; as for the coriimon people, he 
Had a large order from the Dey of Tripoli. 

XVII, 

The mercliandise was sorv4'<l in the same way, 

Pieced out for different marts in the Levant, 

Except some certain portions ofthc prey. 

Light classic articles of female want, 

French stuffs, lace, tweezers, tootiipicks, teapot tray, 
Guitara and castancUifrom Alicant, 

AU which selected from the spoil he gathers, 

R<d)b’d for his daughter by the best fathers. 

XVIII. 

A monkey, a Dutcli inastifT, a mackaw, 

Two parrots, with a Persian catandkitUmt, 

Ho chose from several animals he saw— 

A terrier too, which once hod been a Britms’s, 

Who dying on the coast eff Ithaca, 

The peasants gave the poor dumb tiling a pittance; 
Those to secure in this stremg blowing weather. 

He caged in one huge hamper altogetlter. 

***' 

Then having settled his marino affairs, 

Despatching single cruisers here and there, 

His vessel having need of some repairs, 

He shaped his course to where his daughter fair 
CtmUnued still her hoi^itable cares; 

But that pan die coast being shoal and bare, 

And rough with roofs which ran out many a mile. 

His port lay on the other aide o’ ihc^Ule. 





And ttoe be iratt^MlKiia iiilfaaat 
Hnvbig in cttitamdioaw «r quuBBtac 
To ask him asdcmvd quettioni oodm way 
About dM tbnaiand jdaca whsre b« had been: 

He left faM dup to be hove down a«at day, 

With ocdam to the people to canon; 

So that all hands were basy beyimd measure, 

In getting oat goods, ballast, guns, and treasure. 

XXI. 

Arriving at the sumnKSra hill 
Which overlook'd the white walls of his home, 

He stopp’d.~«What singular emotions fill 
Their boeoms who have been induced to roam! 

With flutteriog doubto if all be well or iU— 

With love for many, and with fears for some; 

AH feelings which o’erleap the years Iwig lost. 

And bring our hearts back to their starUng-post. 

XXII. 

The approach of home to husbands and to sires. 

After long travelling by land or water, 

Most naturally some small doubt inspires— 

A female family’s a serious matter; 

(None trusts the sex more, or so much admires 
But they hate flattery, so I never flatter;) 

Wives in their husbands’ absences grow subtler, 

And daughters sometimes run otT with the butler. 

XXIII. 

An honest gentleman at his return 
May not have the good fortune of Ulysses; 

Not all lone matrons for their husbands mourn, 

Or show the eame dislike to suitore’ kisses j 
The odds ire that he finds a handsome um 
To his memory, and two or three young misses 
Bom to some friend, who holds his wife and riches, 
And that his argue bites him by—the breecltes. 

XXIV. 

If single, probably bis {dieted fair 
Has in his absence wedded some rich miser; 

But all the better, for the happy pair 
May quarrel, and the iady growing wiser, 

He may resume his amatory care 
As cavalier sorvente, or despise her; 

And, that his sorrow may not bo a dumb one. 

Write odes cm the inconstancy of wonum. 

XXV. 

And oh! ye gentlemen who have already 
Some chaste liaitm of the kind—I mean 
An honest friendship with a married lady— 

The only tiling of this sort over seen 
To lost—of all connexions the most steady 

And the true Hymen, (the first’s but a acreen)- 
Yet for all that keep not too long away; 

I’ve known the absent wrong'd four times arday. 

XXVI. 

Lambro, our sea-solicitor, who had 
Much less experience cif dry land than ocean, 

On seeing his own chimney smoke, felt glad; 

But not knowing metaphysics, iiad no notion ,, 

Of the true reason of his not being sad, 

Or ftiat of any other strong emotion; 

He loved bis cluld, and would have wept Ute lees of her. 
But knew the cause no more than a philosopher. 

XXVII. 

He saw his white walls shining in the sun, 

His garden trees all shadowy and green; 

He beard his rivulet's light bubbling run, 

The distant dog-bark; and perceived between 
The umbrage of the wood, so cod end dun, 

The moving figures and the sparkling ^eea ’■/ * 

Of aim, (i%lhe £aat all arm,) and various 4yw 
Ofpeiiira ^rha as hri^ttas ratterflies. 


XXTIII. 

And as the spot where a(^ntr he netou, 

Surpriied at these iwwcotfld topa of idUng, 

He hears—elas! no musk of the nheret, 

But an unhallow’d, earddy lotmd offiddlnf} 

A melody which inack him dotibt hk earn, 

The cause beingpaet his gueatingor unriddliiig; 

A pipe too and adnim, end, shortljr after, 

A most unoriental roar of koghter. 

XXIX. 

And still more neariy to the place advancing, 
Descending rather quickly the declivity, 

Thro’ the waved branches, o'er the greeueward glueing, 
'Midat odier indications of festivity 
Seeing a troop offals domesties dancing 
Like dervises, who torn as on apivot, he 
Perceived it was the Pyrrhic duce so martial. 

To which the Lovutines are very partiaL 

XXX. 

And further on a group of Greciu giiia. 

The first ud tallest her white kerchief waving, 

Were strung togetlier like a row of pearls; 

I.iiik d hand in hand, and dancing; each too having 
Down her white neck long floating auburn curls— 

(The least of which would set ten poets raving,) 

Their leader sang—and bounded to her song. 

With coral step ud voice, the virgin throng. 

XXXI. 

And here, assembled cross-legg’d roimd their trays. 
Small social parties just begun to dine; 

Pilaus and meals of all sorts met the gaze. 

And flasks of Samian and uf Chian wine. 

And sherbet coding in tlie porous vase; 

Above them their desert grew on its vine. 

The orange and pomegranate, nodding o’er, 

Dro|>p’d in their laps, scarce pluck’d, dieir mellow store. 

xxxn. 

A band of children, round u snow-white ram, 

Tlioro wreathe his venerable liorns with flowers; 
While peaceful as if still u unwean'd lamb, 

The jialriarnh of the flock all gently cowers 
His sober head majestically tamo. 

Or cats from out the palm, or playful lowers 
His firow as if in act to butt, and then. 

Yielding to their small hands, draws back again. 

XXXIII. 

Their classical profiles, ud glittering dresses, 

Their large black eyes, and soft seraphic cdieeks, 
himson as cleft pomegranates, their long tresses. 

The gesture which cudiuts, the eye that speaks. 

The intioceiice which haitpy childhood blesses. 

Made quite a picture of these little Greeks; 

So that the philosophical beholder 

Sigh’d for their sakes—that they should e’er grow oMsr 

XXXIT. 

Afar, a dwarf buflbon stood telling tales 
To a sedate gray circle of old smokers. 

Of secret treasures found in hidden vales. 

Of wonderful replks from Arab jokers, 

Of charms to make good gold and cure bad aib, 

Of rocks bewitched that open to tl>e knockers, 

Of magic ladies, who, by one sde act, 

Transfixm’d their lark to beasts, (but that ’a a fact.) 

XXXV 

Here was no lack of innocent diversim 
For the imagination or the senses. 

Song, dance, wine, music, stories from the Pmsian, 

All pretty pastime in which no offence is; 

But Lambro saw all these thinga with avanioo, * 
Perceiving in his absence su^ expenses, 

Dreading that climax of al bumu iOs, 

The inflammation of his weekly Mlb. 





XX3CTI. 

Ah1 witttM in«n? wtat fmibiriiaawkaii 
The Awrtiii enmaftor dkaier— 

Adajrof g^CtimfliKaita^afirea 
b eJtdiatiti&aBbwe the IncfcMet amiM; 
Pteeeure (wban^er ^ eiaie, at laaet) *■ a ainn, 
That lurU to flap aliee the young begimter; 
Lambro’s reception at hia people’t banquet 
Was such as fire aooonia to a wet blanket. 


MUr. 

These rasealsr being atw «qaB8ni,Jato«lto( vfltoto 
They thus aaifaW<>-<^ Latobn^g ektiffM-rr 
And o’er hia eye a momeat ary gtosm 
Pass’d, bid he atroee quite oourtoouaty to quaU 
pThe ezprwioe, and, andeaeoiartBg to leautot 
His smile, requested one of them to tsD 
The name and quality of his new patrao. 

Who seem’d to hare lam’d Haidse into a mattioii. 


zxzrii. 

He—being a niaa who seldom used a word 
Too much, and wishing giadly to suiprise 
(In general be surprised men with the sword) 

His daflghtei^-rfiad not sent before to advise 
Of his arrival, so that no one stiir’d; 

And long be paused to reassure his eyes. 

In fact nu^ more astonish’d than delighted 
To find so much good company invited. 

XXXTtll. 

He did not know—(alas! how men will lie)— 

That a report—{espeeially the Qreeks)— 

Avouch’d hia death, (such people never (fie,) 

And put his house in mourning several weeks. 

But now their eyes and also lips were dry; 

The bloom too had return’d to Haidee’s cheeks; 

Her tears too being return’d into their fount. 

She now kept house upon her own account. 

XXXIX. 

Hence all this rice, meat, dancing, wine, and fiddling, 
Which turn’d the isle into a place of pleasure; 

The servants all were getting drtmk or idling, 

A life which made them happy beyond measure. 

Her father’s hospitality seem’d middling. 

Compared with what Huideo did with his treasure; 
’T was wonderful how tilings went on improving, 

While she had not one hour to spare from loving. 

• XL. 

Perhaps you think, in stumbling on tills feast 
He flew into a passion, and in fact 
There was no mighty reason to be pleased; 

Perhaps you prophesy some sudden act, 

The whip, liie rack, or dungeon at the least. 

To teach hia people to be more exact. 

And that, proceeding at a very high rate. 

He show’d the royal penchanie of a pirate. 

XLt. 

You ’re wrong.—He was the mildest manner’dman 
That over scuttled ship or cut a throat; 

With such true breeding of a gentleman. 

You never eoukl divine his real thought; 

No courtier coidd, and scarcely woman can 
Gird more deceit within a ^ticoat; 

Pity he loved adventurous life’s variety. 

He was so great a loan to good society. 

XLII. 

Advancing to the nearest dinnerwtray, 

Tapping the shoulder of the nighest guest, 

With a peculiar smile, whidi, by the way, 

Boded no good, whatever it ezprtlss’d. 

He ask’d the meaning of thie htdiday 1 
The vinous Greek to whom he bad addrese’d 
His queetimi, much too merry to divine 
The questioners ffli’d up a giM of wine, 

XUII. 

And, without turning his facetious head, 

Over his shoulder, with a Bacchant air. 

Presented the o’erflming cup, and said, 

, “Talking’adry work, IbavenotiBWIos{iare.” 

A second hkeup’d, “ Our old master '• dead, 

You'd better ask our mknrem, who *t hia heir.” 

“ Our mistreto!’^—qiMlliatlard; '‘OarmiMmal—]Nwlt! 
You mean out asaster-root the old, but new.” 


XL’ 

“ I know not,” quoth ^ felk><*ppMio or what 
He is, nor whence be cune—end little care; 

But this I know, that this roast capon’s fltt, 

And that good wine ne’er waefa’d down better fire - 
And if you are not satisfied with that. 

Direct your questions to my nei^ibour there; 

Ho ’ll answer ail fur better or tor worse. 

For none likes more to hear himeelf converse.”' 

XL VI. 

I said that Lombro was a man of patience, 

And certainly he show’d the beatof brwsding, 
Which scarce oven Frence, the paragon of natioaa 
E’er saw her most polite of sons exceeding; 

He bore these sneers against his near relations. 

His own anxiety, bis heart too bleeding, 

The insults too of every servile glutton, 

Who all the time were eating up hia mutton. 

XL VII. 

Now in a person used to much command— 

To bid men come, and go, and come again— 

To see his orders done too oat ofhand— 

Whether the word was death, or but the idiain— 
t may seem strange to find bis manners bland; 

Yet such things are, which I cannot explain. 
Though doubtless he who can command himself 
s good to govern—ahnost as a Guelf. 

XLVIII. 

Not that he was not sometimes rash or so, 

But never in bis real and serious mood; 

Then calm, ceiicentrated, and still, and slow. 

He lay coil’d like die Ixia in the wood; 

IVith him it never was a word and blow. 

His angry word once o’er, he shed no blood. 

But in his silence there was much to rue. 

And his one blow left little work ibr two. 

XLIX. 

He ask’d no further questions, and proceeded 
On to the house, but by a private way. 

So that the few who met him hardly heeded. 

So little they expected him that day; 

[f love paternal in his bosom pleaded 
For Haidee’s sake, is more than I can wy, 

But certainly to one, deem’d dead, letumiog. 

This revel seem’d a curious mode of mounuag. 

L. 

If all the dead could now roturo to life, 

(Which God forbid!) or some, or a gnat aUiy; 
For instance, if a husb^ or his wife, 

(Nqnial examples are at good as way,) 

No doubt whate’er mi^t be their fenner strife, 

The present weather would be mudi more rni ny " - 
'eais shed into the gran of the connexion 
lYoutd share most pi^bfy its resurrection. 

u. 

He enter’d in the house, no swre Ids banie, 

A thing to human fSseUngs the most hying, 

And harder ibr the heart to overeoroe 
Perhaps, than even the mental pangs offing; 

To find our heartbstooe tam’d into a tnnb. 

And round its ones warn precincts pidefy > 3 ting 
The ashes af«ttriM|>sS).i* a deep grief, 
beyond a single gentiesnn’s belief , 






Ltt; 

He enter’d ia^ lHwe>-4i« heme no more, 

For without haerH Aere to no homo—and felt 
llie aolitade (rf’jwaeing hto own door 
Without nwotooeH; ttore he kn^ had dwt^ 
There bit few (leaeefid dajpa Thne had awept o’er, 
There hu worn boaott and kem e^ would mdt 
Over the innooenoe of that aweet (di^, 

IQt only dHioe of feeto^ undeSled. 

He wa« a man of a iniiP temperament, 

Of nnld demeanour though of aarage mood, 
Moderate in aU hia habita, and content 
With temperance in pleaaise aa in food, 
duick to perceive, and atrong to bear, and meant 
For aomelhing ^tter, if not wholly good; 

Hia counby’a wrooga and hia deapair to aava her 
Had atung him from a elave to an enalaver.. 

MT. 

The love of power, and rapid gain of gold. 

The bardneaa by long habiti^e produced. 

The dangeroua life in which he h^ grown old, 

The mercy he had granted ofe abuaed, 

The aighta he waa accustom’d to behold, 

The wild aeaa and wild men with wh^ be cruised. 
Had cost.his enemies a long repentance. 

And made him a good ftiend, Imt bad acquaintance. 

tv. 

But Bometliing of the apirit of old Greece 
Flash’d o’er his soul a few heroin rays, 

Such as lit onward to the golden fleece 
His predecessors in the Colchiao days; 

’T is true he had no ardent love for peace; 

Alas! his country ahow'd no path to praise: 

Hate to the world and war with every nation 
He wag’d, in vengeance of her degradaticm. 

tvi. 

Still o’er his mind the influence oftlie clime 
Shed its Ionian elegance, which show’d 
its power unconsciousty full many a time,~ 

A taste seen in the choice of hia abode, 

A love of music and of scenes sublime, 

A pleasure in tlie gentle stream that flow’d 
Past him in crystals, and a joy in flowers, 

Bedew’d his spirit in hia calmer hours. 

LVH. 

But whatao’er he had of love, reposed 
On that beloved daughter; she had been 
The only thing which kept his heart unclosed 
Amidst the savage de^s he had done and seen, 

A lonely pure aSection unopposed; 

There wanted but the loss of this to wean 
His feelings from aU milk of human kindness, 

And turn him, like the'Oydqw, mad with blindness. 

ivin. 

The cubless tigress in her jungle raging 
Is dresdfol to the shepberd and the flodc; 

The ocean when its yeuUy war is waging 
Is awiiil to the ves^ near the rock: 

But violent fliingt will sooner bear assuaging— 
Their fruy being spent by its own sbodt,^— 

Than the stem, a^le, deep, sod wonfless ire 
Of a strong hunnm heart, and in a sire. 

Ux. 

It is a hard, although a commoo case, 

To find oiv ehikhen running restive—fliey 
In whom our brightest dm we would retrsoe. 

Our little selves leformM in finer day; 

Jiat Bi old age to creeping on apace, 

And douds cone o’er fee sunset of our day, 

They kindly leave w, though not quite atone, 

But in good eompagy—dhe gout and itoDs. 


. IdE. 

Tet a fine family to a fem Ibingi 
(Piovidadth^ don’t tMHsm aftardtonsr;) 

’T is beautifel to see a matron bring 
Her dnldren up, (tf aasstogfeem doaPtflihl hor;) 
LikectoBndiiTattiidusllor>pieeelh^aliag w 
To the fireoide, (a ti^tto toodi a«MMt.) 

A lady with her daughter or hn nieeaa 
Shine tike a guinea and levea driiUng pieoea. 

LXt. 

Old Lambro past’d unseen a private gate, 

And stood within his hail ttovsntlde: 

Meamime the lady and her lover atte 
At wassail in their beattQr and their pride: ^ 

An ivoiy inlaid table spread with atete 
Before them, and fair slaves on every side; 

Gems, gold, and silver, farm’d the servico auisdy, 
Mother>of‘pearl and omal the leas ooally. 

IXU. 

The dinner made about a hundred diriiea; 

Lamb and pistachio-nnta—in short, all meats, 

And saffron soups, and sweetbreads; and tbs 
Were of the finM that e’er flotsaced in nets, 

Dress’d to a Sybarite’s most pamper’d wiahea; 

The beverage was various sheihets 
Of raisin, orange, and pomegranate juice, 

Squeezed through the rind, which makes it best for use. 

i.zm. 

These were ranged round, each in its crystal ewsr, 

And finite and date-bread loaves dosed the repnst. 
And Mocha’s berry, fnan Arabia pore. 

In small fine China cups came in at last— 

Gold cups of filigree, made to secure 
The hand ficm burning, underneath them placed; 
Cloves, cinnamon, and saffron too, were boil’d 
Up with the coffee, which (I fliink) they qiioU’d. 

ittrv. 

The hangings of the room were tapestry, made 
Of velvet panels, each of different hue, 

And thidt with damask flowers of silk inlaid: 

And round them ran a yellow border too; 

The upper txnder, richly wrought, display’d, 

Embroider’d delicately o’er with blue, 

Soft Persian sentences, in lilac letters. 

From poets, or the moraliste their betters. 

LXT. 

These oriental writings on the wall, 
ftuite common in those countries, area kind 
Of monitors, adapted to recall. 

Like skulls at Memphian banquets, to the mind 
The words which shook Belshazzar in his hail, 

And took bis kingdom from him.—Tou will find. 
Though sages may pour out their wisdom’s tressure, 
There is no sterner looralist than pleasure. 

txvi. 

A brnruty at the season’s dose grown hectic, 

A genius who bss drunk himself to death, 

A rske turn’d methodistie or eclectio- 
(For that’s the naftie they like to pray beneath)— 

But most, an alderman stra^ apoplectic, 

Are things that really take away the breath, 

And show that late hours, wine, and knre, wo ibis 
To do not much leas damags than the table. 

tXVII. 

Haidee and Juan carpeted their feet 
On crimson satin, border’d wifli pale blue; 

Their lofe occupied three parte eonplate 
Of the aportmtot—and ador’d quite new; „ 

The velvet endtions—(fer a fiirooe more meet)— 

Were leariet, from whose Rowing osotn ggew 
A son emboss’d in gold, iriutse rays of rime, 
Meridiandiks, wersssen aU light to it 



ucrm. 

Ctytltl tad mtMe, fbita mi ponsdain, 

Bad daMllMtr walk «fqil«adaur, Indian mati 
And Fenian carpati, the heart Usd to Main, 

Over tha flaon wan apraad ; caaeilss and cats, 

And dwarih and bladv, and each like tUngi, that gain 
Their faraad ai anaiMen and iav<)urites>-(that ’a 
To sap, bp d«gnKiatiott)-~Buiicied there 
Asplratifulaa in aeourtwiatf. 

bXIZ. 

There ms no want ef loftp nurron, and 
The tables, mohm f eb t i np inlaid 
With nother^pwl or ivwp, stood at hand. 

Or word tartoise-ebell or tare woods nia^. 
Fretted with gold or whrer: bp co m mand, 

The greater part of these were roadp spread 
With Tiaods, and sherbets in ice, and wine— 

Kept for all oomets, at all hours to dine. 

nxx. 

Of all the dreasae I select Haidee’s: 

She wore two jehchs—one was of pale pellow; 

Of azure, pink, and sdiite, was her chemise— 

'Neath which her breast heaved like a little billow; 
With buttons ibtm’d of pearls as large as peas. 

All gold and crimson shone her jelick’s ^low, 

And tlw striped wdiite gauze baracan that bound her. 
Like fleecp clouds aboot the moon, flow’d round her. 

LXXI. 

One large gold bracelet clasp’d each lovelp arm, 
Lockless—so pliable from the pure gold 
That the hand stretch’d and shut it without harm. 

The limb which it adorn’d its onlp mould; 

So beautiful—its 1 

AlikI clinging as ifloth m lose its hold. 

The purest ore inclosed the whitest skin 
That e’er bp precious metal was held in.* 

• Lxxn. 

Around, as princess of her father’s land, 

A like gold bar, shove her instep roll’d,* 

Announc^ her rank; twelve rings were on her band; 

Her hair was starr’d with gems; her veil’s fine fold 
Below her breast was fasten’d with a band 
CKIavish pearls, whose worth could scarce be told; 
Her orange silk full Turkish trowsers furl’d 
About the prettieM ankle in the wmld. 

Lxxin. 

Her hair’s long auburn waves down to her heel 
Flow’d like aii Alpine torrent which the sun 
Dpes with his morning light,—and would conceal 
Her person* if allow’d at large to run; 

And st^ thep seem resentfullp to feel 
The silken flUet’s curb, and aou^t to shun 
Their bonds whene’er some ze{dipr caught began 
To offer his poung pinion as her flm. 

nxxiv. 

Roimd her she made an atmosphere of life. 

The vetp air seem’d lighter from her epes, 

Thep were so soft and beantiftil, and rife 
With all we can imagine of Ae Aies, 

And pure as Pgpche ere she grew a wife— 

Too pure even fer the purest human ties; 

Her overpowering presence made pou feel 
It would not be ufeiatip to kneel. 

LXXT. 

Her epelaAes, though dark as night, were tinged, 

(It is the ommtrp^ custom,) but in vain; 

For those largo black opes were so blacky fringed, 

. The glosqr rebels iD^’dtbejet^ stain. 

And in their native beauty stood avenged; 

Her nails were touch’d with henna; but again 

They could net took mote fogp than bei 


UXTI. 

The henna Aould be deepip ^ed to make 
The Ain relieved appsarinaie feirfy fefr: 

She had no need of this—day ne’er will bmA 
On mountain tops more hwvanlp white than her: 
The eye might dimbt if it were well awahe, 

She was BO like a vision; I might err. 

But Shakspeare alto saps 't is Very sifly 
“ To gild reflned gold, or paint the Ufy.” 

LXXTl 

Juan had on a shawl black 
But a white baracaa.and so transparent, 

The spaAling gems beneath pou mi^t bAotd, 

Like small stars through the milkp wsy spparent; 
His turban, furl’d in manp a graceful fo^ 

An emerald aigrette with &idee’a hair in't 
Surmounted as its clssp—a glowing crescent. 

Whose raps shone ever trembling, but incessant. 

LXXVIII, 

And now thep were diverted bp dieir suite, 

Dwarfii, dancing girls, black eunucha, a^ a poet, 
Which made their new establishment complete 
The last was of great fame, and lAed to thaw it: 

His verses rarelp wanted their due feet— 

And fiw his theme—he seldom sung below it. 

He being paid to satirize or flatter. 

As the psalm says, “ inditing a good matter.” 

nxxix. 

He praised the present and abused the past, 

Reversing the good custom of old daps. 

An eastern anti-jacobin at last 
He turn’d, pr^erring pudding to ns praise— 

For some few pears his lot had been o’crcaat 
Bp his seeming independent in bis laps, 

But now he sung the Sultan and the Pacha, 

With truth like Southey, and with verse like Crashaw. 

LXXX. 

He was a man who had seen manp changes. 

And always changed as true as sop needle. 

His polar star being one which redier ranges, 

And not the fix’d—he knew the wap to wheedle: 

So vile he ’scaped die doom which oft avenges ; 

And being fluent, (save indeed when feo’d iD,) 

He lied with such a fervour of intention— 

There was no doubt he earn’d his laureate penaion. 

LXXXI. 

But he had genius—when a turncoat has it 
The “ vates irritabilis” tAes care 
That without notice few full nooons shall pass it; 

Even good men like to make the public stare 
But to my subject—let me see—what was it ? 

Oh!—the third canto—and the pretty pair— 

Their loves, and feasts, and bouse, and dress, and mode 
Of living in Aeir insular abode. 

LXXZII. 

Their poet, a sad trimmer, but no less 
In company a very pleasant fellow, 

Had been the favourite of full manp a mesa 
Of men, and made them speeches when half mellow; 
And though his meaning thep could rarelp guess, 

Yet still thep deign’d to hiccup or to bedim 
The glorious meed of popular B(^uae, 

Of which the first ne’er knows the eeco^ cause. 

xxxxin. 

But DOW being lifted into high eocietp, 

And having pick’d op leveral odds and end 
Of free ftXHighte in hie tnvele, fer varied, 

He deem^ behm in a lone i^ anusv friands, 

That without any i&nger of a riot, ha 
Might fi>r long lying make himself amendi | 

And, einging as he 

Agree to a nort annii^ with tnfe. 



utthr. 

Bb hid few«lfd''MM iiB Jiniki, IMti, nd Vtvim, 

Adi loMir tfr MiPitm «f dM dWwiat niitioai; 

Ami, imwf SMi i rtfl i yeqpb Bf^fliwlai, 

BU ■WBWWngwiidjr gpM bmM oeoHmo*^ 

Which |ot biM«d)nr jinigUi adiciBB lharfn. 

Ha Tuud »i&«am«ldUhiiadaUitians; 

Te “ da KtRamsai'lUaUBB da," « piade 
Of coiidi«Bti*M adikii'faa cfatamd nGraece. 


Thai, moi^, odwii liS^ln nth'd to liog, 

He (in too diShrait Batiaoi lonMithihig national; 
’T wa* ill die wmoto him-»“ Qod ein dw Kuig,” 
Or Gadni,” icooiding to the &ihion dl; 

Hii mne made tncrement of any thing. 

From the hM ^cal to the hiw ntioiiat; 

IfPindar lang boteenieei, what ihould hinder 
Hinaelffrom being ai pliaUe u Pindar} 

LXXXTI. 

In France, for inatanee, he would write a chaneon; 

In Bn^and, a ewcanto quarto tale; 

In Spain, he’d molca a ballad or romance on 
The to wai^much the game in Portugal; 

]h Oermany, the Pegaaua he *d prance on 
Would be oW Qoethe’e—(see what aays de Stael;) 
In Italy, he'd ape the “ Trecentisti 
Li Greece, he’d eingaome aort of hymn like this t’ ye. 

The tales ofGreeoe! the isles of Greece! 

Where burning Sappho loved and sung,— 
Where grew the arts of war and peace,— 
Where Delos rose and Phcebua sprung! 
Eteito summer gilds them yet, 

But alt, except their sun, is sot 

The Scian and the Teian muse. 

The hero's harp, the lover’s lute, 

Have found the tame your shores refuse; 

Their place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds which edw fiirdier west 
Then your dies’ “ Islands of the Bless’d.’’ 

The mountains look on Marathim— 

And Marathon looks on the sea; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

1 dream’d that Graeoemight ^ be free; 

For, standing on the Persians’ grave, 

1 could not deem myself a slave. 

A king sate on the rooky brow 
Wbioh looks o’er sea-bora Salamis; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below. 

And men in nations;—nu were to! 

He counted them at bredi of day— 

And Urhea the sun set, where were they 7 

And where are they? and vdiere art thou. 

My country? On thy voiceless shore 
The heroic lay is tuneless now— 

The heroic bosom beats no more! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine, 

Degenerate into hands like mine? 

’Tis Bomediing, in the dearth of fiune. 

Though liidfd among afetter’d race. 

To ieel at leant a pltriot’a shaatie, 

Even as I sing, suffuse my face; 

For what is left ths poet here? 

For Greeks abfaMb--fiir Gheece a tsar. 

Must Mr but weep o’er days more Uessld ? 

Must iM but bludi7~Our£ttiMra bled. 

..J), ranii^«r cur Spartan dead! 

^ the tMee hundred grant but tbiea, 

' ■ IBs —ka u nevq.Thermipyla. 


What, aiteiit stUl ? aMltdatit id 7 
Ah! not-Tilms'iAiiailf'Amdpfd^fC'.iv';: m-- 
SoutaittmathMutlanMlArttl,'. i 
And answer, "Let saelhdng bsnf^ 

But cns arise;—we imms, m aoma!?. 

T is but dm firing urhn sn dimth. 

In vaib-~in vain : flr^''irihw dfididif; ' ' 

Fin high the et^ wEb Samtshyrina!' 

Leave battles to the Turklidi hades'. 

And shad the blood of Scio’s vine! 

Hark! rising to the ignoblmli— 

How answers eachb^ baoohaaal! 

You have the Pyirhie dsneb as yet. 

Where is die Pyrrhic phalanx gcM 7 * 

Of two such lessons, edqr Ihrget 
The nobler and thenmnlier one? 

You have the letters Cadmus gave— 

I’hink ye be meant them for a <riave? 

FiU high the bowl with Samian wine! 

We will not think of themes like these! 

It made Anacreon’s song divine; 

He served—hut served Poiycrates— 

A tyrant; but our masters then 
Were stiU, at least, our countrymen. 

The tyrant or the Chersonese 
Was freedom’s best and bravest friend; 

That tyrant was Miltiades! 

Oh! that die present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind! 

Such chains as his were sure to bind. 

FiU high the bowl with Samian wine 1 
On Bull’s rock, and Parga’s shore, 

Exists die remnant of a line 
Such as the Doric mothers bore; 

And there, perhaps, some seed is sown. 

The Heracleidan blood might own. 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks— 

They have a king who buys and sells. 

In native swords, and native ranks, 

The only hope of courage dwells; 

But Turki^ force, and I.atin fraud. 

Would break your shield, however broad. 

FiU high the bowl with Samian wine! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade— 

I see their glaious black eyes shine; 

But, gazing on each glowing maid. 

My own the burning tear-drop laves. 

To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 

Place me on Suntum’s marbled steep— 

Where nothing, save the waves and I, 

May hear our mutual murmurs sweep; 

There, swan-like, let me sing and ifie; 

A land of slaves sltall ne’er be mine— 

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine 1 
xxzxvu. 

Thus sung, or would, or could, or should have sung, 
The ntoera Greek, in tolerable verse; 

If not like Orpheus quite, when Greece was young, 
Yet in these times M might have done much worse 
His strain disjday'd some tHelmg—right or wrong; 

And feeling, in a poet, is the source 
Of others’ feeling; but toy are such Uan, 

And take aU coioins—like the hands of dyms. 
xxxxthi. 

But words are things, and q sraall drop of ink 
Falling like dew upon a thought, produces 
That wntdi makes thousands, perl^is mi&ioBs, think 
'T is strange, to shortest letter which mail raias, 
Instead of apeerii, may frne *.lasting link 
Of ages; to wto straits Time reduces 
Frail man, vriien paper—«ve^ a rag like (to, 
SurvivM bimaetf, his tonib, tilid all Oiat ’b hli 



^.. 

X.1CXM. 

And when hut bones ore dost, bis grave a blatdi, 

His station, gyration, even bis nation, 

Become a thing, or ixidiing, save to rank 
In chronological cmnmeRwration, 

Some dull MS. oblivlcm long Has sank, 

Or graven stone found in a barrack’s station, 

In digging the foundation of a closet, 

May turn his name up as a rare deposit. 

xc. 

And glory long has mad© tlie sages smile; 

’T is something, nothing, words, illusion, wind— 
Dependin^^ore upon the historian’s style 
Than on the name a person leaves behind: 

Tfoy owes to Homer what*whist owes to Hoyle ,* 

The present century was growing blind 
To the great Marlborough’s skill in giving knocks, 
Until his late Life by Archdeacon Coxe. 

xci. 

Milton’s the prince of poets—so we say; 

A little heavy, but no less divine; 

An independent being in his day— 

Learn’d, pious, temperate in love and wine; 

But his life falling into Johnson’s way, 

We ’re told this great high priest of all the Nine 
Was wliipl at college—a harsh sire—odd spouse, 

For the fsrst Mrs. Milton left his house. 

xcri, 

•All these are, crrtcfi, onteriainiiig facts, 

Like Shakspj'are’s sloaling di5cr, L<»rd Bacon’s bribes 
Like Titus' yoiuh. and Cinsar’s earliest acts; 

Like Burns, (whom Doclor Clurric well describt^s:) 
Like Cromwell’s pranks l>tit although truth exacts 
These amiable descrif)tions from ti»e scribes, 

As most essouiial to their hcro’.s story, 

Tliey do not much contribute to his glory. 

* xcirr. 

All are not moruIiRts like, f^oiilhey, when 
He prated to t)»o world of “ Puritisocracy 
Or Wordsworth imcxcisod, unhired, wdio then 
Season’d his [»edlar poems with donjocrucy; 

Or Coleridge, long belbro his flighty pen 
L<5t to the Morning Post its arislocraey; 

When he and Southey, following tlie sam»3 path, 
Espoused two partners, (inillincrs of Bath.) 

xciv. 

Such names at preaenl cut n convict figure. 

The very Botany Bay in moral geograpliy; 

Their loyal treason, renegado vigour, 

Arc good manuro for tlieir more bare biography. 
Wordsworth’s last quarto, by the way, is bigger 
Tiian any since tlie birthday f»f typography: 

A clumsy frowzy poem, call’d tlie ‘‘ Excursion ” 

Writ in a manner which is my aversion. 

xcv. 

He there builds up a formidable dyke 
Between his own ainl olhcns* intellect; 

But Wordsworth’s poem, and his fjUowera, like 
Joanna Southcote’s Shiloh and her sect, 

Arc things which in this century do n’t strike 
The public mind, so few are tho elect; 

Ami tlie new births of both their stale virginiUes 
Have proved but drqisies taken for divinities. 

xcvi. 

But let me to my story: I must own, 

If 1 have any fault, it is digression; 

Leaving my people to proceed alone, 

White 1 s<^ilo(}uize beyond expression; 

But these are my addresses from the throne, 

Which put off business to the ensuing session : 
Forgetting each omissica} is a loss to 
The wmdd, not quite so great as Ariosto. 

3 R 


I know that whftt oar neifffooun cnR 
(We 'vo not so good a ievrid, 

In that complete perfedtioii whkdt omnirM 
An ^ic ™n Bob Soathey every iqtri^)*** 

Form not foe true temptation which allures 
The reader; but’t would not be hard to bring 
Some flno examples of the ^popie^ 

To prove its grand ingredient is enmn. 

We learn from Horace, Homer sometimes sleeps 
We feel without bimf Wordsworth sometimes wahes, 
To show with what complacency he creeps, 

With his dear “ fVaganerg*^ around his lakes; 

He wishes fir a boat” to sail the deeps— 

Of ocean ?—no, of air; and foen ho maka 
Another outcry fur ” a little boat,” 

And drivels seas to set it well afloat. 

XCIX. 

If lie must fain sweep o’er the ethereal plain, 

And Pegasus runs restive in his wagon,” 

Could he not beg the loan of Charles’s wain? 

Or pray Medea for a single dragon ? 

Or if, too classic for his vulgar brain, 

Ho fear’d his neck to venture such a nag on, 

And ho must needs mount nearer to tlie moon, 

Could not the blockhead ask for a balkion? 

c. 

“ Pedlars,” and “ boats,” and “ wagons!” Oh! y& shades 
Of Popo and Drvilen, are we como to tins? 

That trash of such sort not alone evades 
Contempt, but fiom the bathos’ vast abyss 
Floats scuni'Hke uppermost, and these Jack Cades 
Of Bcnse and .song above your graves may hiss— 

The “ little boaliiiaii” and his “ Peter Bell” 

Can sneer at him who drew ” Achilophel!” 

Cl. 

T’ our —'I’bo f-nst wns over, tlio slaves gone, 

The dwarf*: and dancing girls had all retired; 

Tho Arab lore aii'l ]*o>‘t's simic were done, 

And every sound of lovclrv expired; 

'Da* lady and her lover, alone, 

Tlie rosy fiootl of twilight shy admired 
A VO Maria! o’er the earib and sea. 

That heavenlicst liour t»f Heaven is worthiest foe®! 

cii. 

Ave Maria! blessed bo the hour! 

Th<5 timo, the cliiin;, the sfsit, where I so oft 
lave fell that moment in its fullest power 
Sink o’er the earth so beautiful and soft, 

While .sw'ung the deep boll in tho distant tower, 

Or foe faint dying day-hyinn stole aloft, 

And not a breath ortqit through the rosy air, 

And yci tlio fore.st leaves seem stur’d with prayer. 

cni. 

Avc Maria! ’>is the hour of prayer! 

Avo Maria!’t is tlio hour of love! 

Avo Maria! may our spirits dare 
Look up to tliine and to thy Son’s above! 

Ave Maria! oh foal face so fair! 

Tho5o downcast eyes beneath foe almighty dov®-* 
What though ’i. is but a pictured image strike— 

That painting is no idol, ’tis too like. 

CIV. 

Some kinder casuists are pleased to say, 

In namclegs print—that 1 have no devotion; 

But set those persons down with me to pray, 

And you shall see who has the pro;>er6Si notion 
Of getting into heaven the shortest way; 

My altars are the mountains and the ocean, 

EartJt, air, stars,—all that springs from the great whole, 
Who hath produced, and will receife foe soi^. 


. • 



^ lawt .hore 

Wtatt boanu Ravoua’ii iosnemorkl wood, 

OOW the Adnu wave flow’d o’«, 
Toroere the tut Cmanut fcntregi stood, 
Ev^eea forest', which Boccaccio’s fore 
And Dtyderfs ky made haunted ground to me, 
How have I foved the twilight hour and thee! 


,S, c’’*- 

The shrill cicalu, pe^ of the pine, 

Making their eutnmer lives on; ceaseless song, 
Were the sole echoes, save my steed’s and mine. 
And vesper-bell’s that rose the boughs along; 

The spectre huntsman <rf Onesti’s lino, 

His hell-dogs, and their chase, and the fair throng. 
Which loam’d from this example not to fly 
From a true lover, shadow’d my mind’s eye. 


CTII. 

Oh Hesperus'.’ thou bringest all good things— 
Home to the weary, to the hungry cheer, 

To the young bird the parent’s brooding wings, 
The welcome stall to the o’erlabour’d steer; 
Whate’er of peace about our hearthstone clings, 
Whate’er our household gods protect of dear, 

Are gather’d round us by thy lodt of rest; 

Thou bring’st the child, too, to the mother’s breast. 


cTin. 

S<dl hour! ° which wakes the wisti and melts the heart 
Of those who sail the seas, on the first day 
When they from their sweet friends are torn apart; 

Or fills with love the pilgrim on his way. 

As the far bell of vesper makes him star!, 

Seeming to weep tl>c dying day’s decay; 

Is this a iancy which our reason scorns '! 

Ah! surely nothing dies but something mourns! 


CANTO IT. 


I. 

Nothihs so difficult as a beginning 
In poesy, unless perluips the end : 

For oftentimes wheil Pegasus seems winning 
The race, he sprains a wing, and down wmtend, 
Like Lucifer when hurl’d from heaven for sinning; 

Our sin the same, and hard as his to mend. 

Being pride, which leads the mind to soar too for. 
Till our own weakness shows us what we ore. 

II. 

But time, which brings all beings to their level, 

And sharp adversity, will teach at last 
Man,—and, as we would hope,—perhaps the devU, 
That neither of their intellects are vast: 

While youth’s hot wishes in our red veins revel, 

We know not (liis—the blood flows on loo fast; 
But as the torrent widens towards the ocean. 

We ponder deeply on each past emotion. 

III. 

As boy, I thought myself a ejever fellow, 

And wish’d tliat others held the same opinion: 
They took it up when my days grew more mellow, 
And oilier minds acknowledged my dominion: 
Now iny sere fancy “ falls into the yellow 
I.eaf,” and imagination droops her pinion, 

And the sad truth which hovers o’er my desk 
Turns what was once romantic to burlesgue. 


cix. 

When Nero perish’d by the justest doom 
Which ever the destroyer yet destroy’d 
Amid the roar of liberated Rome, 

CM" nations freed, and the world oveijoy’d, 

Some hands unseen slrew’d flowers upon bis tomb 
Perhaps the weakness of a heart not void 
Of feeling for some kindness done, when power 
Had left the wretch an uncorrupted hour. 


IT. 

And if I laugh at any mortal thing, 

’T is that I may not weep; and if I weep, 
’T is that our nature cannot always bring 
Itself to apathy, whicli we must steep 
First in the icy depths of Lethe’s spring, 

Ere what we least wish to behold will sleep; 
Thetis baptized her mortal son in 8tyx; 

A mortal mother would on Lethe fix. 


cx. 

But I’m digressing: what on earth has Nero, 

Or any such like sovereign buffoons, 

To do witli Uic transactions of roy hero, 

More than such madmen’s fellow-man—the moon’s 1 
Sure my invention must be down at zero, 

And I grown one of many “ wooden spoons” 

Of verse, (the name with which we Cantabs please 
To dub the last of honours in degrees.) 

CXI. 

I &et this tediousness will never do— 

'T is being too epic, and I must cut down 
(In copying) this long canto into two: 

They ’ll never find it out, unless I own 
The fact, excepting some experienced few; 

And then as an im(»ovement’t will be shown: 

I ’ll prove that such the opinion of the critic is, 

Prom Aristotle patsiin.-^ee □aivruvr. 




V. 

Some have, accused me of a strange design 
Against the creed and morals of the land. 

And trace it in this i>oem every line: 

I don’t protend.that I quite understand 
My own meaning when I would be very fine; 

But the fact is that I have nothing plonn’d, 

Unless it was to be a moment merry, 

A novel word in my vocabulaiy. 

VI. 

To the kind reader of our sober clime 
This way of writing will appear exotic; 

Pulci was sire of Iho half-serious rhyme, 

Who sung when clAvalry was more Q.uixotic, 

And reveli’d in the fiuicies of the time. 

True knights, chaste dames, huge giants, kingsdeqwtic 
But all these, save the last, being obsolete, 

I chose a modem subject as more meet. 

VII. 

How I have treated it, I do not joiow— 

Perhaps no better than they have treated mo 
Who have imputed such designs as show. 

Not what they saw, but what they wish’d to Me{ 

But if it gives them pleasure, be it so,— 

This is a liberal age, and thoughts ore free: 
Meantime Apollo pluc^ me by the ear, 

And telle me to resume my itory here. 



Ciinro W. 
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Tni. 

Young Joan and his lad^rwlove were left 
To their own heart’s most sweet society; 

Even Time the pitiless in sorrow cleft 
With his rude scythe such gentle bosoms; he 
Sigh’d to behold them of their iiours bereft, 
Though foe to love; and yet they couW not be 
4 Meant to grow old, but die in happy spring, 
XBeTore one charm or hope had taken wing. 


Their faces were not made for wrinkles, their 
Pure blood to stagnate, their great hearts to fail; 
The blank {g^y was not made to blast their hair, 
But, like the climes that loiow nor snow nor hail. 
They were all summer; lightning might assail 
And shiver them to ashes, but to trail 
A long and snako-like life of dull decay 
Was not for them—they had too little clay. 


‘ XTI. 

Moons clian^Qg had roll’d on, and changeloBS ftpund 
Those their bright rise had lifted to such joys 
As rarely they beheld tbrou^mut tbeir rcamd: 

And these were not of the vain kind whidi doyS| 
For theirs were buoyant spirits, never bound 
By the more senses; and that wluch destn^s 
Most love, possession, unto them appear’d 
A thing which each endearment more endear’d. 

• xrii. 

Oh beautiful! and rare as beautiful! 

But theirs WHS love in Vhich the mind delight! 

To lose itself, when the whole world grows dull, 

And wc are sick of its hack stands and 
Intrigues, adventures of tlio common school, 

Its petty passions, marriages, and flights, 

Wlicrc Hymen’s torch but brands one strumpol more, 
Whose husband only knows iter not a wh—re. 


X. 

They were alone once more; for them to be 
Thus was another Eden; they were never 
Weary, unless when separate: the tree 
C^ut front its forest root of years—the river 
Damm’d from its fountain—the child from the knee 
And breast maternal wean’d at once for ever. 
Would wither less than these two tom apart; 

Alas! Uiore is no instinct like tlie heart— 


XVIIT. 

lord words; harsh truth; a truth which many know. 

Enough.—The faithful and the fairy pair, 

Who never found a single hour too slow, 

What was it made them llius exempt from care? 
Young innate feelings all have felt below, 

Which perish in tlie rest, but in tliom were 
nherent; whatw'e mortals call romantic, 

And always envy, though wc deem it ftontic. 


XT. 

The heart—which may be broken: happy they! 

’riirice fortunate! who, of that fragile mould, 

The precious porcelain of human clay, 

Break with the lirst fall; ifiey can ne’er i>ehold 
The long year link’d with heavy day on day, 

And ail which must be home, and never told; 

While life’s strange principle will often lie 
Deepest in those wlio long the most to die. 

xir. 

“ Whom the gods love die young,” was said of yore,* 
And many deaths do they escape by this: 

The death of friends, and, that which slays even more— 
The death of frienship, love, youth, aJl that is, 
Except mere breath; and since the silent shore 
Awaits at last even those whom longest miss 
The old archer’s shafts, porhe.ps the early grave 
Which men weep over may be meant to save. 

xiu. 

Haidee and loan thought not of the dead; 

The heavens, and earth, and air, scorn’d meulofor tliem 
They found no fault with time, save that he fled; 

I'hcy saw not in themselves aught to condemn: 

Each was the other’s mirror, and but read 
Joy sparkling in their dark eyes like a gem, 

And knew such brightness was but tlio reflection 
Of tlieir exchanging glances of affection. 

XIV. 

The gentle prossure, and the thrilling touch, 

The least glance better understood than words, 
Which still said all, and ne’er could say too much; 

A language, too, but like to fttat of birds, 

Known but to (hem, at least appearing such 
As but to lovers a true sense affords; 

Sweet playful phrases, which would seem aluiurd 
To those who have ceased to hear such, or ne’er heard: 


XIX. 

This is in others a factitious state. 

An opium dream of too much youth and reading, 

But was in them their nature or their fato; 

No novels e’er had set their young hearts bleeding, 
For Haidee’s knowledge was by no means great, 

And Juan was a boy of saintly breeding, 
io that there was no rea.son for their loves, 

/lore tlion for those (ff nightingales or doves 

XX. 

‘'hoy gazed upon tlic sunset; *l is an hour 
Dear unto aJl, but dearest to their eyes, 
it had made tlicm what they were; the power 
Of love had first o’erwholiii’d tlieiu from such dkiM, 
AThen happiness Iiad been ihoir only dower, 

And twilight saw Uteni link’d in passion’s tics; 
!hanu’d wiiii each other, all tilings charm’d thatbrou|^t 
i'he past still welcome as the present tliought. 
xxi. 

know not why, but in tlial hour to-night, 

Even as th<‘y gazed, a sudden tremor came, 

\.nd swept., as’t were, across their hearts’ dc!i|^t, 

Like tlie wind o’er a harp-string, or a flame, 

Vhen one is sltook in sound, and one io sight; 

And thus some boding flash’d tiirough ei^or frame, 

.nd call’d from Juan’s breast a faint low sigh, 

Vhile one new tear arose in Haidee’s eye. 

XXII. 

'hat large black prophet eye seem’d to dilate 
And follow far the disap}>earing sun, 

.8 if tlieir last day of a happy date 
With tiis broad, bright, and dropping orb were gone > 
uan gazed on her as to ask his fato— 

He felt a grief, but knowing cause for none, 
is glance inquired of hers for some excuse 
'or feelings causeless, or at least abstruse. 


XV. 

All these were theirs, for they were children still, 
And children still they should have ever been; 
They were not made in the real world to fill 
*A busy character in the dull scene; 

But like two beings bom from out a rill, 

A nymph and her beloved, all unseen 
To pass their lives in fountains and on flowers, 
^nd never know the weight of hiunan hours. 


XXXII. 

lie turn’d to him, and smiled, but in that sort 
Which mokes not others smile; then turn’d asida 
Vhatever feeling shodt her, it seem’d short, 

And master’d by her wisdom or her pride; 

Vhen Juan spoke, too—it might be in ^>orl— 

Of fliis tbeir mutual feeling, she relied— 

If it should be so,—4nit->it cannot be*-‘ 

>r I at least shall not survive to see.’l 



DQifir 




XXIV, 

Juan i?<hi 14 question Curtber, but she press’d 
His Ups to hers, oxid silenced him with this, 

And then dismiss’d the omen from her breast, 

Defying augury with diat fond kiss; 

And no doaht of ah methods H is the ^st; 

Some people prefer wine—H is not amiss: 

I have tried both; ko those who would a part take 
May choose between the hcad*ach and the heart-ach. 

XXV. ^ 

One of die two, according to your choice, 

Women or vriuo, you ’ll haveeto undergo; 

Both maladies are taxes on our joys: 

But which to choose I really hardly know; 

And if 1 had to give a castbg voice, 

For both sides I could many reasons show, 

And then decide, without great wrong to either, 

It were mud) better to have both than neither. 

XXVI. 

Juan and Haldee gaxed upon each oilier, 

With swimming looks of spcecltless tenderness, 
Which mix’d all feelings, friend, child, lover, brother, 
All that Ihc best can mingle and express, 

When two pure iicarls ar.? jxiur’d in one anoUicr, 

And love loo much, and yet can not love less; 

But almost sanctify the swcei excess 
By the immortal wish and power to bless, 

XXVTT. 

Mix’d in each odicr’s arms, and heart in heart, 

Why did they not then die ?—they had lived too long 
Should an hour coino to bid them breathe apart; 

Years could not bring tliem cruel things or wrong, 
The world wna not for Ihem, nor llic world’s art 
For beings passionate as Sappho's song; 

T>ov© was bom viiik them, in tliem, so intense, 

It was tlieir very spirit—not a senso. 

XXVIII. 

They should have lived together deep in woods, 

Unseen as sings tlie niglitingale; they were 
Unfit to mix in these thick solitudes 
Call’d social, where all vice and hatred arc: 

How lonely every freeborn creature broods! 

The sweetest song-birds nestle in a pair; 

The eagle soars alone ; tlio gull and crow 
Flock o’er tlieir cairion, just as nKM'taU do. 

XXIX. 

Now pillow’d, check to cheek, in loving sleep, 
liaidee and Juan their siesta loc^, 

A gentle slumber, but it was not deep, 

For ever and anon a sometliing sthot^ 

Juan, and shuddering o’er his frame would creep; 

And Haidee’s sweet lips murmurM tike a bre^ 

A wordless music, and her face so fair 

Stirr’d with her dream as ri^e-leav^ wiUi tlio air: 

XXX. 

Or as the stirring of a deep clear stream 
Within an Alpine hollow, when the wind 
Walks over it, was she shaken by the dream, 

The m 3 rstical usurper of the mind— 

O’erpowering us to be whate’or may seem 

to the soul which we no more can bind; 
Strange state cf being! (for’t is still to be) 

Senseless to feel, and wi^ seal’d eyes to see. 

XXXI. 

She dream’d of being alone on the seashore, 

Ohain’d to a rock; she knew not how, but stir 
She could not from the spot, and the loud roar 
Grew, and each wave rose roughly, threatening her; 
And o’er her upper tip they iocm’d to pour, 

Until she sobb’d for breath, and soon they were 
Foaming e’er Ifer lone bead, so fierce and hi|^ 

Each broke to drown her, yet she could not die. 


XXXXI. 

Anon—she was released, and then she etray*d 
O’er the sharp shingles with her bleeding feet, 

And stumbled ^nost every step she made; 

And something roll’d before her in a sheet, 

WhicA she must Btill pursue howe’er afraid; 

’T was white and indistinct, nor stopp’d to meet 
Her glance nor grasp, for still she and grasp’d, 
And ran, but it escaped her as she clasp’d. 

xxxui. 

The dream changed: in a cave she stood, its walli 
Were hung with marble icicles; llio work 
Of aces on its water-fretted halls, [hirk 

Where waves might wash, and seals miglH breed an< 
'Tor hair was dripping, and the. very balls 
Of her black eyes seem’d tivn’d to tears, and murk 
The sharp ixKtks look’d below each drop tliey cau^t, 
Which frtr/.e to marble os it fell, sho thought. 

XXXIV. 

And w'cl. and cold, and lifcicss at her f»*et, 

Palo as the iiiam that froth’d on his dead brow, 
‘Wliich she e'-^Bv’d in vain to clear, (how sweet 
W ere once her cares, how idle seem’d they now!) 
T.ay Juan, nor could aught renew the 

(d* his quench’d heart; mid the sea-dirgos low 
Rang in her sail ears like a mermaid’s song, 

And that brief dream apjwiar’d a life too long. 

XXXV. 

And gazing on the tlcad, she thought his face 
Faided, or uller’d into something new— 

Lilo* lo her father’s features, till each trace 
More like anrl like to Tijunbro’s a^jpect grew— 

With all his ki'eii worn look and Grecian grace ; 

Aral i-tarling, she awoke, and what to view! 

Oh ! Powers t'f Heaven! what dark eye meets she there 
’T is—’t is her father’;'—fix’d iqioii ilje pair! 

XXXVI. ' 

Then shrieking, she arose, mid shrieking fell, 

With joy and sorrow', ho’s* niid fear, hi sec 
Him vvhotii shod(“em’d a !ml»imul where dwell 
Tlirt ocean-buried, risen from death, to bo 
Pcrchanee iho death of she love<l loo well; 

Dour as her father hud been to Haidee, 

It was a iiK»mont of dial awful kind— 

I have seen such—but must not call to mind. 

XX.WII. 

Up Juan sprung to ITaidee’s hitler shriek, 

And caught her falling, and from off Uie w'all 
Snalch’d down hij^ sabre, in hot liaato to weak 
Vengeance on him who was the cause of all: 

Then Gainbro, who till now forbore to apeak, 

Smiled scornfully, and sjpd, “ Within my call 
A tliousand scimitars await the word: 

Put up, young man, put up your silly sword.” 

XKXVII1. 

And Haidee clung around him; “ Juan, *t is— 

’T is Lambro—’tis my father! Kneel with me— 

He will forgive us—yes—it must be—yes. 

Oh! dearest fethtir, in tliie agony 
Of pleasure and of pain—even while I kiss 
Thy garment’s hem with transport, can it be 
That doubt should mingle with my filial joy ? 

Deal with me as thou wilt, but spare this boy.** 

xxxxx. 

High and inscrutable the old stood, 

Calm in his voice, and calm within hU eye— 

Not always signs whh him of calmest mood; 

He look’d upon her, but gave no reply; 

Then turn’d to Ju&n, in whose cheek the blood 
Oft came and went, as there resolved to die; 

Xn arms, at least, he stood, in act to sfoing 
On the first toe whom Lombro’s call might bring. 
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Toung man, yovt award bo l«mbto once more said 
Juan raplM, “ l^ot while thia arm ia free,” 

The old mui’a cheek grew pale, but not with dread, 

And drawing front hie belt a pistol, he 
Replied, “ Your blood bo then on your own head.” 

Then look’d close at the flint, an if to see 
’T was fresh—for he had lately used the look— 

I And next proceeded quietly to cock. 

I xr.i. 

' It has a strange quick jar upcai the ear. 

That cocking of a pistol, when you know 
A moment more will bring the sight to bear 
U)ion yt^r person, twelve yards ofi", or so; 

A gentlemanly distance, not too near. 

If you have got a former friend for foo; 

But after being fired at once or twice. 

The ear becomes more Irish, and less nice. 

XLII. 

Lambro presented, and one instant more 
Had stopp’d this canto, and Don Juan’s breath. 

When Haidee threw herself her boy before. 

Stem as her sire: “ On me,” she cried, “ let death 
Descend—the fault is mine; this fatal shore 
lie found—but sought not. I have pledged ray faith; 
I love him—I will die with him: I knew 
Your nature’s firmness—know your daughter’s too.” 

XLIII. 

• A minute [>ast, and she had been all tears, 

And leiidcrness, and infancy: but now 
She stood us one who champion'd human fears— 

Pale, statue-like, and stern, .she woo’d the blow; 

And tall beyond her sex and their compeers. 

She drew up to her height, as if to show 
A fairer mark; and with a fix’d eye .seann’d 
Her fiulier’s fact—but never slopp’d liis hand. 

XI.TT. 

He gazed on her, and she on him;’t was strange 
How like they look’d! the expression was the i 
Serenely savage, with a little cliange 
In the large dark eye’s mutual-darted flame; 

For she too was as one who could avenge, 

If cause should be—a lioness, though tame: 

Her lather’s blofKi belbrc her father’s face 
Boil’d up, and proved her truly of his race. 

XLT. 

I said they were alike, tiieir features and 
Their stature differing hut in sex and years; 

Even to the delicacy of their hands 
There was resemblance, such as tnie blood wears; 
And now to see them, thus divided, stand 
In fix’d ferocity, when joyous tears. 

And sweet sensations, should have welcomed botli, 

8Ik>w what the passions are in their full growth. 

XLTI. 

The father paused a moment, then withdrew 
His weapon, and replaced it; but stood still, 

And looking cn her, as to look her through, 

“ Not I, ho said, “ have sought this stranger’s ill ; 
Not / have made this desolation: few 
Would bear such outrage, and forbear to kill; 

But 1 must do my duty—how thou hast 
Done thine, the present vouches for the past. 

XLVII. 

“ Let him disarm; or, by my father’s head. 

His own ritall roll before you like a ball!” 

He raised his whistle, os the word be said, 

• And blew; another answer’d to the call. 

And rushing in disorderly, though led. 

And arm% from boot to turban, one and aU, 

Some twenty of his train came, rank on nnk ; 

He gave the word, “ Anrest or slay the Frank.” 


zi,nu.- 

Then, with a sudden movement, he withdrew 
His daughter; white Compress’S within hisgyupt 
’T wixt her and Juan interposed the crew; 

Id vain site struggled in her father's graqiy— 

His arms were like a serpent’s coil: then flew 
Upon their prey, as darts an angry asp. 

The file of pirates; save the Ibremost, who 
Had fallen, with his right shoulder half out through. 

XXIX. 

The second had his chbek laid open; but 
The tliird, a wary, cgol old sworder, took 
The blows upon his cutlass, and then put 
His own well in: so well, ere you could look. 

His man was floor’d, and helpless at his loot. 

With the blood running like a little brook 
From two smart sabre gashes, deep and red— 

One on the arm, the other on the head. ^ 

1 .. 

And tlien tiiey bound him where be fell, and bore 
Juan from the apartment: with a sign 
Uld Lambro bade them take him to the shore, 

Where lay some ships whicli were to sail at nine. 
They laid him in a boat, and plied the oar 
Until they reach’d some gdliols, placed in line; 

On hoard of one of tliose, and under hatches, 

They slow’d him, willi strict orders to the watches..., 
3,1. 

The world is full of strange vicissitudes. 

And here was one exceedingly unpleasant: 

A gentleman so rich in the world’s goods. 

Handsome and young, enjoying all the present, 

Just at tlie very lime when ho least broods 
On such a thing, is suddenly to sea sent, 

Wounded and chain’d, so that he cannot move, 

And all because a lady fell in love. 

i.lt. 

Here I must leave him, for I grow pathetic. 

Moved by the Chinese nymph of tears, green tea! 
Than whom Cassandra wag not more prophetic; 

b'or if my pure libations exceed three, 

I feel my heart become so sympathetic. 

That 1 must have recourse to black Bohea: 

’Tis pity wine should be so deleterious, 

Fur tea and coffee leave us much more serious, 
mil. 

Unless when qualified witli thee, Cognac! 

Sweet Naiad of the I’hlegcUiontic rill! 

Ah! why the liver wilt thou thus attack, 

And make, like other nymphs, thy lovers ill 7 
I would take refuge in weak punch, but rock, 

(In each sense of the word,) whene’er I fill 
My mild and midnight beakers to the brim, 

Wakes mo next morning with its synonym. 

Lrv. 

I leave Don Juan for the present safe— 

Not sound, poor fellow, but severely wounded; 

Yet could his corporal pangs amount to half 
Of those wilh which his Haidee’s bosom bounded? 
She was not one to weep, and rave, and chafe, 

And then give way, subdued because surrounded; 
Her mother was a Moorish maid, frOTi Fez, 

Where all is Eden, or a wilderness. 

hv. 

There the large olive rains its amber store 
In marble foots; there grain, and flower, and fruit, 
Gush from the earth until the land runs o’er; 

But there too many a poison-tree has root. 

And midnight listens to the lion’s roar. 

And long, long deserts scorch the camel's foot, 

Or heaving whelm the helpless caravan, 

And as the icnl ia, so dw heart of man. 


tiTb 

A&ic ii *11 dt» ■ua’«i uid «• iw ewdi 
Her bumaa da; it kindled: fiid ^ power 
For good or eni, burning from ita bbib, 

The Moatkdi blood partakes tbe planet’s hour, 

Aad tike the toil beneath it will bring forth : 

Beauty and iove were Haidee’e mother's dower: 

But her large dark eye show’d deep passion’s force, 
Thoa^ sleepingdike a lion near a source. 

LVII. 

Her dau^ter, temper’d with a mudet ray, 

liike aanoner eipuds all 8ilvery» smooth, and &jr, 

Tffl dovAy charged with thunder they display 
Terror to earth, and tempest to the air. 

Had held till now her soft and milky way; 

But, overwrought with passion and despair, 

The fire burst forth from her Niimidian veins. 

Even as the simoom sweeps the blasted plains. 

LVIII. 

The last sight which she saw was Tuan’s gore. 

And he himself o’ermaster’d end cut down; 

His blood was running on the very floor 
Where late he trod, her beautiful, her own: 

Thus much die view’d an instant and no more,— 

Her struggles ceased with one convulsive groan; 

On her sire’s arm, which until now scarce held 
Her writhing, fell she like a cedar fell’d. 

LIX. 

A vein had burst,* and her sweet lips’ pure dyes 
Were dabbled with the deep blotid which ran o’er; 
And her head droop’d as when the lily lies 
O’erehnrged with rain; her summon’d handmaids bore 
Their lady to her couch with gushing eyes; 

Of herbs and cordials they produced their store. 

But she defied all means they could employ, 

Like one life could not hold, nor death destroy. 

LX. 

Days lay she in that state unchanged, though chill 
With nothing livid, still her lips were red ; 

She had no pulse, but death seem’d absent still; 

No hideous sign proclaim’d her surely dead; 
Corruption came not in each mind too kill 
All hope; to look upon her sweet face bred 
New thoughts of life, for it seem’d full of soul. 

She had so much, earth could not claim the whole. 

LXI. 

The ruling passion, such as marble shows 
When exquisitely chisell’d, still lay diere 
But fix’d 08 marble’s unchanged aspect tlirows 
O’er the fair Venus, but for ever fair; 

O’er the Laocoon’s all eternal throes. 

And over-dying Gladiator’s air. 

Their energy like life forms all their fame, 

Yet looks not life, for they are still the same. 

LXII. 

She woke at length, but not as sleepers wake. 

Rather the dead, for life seem'd something new, 

A strange sensation which she must partake 
Perforce, since whatsoever met her view 
Strudt not on memory, though a heavy ache 
Lay at her heart, whose earliest beat still true 
Brought back (he sense of pain without the cause. 

For, for a while, the furies made a pause. 

LXIII. 

She look’d on many a facxi with vacant eye. 

On many a token without knowing what; 

She saw them wottdi her without asking why. 

And reck’d not who around her pillow sat; 

Not speechless, though spoke not: not a sigh 
Reveal’d her thou^ts; di^ silence and quick diat 
Were tried in vein by tiiose who eerved; she gave 
No sign, save breath, fif having left the grave. 


Lxer, 

Her handmaida tended, but sh« heedbd not; 

Her father vrati^’d, she fum’d her eyes fevn^; 

She recognised no being, and no spot. 

However dear or cherish'd in (heir day; 

They changed from room to room, but aH forgot, 
Gentle, Imt wifliout memory, she lay j 
And yet those eyes, Which they would ^n be weaning 
Back to old thoughts, seem’d full or fearful meaning. 

Lxr. 

At last a slave bethought her of a harp; 

The harper came, and tuned his instrument; 

At the first notes, irregular and sharp, , 

On him her flashing eyes a moment bent. 

Then to the wall she turn’d, a's if to warp 
Her thoughts from sorrow through her heart re-sent, 
And he began a long low island song 
Of ancient days, ere tyranny grew strong. 

LXTI. 

Anon her thin wan fingers heal the wall 
In time to his old tune; he changed the theme. 

And snug of love—die fierce name struck through all 
Her recollection; on her flash’d the dream 
Of what she was, and is, if ye could call 
To be so being; in a gushing stream 
The tears rush’d forth from her o’erclouded brain, 
Like mountain mists at length dissolved in rain. 

J.XVII. 

Short solace, vain relief.—thought came too quick. 
And whirl’d her brain to madness; she arose 
As one who ne’er had dwelt among the sick. 

And flow at all she met, as on her foes; 

But no one ever heard her speak or shriek, 

Although her paroxy.sni drew towards its close: 

Hers was a frenzy wliich disdain’d to rave, 
riven when they smote her, in the hope to save. 

i.xTin. 

Yet she betray’d at times a gleam of sense; 

Nothing could mako her meet her father’s face. 
Though on all other things witli looks intense 
She gazed, but none she ever could retrace; 

Food she refiiscd, and raiment; no prtitence 
Avail’d for either; neither change of place. 

Nor time, nor skill, nor remedy, eziuld give her 
Senses to sleep—the power seem’d gone for ever. 

LXIX. 

Twelve days and nights she wither’d thus; at last. 
Without a groan, or sigh, or glance, to show 
A parting pang, the spirit from her pass’d: 

And they who watch’d her nearest could not know 
The very instant, till the change that cast 
Her sweet face into sliadow, dull and slow, 

Glazed o’er her eyes—tlie beautiful, the black— 

Oh! to posses such lustre—and then lack! 

LXXII. 

She died, but not alone; she held within 
A second principle of life, which might 
Have dawn’d a fair and sinless cliild of sin: 

But closed its little being without light. 

And went down to tbe grave unborn, wherein 
Blossom and bough lie wither’d with one blight; 

In vain the dews of heaven descend above 
The bleeding flower and blasted fruit of love. 

LXXI. 

Thus lived—thus died she: never more «i her. 

Shall sorrow li^t or shame. She was not mado 
Through years or moons the inner weight to bear, 
Which colder hearts endinw till they are laid 
By age in earth; her days and pleasures were 
Brief, but delightful—such as had not stay’d 
Long with her destiny; bm she sleeps 
By the seashore whereon she loved to tmeil. 





LKXn. 

That isle i« iiow«B 4ead«te and bare, 

It! dwellinga down, iia tenants pass’d away; 

None but her own and father’s grave is there, 

And nothing outward tells of human clay: 

Ye could not know where lies a thing so &ir. 

No stone is there to show, no tongue to say 
What was; no dirge, except the hoUow sea’s. 

Mourns o’er the beauty of the Cyclades. 

i.xxni. 

But many a Greek maid in a loving song 
Sighs o’er her name, and many an islander 
With her sire’s story makes the night less long; 

Valour y^as his, aind beauty dwelt with her; 

If she loved rashly, her life>paid for wrong— 

A heavy price must all pay who thus err, 

In some shape; let ncaie diiitk to fly the danger. 

For soon or late Love is his own avenger.. 

LXXIV. 

But let me change this theme, which grows too sad, 
And lay this sheet of sorrow on the shelf; 

I do n’t much like describing people mad, 

For fear of seeming rather touch’d myself— 
Besides, I've no more on this head to add: 

And as my Muse is a capricious elf, 

We ’ll put about and try another tack 
With Juan, left half-kiU’d some stanzas back. 

txxv. 

Woiinkled and fetter’d, “ cabin’d, cribb’d, confined,” 
Some days and nights elapsed before tiiat he 
Could altogetlier call the past to mind; 

.tViid when he did, he found himscifatsea, 

Sailing six knots an hour before Uie wind; 

The shores of Ilioii lay l>eneath their leo— 

AnoUier time he might have liked to see ’em, 

But now was not much plea.sed with Cape Sigteum. 

, i.xxvt. 

There, on the green and village-cottod hill, is 
(Flank’d by the Hellespont and by the sea) 
Entomb’d the bravest of llio brave, Achilles: 

They say so—(Bryant says the contrary:) 

And further downward, tall and towering, still is 
The tumulus -of whom ? Heaven knows;'t may be 
Patroelus, Ajax, or Protesilaus,— 

All heroes, who if living still would slay us. 

LXXVII. 

High barrows, without marble or a name, 

A vast, untiU’d, and mountain skirted plain. 

And Ida in die distance, still the same. 

And old Scamandcr (if’t is ho) remain ; 

The situation seems still form’d for fame— 

A hundred thousand men might fight again 
With ease; but whore I sought for Ilion’s walls, 

The quiet ^eep feeds, and the tortoise crawls; 

i,xxvin. 

Troops of untended horses; here and there 
Some little hamlets, with new names uncouth; 

Some shepherds, (unlike Paris,) led to stare 
A moment at the European youth* 

Wliom to the spot their schoolboy feelings boar; 

A Turk, with beads in hand and pipe in mouth, 
Extremely taken with his own religion, 

Are what I found there—but the devil a Phiygian. 

nxxix. 

Don Juan, here permitted to emerge 
From bis dull cabin, found himself a slave; 
Forlorn, and gazing on the deep blue surge, 
^D’ershadow’d there by many a hero’s grave: 

. Weak still with Joss of blood, he scarce could urge 
^Jew brief questions; and the answers gave 
No very satisfadory information 
About bis past or present eituatian. 


tt^Kaac. 

He saw some fellow-eaptites, who SftpMUt^il 
To be ItsUans—as they were; in nett 
From them, at least, tfinr destiny be heard. 

Which was an odd one; a tro<^ gmm to net 
In Sicily—all singers, duly rear’d 
In their vocation,-4utd not been etteck’d, 

In sailing from Livorno, by the pirate, 

But sold by the impresario at no high rate.* 

, nxxxi. 

By one of these, the buflb of tlie party, 

Juan was told about their curious case; 

For, although destined to the Turkish mart, he 
Still kept his spirits up—at least his face; 

The little fellow really look’d quite hearty, 

And bore him with some gayety and grace, 
Showing a much more reconciled demeanour 
Than did die prima donna and the tenor. 

I.XXXII. 

In a few words be told their hapless story. 

Saying, “ Our Machiavelian impresario, 

Making a signal off some promontory, 

Hail’d a strange brig; Corpo di Caio Mario! 

We were transferr’d on board her in a hurry, 
Witlioiit a single scudo of salario; 

But, if the sultan has a taste ior song. 

Wo will revive our fortunes before long. 

Lxxxiir. 

“ The prima donna, thougli a little old, 

Aiul haggard with a dissipated life, 

And subject, when the house is lliin, to cold, 

Hus some goochnotos; and. then the tenor’s wifo, 
With no great voice, is pleasing to behold; 

I.ast cumival she made a deal of strife, 

By carrying off Count Ciesare Cicogna, 

From an old Roman princess at Bologna. 

LXXXIV. 

‘ And Uten there are the dancers; there’s the Nini. 

With more titan one profession, gains by all; 

Then there’s that laughing slut, the Pellegrini, 

She too was fortunate last carnival, 

And made at least fire huiKlred good zecchini, 

But spends so fast, she has not now a paui; 

And then there’s the Grotesca—such a dancer 1 
Where men have souls or bodies, site must answer. 

LXXXV. 

‘ As for the figiiraiiti, they are like 
The rest of all that trilic; with here and there 
A pretty person, which perhaps may strike, 

The rest are hardly fitted for a fair; 

There’s one, though tall, and stiffer than a pike. 

Yet has a sentimental kind of air. 

Which might go far, but she don’t dance with vigour 
The more’s tlie pity, with her face and figure. 

IXXXVl. 

“ As for the men, they are a middling set; 

The Musico is but a crack’d old basin, 

But, being qualified in one way yet, 

May tlie seraglio do to sot his face in. 

And as a servant some preferment get; 

His singing I no further trust can place in: 

From ell tlic pope * makes yearly, ’t would petplsK 
To find three perfect pipes of die third sex. 

nxxxvii. 

“ The tenor’s voice is spoilt by affectation, 

And for the bass, the beast can only bellow 
In fact, he had no singing education, 

An ignorant, noteless, timeless, tuneless fellow, 
But being the prima donna’s near relation. 

Who swore his voice was very rich and mellow. 
They hired him, though to bear him you'd bsUeve 
An ass was practising recitative. ^ 



<**T iMidd uMliiMw niyii*ir«Bjhwil apoii 
My o«ni Bwrllili iol tfaNKh y«i<uif>4 mm, nf—yau 
Have got air,’wm^ AoeniyouoiM 

To wheat l l w a p et a ii ty no nuamtww: 

You’ve hears of Bapcoewttt ?--1 * 11)1 tte man; 

The time may eome when, you may hear me too; 
You waa not laat year at the fair of Lugo, 

Bat next, whoa I ha engaged to aitm dieie-^o go< 

xinxix.« 

** Our barytone I almoat had forgot, 

A pretty lad, bet burating with (^eeit 
With graeefiil 'oetion, xcience not a jot, 

A voice of no great eompaas, and not aweet. 

He alwaya ti containing of his lot. 

Forsooth, scarce 6t for bidlads in die street; 

In lovera’ parts, bis passion more to breathe, 

Having no hedrt to mow, he shows his teeth.” 

xc. 

Here Raucocantrs eloquent recital 
Was interropted by the pirate crew, 

Who came at stated moments to invite all 
The captives back to their sad berths; each threw 
A rueful glance upon the waves, (which bright ail, 
From the blue skies derived a double blue, 

Dancing all free and happy in the sun,) 

And then went down the hatchway one by one. 

xci. 

They heard, next day, that in the Dardanelles, 
Waiting for his sublimity’s finnan— 

The most imperative of sovereign spells. 

Which every body does without whS can,— 

More to secure them in their naval cells, 

Lady to lady, well as man to man, 

Were to be chained and totted out per couple 
For the slave-market of Constantinople. 

XCH. 

It seems when this allotment was made out, 

There chanced to be an odd male and odd female, 
Who (after some discussion and some doubt 
If the soprano might be deem’d to be male, 

They placed him o’er the women as a scout) 

Were link’d together, end it happen’d the male 
Was Juan, who—an awkward thing, at his age— 
Pair’d ofTwifo a Bacchante’s blooming visage. 

XCII1. 

Widi Raucocanti lucklessly was chain’d 
The tenor; these two hated with a hate 
Found only on the stage, and each more pain’d 
With tills hie tuneful neighbour than his fate; 

Sad strife arose, for they were so cross-grain’d, 

Instead of bearing op witliout debate 
That each pull’d dlFerent ways with many an oalh, 

“ Arcades ambo,” id est —blackguards both. 

xciv. 

Juan's companion was a Komagnole, 

But bred within the March of old Ancons, 

With eyes tliat look’d into the very soul, 

(And other chief points of a “ bella donna,”) 

Bright—and as block and burning as a cool; 

And through her clear brunette complexion ^me a 
Great wish to please—a most attractive dower, 
Elspeciolly when added to the power. 

xcr. 

But all tliat power was wasted upon him. 

For sorrow o’er each sense held stem command; 
Her eye might flash on his, but found it dim; 

And though thus chain’d, as natural her hand 
Tomb’d Us, nor that—nor any luuidsome limb 
(And sbe had some not easy to withstand) 

Cmild stir his pulse, or make his faith feel bnttie; 
Perhaps his recent 4/ounds might help a little. 


JSOVS, 

Homtter; ■ 

But fhotsiMw flketB,->-«i6 hi^gttcetdd'hd'niM'tm 
And flrmef fyth m 

Wo will «Bit Aie pr^', save hat ot tMo; 

’T is said no one in hand “ Can hbid * fin 
By thou^t flf frosty CttcaMM,”hat Ibw 
I really ihkik’! yet Juan’a then Crdeat 
Was more triui^ant, and not much Jess raal. 

xovn. 

Here I might enter on a dhaste description, 

Having withstood teniptatioa in my yoiifli. 

But hear that several petqlle take exception 
At the first two books having too much truni; 
Therefore 1 ’ll make Doti Juan teave the ship soon. 
Because the pifolisher declares, in sooth. 

Through needles’ eyes it easier for the camel is 
To pass, than those two cantos into families. 

xcvm. 

’T is all the same to me, I’m fond of yielding. 

Aid therefore leave them to the purer page 
Of Smollet, Prior, Ariosto, Fielding, 

Who say strange tilings for so correct on age; 

I once had great alacrity in wielding 
My pen, and liked poetic war to wage, 

And recollect the time when all this cant 
Would have provoked remarks which now it shan’t, 
xcix. 

As boys love tows, my boyhood liked a squabble j 
But at this hour I wish to part in peace, 

Leaving such to the literary rabble. 

Whether my verso’s fame bo doom’d to cease 
While the right hand which wrote it still is able, 

Or of some centuries to take a lease, 

The grass U|Hm my grave will grow as long, 

And sigh to midnight winds, but not to sung. 

c. , ' 

Of poets, who come down to us through dislanca; 

Of time and tongues, the foster-babes of fame. 

Life seems the smallest portion of existence; 

Where twenty ages gather o’er a name, 

’T is as a snowball which derives assistance 
From every flake, and yet rolls on the same. 

Even till an iceberg it may chance to grow,— 

But after all’t is noiiiing but cold snow. 

or. 

And so great names are nolhing.more than nominal, 
And love of glory’s but an airy lust, 

Too often in its fury overcoming all 

Who would, as’t were, identify their dust 
From out the wide destruction, which, entombing all. 
Leaves nothing till the coming of the just— 

Save change: I’ve stood upon Achilles’ tomb, 

And heard Troy doubted; time will doubt of Rome. 

CII. 

Tbe very generations cf the dead 

Are swept away, and tomb inherits ^mb, 

Until the memory of an age is fled, 

And, buried, sinks beneath its offs{xi|ig’8 doom: 
Where are tlie epitaphs our fathers read ? 

Save a few glean’d from the sepulchral gloom, 
Which once-named myriads nameless Ije beneath. 
And lose their own in universal death. 

cut. 

I canter by the voot each afternoon 

Whore perish'd in bis fame the liero-boy, 

'Who lived too long Sat men, but died ten: soon 
For human vanity, the young De Foi(t! 

A broken pillar not uncouhly hewn, < 

I But which neglect is hastening, to destroy. 

Records Ravenna’s carnage on its face,. 

While weeds and ordure rankle round the bass.* 



«aT. 

I l«M oidtiqr «4>m» DaMe’f boBM an hU 
A little oqp^ ome neat tliu eoleiim, 

Protect! hii dust, iwt iwrefence here it piud 
Tetheboid’a tenb, aad not Ae watriar’e cohimo: 
The time mnat eoae when both alike dmv’d, 

The dueilais'i tropb^ and the poet’a vobone, 

Wilt where lie the eanga and wan of earth, 
Bdbre Pelide^ death or Hnuer’i birth. 

CT. 

With human Uood that column was cemented. 

With human filth that oduina is defiled, 

Aa if the peaaant’a coarae contempt were vented 
To ahew hia loathing of the apot he ^il’d; 

Tbue is the trophy used and thus lamented 
Should ever be those blood-hounds, from whose wild 
Instinct of gore and gloiy earth baa known 
Those sufiorings Dante saw in hell alone. 

CTI. 

Yet there will still bo bards; though fame is smoke, 
Its fumes are frankincense to human thought; 

And die unquiet feelings which first woke 
Song in the world, will seek what then they sought; 
As on the beach the waves at last are broke, 

Thus to their extreme verge the passions brought. 
Dash into poetry, which is but passion. 

Or at least was so ere it grew a fashiou. 

evil. 

If in the course of such a life as was 
At once adventurous and contemplative, 

Mon who partake all passions as they pass. 

Acquire the deep and bitter power to give 
'I'hoir images again, us in a glass. 

And in such colours that they seem to live; 

You may do right forbidding them to show 'em, 

But spoil (I Ihink) a very pretty poem. 

, cvin. 

Oh! ye, who make the ibrtinies of all books! 

Benign cerulcans of the second sex! 

Who advertise new poems by your looks, 

Your “ imprimatur” will ye not annex ?— 

What, must I go to the oblivious cooks,— 

Those Cornish plunderers of Parnassian wrecks'/ 

Ah! must I then ^e only minstrel be 
Proscribed from tasting your Castaiian tea 1 
cix. 

What, can I prove “ a lion” then no more? 

A ball-room bard, a foolsci^, hot-pross darling, 

To bear the compliments of many a bore. 

And sigh “ I can't got out,” like Yorick’s starling. 
Why then I’ll swear, as poet Wordy swore, 

(Because the world won’t read him, always snarling,) 
That taste is gone, that fame is but a lottery. 

Drawn by the Dlue-coat misses of a coterie, 

cx. 

Oh! “darkly, deeply, beautifully blue,” 

As some one somewhere sings about the aky, 

And I, ye learned ladies, say of you; 

They say your stockings are BO,a(Heaven knows why, 
I have exaimaed few pair of that hue;) 

Blue as the garters which serenely lie 
Bound the patrician lefi-legs, which adorn 
The festd midnight and the levee morn. 

CXI. 

Yet Dome of you are moat seraphic creatures— 

But times are alter’d since, a rhyip||t lover. 

You read my stanzas, and I read younroturea: 

And—but no matter, all dioso things are over; 

3tiU I have ao dislike to learned natures. 

For sometimes such a world of virtues cover; 

[ know COB woman of that purple school. 

Hie lovaMat,ehaatsat, beat, hutr-quit* * fcol- 
S S 
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The last, Iftete accotmtaheaaciniM, 
lavented, by some aamo 1 have fbq^ 

Aa wdl aa the sublime diaoovery’sdait^ 

An airy inabtaaeBt, with whkdi he aau(^ 

To aacerfo^ the almoRpheric alat& 

By measuriai the intend qfhbie f’ 

Oh! lutdyDapfane! teCme meaattreyou! 

cxin. 

But to the naiTative.t-Tfae vessel bound 
Widi staves to sell gfin the capital, 

After the usual process, might be found 
At anclior under the seraglio wadi; 

Her cargo, from the plague being safe and sound 
Were landed in the market, one and all. 

And there, with Georgians, Bussians, and Circaaaians, 
Bought up for diflferent purposes sad passions, 
cxiv. 

Some went off dearly; fifteen hundred dollars 
For one Circassian, a sweet girt, were given. 
Warranted virgin; beaut’s brightest cedours 
Had deck’d her out in tdl the hues of heaven: 

Her sale sent home some disappointed bawlers, 

Who bade on till the hundred reach’d eleven ; 

But when the offer went beyond, they knew 
’T was for the sultan, and at once withdrew. 

CXT. 

Twelve negresses from Nubia brought a price 
Which the West Indian market scarce would bring 
Though Wilborforce, at last, has made it twice 
What’t was ere abolition; and the thing 
Need not seem very wonderful, for vice 
Is always much more splendid than a king 
The virtues, even the most exaltod, charity, 

Are saving—vice spares nothing for a rarity. 

cxvr. 

But for the destiny of this young troop, 

How some were bought by [lachas, some by Jews 
How some to burdens were obliged to stoop, 

And others rose to the command of crews 
As renogadoes; while in hapless group. 

Hoping no very old vizier might chooao. 

The females stood, as one by one they pick’d ’em. 

To make a mistress, or fourth wife, or victim, 
cxvit. 

All this must be reserved for further song; 

A JO our hero's lot, howe’er unpleasant, 

(Because diis canto has become too long,) 

Must be postponed discreetly for the present, 

I’m sensible redundancy is wrong. 

But could not for the muse rf me put less in’t: 

And now delay the progress of Den Juan, 

Till what is call’d inOasian, the fiOh Dum. 


CANTO V. 


When amatory poeU sing thear loves 
In liquid lines mellifiuously Hand, 

And pair their rhymes as Venus yokes herdovea 
They little think what mischi^ is in hand; 
The greater their succeaa the worse it proves, 
As Ovid’s verse may make you undotataad ; 
Even Petrarch’s seif, if judged wddi due aevart^ 
la the Ftatonie pimp of oO posterity. 






1 diert&re do deMWMO *8 i m wwM l ttr it hg, 

Eaeoirt id «Mi kingr wjMttoCMMt; 

Plai n oimiiln lo h o rt /AdliyaoiBatMtevMiig) 

But ndfh a iBorat to e)u^ flddr tinIM, 

Form’d radier ferimtrdetiin^ liMm deligittim, 

And with aU panioH in dnnr turn attack’d; 

How, if mj Fegatus ritooU iMt ho rimd iUi 
This poem will become amml! model. 

m. . 

The Eur(^ean with the Asian riiore 
Sprinkl^ widi palaces; die ocean stream, 

Bore and there studded with a seventy>ibur; 

Sophia’s cupola with golden gleam; 

The cypress ^re >; Olympus nigh and hoar; . 

The twelre isles, and die more than I could dream, 
Far less describe, present flie very view 
Which charm’d the charming Mary Montague. 

IV. 

I have a passion for the name of " Mary,” 

For once it was a magic sound to me, 

And still it half calls up the realms of fairy. 

Where I behold what never was to bo; 

All feelings change, Imt this was last to vary, 

A spell from which even yet I am not quite free: 

But I grow sad—and let a tale grow cold. 

Which must not bo pathetically told. 

V. 

The wind swept down the Euxinc, and the wave 
Broke foaming o’er the bine Symplegades, 

’T is a grand sight, from off “ the Giant’s Grave,” “ 
To watch the progress of those rolling seas 
Between tlie Bosphorus, as they !a.sh and lave 
Europe and Asia, you being quite at ease; 

There’s not a sea the passenger e’er pukes in 
Turns up more dangerous breakers than the Euxine. 

VJ. 

’T was a raw day of Autumn’s bleak beginning, 

When nights are equal, but not so the days ; 

The Parcic then cut short the further spinning 
(If seamen’s fates, and the loud tempests raise 
The waters, and repentance for past sbning 
In all who o’er the great deep take their ways; 

They vow to amend their lives, and yet they don’t; 
Because if drown’d, they can’t—if spared dicy won’t. 

VII. 

A crowd of sliivering slaves of every nation. 

And age, and sex, were in the market ranged; 

Each bevy witti the merchant in his station; 

Poor creatures! their good looks were sadly changed. 
All save die blacks seem’d jaded with vexation. 

From friends, sod home, and freedom far estranged, 
The negroes more philosophy display’d,— 

Used to it, no doub, as eels are to be flay’d. 

Till. 

Juan was juvenile, and dius was full, 

As most at his age are, of hope, and health; 

Yet 1 must own he look’d a little dull, 

And now and then a tear stole down by stealth; 
Perhaps his recent loss of blood mi^it pull 
His spirit down; and then the loss of wealth, 

A mistress, and such comfortable quarters, 

To be put up fiir auction among Tartars, 

IX. 

Were things to shake a stoic; ne’ertheless. 

Upon the whole bis carriage was serene : 

His figure, and the splendour of his dress. 

Of which some gilded remnants still were seen, 

Grew all eyes on him, giving them to guess 
He was above the vidgar by his mien; 

And then, ihmigh pale, he was so veiy handsome; 
And then—they caieq|ated on his ransom 


S.' 

Like a b«ekgiamw»'bMud tkefto 
With white* end blacka, iagnmpi (fleliiw ftr arfe, 
'IWgh rather Uore irr^tely ipMmd t 
Som bought the jet; While ofliemehoee the ftle. 

It dunced, imBng Ue other people lotted^ 

A man of fliir^, rather stout and h^ 

With resolotiaCi in hui'dark>^ray eye, 

Next Juan stood, t91 some chom to boy. 

XI. 

He had an EngUsh look; that b, was eqimre 
In make, ofa conqilexion white and ruddy, 

(lood teeth, with curiing raflier dark>brown hair, 

And, it might be frran thought, or toil, or stdHy, 

An open brow, a little marke^with care: 

One arm had on a bandage rather bloody; 

And there he stood with such tangfnid, that greater 
Could scarce be shown even by a mere spectator. 

XII. 

But seeing at his elbow a mere lad. 

Of a high spirit evidently, though 
At present weigh’d down by a doom whidi had 
(yerthrown even men, he soon began to show 
A kind of blunt compassion for the sad 
Lot of so young a partnor in the wo, 

Which for himself he seem’d to deem no wone 
Than any other scrape, a thing of course. 

XIII. 

' My boy!”—said he, “ amid this motley crew 
Of Georgians, Russians, Nubians, and what not, 

All ragamuffins differing but in hue, * 

With whom it is our luck to cask our lot, 

The only gentlemen seem I and you, 

So lei us be acquainted, as we ought; 

If I could yield you any consolation, 

’T would give me pleasure.—Pray, what is your nation )” 

XIV. 

When Juan answer’d “ Spanish!” he replied, 

“ I thought, in fact, you could not bo a Greek; 

Those senile dogs are not so proudly eyed: 

Fortune has play’d you here a pretty freak. 

But that’s the way with all men till they ’re tried: 

But never mind,—she ’ll turn, perhaps, next week; 
She has served me also much the same as you. 

Except that I have found it nothing new.” 

XV. 

‘ Pray, sir,” said Jusn, “ if I may presume, 

IFAok brought you hero ?”—“Oh! nothing veiy rare— 

Six Tartars and a drag-chain- ”r—'‘ To this doom 

But what conducted, if the question’s fair, 

Is that which I would learn.”—“ I served for some 
Months with the Russian army here and there, 

And taking lately, by Suwarrow’s bidding, 

A town, was ta’en myself instead of Widin.” 

XVI. 

“ Have you no friends ?”—“I iiad—but, by God’s Messing, 
Have not been troubled with them lately. Now 
I have answer’d all your questions without pressing. 

And you an equal dourtesy should show.” 

' Alas!” said Juan, ’t were a tale distressing, 

And long besides.”—" Oh! if’t is really so. 

You ’re right on both accounts to hold your tongue; 

A sad tale saddens doubly when’t is long. 

XVII. 

' But droop not; Fortune, at your time of life, 

Although a fenMe moderately fickle, 

Will hardly leave you (as she ’i not your wife) 

For any length of days in such a pickle. 

To strive too with our fate wore sutffi a strife 
As if die com-sheaf should oppose the xidde; 

Men are the sport of drcumstances, when 
The circumstances seem (he tfori of msn.” 







*na. 
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H« pauMd, Md iiitdaik ey* ptm M of gloom; 

A tingle taar npoB hk evda^ itayM 
Amommit, andUiendroppM; *■ but to rMcma, 

T it not ray protont bt, m 1 hate aaid, 

Which 1 dopl^ to much; (at I have boriM 
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xtx. 

“ On the rough deep. But diii last blow—” and here 
He etopp’d again, and umi'd away his ftee. 

“ Ay,” quoth fait iriend, “ I thought it would appear 
Th^ Sere had been a lady in ^e cate; 

And these are Uiingt wbibh ask a tender tear, 

Such as I too would shed, if in your place: 

I cried upon my brat wife’s dying day, 

And also when my second ran away: 

XX. 

“ My third’’—“ Tour third!” quoth Juan, turning round 
“ You scarcely can be thir^ ! have you three ?" 

“ No—only two at present above ground; 

tduroly’t is nothing wonderful to see 
One person thrice in holy wedlock bound!” 

“ Well, then, your diird,” said Juan; “ what did she 
She did not run away, too, did she, sir ?” 

“ No, faith.”—“ What then '!” “ 1 ran away from her.’' 

XXI. ■X' 

‘‘ You take things coolly, sir,” said Juan. “ Why,” 
Replied the other, “ what can a man do 1 
There still are many rainbows in your sky. 

But mine have vanish’d. All, when life is new, 
t’uinmence with feelings warm and prospects high; 

But time strips our illusions of their hue. 

And one by one in turn, some grand mistake 
Casts off its bright skin yearly, like the snake. 

XXII. 

“ ’T is true, it gels another bright and fresh, 

Or fresher, brighter; but, the year gone through, 

I'liis skin must go tho way too of ail flash. 

Or sometimes only wear a week or two;— 

I.ove’s tlie first net which spreads its deadly mesh; 

Ambition, avarice, vengeance, glory, glue 
The glittering lime-twigs aC our latter days. 

Where still we flutter on for pence or praise.” 

XXIIl. 

“ All this is very fine, ami may be true,” 

Said Juan; “ but I really don’t see how 
It betters pfcsont times with me or you.” 

“ No!” quoth the other; “ yet you will allow, 

By sotting things in their right point rf view. 
Knowledge, at least, is gain’d; for instance, now, 

We know what davery is, and our disasters 
May teach us better to behave when masters.” 

XXIV. 

“ Would we were mssters now, if but to try 
Their present lessons on our pagan friends here,” 

Said Juan—swallowing a heart-burning sigh: 

“ Hesv’n help the sch^rwhanMiit fiirtune sends hero!” 
“ Perhaps we shall be one day, by and by,’’ 

Rejoin’d the other, “ when our bad lu^ mends here. 
Meantime (yon old bladi eunuch seems to eye us) 

I wish to G-^ that somebody would buy us I 
XXV. 

“ But tiler all, what it our present state? 

’T is bad, and may be better—all aaen’s lot: 

Most men are slaves, none more so than the great. 

To their own whims and passions, and wlwl not: 
Society itself, which should create 
' Kindnesa, deetroye v^tlittle we had got: 

To feel for none is the true social art 
Of the world’s stoics—men widiout a heart,” 


Ittm. 

Just now a blade eU nsuliai ptrioMgo 
Of the tlmd aax up, and peering urar 
The captivet, seem’d to nak their lodttiaainfas , 
And capdiUitiei, as to discover 
If they ware fitted fiw the purposed cage: 

No lady e’er ie ogled 1^ a toror, 

Horse by a lilaekleg, broadolotfa % a tutor, 

Fee by a counsel, ulon by a jailor, 

XXTU. 

As is a slave by his mteuded bidder. 

’T is pleasant purchasing our fellow-creatures; 

And aH are to be if you consider 
Tlieir passions, and are dext’rous; some by features 
Are bought up, others by a wvUke leader, 

Some by a place—as tend their years or naturss; 
The most by ready cash—but all have prices, 

From crowns to kicks, according to their vices. 

xxviii 

The eunuch having eyed them o’er with care, 

Turn’d to the merchant, and began to bid 
First but for one, and after for the pair; 

They hailed, wrangled, swra-o, too—so they did! 
As though they were in a mere Christian fitir, 
C'heapenitig an ox, as ass, a Iamb, or kid; 

So that tlieir bargain sounded like a battle 
Fur tills superior yoke of human cattle. 

XXIX. 

At last they settled into simple grumbling, 

And pulling out reluctant purses, and 
Turning each piece of silver o’er, and tumbling 
Some down, and weigliing others in their hand, 

And by mistake sequins with paras jumbling, 

Until the sum was accurately scann’d. 

And tlieii the merchant, giving change and signing 
Receipts in full, began to tbiidt of dining. 

XXX. 

I wonder if bis appetite was good; 

Or, if it were, if also his digestion. 

Methinks at meals sumo oddUioughts might intrude 
And conscience ask a curious sort of question, 

About the right divine how far we should 
Sell flesh uid blood. Wlien dinner has oppress’d one, 
I tliink it is iierfiaps tho gloomiest hour 
Which turns up out of the sad twenty-four. 

XXXI. 

Voltaire says “ Nohe tells you tlial Candido 
Found life most tolerable after meals; 

He’s wrong—unless man was a pig, intleed, 

Repletion rather adds to what he feels; 

Unless he's drunk, and then no doubt he’s freed 
From his own brain’s oppressiua while it reek. 

Of food I think witli Philip’s son, or rather 
Amnion’s (ill pleased with one world and one father;) 

XXXII. 

I think with Alexander, that the act 
Of eating, with another act or two, 

Makes us feel our mortality in fivet 
Kodoubled; when a roast and a ragout, 

And fish and soup, by some side-dishes back’d. 

Can give us either pain or |rieasure, who 
Would pique himself on intellects, whose use 
Depends so much upon the gastric juice? 

XXXllI. 

The other evening (’t was on Friday last)— 

This is a fact, and no poetic faUe— 

Just as my great coat was about me cast. 

My hot gloves still lying on the table,’’ 

I hei^ a shot—’t was eight o’clock scarce past— 

And running out as fast as I was able,’ 

I found the notary commandant 

Stretch’d in the street, and able scarce to fiam. 



_ JtMI. 

Poor fellow! ferMBM Mi(% nn^ 4*4, As they war* ploddhag on their wiad^ wy, . 

They hid rioinhira with few Angi;^ left Urn there Throu^ on^e bowen, lari junuae, IM «o ferth, 

To pei^onthe puteaMot: 10 (Of whi<fel might hare ijpiod deal to my, 

Him borne hito fee houie and fee elair, There being no such profusion in fee North 

And stripp’d, and feokM to - '- . »- "B at adiy ihmld I idd (Of oriental ptants, “ etcstera " 

More circumstances 1 rain was erery care; But that of late your scriWera think it woife 

The man was gene; in some Italian quarrel Their while to tear whole hotbeds in feeir wodn, 

Kill’d by five l^ets from an old guo-baireL* Because one poet travell’d ’mongst the Turks:) 


xitar. , 

I gazed upon him, ibr I knew him well; 

And, feough 1 have seen many ompses, nerer 
Saw one, whom such an accident befell, [lirer, 

So calm; feou|di pierced through stomach, heart, mid 
He seem’d to sleep, for you could scarcely tell 
(As he bled inwardly, no hideous river 
Of gore divulged the cause) that be was dead >- 
So as I gazed on him, 1 thought or said— 

XXIVI. 

“Can feis be death ? fe«i what is life or death % 

Speak 1’’ but he spoke not; “ wakebut etiU he slept: 
But yesterday, and who had mightier breath t 
A thousand warriors by his word were kept 
In awe; he said, as the centurion saith, 

‘ Go,’ and he goeth; ‘ come,’ and forth he stepp’d. 
The tromp and bugle till he spake were dumb— 

And now nought M him but the muffled drum.’’ 

xxxvn. 

And they who waited once and worshipp’d—they 
With their rough faces throng’d about the bed, 

To gaze once more on the commanding clay 
'V^ich for the last thougli not the first time bled; 

And such an end! feat he who many a day 
Had faced Napoleon’s foes until they fled,— 

The foremast in the charge or in. the sally, 

Should now be butcher’d in a civic alley. 

XXXVIII. 

The scars of his old wounds were near his new, 

Those honourable scars which brought him lame; 
And horrid was the contrast to the view— 

But let me quit fee theme, as such things claim 
Perhaps even moi e attenticm than is due 
From me: I gazed (os oft 1 have gazed the same) 

To try if 1 could wrench aught out rf death, 

Which should confirm, or shake, or make a faith; 

XXXIX. 

But it was all a mystery. Here we are, 

And there we got—but tohere ? five bits of lead, 

Or three, or two, or one, send very far! 

And is this blood, then, form’d W to be shed ? 

Can every element our elements mar ? 

And air—earfe—water—fire live—and we dead ? 

We, whose minds comprehend all feioga t No more : 
But let us to fee story as before. 

XL. 

The purchaser of Juan and acquaintanee 
Bore off faia bargaim to a gilded boat, 

Endiark’d himself and them, and off they went thence 
As fast as oars could pull and water float; 

They lotdt’d like persons being led to sentence, 
Wondering what next, till ^ caique was braugkt 
Up in a little creek below a wall 
O’ntopp’d with eypresses dork-green and taU. 

XLI. 

Here their conductor tapping at fee widiet 
Of a small inm door, t’ was open’d, and 
He led them onward, feat through a low thicket 
Flank’d by lai^ grovee which lower’d on either hand: 
They almost lost their way, and had to pidc it— 

For night was closing ere fe^ came to land. 

The eutnidi made a sign to those on board, 

Who row’d oll^flhMnng feem without a word 


xun. 

As they were tbreadiog on their way, there came 
Into Don Juan’s head a thought, which he 
Whisper’d to his companion >-’t was fee same 
Which might have feen occiar’d to you or raft. 
Metbinks,”—said he—“ it would be no great shame 
If we should so-ike a stroke to set us free; 

Let’s knock that old black fellow on the head 
And march away—’t were easier done than said.” 

XLIT. 

’* Yes,” said the other, “ and when done, what then ? 

Horn get out 1 how the devil got we in? 

And when we once were fairly out, and when 
From Saint Bartholomew we have saved our iliin, 
To-morrow’d see us in some other den, 

And worse oft' than we hitherto have been; 

Besides, I'm hungry, and just now would take, 

Like Esau, ibr my birlhri^t, a beetsteak. 

XLV. 

' We must be near some place of man’s abode; 

For the old negro’s confidence in creeping. 

With his two captives, by so queer a road, 

Shows that he thinks his friends have not been sleeping 
*A single cry would bring them all abroad: 

’T is tlierofore better looking before leaping— 

And there, you see, feis turn has brought us through. 
By Jove, a noble palace !—lighted too.” 

^ XI.VI. 

It was indeed a wide extensive building 
Which open’d on their view, and o’er the fiont 
There seem’d to be besfirent a deal (if gilding 
And various hues, os is the Turkish w<»t,— 

A gaudy taste; for they arc little skill’d in 
The arts of which these lands were oace the font: 
Each villa on the Bosphortui looks a screen 
! New painted, or a pretty opera-scene. 

XtVII. 

And nearer as they came, a genial savoiir 
Of certain stews, and roast-meats, and piUtus, 

I Things whicli in himgry mortals’ eyes find favour. 

Made Juan in his harfe intentions pause. 

And put himself upon his good iiehavieur: 

I His friend, too, adding a new saving clause, 

Said, “ In Heaven’s name let’s get some supper now. 
And then I’m with you, if you’re for a row.” 

xnviii. 

Some talk of an appeal unto some passion, 

Some to men’s feelings, others to their reason; 

The last of these was never much the fashion, 

For reason thinks aU veasoning out of season, 
j Some speakers whine, and others lay the lash on. 

But more or less continue stfrl to tease on, 

With arguments aceording to their “ forte 
But no (me over dreams of being short. 

XLIX. 

But I digress: cf all appeals,—Although 
I grant the power of pathos, and of gold, 

Of beauty, flattery, thniats, a shilling,—no 
Method’s more sure at moments to take hold 
Of the best feelings cf mankind, which grow 
More tender, as we every day behold, 

Than that all-softening, o’erpowering knell, 

' The tocsin of the soul—^ dinner-bell. 



Oa Md V. 


Tuikqr eoouiiM BO «Bd y«t nen : 

And Join MdMi Siond, ifteit Si^heari 

No Ohriitita knoH lo tiUo, mw do line 
Of luqueTi laher to the feset prqwred, 

Tet amelt ra«iit-Dwat, beheld e huge lire riiine, 

And eookB in motion with their cleia emu hared, 
And gazed around them to the left end tight 
» With the ptO[dietic eye ofa|^ite. 

Ll. 

And giring up all notione of reeietance, 

They follow’d eloee behind their sable guide, 

Who U|{le thought that his own erack’d ezistenee 
Was on the point ef being set aside; 

He motion’d them to stdp at some smell distanoe, 
And knocking at the gate, ’t was open’d wide. 

And a magnificent large hall display'd 
The Asian pomp of Ottoman parade. 

in. 

I won’t describe; descriptimi is my forte, 

But every foot describes in these bright days 
His wond'rous journey to some foreign court, 

.^nd spawns his quarto, and demands your praise— 
Death to his publisher, to him't is sport; 

While nature, tortured twenty thousand ways, 
Resigns herself with ezemplnry patience 
To guide-books, rhymes, tours, ritetohes, illustrations. 

iiii. 

Along this hall, and up and down, some, squatted 
Upon their hams, were occupied at chess; 

Othom in monosyllable talk chatted. 

And some seem’d much in love with their own dress; 
And divots smoked superb pipes decorated 
With amber mouths of greater price or loss; 

And several strutted, others slept, and some 
Prepared for supjier with a glass of mm.’ 

itv. 

As the black eunuch enter’d with his brace 
(X purchased infidels, some raised their eyes 
A moment witliout slackening from their pace; 

But those who sale ne’er stirr’d in any wise: 

One or two stared the captives in the face, 

Jmt as one views a horse to guess his price; 

Some nodded to the negro from their station, 

But no one troubled him with conversation. 

IV. 

He leads them through the hall, and, without stopping. 
On through a farther range of goodly rooms. 

Splendid but silent, save in one, where, dr(qiping,° 

A marble fountain echoes through the glooms 
Of night, which robe the chamber, or where popping 
Some female head most curiously presumes 
To thrust its black eyes throu^ the door or lattice, 

As wondering what the devil noise that is. 

ivi. 

Some faint lamps gleaming from Ae lolly walls 
Gave lig^t enough to hint their farther way, 

But not enough to show the imMrial halla 
In all the flashing of their full\rray; / 

Perhaps there’s nothing—1 ’ll not say appals, 

But saddens more by night as well as day, 

Than an enormous room without a soul 
To break the lifeless splendour of the whole. 

ivn. 

Two or three seem so little, one seems nothing: 

In deserts, forests, crowib, or by the shore, 

There solitude, we know, has her foil growth in 
The spots which were her realms for ever more: 

)&it in a mighty halt or gallety, both in 
More modem buildings and fliose built cf yore, 

A kind of death comes o’er us all okme, 

Seeing what ’■ meant for many wifo but one. 


tVIB. 

A neat, snug study on a winler^ nkbt, 

A bode, fliend, singla lady, or a |ian 
Of diietp Mutdvinehf end an 
Are things which make an Engltdi aveniif IWM; 

Tbou^ oerta no means so grand a sight 
As is a theatre lit up by gas, 

I pass my evenings in long galtwiai soMy, 

And that’s ths reason I’m so mslsncholy, 

Alas! nun makes tfiat great which makes him little! 

I grant you in a cl»ircb’t is veiy well; 

What speaks of Heaven should by no means be brittle, 
But strong and lasting, till no tongue can tdl 

Their names who rear’d it; but huge heuses fit ill_ 

And huge tombs worse—mankind, since Adam ftll; 
Methinks the story of the tower of Babel 
Might teach them this miwh better than I’m able 

LX, 

Babel was Nimrod’s hunting-seat, and then 
A town of gardens, waUs, and w^ih amazing. 
Where Nabuchadonosor, king of men, 

Reign’d, till one summer’s day he took to grazing. 
And E^iel tamed tlie lions in their den, 

The people’s awe and admiratimi raising; 

’T was famous, too, for Thisbe and for Pyramus, 

And the calumniated Uueen Bemiramis. 

ixi. 

» ♦ ♦ * * 


LXIt. 

But to resume,—should there be, (what may not 
Be in these days ?) some infidels, who don’t. 
Because they can’t find out the very spot 
Of that same Babel, or because they won’t, 

(Though Claudius Rich, esquire, some bricks has got, 
And written lately two memoirs upon’t,) 

Believe the lews, those unbelievers, who 
Must be believed, though lliey lielieve not you>— 

LXIII. 

Yet let them thiidc that Horace has express’d 
Shortly and sweetly the masonic folly 
Of those, forgetting the great [dace of rest, 

Who give themselves to architecture wholly; 

We know where things and men most end at last | 

A moral (like alt morals) melancholy, 

And “ Et sepulcri immemor struis demos” 

Shows that we build when we should but entomb us. 

LXIV. 

At last they reach’d a quarter most retired, 

Wliere echo woke as if fiom a long slumber; 
Though full of all things which coukt be desired, 

One wonder’d what to do with such a number 
Of articles which nobody required; 

Here wealth had done its uttnoat to encumber 
With fomiture an exquisite apertment, 

Whiifo puzzled nature much to know what art meant. 

LXV. 

It seem’d however, but tot^en on 
A range or suit o( further chambers, which 
Mi[d>t lead to heaven knows where; but in this one 
'The moveables were prodigally rich; 

Sofoa't was half a sin to sit upon 
So costly were they; carpets every ititeh 
Of workmanship eo rare, thad made yon wish 
You could glide o’er them like a gol^ fish 







tan. 

The black, howeveci laiAaiit faanfly’deigning 
A glance at that niitch la^ tbe daeee in wraider, 

’ Tnmpled what they eearee trad fir fear of etainiiig, 

A* if die ndky way fiieir feet wae under 
With all ita atan; and with a atieteh au^ing 
A certain preaa or cupboard, nicfaed in yon^ir 
In that remote reoeaa which you may aee— 

Or if you do n’t, the fenit ia not in me i 

LXTIt. 

’ 1 with to be perapicuoua: and the butck, 

I any, unlockiag tbe receaa, pull’Afetth 
A quantity of dsmea fit fir the back 
Of any Muaaulnian, whato’er hie worth ; 

And of rariety there wai no lade— 

And yet, though 1 bare aaid there waa no dearth, 

, He choae hiinaeu to point out what he thought 
Moat proper for the Chriatiana he had bought. 

LXiriii. 

The Buit he thought moat auitable to each 
Waa, for the elder and the atouter, firat 
A Caiuiiote cloak, which to the knee might reach, 

And tnmaara not ao tight that they would buret. 

But auch aa fit on Aeiatic breach; 

A ehawl, whoae folda in Caahmire bad been nurat, 

: Slippera of aaSron, dagger rich and handy; 

In ehort, all thinga wfaicli form a Turkish dandy. 

I.XZK. 

While lie waa dressing. Baba, their black friend. 

Hinted tlie vast advantages which tliey 
Might probably attain both in the end, 

If tliey would but pursue the proper way 
Which fortune plainly seem’d to recommend; 

And then he added, tliut he needs must say, 

“ ’T would greatly tend to better difer condition, 

' If they would condescend to circumcision. 

nxx. 

“ For his own part, he really abould rejoice 
To see them true believers, but no less 
, Would leave his pnqiosition to their choice.” 

The other, thanking him for this excess 
Of goodness in thus leaving them a voice 
In auch a trifie, acarcely could express 
” SutBciently (he said) his approbation 
Of all tbe cuatoma of this [Mlish’d nation, 

LXXI. 

“ For his own share—he saw but small abjection 
To so respectable an ancient rite. 

And allcr swallowing down a alight reflection, 

, _ For which he own’d a present appetite. 

He doutUed not a few hours of reflection 
’ Would reconcile him totliebnainesa qnite.”— 

” Wilt it ?” aaid Juan, sharply; “ Strike me dead, 

: But they as soon ahall oircumciae my head— 

I.XXII. 

‘‘ Cut off a thousand heads, befo r e Now pray,” 

Replied tbe other, “do not internipt: 

Too put me out in what I had to say. 

Sir!—as I aaid, aa soon as I have supp’d 
I shall perpend if your proposals may 
Be such as 1 can proparly accept; 
provided always your great goodom adll 
Remits the matter to our own fiwewiU.” 

nxxni. 

; Baba eyed Juan, and said * Be so good 

As dress ynunelf—” and iwinteid out a suit 
In whidi a prineasa ’with groat pleasure would 
Array her limbs; but Juan standing mute, 

As not being in a masquerading mwd, 

Gw» it kick with fakdOMstian foot; 

And when Iteietd negro told hnn to “ Get ready.” 
Replied, “OM gentleman, I'm not a lady.” 


i.xsr. 

“What you may be, I neither kxww aor ease,* 

Said Baba, ” bid pray do as I darire, 

I have no more time nor muqr winds to apuo.” 

“ At least,” aaid Joan, “ aura 1 may inquito « 

The cause of this odd travesty “ Forbeair,” 

Said Baba, “ to be curious :’t wiH traaapii^ 

No doubt, in pnqier place, and time, and 
I hare no authority to telt tbaieasmi.” 

naxT. 

“ Then if I do,” said Juan, “ I ’U bo—” “ Hold!” 

Rejoin’d the negro, “ pray be not provoking; 

This spirit’s well, but it may wax too bold, 

And you will find us not too fetid of joking.” ' 

“ What, sir,” said Juan, ” shall h e’er be told 
That I unsex’d my dress 7” But Baba, stroking 
The things down, said—” Incense me, and I eali 
Those who will leave you of no sex at alU 

I.XXVI. 

“ I offer you a handsome suit of clothes: 

A woman’s, true; but then there is a cauae [loathes 

Why you should wear them.”—“ What, though my soul 
The effeminate garb ?”—^Thus, after a short pause, 
Sigh’d Juan, muttering also some slight oaths, 

“ What the devil sliall I do with this gauze?” 
Thus he profanely term’d llie finest lace 
Which e’er set off a marriage>motniDg face. 

i-xxrii. 

And then he swore; and, sighing, on he slipp’d 
A pair of trowsers of flesb-colour’d silk; 

Next with a virgin zone be was equipp’d. 

Which girt a slight chemise as white as milk; 

But, tugging on his petticoat, he tripp’d. 

Which—as wc say—or as the Scotch say, tehSk, 

(The rhyme obliges me to this;—sometimes 
Kings are not more imperative than rhymes)— 

XXXTIII. 

Whilk, which (or. what you please) was owing to 
His garment’s novelty, and his being awkwaid; 

And yet at lost he managed to get througli 
His toilet, diough no doubt a little ba^ward; 

The negro Baba help’d a little too, 

When some untoward part of raiment stuck hard; 
And, wrestling both his anus into a gown. 

He paused and took a survey up and down, 

I.XXIX. 

One difiiculty still remain’d,—^his hair 
Was hardly long enough; but Baba found 
So many false lung tresses all to spare, 

That soon his head was most completely crown’d, 
After the manner then in fashion there; 

And this additicxi witli such gems was bound 
As suited the erutnMe of his toilet. 

While Baba made him comb his head and oil it. 

LXXX. 

And now being femininely all array’d, 

Witli some small aid from scissors, paint, and tweezera, 
He look’d in almost all respects a maid. 

And Baba smilingly aSaLaim’d, “You soe, sirs, 

A perfect transformation here diqtlay’d; 

And now, then, you must come al^ with me, siia, 
That is—the lady.'’’—dapping hie han^ twice, 

Four blacks were at bie elbow in a trice. 

LXXXI. 

“ You, air,” said Baba, nodding to tbe coe, 

“ Will please to accompany those gentlemen 
To supper; but you, worfoy Christian nun. 

Will fdlow me: no trifling, air: £>r when 

What fear you? think you this a lion's dim ? 

Why't is a palace, where the tnfly wise 
Anticipate the Pn^et’e paradise. 



•■You fool! I ten you no one meaoa you Imm.” 

<■ So nocb the better,” Juan wud, “ for them; 

Elee they aloU fed die weight of tl^ my arm, 

Which ia DM ijaite ao light ” y°» mey deem, 
lyieldtfaui&r; but icon wiU break the diarm, 

Vt any tdce me for that whidi I aeem; 

So that I truat, for every bodya aake, 

That thia diaguiae may lead to no miatake.” 

LXXZIII. 

“ Blockhead! come on, and aee,” quoth Baba; ediile 
Don Joan, turning to hie comrade, who, 

Though somewhat grieved, could scarce iia-bear a smile 
Upw the metamorphosis in view, 

“Farewell!” they muftially exclaim'd: “this soil 
Seems fertile in adventures strange and new; 

One's turn’d half Mussulman, and one a maid. 

By thia old black enchanter’s unsought aid.” 

nxxxiv. 

“ Farewell!” said Juan; “ should we meet no more, 

I wish you a good appetite.”-—'* Farewell!” 

Replied the other; “ though it grieves mo sore; 

When we next meet wo’ll have a tale to tell; 

We needs must follow when Pate puts from shore. 

Keep your good name; though Eve herself once fell.” 
“ Nay,” quoth the maid, “ the Sultan’s self shan’t carry 
Unless his highness promises to marry me.” [mo, 

LXXXV. 

And thus they parted, each by separate doors; 

Baba led Juan onward, room by room. 

Through glittering galleries and o’er marble floors, 

Till a gigantic portal through the gloom, 

Haughty and huge, along the distance towers; 

And wafted far arose a rich perfume: 

Jt seem’d as though they came upon a shrine, 

For all was vast, still, fragrant, and divine. 

I.ZZZV1. 

The giant door was broad, andbri^ and high, 

Of gilded bronze, and carved in curious guise; 
Warriors thereon were battling furiously; 

Here stalks the victor, there the vanquish’d lies; 

There captives led in triumph droop the eye. 

And in perspective many a squadron flies: 

It seems the work of tiroes before the lino 
or Rome transplanted fell with Constantine. 

LXXXVII. 

This massy portal stood at the wide close 
Of a huge hall, and on its either side 
Two little dwarfs, the least you could suppose. 

Were sate, like ugly imps, as if allied 
In mockery to the enormous gate whidi rose 
O’er them in almost pyraraidic pride: 

The gate so splendid was in all its/saturss,* 

You never thought about these little creatures, 

nxxxvni. 

Until you nearly trad on them, and then 
You started back in horror to survey 
The wondrous hideousness of those small men. 

Whose colour was not Uackt nor white, nor gray, 

But an extraneous mixture, which no pra 
Can trace, although perhaps the pencil may; 

They were misshapen pigmies, deaf and dumb— 
Monaters, who cost a no less monstrous sum. 

XXXXIX. 

Their duty was—for they were strong, end though 
They look’d so little, did strong •fliingB at tbues— 

To ope this do«, whidi they could really do, 

hinges being as smo^ as Rogers’ drones; 

And DOW ^ then, with tough strhigs of the bow, 

As is the custom of those eastern dimes, 

To give seme rebd Pacha a cravikt; 

For mutes are generally used for that. 


They spoke by signs—that k, not sptto it sH: 

And, locking 1^ two inccdii, they gtuod 
As Baba with hie fin g er s m ade them^l 
To heaving back tiffi portal folds: it scared 
Juan a moment, as this pair so small 
With aluinking serpent optics on hha stared; 

It was as if their little looks couM pmson 
Or fascinate whome’er they fix’d their eyes on. 

. XCJ. 

Before they enter’d, Baba paused to bint 
To Juan some slight lessons as his guide; 

“ If you could just contrive,” he said, “ to stint 
That somewhat manly majesty of stride, [in ’()- 
’T would be as well, and—(though there ’e not 
To swing a Utile less from side to side, 

Which has at times an aspect of the oddest; 

And also, could you look a little modest, 

xcii. 

’T would be convenient; for these mutes have eyes 
Like needles, which might pierce those pettiooats; 
And if they should discover yoin- disguise. 

You know how nearnis the deep Bosphorus floats; 
And you and I may chance, ere rooming rise, 

To find our way to Marmora without boats. 

Stitch’d lip in sacks—a mode of navigation 
A good deal practised here upon occasion.” 

XCIII. 

With this encouragement, he ied the way 
Into a room still nobler than the last; 

A rich confusion form’d a disarray 
In such sort, that the eye along it cast 
loiild hardly carry any thing away, 

Object on cfliject J^’d so bright and fest; 

A dazzling mass o4||em8, and gold, and glitter 
Magnificently mingled in a Utter. 

xciv. 

Wealthliad done wonders—taste not much; suchthings, 
Occur in orient palaces, and even 
In the more chasten’d domes of western kings, 

(Of which I’ve also seen some six or seven,) 

Where I can't say or gold or diansmd flinga 
Much bistro, there is ranch to be fiirgiven; 

Groups of bad atatuos, tables, chairs, and pictures, 

On which I cannot (lause to make my strictures. 

xcv. 

In this imperial hall, at distance lay 
Under a canopy, and there reclined 
Quite in a confidential queenly way, 

A lady. Baba stopp’d, and kneeling, sign’d 
To Juan, who, though not much used to pray, 

Knelt down by instinct, wondering in his mind 
What aU this meant; while Baba bow’d and bended 
His head, until the ceremony ended. 

xevt. 

The lady, rising up with such an air 
As Venus rose wiSi from the wave, on diem 
Bent like an antelope a Paphian pair 
or eyes, whiifli ptit out each sarrounding gem 
And, raising up an arm as moonlight hir, 

She sign’d to Baba, who first kitt’d the hem 
Of her deep-puiqile robe, and, speaking low 
’’ointed to Juan, who remain’d below. 

xcvxt. 

Her presence was as lofty as her state; 

Her beauty of that overpowering kht^ 

Whoso foroe deseriptitm only woidd sb^; 

I’d rather leave it much to your own nnnd, 

Thun lessen it by what I could relate 
Of forma and features; it would strikk yon faihliii 
Could I do justice to tfaeftiU detaU; 

So, luckily for both, my ]dirases foil. 



xxsfm. 

Tfaii loudiiMMVTW Iinay 
Wm 1^, thqr iiiiiht nM aix Nid twMtj ipriiigi, 
Sot llim we fiMM woich TiuB to touch ibibeus, 
Aad tun» Ui «7&e to vulgir thiii|i, 

-Sudi M WM Mcty’i, CteMO of B«tt; tamo—toan 
■ And lomdMtoogr.i uri mrw wriogi 
itChcnM from tho efarnmar—yet tome Mvar grow 
Ibr iMtH»to-4fiani 4* I’Knoiot- 

MI*. 

:iaMcpake tome werdoto bor atteadafito, who 
; CampaaadachobofgirHtoBoradaiMn, 

Aud were all dad ahko; Itte Joan, too, 

- . Who wore their unifiirm, by Baba duaen: 

finn’d a my n^m^iMike looking crew, 

: mi^ bm ca&'d DianaV chorus “ oowin,** 

iAsAras oitiward show jm^ eonreepond; 

I wMdtbe bail &r any thing beyoed. 

\ c. 

hey haw’d obeisance and withdrew, retiring, 

. Butnot by the same door through which cams in 
;8aba and Jma, whidi last stood admiring, 
t At sosse small distance, all heaaw within 
i'^is strange saloon, much fitted ibr inspiring 
Marveliind praise: ibr both or' none things win; 
f And I must say 1 ne’er could see the very 
>Cheat higipmess d* the “ Nil admirari.” 


And be advanced, ^tt bad paoe, 

Thoufdi OB moM AsTMMAbrsd! ev frdrar frn|Mn 
No lips ere left their tnuNBiay ttncet 
On such as these die lip too fondly liagws. 

And for <me kiss woidd &itt ingirint a fai^, 

As you will see, if die you l^e wiB hilng hem 
In contact; and somatiniee even »frir atmogerta 
An ahnoat twelmnenth’s constpney midangam. 

cru. 

The lady eyed him o’er and o’er, and bade 
Baba retire, whioh be obey’d, in style, 

As if well ue^ to the retreating taada; 

And taking hints in good part all the while. 

He whisper’d Juan not to be afraid, 

And, iocdnng on him with a sort of smile, 

Took leave with such a face of satisfaction. 

As good men wear who have drnie a virtuous actioa. 

CTIII. 

When he was gone, there was a sudden change: 

1 know not wbal might be the lady’s thou^t. 

But o’er her bri^t brow flash’d a hmndt strange, 

And into her clear cheek the blood was brou^t, 
Blood-red as sunset summer clouds which range 
The verge of heaven; and in her large eyes wrought 
A mixture of sensations might be scaon’d, 

Of half volnptuousnese and half conunand. 


Cl. 

''Not teadmire is all the art I know 
(Plato truth,dear Murray, needs few flowers rfspeecli) 
To make me* happy, or to keep them so 
(So take it to the very words of Creech.) 

; Thus Horace wrote, we all know, tong ago; 

And thus Pope quotes the precep^to re-teacb 
.From bis tnmstotion; but hadnonsJpmirsd, 

Would Pope have sung, or Horace been iiwpired 7 

i, 

-^Hoba, whan aH the damsels were withdrawn, 
f Motion’d to Juan to approach, and then 
- A second time desired him to kneel down 
; And kiss the lady’s toot, whidi maxim when 
Be beard repeated, Juan with a frown 
Drew himself up to his full height again, 

And said “ It grieved him, but he could not stoop 
To any shoe, unless it shod the Pope.” 


cix. 

Her form had all the sofiiioss of her sex, 

Her features ail the sweetness of the devil, 

When he put on the cherub to perplex 
Eve, and paved (God knows how) the road to evil; 
The sun himself was scarce more free from specks 
Than she from aught at which the eye could cavil; 
Yet somehow there was something somewhere wanting, 
As if she rather order'd than was granting.— 

cx. 

Sometliing imperial, or imperious, threw 
A chain o’er all she did; that is, a chain 
Was thrown, as’t were, about the neck of you,— 

And rapture’s self will seem almost a pain 
With aught which looks like despotism in view: 

Our souls at least are free, and’t is in vain 
We would against them make the flosH obey— 

The spirit in the end will have its way. - 


cm. 

'Baba, indignant at this ill-timed pride, 

Made fierce remonstrances, and then a threat 
•Be mutter’d (but the last was given aside) 
j About a bowstring—quite to vain; not yet 
tWould Juan stoop, tbou^ ’t were to Mahomet’s bride: 
"I There’s nothing in the world like vignette, 
kingly chambers or imperial halls, 

'-‘fM oIm at the race and county bolls. 

ciT. 

^ stood like Atlss, with a worid of words, 
l^About his ears, and natMess would not bend; 

'^nie blood of all his line’s Castilton lords 
)' Boil’d in his vmns, and raflier than descend 
stain bis pedigree, a thousand swords 
' A thousand timee of him had made an end; 

At length perceiving toe could not stand, 

Saba proposed that he sho^ Idas toe hand. 


CXI. 

Her very smile was haughty, though so sweet; 

Her very nod was not an inclination; 

There was a self-will even in her small feetj 
As though they were quite conscious of her station- 
They trod as upon necks; and to ccsnplete 
Her state, (it is the custom of her nation,) 

A poniard deck’d her girdle, os toe sign 

She was a sultan’s bride, (thank Heaven, not mine.) 

CXII. 

‘ To hear and to obey” had been from birth 
The law of all around her; to fulfil ^ 

All phontaaies which yielded joy or mirth, ' 

Had been her slavea’ chief pleasure, as her will; 
Her blood was hi^, her beauty scarce of earth: 

Judge, then, if her caprices e’er stood st£S; 

Had she but bmn a Christian, -I’ve a notion 
We should have found out the " perpetual motion.” 


was an honourable compromise, 

; A hidf-way house of diptomatic rest, 

Where they might meet in much more peacefiil guise; 
; And Juan now his wiUingneis oqiress’d 
To use aB fit and proper oourtesies, 

Addinifi toot fids was commo n est and beat, 

'Pot throi^ toe South toe custom stiB c omm a nd s 
Tlw gmdleman to kim fits lac^s hands. 


cxin. 

Whate’er she saw and coveted was brought; 

Whate’er she did not see, if she supposed 
!t might be seen, with diligence was sought, 

And when’t was fiauid straightway the boiipin closed: 
There was no end unto the things she bought, 

Nm to the trouble wbicb hwrancies caused; 

Yet even her tyraimy had sneh a grace, 

The women pardon’d aB except her fiuse. 




Juin, dw 

Her «}W Mle;... 

She onler’d .wii4ir«% to be brasht, 

4 nd Bi^hid ne’er be«a kMiw» to 
In w; kind ^ to be 

Hkdbii ideirilctiowi where ud how to de&l: 

She had nofrodenoei but he had; and thk 
Explains the ^rb which Jam took amias. 

oxtr. 

Hie youth and featarea faToor’d the ditguiae, 

And should you aide how she, a seta's bride, 

Could risk or compass such strange phantasies, 

Thia I must leave sultanas to decide: 

Emperors are oi|ly husbands in wives’ eyes. 

And kings and consorts oil are mystiSed, 

As we may ascertain with due precision, 

Some by experience, others by tradition. 

cxvr. 

But to the main point, where we have been tending;— 
She now conceived all dilBculties past. 

And deem’d herself extremely condescending 
Wien being made her property at last, 

Without more preface, in her blue eyes blending 
Passion and power, a glance on him she east, 

And merely saying, “ Christian, canst thou love?” 
Conceived that phra-'O was quite enough to move. 

exvn. 

And so it was, in proper time and place 
But Juan, who had still his mind o'erflowing 
With Haidee's isle and soil Ionian face, 

Felt the warm blood, which in his face was glowing 
Rush back upon his heart, which fill’d apace, 

And left his cheeks as pale as snowdrops blowing: 
These words went through bis soul like Arab spears. 
So that he spoke not, but burst into tears. 

cxviir. 

She was a good deal shock’d; not shock’d at tears, 
For women shed and use them at their liking; 

But there is something when man’s eye appears 
Wet, still more disagreeable and striking; 

A woman’s tear-drop melts, a man half sears. 

Like molten lead, as if you thrust a pike in 
His heart, to force it out, for (to be shorter) 

To them’t is a relief, to us a torture. 

extx. 

And she would have consoled, but knew not how; 

Having no equals, nothing which had e’er 
Infected her with sympathy till now. 

And never having dreamt what’t was to bear 
Aught of a serious sorrowing kind, although 
There might arise some pouting petty care 
To cross her brow, she wonder’d how so near 
Her eyes another’s eye could shed a tear. 

cxx. 

But nature teaches more than power can spoil, 

And when a strong ^though a strange sensation 
Moves ' f a m ale hearts are such i> genial soil 
For kinder feelings, whatsoe'er their nation. 

They naturally pour the “ wine and oil,” 

Samaritans in every situation; 

And thus Gulbeyaz, thmigh she knew not why 
Felt an odd glistening moisture in her eye. 

CXXI. 

But tears most ati^ like all things else; and soon 
Juan, who for an instant had been moved 
To such a sorrow by the intrusive tone 
Ot one who dared to ask if “ ho had loved,” 

Gall’d back the stoic to his eyes, which shone 
Bright widi the very weakness he reproved; 

And mthough sensitive to beauty, he 
Feh mcMt indignant still at not iming free. 

• . » T 


,Chdb(7aK, fer ^ 

Was nmhh embanitli^' w iy B ipyiiit 
In an her Bfi) with rniumuttlik 'piSiti 

And «i she alao tisk’d W |M 
Him wfanm she apeant to tutor 'k'terap’a 4>igik 
Into a eomfbrtabb tdto-h'i^, 

To lose the hoar wodd mike her 'quite a nau^. 
And they bad wasted now slmost a quarter. 

** eaxta. 

I also would suggsSt,liM BlSla| tee, 

To gentlemen In tay midi uke ease, 

That is to say—in a meridiaja clime; 

WHh us there is more law given to die eSM, 
But here a small delay fbrros a great crime: 

So recollect that the extremsqt gtica 
Is just twe minutes ftir yonr dedaratlon—• 

A moment more would hurt your reputation. 

CXXtT 

Juan’s was good; and might hare been stilt bettofi 
But he hod got Haidee into his head: 

However strange, he could not yet ftirget her, 

Which mode him seem exceedUigly ill-bred. 
Guibeyax, who look’d on him as her debtor 
For having had him to the palace led. 

Began to blush up to the eyes, and then 
Grow deadly pale, and then blush back again, 
cxzr. 

At length, in an imperial way, she laid 
Her hand on his, and bending on his eyes, 

Which needed not an empire to persuade. 

Look’d into his for lore, where none r^ies: 

Her brow grew Wackjbut she would not upbraid. 

That being the lasiPbng a proud woman tries: 

She rose, and, pausing one chaste moment, threw 
Herself upon his breast, and there she grew. 

exxvi. 

This was an awkward test, as Juan found, 

But he was steel’d by sorrow, wrath, and nride, 
With gentle force her white arms he unwound. 

And seated her all drooping by his side. 

Then rising haughtily he glanced around. 

And looking coldly in her face, he cried, 

“ The prison’d eagle will not pair, nor I 
Serve a sultana’s sensual phantasy. 

CXXTIl. 

‘ Thou osk’st if I can love ? be tbit the proof 
How much I have loved—that I love not <Am .' 

In this vile garb, the distaff’s web and woof 
Were fitter for me: love is for the flno! 

I am not daxricd by this splendid roof. 

Whate’er thy power, and great it seems to bo— 
Heads bow, knees bend, eyes watch around a throne, 
And bands obey—our hearts are still our own.” 
cxxnn. 

This was a truth to us extremely trite. 

Not so to her who ne’er bad heard nish thl^; 

Sbe deem’d her least command must yield delight. 
Earth being only made for queens and Stags. 

If hearts lay on the loft side or the right 
Slie hardly knew, to such potfeetion brings 
Legitimacy its bom votaries, when 
Aware of their due royel ri|^ts o’er men. 

CXXIX. 

Besides, as has been said, sbS was so &ir 
As even in a much humbler lot had made 

A kingdom or confusion any wbeie; 

And also, as may bo presumed, she lud 
Some stress upem tlioso charms which eektosn are 
By the possessors thrown into the ritade p*- 
3 he tlioughi hers gave a double “ ri^ dlvtae,” 

And half of Oot opinion ’• alto miiie. 
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w (if jan 

V„ T«! wlio )Mve)wplfii^eMi£iQr when;(^ 

j!IWs ioiw, rriofs'^Mperate hem waging 

^'''' {MMra with yoa, and be«n in&e decays stung 
5^ your rrfusal, r»t?dlleet her raging ! 
f; Or recoHoct all tbirt was said or sung 
^^Oa such a subject; then suppose the face 
JiOt a young downright beauty in this case. 

't ■ cixxt. t 

i^blppoie, but you already have supposed, 

The spouse <^Patipbar, the I.ady Bot^, 
quadra, aod aO Which story has disclosed 
j; W good examples; pity that so few by 
. 'dats and private tutors are expoaed, 

To educate—ye youth of Europe—you by! 

^ut when you have supposed the few we know, 
tSTou can’t suppose Guibeyai’ angry brow. 

CXXXII. 

tigress robb’d pf young, a lioness, 

'Or any interesting boast of prey, 
similes at band for the distress 
>; Of ladies who cannot have tlieir own way; 

^ut though nw turn will not be served with less. 

These do nH express one half what I should say: 
■/^vt what is stealing young ones, few or many, 

. To cutting short their hopes of having any ? 

f, CXXXIII. 

The love of offspring’s nature’s general law, 

Frran tigresses and cubs to ducks and ducklings; 

}• There’s nothing whets the beak or arms the claw 
. Like an invasion of their babos and sucklings; 

And all who have seen a human nursery, saw 
Howmothers love their children^quedls and chucklings 
This strong extreme edect (to tir^o longer 
Your patience) shows the cause must still be stronger. 


cxxxvm. 

It teaches them that they are Sesh and bhxid, 

It also gently bints to diem that othen. 

Although of clay, are not yet quite of mud; , 
That urns and pipkins are but fragile brothera, 'll 
And works of the same pottery, bod or good, 

Though not ah bom of the same sires and mother* 
It teaches—^Heaven knows only what it teaches, 

But sometimes it may mend, and often roaches. 

cxxxix. 

Her first thought was to cut off Juan’s head; 

Her second, to cut only his—acqoaintanco; 

Her third, to ask him where he had been bred; 

Her fourth, to rally him into repentance; 

Her fifth, to call her maids and |o to bed; 

Her sixth, to stab herself; her seventh, to sentence 
The lash to Baba;—but her grand resource 
'Was to sit down again, and cry of course. 

CXL. 

She thought to stab herself, but then she had 
The dagger close at hand, which made it awkward; 
For eastern stays are little made to pad, 

So that a poinard pierces if’t is stuck hard 
She thought of killing Juan—but, poor lad! 

Though he deserved it well for being so backward, 
The cutting off his head was not the art 
Most likely to attain her aim—bis heart. 

cxni. 

Juan was moved: he had mode up his mind 
To be impaled, or quarter’d as a dish 
For dogs, or to bo slain with pangs refined. 

Or thrown to lions, or made baits for fish. 

And thus heroically stood resign’d, 

Kathcr than sin—except to his own wish 
But all his groat preparatives for dying 
Dissolved like snow before a woman crying. 


cxxxiv. 

If I said fire Hash’d from Gulbeyaa’ eyes, 

’T were nothing—for her eyes flash’d always Are; 
Or said her cheeks assumed the deepest dyes, 

I should but bring disgrace upon the dyer. 

So supernatural was her passion’s rise; 

For ne'er till now she knew a check’d desire; 

Even you who know what a check’d woman is, 
(Enough, God knows!) would much fall short of this. 


cxtii. 

As through his palms Bob Acres’ valour oozed 
So Juan’s virtue ebb’d, I know not how; 

And first he wonder’d why he had refused 
And tlien, if matters could bo made up now ; 
And next his savage virtue ho accused, 

Just as a friar may accuse his vow. 

Or as a dame repents her of her oath, 

'Which mostly ends in some small breach of both. 


cxxxv. 

Her rage was but a minute’s, and’t was well— 

''' A moment's more had slain her; but the while 
It lasted, ’t was like a short glimpse of hell: 

Naught's more sublime than energetic bile, 
rhough horrible to see yet grand to tell, 
i Like ocean warring ’gainst a rocky isle; 
s And the deep passions flashing tlirough her form 
Made her a beautiful embodi^ storm. 

OXXXVI. 

; A vulgar tempest’t were to a Typhoon 
To match a common fury with her rage, 

1< And yet abe did not wont to reach the moon. 

Like moderate HoUipur on the immorUil page; 
Her anger pitched into a lower tune. 

Perhaps tha fault d her aoft sex and age— 

Her wish was but to “ kill, kill, kill,” like Lear’s, 
Aud then her thirst of blood was quench’d in tears. 


CXXIII. 

So ho began to stammer some excuses; 

But words are not enough in such a matter, 

Although you borrow’d all that e’er tlie muses 
Have sung, or even a dandy’s dandiest chatter, 

Or all the figures Castlercagh abuses; 

Just as a languid smile began to flatter 
His peace was making, but before ho ventured 
Further, old Baba rather briskly enter’d. 

CXI,IV. 

‘ Bride of the Sun! and Sister of the Moon!” 

(’T was thiffl he spake) “ and Empress of the Earth 
Whose frown would pjit the spheres all out of tune, 
Whose smile makes all the planets dance with mirth, 
Your slave brings tidings—he hopes not too toon— 
Which your sublime attention may be worth; 

The Sun himself has sent me like a ray 
To hint that ho is coming up this way.” 


CXXXVII. 

A storm it raged, and like the storm it pass’d, 

Pan’d without words—in fact she could not speak; 
And then her sex’s shame broke b at last, 

A sentiment till then in her but weak, 

But nqgr it flow’d in natumi and fast, 

Ali|M|jilMer through an' unexpected leak, 
hCMHilihlt htmtM-«»nd humiliation 
ItflgtMtiawnfHilariJIMide in her motion. 


extv. 

■ Is it,” exclaim’d Gulbeyaz, “ as you say ? 

I wish to heaven he would not shine UU morning! 

But bid my women form tlie milky way. 

Hence, my old comet! give the stars due warning— 
And, Christian! mingle with them as you may; 

And, as you’d have me pardon your past Booming—’ 
Here they were interrupted by a humming 
Sound, and then by a cry, “ the Sultan’s coining ” 
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cxtvi. 

First csme kar dAnseb, a, decorous file, 

And tbeo his highness’ eunuchs, binck snd white; 
The train aight reaidi a quarter of a mile: 

His mqjesqr was always so polite 
As te announce bis visits a long while 
Before he came, especially at night; 

For being the last wife of Iho emperor. 

She was of course the favourite of the four. 

CXI-VII. 

His highness was a man of solemn port, 

Shawl’jl to the nose, and boarded to the eyes, 
Snatch’d from a prison to preside at court. 

His lately bowstrupg brother caused his rise ; 

He was as good a sovereign of the sort 
As any mentirm’d in the histories 
Of Cantemir, or Knollos, where few shine 
Save Solyman, the glory of their line.* 

CXl^TIIl. 

He went to mosque in state, and said bis prayers 
With more than “ oriental scrupulosity;” 

He left to his vizier all state affairs. 

And show’d but little royal curiosity 
I know not if he had domestic cares—' 

No process proved connubial animosity; 

Four wives and twice five hundred maids, unseen, 
Were ruled as calmly as a Christian queen. 

CXLIX. • 

If now and then there happen’d a slight slip, 

Little was heard of criminal or crime ; 

The story scarcely pass’d a single lip—. 

The sack and sea had settled all in time, 

From which the secret nobody could rip : 

The public knew no more than does this rhyme 
No scandals made the daily press a curse— 

Alorals were better, and tlic fish no worse. 

CL. 

He saw with his own eyes the moon was round. 

Was also certain that the earth was square. 
Because he had journey’d fifty miles, and found 
No sign that it was circular any where; 

His empire also was without alxiund: 

'T is true, a little troubled here and there. 

By rebel pachas, and encroaching giaours, 

Bui then they never came to “ tho Seven Towers 

CLI. 

Except in shape of envoys, who were sent 
To lodge there when a war broke out, according 
To the true law of natitais, which ne’er meant 
Those scoundrels who have never had a sword in 
Their dirty diplomatic hands, to vent 
Their spleen in making strife, and safely wording 
Their lies, yclept despatches, without risk or 
The singeing of a single inky whisker. 

CLII. 

He had fifty daughters and four dozen sons. 

Of whom all such as came of age^were stow’d, 

The former in a palace, where like nuns 
They lived till some bashaw was sent abroad, 
When aha, whose turn it was, wedded at once, 
Sometimes at six years old—though this seems odd, 
'T is true; the reason is, that the bashaw 
Must make a present to his sire in law. 

CLIII. 

Bis sons were kept in prison till they grow 
Of years to fill a bowstring or tho throne, 

«9ne or the other, but which of the two 
Could yet be known unto the fates alone; 

Meantime the education they went through 
Was princely, as the proob have always shown ; 

, So that the heir apparent still was foimd 

less deserving to be hang’d than crown’d. 


hW- 

His majesty saluted his flqfffi) .QKNIM . 

With an the ceremonies of his raolq^ . 

Who clov’d her sparkling eyes and her IkmMi;' 

As suits a matron who has play’d p prank: 

These must seem douhV mindfiil of their vewa, 

To save th* credit ofwir breaking baidt; 

To no men are such conlial greetings given 
As those whose wivtji have made them fit lor haavoD. 

ctv. 

His highness cast arofind his great black eyes, 

And looking, as he always look’d, peroeivod 
Juan among the damsels in disguise. 

At which he seem’d no whit saqprised, nor grieved,. 
But just remark’d with air sedate and wise, '' 

.._ „ .'a* hsaved, 

■' I see you ’vo bought anollior girl; *1 is pity 
That a mere Christian should be half so pretty.” 

OLVS. 

This compliment, which drew all eyes upon 
The new-bought virgin, made her blush and shtks 
Her comrades, also, thou^t themselves undone: 

Oh, Mahomet! that his majesty should take 
Such notice of a giaour, while scarce to one 
Of them his lips imperial ever spake! 

There was a general whisper, toss, and wriggle, 

Dut etiquette forbade tliem all to giggle. 

CL VII. 

The Turks do well to shut—at least, sometimes— 

Tho women up—because, in sad reality, 

Their chastity in these unliappy climes 
Is not a thing of that astringent quality, 

Which in the north provents precocious crimes. 

And makes our snow less pure than our nxsulity; 

Tho sun, which ycvly melts tlie polar ioe, 

“das quite the contrary effect on vice, 

CLVIII. 

Tims far our chronicle; and now we pause. 

Though not for want of matter; but't is time, 
iccording li> the ancient epic laws. 

To slacken sail, and anchor with our rhyme. 

.et this fifth canto meet with due applause, 

Tho sixth shall have a touch of the sublime, 
deanwhile, as Homer sometimes sleeps, perhaps 
“ou ’ll pardon to my muse a few short na[is. 


PREFACE 

TO 

CANTOS VI. VII. VIH. 

The details of the sioge ot Ismail in two of the fid- 
I lowing cantos (t. e. tho 7th and 8th) are token fiwma 
'rench work, entitled ” Hiatoire do la Nouvette Russia.” 
Some of the incidents attributed to Wm Juan really 
ccurred, partieululy the circumstance of his saving 
le infant, which was tho actual case of tho late Duo 
5 Richelieu, then a young volimteor in tho Russian 
ervico, and afterwards the founder snd boneiactor of 
Messa, where his name and memory can never cease 
0 be regarded with reverence. In the course of these 
antos, a stanza or two will be found relative to tho 
ite Marquis of Londonderry, but written some time 
efore his decease. Had that person’s oKganfity dtsd 
rith him, they would have been suppress^; as it is, 1 
ira aware rf nothing in the manner of his death or of 
[S life to prevent the free expression of the opinions 
■ all whom his whole existence was consumsd in en- 
eavmiring to enslave. That he ■ijas an amia^ man 
private life, may or may not be true; but with this 



htm wi|hiii( to do: and u to kmentuig his j oppression, or over-pensioned hoaucides to tha impioat 
, it add }>s time enport when IMond has ceased lailisnce which iosulu die world with the name of" Hid; T’ 
lie aMom ibr his ' As a minister, 1, for one of I have no wish to ttani|de on the dfdionaured or the 
^^^ilttoiie, tockod imonhimaathe h^ in inten dead; btd it wouM he weSifthe adherents to die chusea 

'''4aa, and die WtiiweM in intelleot, that ever tjrrannizee from whence those persona sprung should ahatma litdo 
j.oeer a owwti;, It is the fiM time indeed since the of the cant which is the crying sin of this dodble-dotdiag 
^jitsniaas, dkat Sadland has hieen insulted by a minuler and false-speaking time of aelfidi spmters, and—but 
:^at least} who com not a{ieak EngKah, and that Parlia enough for die present. 
itMat psrmitlad itself to M dictated to in the language 
'9: Mrs. Malaprop. 

Of the msnaer of his deadi litde need be said, except 
a poorndioat, such aa WdUdington or Watson. 

, :-4 ieut to throat, he wmdd have been teiried in a cross- 
with the nsnal iBnartesanoes of the stake and 

"i.ili. ___»1__ I__ 


But theaaiBiatorwaaanelegant lunatic—a sen- riAT^r^n xrr 

'^hiisntal suioids—he warely cut the “carotid artery’' CANTO VI. 

liOiteaain^ on thair ieaming!)—and lo! the pageant, and 
Ito abbey, and “ the syllables of didaur yelled forth’’ by 
‘*’>9 new^pert—and the harangue of (he coroner in an 

ble«Ung ' Thbux is a tide in the affair, of men 

^ ** flood’’-yon know the re.^ 

aswinst si) dist is sinnsrs nr^niinihln Tn hia daslh “* **> "’** **“ ' 

. UMINH all tbat IS sinosre or boQouraoie. lu ms death a. < . .... L l ar l ia 

■2Sw« necessarily one of two things by the fa«i-a felon 7 *“1 

;« a madman-mi in either case aoV«t tor 

* A T w* i*d* Is 1 . s ii ai 1 ] But BO doubt every tJiiBff is the best^™ 

:9$a9efric.^ Ib his life ho was—what at! tlie worW u- u *». au . 

'knows, and half of it will Csel for years to come, unless , 1 ,* j 

^to de^th prove a “ moral losson” to the surviving Sojanif ^ *’*" *‘"8“ sometime, mend, 

of Europe. It may at least serve as some consoktipn it. 

to the nations, that dieir c^pressors are not happy, and There is a tide in the iffairs of women 
in some hwlances judge so justly ofdioir own actions as ‘Which, taken atthe flood, leads’’—Qod knows when: 

to anticipate the sentence of mankind.—^Let us hear no Those navigators must be able seamen 
more of this man, and let Ireland remove the ashes of Whose charts lay down its currents to a hair; 
her Grattan from the sanctuary of Westminster. Shall Not all the reveries of Jacob Behmen 
the Patriot of Humanity repose by the Werther of Po- Witli its strange whirls and eddies can compare: 
Jitlesll t Men, with their heads, reflect on this and that— 

With regard to the objections which have been made But women, with their hearts, on heaven knows what, 
m another score to the toearfy published cimtos of this m 

I *nU content myself with two quotations from ^nd yet a headlong, headstroiig, downright she, 
Voltaire;— , Young, beautiful, and daring—who would risk 

“ I^*^**" » ®‘» ®»‘ A throne, the world, the universe, to be 

'®* lofres. Beloved in her own way, and rather whisk 

“ Plus to moBirs sent depravdes, plus to eatpressions The stars from out the sky, than not be free 
denaaoent mesurdes; m croit regagner en toigage ce ^s are the billows wheii the breese is brisk- 
^.2?.* P*™'* *® 7?***" ., , , . , Though such a she’s a devil, (if that there be one,) 

This w Ihe real tot, as applicable to the degraded and yet she would make fidl many a Manichean. 
hypocritical mass which leavens the present English 

generation, and is tiie only answer they deserve. The - 

hackneyed and lavished thle of Haspheoicr—which with Thrones, worlds, etc^, are so oft upset 
mdtod, liberal, jacton, reformer, Ac. are the changes Bj commonest ambition, that when passioo 
whit* tho hirelings are daily ringing in the earn of those O’erthrows the same, we readily forget, 
who will lirten—should be welcome to all who recollect Or at the least forgive, the lovmg rash one. 
on whom it was originally bestowed. Socrates and Jesus f Antony bo well remember d yet, , , .. 

Christ wore put to death puUiely as Uasplumert, and so T is not his conquests keep his name in fashion; 
have been and may bo many who dare to oppose the Actium, lost for Cletqatra s eyes, 
most notorions abuse, of the name of God and the Obtbalance all the Caisars viotoies. 

Btod of mao. BMt peisoouUon. is not refutation, nor v. 

•SM triumph: the wretched infldri, as he is eaiied, is He died at 6fty for a queen of forty; 
p wtoMy happior in Ids prison than die proudest of his I wish their years had been fifteen and twen^, 


usailMita. With his opinions I have nothing to do— 
toy mi^ be right or wrong—diut be has suSered for 


'or then wealth, Itinedoras, worlds, are but a sport—I 
Remember when, though I had no great plenty 


tom , that very aaffering to oonscience* sake will )f worlds to toe, yet still, to pay my court, I 
■ito mwta prose^tea to Deism than the example of, Gave what I had—a heart: aa the world went, 1 
balereto^ pnktai to Ciwistiani^l suicide statesmen to ave what was worth a world; to wcalda could never 

Restore mo those pure feelings, gone to ever. 


T was the boy. “ mite,’’ and Uke the “ widow’s," may 
, t *vto uiis — to r WMt I»> ttopttd Cisnliit. Cuniaf l< ■ Perhaps be weigh’d hereafter, if not now ; 

■tWHtaiMlsMtWMl uowMr, •wit, s iml,. Mateamw: •ad no c va:— 

mss or lahntMi&is |wim Uw paih ^ hii few piwtmnor, tmO C. But whether such Ibuigs do, or do not, wei^, 
Wyfsswlihpiliwytrr.Csiwtows/lwtwtaht? l,tw«n., AH who have loved, or lore, will still allow 

"MSM mrtiiiiiiwiiwjiftrenMimwwi Life has naught like it. God is hwe, they say, 

‘huSte’ And Lovo ’. a god, or was before the brow 

s nJlw if & sMont^V H •wm, s Mint kUd of )f Earth was wrinkled by the sins and tears 

•>»» « «»•><«. *'»« )f_bat chronology best knows the years. 


«bt Urn at tN Xrma of humaaUy )itd|Ke mors 




TO. 

W« left onr hero and third heroine in 
A hind of etate moro awkward thw nnoonunon, 
For gentlemen muat aometiniea risk their akin 
For that tad tonpter, a forbidden woman: , 
Stihaiu too much abhor thia aort of tin, 

And do n’t agree at all with the wise Roman, 
Heroic, atoic Cato, the aententioua, 

Who lent hia lady to bit friend Hortenaiua, 


IX. 

1 am not, like Caaaio, “ an arithmetician,” 

But by “ the bookish theoric” it appears, 

If’t is Bumm’d up witli feminine precision, 

That, etlding to the account his Highness’ years. 
The fair Sultana err'd from inanition; 

For, were the Sultan just to all his dears, 

.She could but claim the fifteen-hundredth part 
•Of what should bo monopoly—the heart. 


XV. 

j A slight blush, a soft tremor, a cabn hind 
Of gentle feminine delight, and shown 
More in the eyelids than the eyes, resid’d 
Rather to hide what pleases moat unknown, 

Arc the best tdrens (to a modest mind) 

Of love, when seated on his loveliest throne, 

A sincere woman’s hreaat,—for over warm 
Or over cold, annihilates the .charm, 

’ XTI. 

For over warmth, if false, is worse than troth; 

If true, ’t is no grdht lease of its own fire; 

For no one, save in very early youth, 

Would like (1 think) to trust all to desire, 
Which is but a precarious bond,-iit sooth, 

And apt to be transferr’d to the first bi^sr 
At a sad discount; while your over chilly 
Women, on t’ other hand, seem somewhat ai%.e-> 
zrii. 

That is, we cannot pardon their bad taste. 

For so it seems to lovers swift or slow, 

Who fain would have a mutual flamo confess’d. 
And sec a sentimental passion glow, 

Even were St. Francis’ paramour their guest, 

In his Monastic Concubine of Snow 
In short, tiie maxim fur tiie amorous tribe is 
Horation, “ Medio tu tutissimus ibis.” 


I know Gulbeyaz was extremely wrong; 

I own it, 1 deplore it, I condeitm it; 

But I d<|test all fiction, even in song. 

And so must tell the truth, howe’er you blame it. 

Her reason being weak, her passions strong. 

She thought thuher lord’s heart (even could she claim it) 
Was scarce enough; for he had fifty-nine 
Years, and a fifteen-hundredth concubine. 


X. 

It is observed that ladies are litigious 
Upon all legal objects of possession. 

And not the least so when they are religious, 

Which doubles what they think of the transgression. 
With suits and prosecution they besiege us. 

As the tribunals show through many a session, 
When they suspect tliat any one goes shares 
In tliat to which the law makes them sole heirs. 


xvni. 

The “ tu” 's too much,—'but let it stand—the verse 
Roriuires it, that’s to say, tiie English rhyme, 
And not the pink of old Hexameters; 

But, after all, there’s neilliet tune nor time 
In tlie lust line, which cannot well be worse. 

And was thrust in to close the octave’s chime: 

I own no prosody can ever rate it 

As a rule, but IhiOi may, if you translate it. 


XI. 

How, if this holds good in a Christian land, 

Tim heathens also, though with lesser latitude, 

Are apt to carry things witli a high hand. 

And take what kings call “ an imposing attitude 
And for tiioir rights connubial make a stsj^. 

When their liege husbands ireat (hem with ingratitude; 
And as four wives must have quadruple claims, 

The Tigris has its jealousies like Thames. 

XII. 

Gulbeyaz was the fourth, and (as I said) 

The favourite; but what’s favour among four 1 
Polygamy may well be held in dread. 

Not only as a sin, but as a bore : 

Most wise men, with one moderate woman wed. 

Will scarcely find philosophy for more; 

And all (except Matiometana) forbear 
To make the nuptial couch a “ Bed of Ware.” 

XIII. 

His highness, the sublimest of mankind,— 

So styled according to the usual forms 
Of every monarch, till they are consigned 
To those sad hungry jacobins, tiie worms. 

Who on the very loftiest kings have dined,— 
ffs hi|^ness gazed upon C^lbeyaz’ charms, 
Elxpecting all the welcome of a lover, 

(A “ Hi^and welcome” all the wide world over.) 

XIV. af 
Now here we should distin^mish; for howe’er 

Kisses, sweet words, embraces, and all that. 

May look like what is—neither here nor there: 

> They are put on as easily u a hat, 

Or rather bonnet, which the fair sex wear, 

Trimm’d either heads <»■ hearts to decorate. 

Which form an ornament, but no more part 
Of heads, than their caresses of the heart. 


XIX. 

If fair Gulbeyaz overdid her part, 

I know not—it succeeded, and success 
Is much in most things, not loss in Uie heart 
Than other articles of female dress. 

Self-love in man too beats all female art; 

•They lie, we lie, all lie, but love no loss: 

And no one virtue yet, except starvation. 

Could sto^that worst of vices—juopagalion. 

XX. 

We leave this royal couple to repose; 

A bed is not a throne, and they may sleep, 
Whate’er tlicir dreams bo, if of joys or woes; 

Yet disappoinled joys are woes as deop 
As any man’s clay mixture undergoes. 

Our least of sorrows are such ax we weep; 

’T is the vile daily drop on drop whicli wears 
The soul out (like the stone) with potty cares. 

XXI. 0 

A scolding wife, a sull«i son, a bill 
To pay, unpaid, protested, or discounted 
At a per-cenlago ; a child cross, dog ill, 

A &vourite burse fallen lame just as he ’a mounte 
A bad old woman mfdring a worse will. 

Which leaves you minus of the rash you counted 
As certainthese are paltry things, and yet 
I ’re rarely seen the man they did not iret. 

xxit. 

I’m a philosopher; confound them all! 

Bills, beasts, and men, and—no! not womankind 
W ith one good hearty curse I vent my gall, 

And tlien my stoicism leaves naught behind 
Which it can either pain or evil call, 

And I can give my whole soul up to mind; 

Though what is soul or mind, their birth or mwth. 
Is more than I know—the deuce ttjte thmn hofii. 



xxtn. 

'. aU are ^nMf vm feeln at ease, 

1! lU »Si«r reading Athantmius* corse, 

;7^:!dl doth your true believer so inu<^ please: 

" <1 doubt if any now could make it worse 
hts worst en^iy when at his knees, 

* is so v^tentious, positive, and terse, 

-^4 decorates the boc^ of Common Prayer, 

' ** doth a rainbow the just clearing air. 

XXIT. 

.*4b6yaK and her lord were sleeping^ or 
V At least one oTthero^Oh the heavy night! 

-tnjiw wicked wires who love some bachelor 
down in dttdgeon to sigh for the light 
,4^ gray morning, and look vainly for 

* Itt twinkle through the lattice dusky quite, 
j.‘o toss, to tumble, doze, ro^ve, and quake, 

>est dieir too lawful bedfellow should wake. 

■ 7. XXV. 

* he8e are beneath the canopy of heaven, 

* Also beneath the cano]jy of beds, 

'our-posted and silk-curtainM, which are given 
P’or rich men and their brides to lay their heads 

'.Tprm, in sheets white as what bards call ** driven 
Snow.** WoU! *t is all hap-hazard when one weds, 
Tulbeyaz was an empress, but had been 
'Perhaps as wretched if a quean. 

xxVr. 

Don Juan, in his feminine disguise, 

, With all the damsels in their long array, 

‘ Had bow’d themselves before the imperial eyes, 

And, at tlie usual signal, ta*en their way 
. B&ck to their chambers, those long galleries 
In the seraglio, where the ladies lay 
■'Their delicate limbs; a Ihousarid bosoms there 
Beating for love, as tlie caged bird’s fur air. 

XXVII. 

I love the sex, and sometimes would reverse 
’ The lyrant*s wish “ that mankind only had 
'‘One neck, which he withone fell stroke might pierce:’* 
My wish is quire as wide, but not so bad, 

And much more tender on the whole than tierce: 

It being (not twta, but only while a lad) 

That womankind had but ono rosy mouth, 

To kiss them all at once from North to South. • 

xxvm. 

Oh enviable Briareus! with thy hands 
And heads, if thou hadst all things multipUed 
In such proportion!—But my muse, withstands 
The giant thought of being a Titan’s bride, 

' Or travelling in Patagonian lands ; 

So let us back to Lilliput, and guide 
Our hero thrmigh die labyrinth of love 
In which we left him several lines above. 

't ♦ XXIX. 

^{He went forth with the lovely Odalisques, 

^ At the given signal join’d to their array; 

; And though he certainly ran many risks, 

•’ Yet he could not at times keep by the way, 

.• (Although Uie consequences of such frisks 
Are worse than the worst damages men pay 
In moral England, where the thing's a tax,) 

^ From ogling all their charms from breasts to backs. 

6tiU he forgot not his disguise :--~along 

The galleries from room to room they walk’d, 

A Vtrgin-like and edifying throng, 

By eunuchs ftank’d; while at their head there stalk’d 
. A dame who kept up discipline among 

The female ranks, so that none stirr'd or talk’d 
Without her sanction on dieir she-parades; 

Her tide was ** the Mother of the Maids.” 


XXXI, 

Whether she w-as a “ mother,” I know not, . 

Or whether they wew ** maids” who call’d her siather, 
But this is her seraglio title, got 
I know )iot how, but good as any other; 

So Cantemir can tell you, or De Tott: 

Her dUce was to keep aloof or smother 
AH bad propensities in fifteen hundred 
Young women, and correct them when they blunder’d. 

XXXII. 

A goodly sinecure, no doubt! but made 
More easy by die absence of all men 
Except his Majesty, who, with her aid, b 

And guards, and bolts, and walls, autl now and then 
A slight example, just to cast a shade 
Along the rest, contrived to keep this den 
Of beauties cool as an Italian convent, 

Where ail die passions have, alas! but ono vent. 

xxxin. 

And whnt is that? Devotion, doubtless—^how 
tiJould you ask such a question ?--but we will 
Continue. As I said, this goodly row 
Of ladies of all countries at the will 
Of one good man, wiili stately march and slow, 

Like w'aicr-lilics floating down a rill, 

Or ratlier lake—for rills do not run slowly,-— 

Paced on most maiden-like and melancholy. 

XXXIV. 

But when they reacldd their own apartments, there, 

I.ike birds, <»r boys, or bedlamites broke loose, 

Waves at spring-tide, or w’omen any where 
When freed from lumds, (whieh are of no great use, 
After all,) or like Irish at a fair, 

Their guards being gone, and, as it were, a truce 
Establish’d between them and bondage, they 
Began to sing, dance, cdiatler, smile, and play. 

XXXV. 

’riieir talk of course ran most on the now comer, 

Her shape, her air, Ikt hair, her every thing: 

Some thought her dress did not so much become her, 

Or wonder’d at her ears without a ring; 

Some said her yean? wctc getting nigh their summer, 
Others contended they were but in spring; 

Some thouglil her rather masculine in height, 

While others wish’d that she liad been so quite. 

XXXVI. 

But no ono doubted, on the. whole, that she 
Was what her dre^ss bespoke, a damsel fair, 

And fresh, and “beautiful exceedingly,” 

Wlio with the brightest Georgians might compam: 
They wonder’d how Gulbcyaz too could be 
So silly as to buy slaves who might share 
(If that his Highness wearied of his bride) 

Her throne and power, and every thing beside. 

XXXVII. 

But what was strangest in this virgin crew, 

Although her beauty was enough to vex, 

After tlie first invostiga'.ing view, 

They all found out as few, or fewer, specks, 

In the fair form of their companion now, 

Tlian is the custom of the gentle sex, 

When they survey, with Christian eyes or Heathen 
In a new face “ the ugliest creature breathing.” 

^ XXXVIJJ. 

And yet they had their little jealousies, 

Idke all the rest; but upon this occasimi, 

Whether there arc such things as sympathies 
Without our knowledge or our approbation, 

Although they could not see through his disguise 
All felt a Bftft kind of concatenation, 

Like magnetism, or deviliem, or what 
You please—we will not quarrel about Aat: 



XXZIX. 

But certwn ’t is, they sit («lt for their new 
Compttnioa lomething newer itill, as’t were 
A sentimental friendship through and tlirough, 
Extremely pure, which made them all concur 
In wishing her their sister, save a few 
Who wish’d they had a brother just like her, 

Whom if they were at homenn sweet Circassia, 

They would prefer to Padislia or Paclia. 

xt. 

Of those who had most genius for this sort 
Of sentimental friendship, there were tltree, 

Lolah, JCatinka, and Dudh;—in short, 

(To save description,) fair as fair can be 
Were they according to the best report, 

Though differing in stature and degree. 

And clime and time, and country and complexion; 

They all alike admired their new connexion. 

Xhl. 

Lolah was dusk as India, and as warm; 

Katinka was a Georgian, white and red. 

With great blue eyes, a lovely hand and arm. 

And feet so small they scarce seem’d made to tread, 
But rather skim the earth; while Dudu’s form 
Look’d more adapted to be put to bed. 

Being somewhat large and languishing and lazy. 

Yet of a beauty that would drive you crazy. 

XI.II. 

A kind of sleepy Venus seem’d Oiidu, 

Yet very fit to “ munler sleep” in those 
Who gazed upon her check’s transcendent hue. 

Her Attic forehead, and her Phidian nose; 

Few angles were there in her form, ’t is true. 

Thinner she. might have been, and yet scarce lose; 
Vet, after all, ’t would puzzle, to say whero 
It would not spoil some separate charm to pare. 

Xhtll. 

She was not violently lively, hut 

Stole on your spirit like a May-day breaking; 

Her eyes were not loo sparkling, yet, half shut, 

They put beholders in a tender taking; 

She look’d (this simile’s quite new) ja't cut 
From marble, like Pygnadion’s statue waking. 

The mortal and the marble still at strife. 

And timidly expanding into life. 

xi.iv. 

Lolah demanded the new damsel’s name— 

” Juanna.”—Well, a pretty name enough. 

Katinka ask’d her also whence she came— [such stuff, 
“Prom Spain.”—“ But where is Spain ?’ ’—‘ ‘ Do’nt ask 
Nor show your Georgian ignorance—for shame!” 

Said Loiah, with an accent rather rough. 

To poor Katinka: “ Spain’s an island near 
Morocco, betwixt Egypt and Tangier.” 

XLV. 

Dudfi said nothing, but sat down beside 
Juanna, playing with her veil of hair; 

And looking at her steadfastly she sigh’d. 

As if she pitied her for beiifg there, 

A pretty stranger, without friend or guide, 

And all abash’d too at the general stare 
Which welcomes hapless strangers in all places, 

With kind remarks upon their mien and faces. 

XI, VI. 

But here the Mother of the Maids drew near. 

With “ Ladies it is time to go to rest. 

I'm puzzled what to Ho with you, my dear,” 

She added, to Juanna, their now guest: 

.“ Your coming has been unexpected here. 

And every couch is occupied; you had best 
Partake of mine; but by to-morrow early 
We win have all things settled for you fairly.” 


Here Lolah interposed—" Mamma, you'laMMr 
You do’nt sleep soundly, and I caBBOf hear ' 
That any body should distiirb you; so , !ie 

I ’ll take Juanna; we ’re a slendBrer pair 
Than you would make the hilf of-don’t say no, 

And 1 of your young cliarge will take due care." , ; 
But here Katinka interfered and said, 

“ She also had compassion and a bki.” 

XI.VIII. * 

“ Besides, I hate ib sloop alone,” quoth she, 

The matron frown’d; “Why so?”-—“For fear ofghae&- 
Replicd Katinka; " I am sure I see 
A phantom uiion each of the four posts; 

And llien I have the worst dreams that can bo, 

Of Guebros, Giaours, and Ginns, and Gouls in bsa^ 
The dame replied, " Between your dreams and you, 

I fear Juanna’s dreanw would be but few. 

XLIX. 

“ You, Lolah, must continue still to lie 
Alone, for reasons which don’t matter; you 
The same, Katinka, until by and by; 

And 1 shall place Juanna with Dudii, 

Who’s qiiiot, inoffensive, silent, shy, 

And will not toss and chatter the night through. 

What say you, child ?”—Dudii said nothing, os ' ' ■ 
Her talents were of the more silent class; 

L. 

But she rose up and kiss'd the matron’s brow 
Between the eyes, and Lolah on both cheeks, 

Katinka too, and with a gentle bow, 

(Curtsies are neither used by Turks nor Greeks,) 
She look Juaiiiia by tlic hand to show 

Their place of rest, and left to both their piques, 

The others pouting at the inatruii’s preference 
Of Dudii, though iJiey held tlicir tongueji from deferencsi 

• LI. 

It was a spacious chamlier, (Oda is 

The Turkish title,) and ranged round the wall 
Were couches, toilets—and much more iJian this 
I might ilescribi;, as I have seen it all. >• 

But it suffices—little was amiss; 

'T was on llie whole a nobly furnish’d hall, 

With all tilings ladie,s wont save one or two, 

And even those were nearer Ilian tliey know. 

MI. 

lliidii, as has been said, was a sweet creature. 

Not very dashing, hut extremely winning, 

With Ihc most regulated charms of feature, 

Which painters cannot catch like faces sinning 
Against proportion—the wild strokes of nature 
Wliicli they hit off at once in the begmning, 

Full of expression, right or wrong, that strike, 

And, pleasing or unpIcasing, still arc like. 

Mil. 

But she was a soft landscape of mild earth, 

Where all was harmony and calm and quiet, 
Liixiiriant, budding; cheerful without mirth. 

Which, if not liappines.*!, is much more nigh it 
'I’haii arc your mighty pa-sgions and so folh. 

Which some call " the sublimeI wish they’d try if 
1 ’vc seen your stormy seas anil stormy women. 

And pity lovers rather more tlian seamen. ) 

MV. 

But she was pensive more than melancholy. 

And serious more Uian iicnsive, and serene 
It may be more than either—not unholy 
Her thoughts, at least till now, ap;>car to have been. 
The strangest thing was, beauteous, she was wholly 
Unconscious, alteit turn’d of quick seventeen, 

That she was fair, or dark, or short, nr tall; 

She never thought about herself at all. 



•-/r. *.T- 

diento ito kiad ttod e^lde iui 
. The Age of OoU (when gold wae tndcnown, 
which its nomenciotwe came to pass; 

Thus most appropriately^.hiis been shown 
. llnteha n non Luoendo,” W what «x», 

'Bat what tons not; a sort of s^le dut’e grown 
,-=?«mely common in this age, whose metal 
.^ne devil may decompose but never settle: 

think it may he of “Cwinthian Brass,” 

Whkdi Was a mixtnre of all metals, Iwt 
^ brazrai uppermost.) Kind reader! pass 
/This long pareothcsis; I could not shut 
-vissr fttr the soul of me, and clara 
nffy &uhs even with your own! which meaneth, put 
> kM construction upon them and me: 

Jat that you won’t—then don’t—I am not less free. 

IVII. 

sf is lime we should return to plain narration. 

And thus my narrative proceeds:—Dudh 
fVitb every kindness short of ostentation, 

Sbow’d Juan, or Juonna, through and through 
J'his labyrinth of females, and each station 
Described—what’s strange, in words e.vtrcmely few: 
have but one simile, and that’s a blunder, 

Wor wordless women, which is silent thunder. 

I.VIII. 

And next she gave her (I say her, because 
The gender still was epicene, at least 
la outward show, which is a saving clause) 

. An outline of the customs of the East, 
vVith alt their chaste integrity of laws. 

By which the more a haram is increased, 

The siricler doubtless grow the vestal duties 
Of any supernumerary beauties. 

nix. 

And then she gave Juanna a chaste kiss; 

DudCi was fond of kissing—which I’m sure 
•'hat nobcxly can ever take amiss. 

Because’t is pleasant, so that it be pure, 

Ind between females means no more than this— 

That they have nothing better near, or newer. 

Kiss” rhymes to “ bliss” in fact as well as verse- 
wish it nover led to something worse. 

nx, 

a perfect innocence she then unmade 
Her toilet, which cost little, for she was 
L child of nature, carelessly array’d; 

If fond of a cliance oglo at her glass, 
r was like the fawn which, in Iho lake display’d, 
Beltolds her own shy shadowy image pass, 

Vhen first she starts, and then returns to poop, 
tdmiring this new native o( the deep. 

txi. 

ind one by one her arfrcles of dress 
Were laid aside; but not before sho ofier’d 
ler aid to flair Joanna, whose excess 
Of modesty declined tlie assistance proffer’d— 

Which pass’d well off—as she could do no less: 

Thoogh by this poUtesse sho rather suffer’d, 
kicking her lingers with those cursed pins, 

Which surely were invented for our sins,— 

LXII. 

Making a woman like a porcupine, 

Not to be rashly touch’d. But still more dread 
Oh ye', whose fate it is, as once’t was mine, 

In early youth to turn a lady’s maid;— 
t did my very boyisli^t to diinc 
In tricking hui.i|H|h’ a masquerade: 

The pins were jpjBPWifliciently, but not 
Stuck all eliplIl^pK proper spot. 


But these are foolitdi thil^ to aJi the vrW— 

And T love Wisdom more frutn idw loves me; 

My tendency is to philost^hise 
On most things, from a tyrant tq • tree; 

But still the spouseless virgin KnaaHeige flies. 

What are we ? and whMce casse we ? what shaB be 
Our ultimate existence? what’s our present? 

Are questions tmswericss, and yet incessant. 

txiv. 

There was deep silence in the chamber; dim 
And distant from each other bum'd the lights, 

And Slumber hover’d o’er each lovely limb • 

Of the fair occupants; if there be sprites, 

They should have walk’d there m their sprheliest trim, 
By way of clrange from their sepuidtral sites, 

And shown themselves as ghosts of .better taste, 

Than haunting some old ruin or wild waste. 

I.XV. 

Many and beautiful lay those around. 

Like flowers of different hue and clime and root, 

In seme exotic garden sometimes found. 

With Cfist and care and warmth induced to shoot. 
One with her auburn tresses lightly bound, 

And fair brows gently drooping, as the fruit 
Nods from the tree, was slumbering with soft breath 
And lips apart, which show’d the pearls beneath. 

LXVI. 

One, widi her flush’d cheek laid on her white arm 
And raven ringlets gather’d in dark crowd 
Above her brow, lay dreaming soft and warm; 

And, smiling through her dream, as through a cloud 
The muon breaks, half unveil’d each further charm, 

As, slightly stirring in her snowy shroud, 

Her heaiilies seized the unconscious hour of night 
All bashfully to struggle into light. 

tXTir. 

This is no bull, although it sounds so; for 
’T was night, but there were lamps, a.s hath been said. 
A third’s all-pallid aspect offer’d more 
The traits of sleeping Sorrow, and betray’d 
hrough the heaved breast the dream of some far shore 
Beloved and deplored: while slowly stray’d 
As night dew, on the cypress glittering, tinges 
'ho black bough) tear-drops thro’ her eyes’ dark fringes. 

1.XVUI. 

, fourth, as marble, statue-like and still. 

Lay in a breathless, hush’d, and stony sleep; 

Vhite, cold, and pure, as looks a frozen rill, 

Or the snow minaret on an Alpine steep, 

'r Lot’s wife done in salt,—or what you will j— 

My similes are gather’d in a heap, 

30 pick and choose—perhaps you ’ll be contem 
Vith a carved lady on a monument. 

I.XIX. 

\nd lo! a fifth appears;—and what is she ? 

A lady of “ a certain age,” which means 
lertainly aged—what hejj years might be 
I know not, never counting past their teens • 

Jut tiicro sho slept, not quite so lair to see 
As ere that awful period intervenes, 

Vhich lays both men and women on the shelf, 
fo meditate upon their sins and self. 

X.XK. 

Jut all this time how slept or dream’d Dudh, 

With strict inquiry I could ne’er discover, 

\nd scorn to add a syllable untrue; 

But ere the middle watch was hardly over, 
ust when the fading lamps waned dim and blue. 

And phantoms hover’d or might seem to hover, 

'o those who like dieir company, obout 
riio apartment, on a sudden she scream’d out, 



Z.ZXI. 

And Uiat so ioudlyi tlat upstarted all 
The Oda, in a genera! commotion : 

Matron and inaida, and those whom jou may call 
Noitlier, came crowding like the waves of ocoaa, 
One <m the other, throughout the whole hall, 

All trembling, wondering, without the least notion, 
Moro than I have myself, of what could mako 
1'he culm Dud£i so turbulenlly wake. 

Lxxn. 

But wide awake she was, and roun<l her bed, 

With floating draperies and widi flying hair, 

With cagjr eyoa, and light bat hurried (read, 

And bosoms, amis, and ankles glancing bare, 

And bright as any motooi’cvor bred 

By the North Pole,—they sought her clause of care, 
For she seeinM agitated, fliiah’d, and frighten’d, 

Her eye dilated and her colour heighten’d. 

But wliat is strange—and a strong proof how groat 
A blessing is sound sleep, Juanna lay 
As fast as over husband by his male 
tn holy matrimony snores away. 

N<»t all tlio clamour broke her happy state 

Of slumber, ere they shook her,—so they say, 

At least,—and then she tcK> unclosed her eyes, 

Ajid yawn’d a good with discreet surprise. 

T.XXIV. 

And now commenced a slrirl invest igation, 

Which, as ul) spi^c at ono«’, and more than once 
OoiijtMiluring, wondering, aslviiig a narration, 

Alik(^ might puzzle either w it <ir diiiico 
To answer in a vc'ry ch*ar oration. 

Diiilu had never pass’d f)!- wanting sense, 

IjuI, being “ no orator, as Hrntus is.” 

Could ni>l at lirsl expound what was amiss. 

• j.xxv. 

At lengllt she said, that, in a shnnhor sound, 

Sin* di'caiiiM a dream of walking in a wood— 

A “ wood obsccire,” like dial wh<n<* i )anl<; found * 
Him««eir in at the; age whfui all grow g<MKl; 

JjiOj’s half-way hous<*, where dames with virtue crown’d 
Run mu<*h less risk of lover.s turning rude ;— 

And that this wood was full of p]<;usant fruits, 

And trei;.-? of goodly growth and spreading roots ^ 

T.xxri. 

And in the midst a golden apyde grew,— 

A most priKligious pippin—but it hung 
Rather too lugii tuul distant; (hat slic threw 
Her glances on it, and then, lonsing, flung 
SloiK's, and whatever she could piek up, to 

Bring down tlie fruit, which still perversely clung 
To its own bough, and dangled yet in .sight, 

But always at a must provoking height :— 

Lxvvn. 

That on a sudden, when she b'asi had hope, 

Ii fell down of Its own accord, before* 

Her feet; that her first movement was to s;(mh» 

Anri pick it up, and bite it to thc^^>rc; 

That just as her young lip began to opr* 

Upon the golden fruit the vision boro, 

A bee flew out and stung hi^r to the heart, 

And so—she awoke witli a great scream ujkI start. 

l.XXVI/I. 

All this she told witli some eoufusion arsl 
Dismay, the usual coni«equencc* of dr(;am.s 
Of tho unpleasant kind, with none at hand 
To expound tlicir vain and visi»Mwiry glr-ams. 

I Vo known some odd ones which se«!uiM really plann'd 
Prophetically, or that whirdi one dr erns 
“ A strange coincidence,” to use a phrase 
By which .such things arc settled riow-a-cuiys. 

3 V 


l^XXXXi 

The damsels, who had thoughts of some 
Bogan, as is the consequence of fear, 

To scold a little at the false alarm 
That broke for nothing on their sleeping ear* 

The matron too was wroth to leave her warm 
Bed for the dream she liad been obliged to hetTi 
And chafed at poor Dudii, who only si^'d. 

And said that she was sorry she Itad cried. 

9 JLXXX. 

'* I ’vo bean I of stories of a cock and bull; 

But visions of an a}^dc and a bee, 

To lake U.S from our natural rest, and pull 

7’lio whole (kla from their beds at half^past three^ 
Would make us think tho moon is at its full. 

You surely arc unwell, child 1 we must see, 
To-morrow, what his iiighncss’s physician 
Will say to this hysteric of a vision. 

LXXXI. 

** And poor Juanna, trM>! the child’s first night 
Within these walls, to l»e broke in Ufwn 
"Wiih such a clamour—I had thouglit it right 
'rimf the young stranger should not lie <done, 

Anil, us the (juietc'st of u!!, she might 

Wilh yt»u, Diidii, a good night’s rest have known; 
Hut now I rniisl tratisfer her to the charge 
Of Bolah—tljough her comb is not so large.” 

T.XXXII. 

Lolah’s eVi'S sparkk-d at the proposition; 

Hut pour Dutlii, witli large drops in her own, 
Resnllnig from tlie scolding or the vision. 

Implored that present pardon might be shown 
For this hr^l fault, and that on no condition 
(She :uM(*\l ill a soft and pite«ius tone,) 
iianna .'.lionld In; (ak('n from lu;i*, and 
Ht‘r future dreams shouk! ail be kept in hand. 

i.wxin. 

S1k‘ (>romis<*d never m<»ri' to have a dream, 

At least to dream so loudly as just now^ 

Si»e \\()jul«*rM »1 hrrs4*H’ Ikov sin; coiikl scream— 

”r was r«K»nsh, nervous, as she must allow 
A find haiioetnatiori, and a theme 

For langliler—but she felt her spirits low, 

And iM'gg’il they would excuflchcr; she’d got over 
I'liis weakiie.sr. in a few hours, and recover. 

I.XX.XIV. 

And here, .hmnna kindly interposed, 

And sail! site le.lt he.rscil’extremely well 
WlM'rt: sht* llicn was, as her Sf>und eleep discliMod 
When all uroumJ rang like a ttwHin-beU: 

She did nf)t find herself iht* h;ast disposed 
T(» cpiit her gentb; partner, and to dwell 
Apart from one wlio had ikj .sin to show, 

Save (hat of dreaming once “ maJ-d-nropow.” 

I-XXXV. 

As tlitis Jtianna spoke, Dudu turn’d round,* 

And hid her face witliin Jiiamia’s breast 
Her neck alone was st'cn, but that mm Ibund 
The e.oliinr of a laidding rose’s crest, 

I can’t tell why she Mush’d, nor cati expound 
The mystery of this rufUiire oftlieir rest; 

All that I kfM»w i.s, tiint the fiicts f state 
Are true as trntii has ever boon of Jato. 

I-XXXVl. 

And so g'»o 1 night to them,—or, if you will 
Good iiiorrtiw—for the cock hari crown, and li^it 
Began to elotho caith Asiatic lull, 

And the mosqiio crescent Mtruggh*<‘l intrr sight 
Of the long caravan, which in tho chill 

Of dewy dawn wound slowly round each height 
That str< if-lics to the stony Mit which girds 
Asia, wiieri- Kafl looks dot'll tqion the Kurds. 



IXXXTtl. 

- tb* 6nt r« 7 i or rather gray of laom, 

- Qulbeyaz rose from reetleaanesi; and pale 
.A* Paasion rieea, with its bosom worn, 

Array’d herself with mantle, gem, a^ veil: 

The nightingale that sings with the deep thorn. 

Which Fable places in her breast of wail. 

Is lighter far of heart and voice than those 
Whose headlong passions form their proper woes. 

Lxxxvm. • 

And that’s the moral of this composition, 

If people would but see its read drift;— 

But ihai they will not do without suspicion, 

Because all gentle readers have the gift 
Of closing 'gainst the light their orbs of vision ; 

While gentle writers also love to lift 
Their voices ’geiast each other, which is natural- 
The numbers are too great Ibr them to Hatter all. 

ZXXXJX. 

lose the stiltana from a bed of splendour,— 

Softer than the soft Sybarite’s, who cried 
lioud because bis feelings were too tender 
To brook a ruffled rose-leaf by his side,— 
lo beautiful that art could little mend her, 

Though pale with conflicts between love and pride 
lo agitated was she with her error, 

She did not even look into the mirror. 

xc. 

Vlso arose about the self-same time, 

Perhaps a little later, her great lord, 
faster of thirty kingdoms so sublime, 

And of a wife by whinn he was abhorr’d; 

V thing of much less import in that clime— 

At least to those of incomes which afford 
The filling up their whole connubial cargo— 

Than where two wives are under an embargo, 
xci. 

^e did not think much on tlie matter, nor 
Indeed on any other: as a man, 
de liked to have a handsome paramour 
At hand, as one may like to have a fan, 
knd therefore of Circassians had good store. 

As an amusement after the Divan; 

Though an unusual fit of love, or duty, 

-lad made him lately bask in his bride’s beauty. 

XCII. 

\nd now he rose: and after due ablutions, 

Exacted by the customs of the East, 

And prayers, and oftier pious evolutions, 

He drank six cups of coffee at the least, 

And then withdrew to hear about the Russians, 

Whoso victories had recently increased, 
in Catherine’s reign, whom glory still adores 

As greatest of all sovereigns and w-s. 

XCIII. 

3ut oh, thou grand legitimate Alexander! 

Her son’s son, let not this last phrase offend 
Thine ear, if it should reach,—and now rhymes wander 
Almost as far as Peteraburgh, and lend 
A. dreadful impulse to each loud meander 
Of murmuring Liberty’s wide waves, which blend 
Their roar even with the Baltic’s,—so you be 
Your father’s son, ’t is quite enough for me. 

xciv. 

To call men love-begotten, or proclaim 
Their mothers as the antipodes of Timon, 

That hater of mankind, would be a shame, 

A libel, or whate’er you please to rhyme on: 

But people’s ancestors are history’s game; 

And if one lady’s slip could leave a crime on 
All generations, I should like to know 
What pedigree the best would have to show 7 


xer. 

Had Catherine and the sultim understood 
Their own true interest, which kings rarely know. 
Until’t is taught by lessons rather rude, 

There was a way to end their strife, although 
Perhaps precarious, had they but thought good, 
Without the aid of prince or plenipo : 

She to dismiss her guards, and he his Karam, 

And for their other matters, meet and share ’em. 

xcvi. 

But as it was, his Highness had to hold 
His daily council upon ways and means. 

How to encounter with this martial scold, , 

This modem Amazon and Queen of queans ; 

And the perplo.vity could not be told 
Of all tlie pillars of the state, which leans 
. Sometimes a little heavy on the backs 
/ Of those who cannot lay on a new fax. 

I XCVJI. 

Meantime Giilbeyaz, when her king was gone. 
Retired into her boudoir, a sweet place 
For love or breakfast; private, pleasing, lone, 

And rich with all contrivances which grace 
Those gay recesses:—many a precious stone 
Sparkled along its roof, and many a vase 
(If porcelain hold in the fetter’d flowers. 

Those captive soothers of a captive’s hours. 

XCVTII. 

Mother-of-pearl, and porphyry, and marble, 

Vied with each other on this costly spot; 

And .singing-bird.s without were heard to warble; 

And the stain’d glass which lighted this fair grot 
Varied cacli ray;—but all descriptions garble 
The true effect, and so we li.id better not 
Be too minute; an outline is the best,— 

A lively reader’s fancy does tlie rest. 

xcix. 

And here she summon’d Baba, and required 
Don Juan at his hands, and information 
Of what had pass’d since all ihe slaves retired, 

And whether he had occupied their .station; 

If matters had been managed as desired. 

And Ids disguise with due consideration 
Kept up; and, above all, the where and how 
lie had pass’d tlie night, was what she wish’d to know. 

c. 

Baba, with some embarrassment, replied 
To tins long catechism of qiteslions ask’d 
More easily than answer’d,—that he had tried 
His best 10 obey in what he had been task’d; 

But there seem’d something that he wisli’d to hide, 
Which hesitation more betray’d than mask’d; 

He scratch’d Ids ear, the infallible resource 
To which embarrass’d people have recourse. 

ci. 

Giilbcyaz was no model of true patienee, 

Nor much disposed to wait in word or deed; 

She liked quick answers in all conversations; 

And when she saw him stumbling like a steed 
In his replies, she puzzlod him for fresh ones; 

And as his speech grew still more broken-knee’d. 
Her cheek began to flush, her eyes to sparkle, 

And her proud brow’s blue veins to swell and darkle. 

CII. 

When Baba saw these symptoms, which he knew 
To bodo hinrno great good, he deprecated 
Her anger, and beseech’d she’d hear him through— 
He could not help tho thing which he related : 

Then out it came at length, that to Dudh 

Juan was given in charge, as hath been stated; 

But not by Baba’s fault, he said, and swore on 
The holy camel’s hump, besides the Koran. 



OIZl. 

The chief dame of the Oda, upon whom 
The discipline of the whde haram bore, 

As soon as they re-enter’d their own room, 

For Baba’s fimction stopp’d short at the door, 

Had settled all; oor could he then presume 
(The aforesaid Baba) just then to do more, 

Without exciting such suspicion as 
Might moke the matter still worse than it was. 

cir. 

He hoped, indeed he thought he could be sure, 
Juanjiad not betray’d himself; in fact, 

'T was certain that his ccmduct had been pure, 

Because a foolish or imprudent act 
Would not alone have made him insecure, 

But ended in his being found out and sack'd 
And Uirciwn into the sea.—Thus Baba spoke 
(X ail save Dudii’s dream, which was no joke. 

cv. 

This he discreetly kept in tlie back ground, 

And talk'd away—and might have talk’d till now, 
For any further answer that he found, 

So deep an anguish wrung Gulbcyaz' brow; 

Her cheek turn’d ashes, cars rung, brain whirl’d round, 
As if she had received a sudden blow, 

And the heart’s dew of pain sprang fast and chilly 
O’er her fair front, like morning’s on a lily. 

cvj. 

Although she was not of the fainting sort, 

Baba thought she would faint, but there he err’d— 

It was but a convulsion, which, though short, 

Can never be doscrihed; wo all have hoard, 

And some of us have full thus “ all amort," 

When things beyond the conwnon have occurr’d; 
Gulboyaz proved in timl brief agony 
#What she could ne’er express—then how should I ? 
rvif. 

She stood a niomont, as a Pytlioness 
Stands on her tripod, agonized, and full 
Of inspiration gather’d from distress, 

Wiien nil the heart-strings like wild horses pull 
The heart asunderthen, as more or less 

Their speed abated, or their strength fp'ew dull, 

She sunk down on her seal by slow degrcjos, 

And bow’d her throbbing head o’er trembling knees. 

CVIII. 

Her face declined, atid was unseen ; her hair 
Fell in long tresses like the weeping willow, 
Sweeping tlie marble underneath her chair, 

Or rather sofa, (for it was ait pilli»w,— 

A low, soft ottoman,) and black despair 

Stirr’d up and down her bosom like a billow, 

Whicli rushes to some shore, whose shingles checlc 
Its fartlier course, but must receive its wreck. 

rix. 

Her head hung down, and her long hair in stooping 
Conceal’d her features better tlian a veil; 

And one hand o’er the ottomarvlay drooping, 

White, waxen, and as alabaster pale; 

Would dial I were a painter! to be grouping 
All Uiat a poet drags into detail! 

Oh that my words were colours! but their tints 
May serve perhaps as outlines or slight hints. 

ex. 

Baba, who knew by experience when to talk 
Ami when to hold his tongue, now hold it till 
This pas.iimi might blow o’er, nor dared to balk 
Gulbeyaz’ taciturn or speaking will. 

At length she rose up, and began to walk 
Slowly along the room, but silent still, 

And her brow clear’d, but not her troubled eye— 

The wind was down, but still the sea ran high. 


She stopp’d, and raised h«r head to speab—bot 
And then moved on again with rapid paoo; 

Then slacken’d it, which is the march most catnsed 
By deep emotiemyou may somotimes trace 
A feeling in each footstep, as disclosed 
By Sallust in his Catiline, who, chased 
By all the demons of all passions, show’d 
Their work even by the way in which he trode. 

• CXII. 

Gulbeyaz stopp’d and beckon’d Babat"—Slave: 

Bring the two stafes!” she said, in a low tono. 

But one which Baba did not like to brave. 

And yet he shudder’d, and seem’d rather prone 
To prove reluctant, and begg’d leave to crave 
(Though he wcU knew the meaning) to bedltown 
What slaves her highness wish’d to indicate, 

For fear ofj^y error like the late. 

cxin. 

The Georgian and her paramour,” replied 
The imperial bride—and added, Let the boat 
Be ready by the secret portal’s side: 

You know the rest.” The words stuck in her throat, 
Despite her injurwl love and fiery pride; 

And of tins Baba willingly took note. 

And bogg’d, by every hair of Mahomet’s beard, 

She would revoke tlio order he had hoard. 

rxrv. 

‘ To hoar is to olmy,” he said ; ‘‘ but still. 

Sultana, think upon the consequence: 

It is not that I shall not all fulfil 

Your orders, even in their severest sense; 

But surli precipitation may end ill, 

Kven at yotir own imperative expense; 

I do not mean destruction and exposure, 

In case of any premature disclosure; 

rxv. 

‘ J^iit yotir own feelings.—Even should all tlio rest 
Be hidden by the rolling waves, which hid® 

Already many a once love-beaten breast 
l>cp in llie caverns of the deadly tide— 

You love tins boyish, now seraglio guest. 

And—if this violent remedy bo tried— 

Excuse my freedom, wh<*n 1 liere assure you, 

I’hat killing him is not tlio way to cure you.” 

CXVI. 

What dost thou know of love or feeling ?—wretch t 
Begone !” she cried, willi kindling eyes, “ and do 
My bidding!” ISaba vanish’d ; for to stretch 
His own remoiislraricc further, he well knew, 

Might end in acting a.s his own Jack Ketch 
And, though he wish’d extremely to get through 
This awkward bu8in<?ss without harm to otlicrs, 

He still preferr’d his own neck to another’s. 

nxvii. 

Away be went then upon his commission, 

Growling and grumbling in good TuHcish phrase 
Against all women, of whale’er condltitm, 

Especially sultanas and their ways; 

Their obstinacy, pride, and indecision, 

Their never knowing their own mind two dayv. 

The trouble that they gave, their immoridity, 

Which made him daily bless his ovm neuuality. 

cxvnr. 

And then he call’d his brethren to his aid, 

And sent one on a stimmons to the pair, 

That tiioy mu-st instantly be we!! array’d, 

And, above all, Ix"! comb’d even to a hair, 

Ar»d brought before the empress, who hod mad® 
Inquiries after them wdth kindest care: 

At wliich Dudh look’d strange, and Juan silly; 

But go they must at Mice, and^will I—ndl I. 
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cxtx. 

hare I leave them at tlieir preparation 
For the imperial presence, wherein whether 
Oulbeyaz show’d them botli commiseration, 

Or got rid of the parties altogether— 

Idke other angry ladies of her nation,— 

Are things die turning of a hair or feather 
JMay settle; but far be’t from me to anticipate 
^ what way feminine caprice may dissipate. 

cix. • 

I leave them for the present, with good wishes. 
Though doubts of their well-doing', to arrange 
Another part of history; for the dishes 
Of this our banquet we must smnotimes change: 
And, trusting Juan may escape the fishes. 
Although his situation now seems strange 
And scarce secure, as such digressions are fair, 
The muse will take a little touch at warfare. 


CANTO VII. 


I 

Oh love! Oh glory! what are ye ? who fly 
Around us ever, rarely to alight; 

There’s not a meteor in the |K>lar sky 
Of such transcendent and more fleeting flight. 

Chili, and chain’d to cold earth, wo lift on liigh 
Our eyes in search of either lovely light; 

A thousand and a thousand colours th<^y 
Aiaume, then leave us on our freezing way. 

II. 

And such as they are, such my present tale is, 

A non-descript and ever-varying rhvme, 

A versitiod Aurora Borealis, 

Which flashes o’er a waste and icy clime. 

Wlien we know what all are, we. must bewail us, 

But ne’ertheloss, I hope it is no crime 
To laugh at all things: for I wish to know 
Jf'hal, after oil, are aU things—but a shoiul 

III. 

They accuse me—me—the present writer of 
The present poem, of—I know not what,— 

A tendency to underrate and scuff 
At human power and virtue, and all that; 

And this they say in language rather rough. 

Good God! 1 wonder what they would be at? 

1 say no more than has been said in Dante’s 
Verse, and by Solomon, and by Ccrvanle.s; 

tv. 

By Swift, by Machiavel, by Rochofoucault, 

By FeneicHi, by Luther, aud by Plato; 

By TiHoti»e«, and Wesley, ajul Housseau, 

Who knew tiiis life was not w<irth a potato. 

U not their fault, nor mine, if tins lx; so— 

Pot my part, I pretend not to bo CJato, 

I Nor even Diogenos.—We live and die, 

I’But whidi i« best, you know no iriofc than T. 

I 

/ Socrates said, our only knowledge wss, 

“ To know that nothing could be ki»own a (Peasant 
Science enough, which levels to an ass 

Each man of wisdom, future, past, or present. 
Newton, (that proverb of the mind,) alas I 
Hhiclared, with all his grand liisroveries recent, 

That he himself felt only like a yoiah 
Picking up sheila by the great orcaii —truth.” 


I 

Ecclesiastes said, that all is vanity— 

Most modern preachers say the same, or show it 
By Uicir (Examples of true Christianity; ^ 

In short, all know, or very soon may know it: 
And in iliis scene of allwConfessM inanity, 

By saint, by sage, by preacher, and by poet, 
Must 1 restrain mr, tlirough the fear of strife, 

From holding up the iiulhitigncss of life? 

VII. 

l")ogs, or men! (for I flatter you in saying 
That ye nrc do«»s—your betters far) y© may 
Rend, (fr read not, what I am now essaying * 
To show ye what ye are in every way. 

As little as the moon stops lor the baying 
(Jf wolves, will ihc bright Muse willidraw otc ray 
From out her skies;—(hen liowl your idle wralli! 
While she still silvers o’er your gloomy patli. 

vni. 

Fierce loves and faithless wars”—am not sure 
If this be tlic riglit reading—’t is no matter; 

The fact’s about the same; I am secure ;— 

L sing them bolfi, and am about to batter 
A town whitdi did a famous siege endure, 

And was bcIcagm-rM both hy land and water 
Bv .Suvarotf’, or anijlice Suwarrow, 

\Mi.> loved blood as an alderman loves marrow. 

IX. 

The fortress is call’d Ismail, and in placed 
Bjiori the Jhumbe’s loft branch and left, bank, 

With bniMin.'rs intlio oriental laslo, 

But still a fortress ofthc forcmo.st rank. 

Or was. at least, unless h is since defaced, 

AVhieh with your compierors is a common prank: 
It stands some ejglitv vcrsls from (he hijjh sea, 

And iiK.-asures round of toises thousands three. 

X. 

Within lh(‘ c.vteiit of this fortification 
A horougli is comprised, along the height 
Upon the left, which, from its lofti<T station, 
Chimmands the city, and upon its site 
A Greelv had rai.scd around this elevation 
A ijuantily of palisades upright, 

.jo phieeil as to iinpnh' tlic fire of (base 
Who held the place, and to assist tlio fbe’e. 

XT. 

This circumstance may serve to give a notion 
Of the higil talents ofthis new Vauban; 

But the town ditch lielovv was deep os ocean, 

'J’h*’ rampart liigbcr llian you’d wish to hang: 

But tiien lluTo was a great want of precaution, 
(l‘ntliee, excuse this engineering slang,) 

Nor work advanced, nor cover’d way was (here, 

'Po liint a(, least •* Hero is no thorouglifarc.” 

Xll. 

But a Slone hu' lioii, with a narrow gorge, 

Ami wall'’ as (hick as most skulls born as yet; 

Two batte ries, cai>-a-pie, ns our Saint George, 

(ja' -'-muletl one, and’t other a “ barbette,” 

Of 1 >anu\«s’s bank look formidable charge; 

AVhile t\vo-aud-t\vcn(y cannon, duly set, 

Itosc o’i;r the town’s right side, in bristling tier, 
b’orty feel high, upon a cavalier. 

xia. 

J5ul from ihr river tlic town ’r open quite, 

Because the 'i'urks could never be persuaded 
A Russian vessid e’er would htuivo in sight; 

And Rucii their creed was, till they were invaded, 
When it grew rather late to set tilings right. 

But as the Danube could not well be waded, 

J’bey hx^i’d upon the Muscovite flotiiia, 

And onlv shf>ut*’d, ' Alla'*’ and Bis Mdlah!” 



XIT. 

The Russians now were ready to attack; 

But cAif ye goddesses of war and giory! 

How shall I spell the name of each ('ossock 
Who were immortal, could one IcH ilieir story ? 

Alas ! what to their memory can lack? 

Achilles' self was not more grim and gory 
Than thousands of this new and polish’d nation, 

Whose names want nothing but—pronunciation. 

XV. 

Still I *11 record a few, if but to increaso 
Our euphony—^there was Strongeimtf, and StrokonofT, 
Meknftp, Serge Lwdw, Arseniew of modern Greece, 
And Tschitsshako^ and Roguenoff, and ChokenolT, 
And otliers of twelve consonants apiece: 

And more might be found out, if 1 could poke enough 
Into gazettes; but Fame, (capricious slriiin^Hit!) 

It seems, has got an ear as well as tniiripot, 

xvr. 

And cannot tune those discords of narration, 

Which may be names at Moscow, into rhyme. 

Yet there were several worth cf)mmern<jratioii, 

As e’er was virgin of a nuptial chime ; 

Soft words too, fitted for the peroration 
Of Londonderry, drawling against lime, 

F.ndiiig in “ ischskiii,” “ ousekin,” “ iirskchy,” ouski,* 
Of whom wo can insert, but Jioiisnmonski, 
xvn, 

ScherematofTand Chrcrnaiofl'. Koklophti, 

Koclobski, Kourakin, and M«>Mskin Ponskin 
All proper men of vvea|KW!S, as e’er seotfM high 
Against a foe, or ran a sahre ihrongh skin: 

Little cared they for iVIalioiuel or Mufti, 

Unless to n'lakc their ketlle'drums a new skin 
Out of their hides, if parchment had crown dear, 

, And no more handy subslituio been near. 

KVIII. 

Then them were foreigners of much renown, 

Of various nations, and all volunteers; 

Not fighting for Qieir country or its crown, 

But wiKhing to be one day brigadiers; 

Also to have, the sacking of a town— 

A pleasant thing to young men at tlieir years. 

’Mongst, them were several Knglislimcn <»f ]>ilh, 

Sixteen call’d Thompson, and nineteen named Smith. 

XTX. 

Jack Thompson and Rill Tliornpson;—all the rest 
Had been call’d “ Jemmy ^ aficr the great bard; 

Ido ii’l know whclbe.r they had arm'i ar (;rcsl. 

But such a gwhatlier’s as good a curd. 

Tliree of the Smitlis were 1^‘tcrw ; hut tli<' best 
Among them all, hanl blows indict ward, 

Wa.H he, since so ronownM “ in c«»nntrv quarU rs 
At Halifax but now ho .sei-vcd tlic Tartars. 

XX. 

The rest were Jacks and (liiis, and ^Vills and Rills; 

But when I *ve ad«lcd lliat the ckicr .lack Smith 
Was born in (TumbcHand ainpiig the hills. 

And that his father was an honest blacksmith, 

I’ve said all I know of a name that fill.s 

Three lines of the dcsfiatcb in taking “ Schmaesmith,” 
A village of Moldavia’s waste, wherein 
He fell, immortai in a bulletin. 

XXI 

I wonder (although Mars no doubt *s a god I 
Praise ) if a man’s name in a fmUetin 
May make up for a huUft in his body ? 

1 hope (his little question is no sin, 

’Because, though I am but a simple noddy, 

I think one ^lakspcarc puts the same thought in 
The mouth of some one in his plays so doating, 

Which many peojilo pas.'i for wiw hy quoting. 


xxir. 

Then there were Frenchmen, gaJiant, ymtng, and gay 8 . 

But T *m too great u patriot to recond 
Their gallic nonic’S upon a glorious day; 

I’d rather Itdl ten lies Ukui say a word 
C>f truth ;—such irutlis tiro tr<^a.si>n: they btdray 
Their country, and, as traitors are ahhorr’d, 

Who name the J'Vcncli and J^iiglish, save to show 
How peace slioukl make John Bull tlio Frenchman’s f:** 

* XXIII. 

The Hussians, having built two batterie.s on 
An isle n«.*ar Isiilail, h,a<i two ends in view; 

The first was to bombarii it, and knock down 
'X'h«? public buildings, and the private too, 

No matter whai poor «ouls might be undone. 

The city’s sha])c. suggested this, ’l is true; 

Form’d like an amphitheatre, each dwelling 
Presenied a fine mark to tlirow a shell in. 

XXIV. 

The second object was to profit hy 

The moment of the general c«>nsiemation, 

To attairk (Ik; Turk’s tlotiila, W’hicb lay nigh, 

Kxfreimdy trarK|iii!, uiiclior’d al its station 
Riif a third motive whs as probably 
'I’n frighten them iiit<» eajululatioii; 

A p)iuma'<v which sometimes ai i/cs warriors, 

Uiib’ss lijcy ari; game as bull-dogs ami Ibx-lerricra; 

XXV. 

A liabit ralhcr blamcabbr. which is 
’J’hat. of ili-sj)isiiig those, we combat, with, 
t/ommou iiimnnv eases, was in ibis 

The cause of killing 'rchitehiizkolT and Smith; 

Out' of the valorous “ .Smiths” wliom wo shaU miss 
Out of those.; uiiieteen wlio lati' rhvineil to piih 
Tbit ’( is a name .s<» s]>rearl o’er “ ^'ir” and “ Madam,” 
^’hal oik; woukl lliink the kiust vvlio l>ort! it ‘‘ Apam.’* 

XXVI. 

Tlie. Rus.sian hallerics were inr-tvtripjcic, 

]?eeaiis(; ih^'v weri; constructed in a hurry. 

Thus, the same catt.se. vvlu«‘h makes a verse waul 
And tiirows a cloud o’t;r J*ougiiiau anri John Murray, 
Wheti the sale ofm‘w Utoks is not so licet 
As (Ik'v wlm print them think is necessary, 

May likewise put otVf >r u l iino wIki. 1 storv 
sometimes calls “ mtjrd<;r,” and at oti»er« glory.” 

xxvri. 

VVliclIier it was their engiiK'crs’ stupidity, 

'I’heir haste, <;r waste.. 1 neither know nor care 
>r some <*()Utra<Tor’s p<;r.sonal cupidity, 

Nivingliis Koul hy cheating iu the ware 
jf hrtiniejde; hut there was no s‘>l'Mlily 
Tn the new halterics erected there; 

^’hey either miss’d, or they %v<T(' never iiiis.s’d, 

And lidded greatly to tlie mis-sing list, 

XXVIII. 

A sad miscalculation about di.stancc 
Mii'le all their navni matters incorrect; 

Three, tire-shjps lost their amiable existence, 

Before. th<‘y rcaoh’<l a spot to take etToct; 

'J’Ik‘ mrifelii wa.s lit too soon, and no assistance 
C’onld remedy this lubberly defect ; 

They blew iif» in the middle of the river, 

While, thougli’t was dawn, the Turks slo[»t fast oa ever. 

xxrx. 

At sevcj) they rose, however, anrl uiirvcv’d 
'J’be Kuss flotilla geuing unfler way ; 

T was nine, when still advancing undismay’d, 

Within a cable’s length llie.ir voawels lay 
Ismail, and commenced a cunnwaxlo, 

Which was rolum’tl with interest, I may say, 

And hy a fire of muskeirv and grape, 

Anri shells and shot of every nizo and sliape. 
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XXX. 

hourfl bore they without intennission 
' The Turkish fire; and, aided by their own 
i'Afid batteries, work’d their guns with great precision: 

At lengtii tiiey found mere cannonade alone 
3y no means would produce tli« town’s submission, 

* • And made a signal to retreat at one. 

One bark blew up; a second, near the works 
/tunning aground, was taken by the Turks. 

xxxt. 

rhe Moslem too had lost both ships and men; 

But when they saw the enemy retire, 

I'beir Delhis mann’d some boats, and sail’d again, 
And gall’d the Russians with a heavy fire, 

And tri«xl to make a landing on the main. 

But here the effect fell short of ttieir desire: 
iCount Damas drove them back into the water 
;Pell-mell, and with a whole gazottc* of slaughter. 

XXXTI. 

** If” (says the historian here) “ I could report 
All that the Russians did upon this day, 
i tliink that several volumes would fail short, 

And I should still liave many tilings to say 
And so he says no more—but pays his court 
To some dislinguish’fl strangers in that fray, 

The Prince do Lignc, and f,angcron, atid Damas, 
Names great as any that, the roll of fame has. 

xxxni. 

* This being ihc case, mny show us what fame is .* 
t For out of thr<‘rt *^pn-uf rluvidifTs'' how 
'Many of common readers give a guess 

i 'I'hat such existed? (and they may live now 
^'For aught wc know.) Renown’s all hit or miss; 

J There *s fortune even in fume, wu rniisl allow, 
s ’T is true the Memoirs of the Prince de Lignc 
' Have half withdrawn from Aim oblivion’s skrecn. 

^ XXXTV. 

j But hero arc men wIkj fought in gallant actions 
j, As gallantly as ever hcrtics fought, 

’^Bul buried in tin* heap of such transactions— 

: Their names arc seldom found, nor often sought. 

^ Thus eveii goixi fame may suffitr sad eoniraetions, 

■; Anfl is extinguish’d sooner ilian she otight; 

iOf all our modern battles, 1 will bet 

:■ You can’t repeat nine names from each gazette. 

i XXXT, 

: In sliort, this last attack, though rich in glory, 

[ ShowM that ttomewhcrCf somehow^ there was a fault; 
; And Admiral Ribas (known in Russian story) 

* Mo.st strongly recommended an as.sault; 
j.In which he was oppo.mni l>y young and hoary, 

' Which mafic a long debate:—hut 1 rntist halt; 

^or if 1 wffKe down every warrior’s speech, 

doubt few reafk'rs e’er W'ould niftiint llic hrcuch. 
fc' 

XXXVI. 

f 'There was a man, if that be was a man,— 

* \ Not tliat hU manlimx) coukl he call’d in question. 

? |iFor, had he not been ilerciiles, his span 

IHad been as short in youth a.s indigestion 
t SMttde his last illness, when, all worn and wan, 

U * He died bcuenih a tree, as much unbless’d on 
Z jThe soil of the green province, he hafl wasted, 
f JAs e’er was locust on the land it blasted 

XXXVII. 

* jThis WM Potemkin—a great thing in days 

When homicide and harlotry made great, 
stars and titles could entail long praise, 

7 His glory might half equal his estate. 

(This fidlow, being six foot high, could raise 
\ A kind of phantasy proportionate 

the then sovereign of the Russian people, 

I Who measured men as you would do a steeple. 


XXXTllI. 

While thin^ were in abeyance, Ri^as sent 
A courier to the prince, and he succeeded 
In ordering matters afler his own bent. 

1 cannot tell the way in which ho pleaded, 

But shortly he had causo to be content. 

In the mean time the batteries proceeded, 

And fourscore cannon on the Danube’s border 
Were briskly fired and answer’d in due order, 
xxxtx. 

But on the thirteenth, when already part 
Of the troops woro embark’d, the siege to raise, 

A courier on the spur inspired new heart 
Into all pasters for newspaper praise, 

As well as dilettanti in war’s art, 

By his despatches couch’d in pithy phrase, 
Announcing the appointment of dial lover of 
Bailies to liic command, Field-Marshal SuvarofT. 

XL. 

The letter of the prince to the same marshal 
Was worthy of a Spartan, had the cause 
Bmi one to which a good heart, could be partial,— 
Defimrc of freodfim, country, or of laws; 

But as it was mere lust of power to o’er-arch all 
Wifli its proud brow, it merits slight applatise, 

Save for its style, which said, all in a trice, 

“ You will take Ismail, at whatever price.” 

XLI. 

“ Let there b" light!” said God, and there was light’.” 

“ Let tlicrc bo blood!” says man, and there’s a sea! 
The fiat of this spoil’d child of the night 
(For day ne’isr saw his merits) could decree 
More evil in an hour, than thirty bright 

Summers could renovatf^, though lliey should be 
LovfOy as Iho^e which ripen’d Eden’s fruit— 

For war cuts up not only brunch but root. 

XLII. 

Our friends tlie 'Lurks, who witli loufl “ Allas” now 
B«’gan to sigualize the Russ retriiat, 

W*5r(? damnably niislakcu ; few are slow 
In dunking that their fuiemy is boat, 

(Or beatrn., if //om. insist on grammar, though 
X never think about it in a heal;) 

But here T .say the Turks were much mistaken, 

Who, hating hogs, yet wish’d to save their bacon, 

XT.IIT, 

For, on th(' sixteenth, at full gallop drew 

Tn sight two horsemen, wlio were deem’d Cossacks 
For some time, till they came in nearer view. 

They had but little ba.ggagc at their backs, 

For ihetc wore but Otrec shirts between the two; 

But on tli<?y roile upon two Ukraine hacks, 

Till, in approaching, were at length descried 
In this plain pair, hiiiwarrow and his guide. 

Xl.IV. 

“ Great joy to London now!” says some great fool, 
When T.ondon had a grand illumination, 

W'hich, to that battle-conjuror, John Bull, 

Is of all dreams the first hallucination; 

So that the streets of colour’d lamps are full, 

That sage (said John) surrenders at discretion 
His purse, his soul, his sense, and even his nonsen«M», 
To gratify, like a huge moth, this one sense. 

xi.v. 

*T is strange that he should further ** damn his eyes,” 

• For they are damn’d: that once all-famous (Mtth 
Is to lhi> devil now no further prize, 

Since Jolm has lately lost the use of both. 

Debt ho calls wealth, and taxes, paradise; 

And famine, with her gaunt and bony growth, 

Which stares him in the Aco, he won’t examine, 

Or swears that, Ceres hath begotten Famine. 



XLri. 

But to the tale. Great joy unto the camp! 

To Russian, Tartar, English, French, Cossack, 

O’er whom Suwarrow shone like a gas-lamp, 

Presaging a most luminous attack; 

Or, like a wisp along the marsh so damp, 

Which leads beholders on a boggy walk, 

He flitted to and fro, a dancing light, 

Which all who saw it follow’d, wrong or right. 

XLVII. 

But, cert^, matters took a diflerent face; 

There was enthusiasm and much a})pIaLtse, 

The fleet and camp saluted with great grace, 

And all presaged good fortune to their cause. 

Within a cannon-shoUength of the place 

They drew, constructed ladders, repair’d flaws 
In former works, mode new, prepared fascines. 

And all kinds of benevolent machines. 

XLViir. 

’T is thus the spirit of a single mind 
Makes that of multitudes take one directiem, 

As roll tho waters to the breathing wind, 

Or roams the herd beneatli the bull’s protection: 

Or as a little dog will lead the blind, 

Or a bellwealhcr form tiie flocks connexion 
By tinkling sounds when they go fortli to victual: 

Sucli is the sway of your great men o’er little. 

X1.IX. 

The whole camp rung with joy; yon would have thought 
That they were going to a iiiarriagf>ft'ast 
(This metaphor, I think, holds gcnxl as might, 

.Since there is discord after both at least,) 

There was not now a higgagc-lwjy but sought 
Danger and spoil with ardour much increased; 

And why ? because a little, odd, old man, 

Siript to his shirt, was come to lead the van. 

^ L. 

But so it was; and every preparation 
Was made with all alacrity; the first 
Detachment of three columns took its station, 

Atal waited but the signal’s voice to buret 
Upon tho tbc: ll»c second’s ordination 
Was also in three columns, with a thirst 
For glory gaping o’er a sea of slaughlr^r: 

The tliird, in columns two, attack’d by water. 

LI. 

New batteries were creeled; and was held 
A general council, in which unanimity. 

That stranger to most councils, here prevail’d, 

As sometimes happens in a great extremity; 

And, evoiy ditficulty being expcll’d, 

Glory began to dawn with duo sublimity, 

While Suvarc^, determined to obtain it, 

Was teaching his recruits to use tlie bayonet.* 

LII. 

It is an actual fact, that he, commander*’ 

In-chief, in pro|>er person deign’d to drill 
The awkward s<juad, and could afford to squander 
His time, a coriMral’s dutigs to fulfil: 

Just as you *d break a sucking salamander 
To swallow flame, and never take it ill; 

Ho show’d them how to mount a ladder (which 
Was not like Jacob’s) or to cross a ditch. 

LUl. 

Also ho dress’d up, for the nonce, fascines 
Like men, with turbans, scimitars, and dirks, 

And made them ciiarge with bayonets these macliincs, 
By way of lesson against actual Turks. 

And, when well practised in these mimic scenes, 

^ He judged them proper to assail the works ; 

At which your wise men sneer’d, in phrases witty:— 
He made no answer; but he took the city. 


LIV. 

Most tilings were in this posture on the eve 
Of the assault, and all the camp was in ^ 

A stern repose; which you would scarce ctmeeive; 

Yet men, resolved to dash through thick and thin, 

Are very silent when they once believe 
That all is soitlefithere was little din, 

For some were thinking of thoir homo and friends, 

And others of themselves and latter ends. 

LV. 

Suwarrow chiefly Vas on the alert, 

Surveying, drilling, ordering, jesting, pondering: 

For iJie mail was, we safely may assert, 

A tiling to wonder at beyond most wondering; 

Hero, buffinm, half-demon, and half dirt, 

Praying, instructing, desolating, blundering; 

Now Mars, now Momus; and when bent to storm 
A fortress, Harlequin in unifonn. 

LVI. 

The day befiirc the assault, while upon drill— 

For this great conqueror ployM tlie corjKiral— 

Some Cossacks, hovering like hawks round a hill, 

Had mot a party, towards llic twilight’s fall, 

One of whom spoke thoir tongue, or woH or ill— 

’T was much that he was understood at all; 

But whether from his voice, or speech, or rimnuer, • 
They found that he hail fought beneutii their banner. 

Lvn. 

Whereon, immediately nt his rejpiest, 

They brought him an«l ids eomrarles to headquarters 
Tlii ir dress was Moslem, but you might have guess’d 
That these w<‘re nier<‘iy masqufsrading ’J’urtarfi, 

And that beneath each Turkish-fiishioued vest 
Lurk’d Christiaiiiiy ; who sonieiimes biirlers 
Tier inward graeo fiir outward show, arul makes 
It difficull to shun some strange mistakes. 

i.vfir. 

Suwarrow, who w'as standing in his shirt, 

Befi»ro a company IhilimicKs, drilliiig. 

Exclaiming, fooling, swearing at the inert, 

Aijd lecturing on the noble art of killing,— 

For, deeming human clay hut common dirt, 

I'hls great philosopher was thus instilling 
His maxims, whicli, to martial comprehension, 

J Voved death iii battle equal to a pension;— 

LIX. 

Suwarrow, when he saw this company 

Of (/OHsaeks and their }>rcy, turn’d round and ca5ft 
U()i>n th<mi his kI<»w brow and piercing eye:— 

“ Whence come ye ?”—From Constantinople last, 
(.•aplives just !k»w cscapcul,” was the reply. 

“ Wlial arc ye “ What you see us.” Briefly past 
This dialogue; for he wln» unsvv(‘r’d knew 
'i’o whom h<'< spoke, and ina<l(^ his words but few. 

i.x. fJuan; 

“ Your names ?”—“Mine ’.s Johnson, an<l ray comrade’s 
7'h(‘ oilier two are women, and the tiiird 
Is neither man nor woman.” The chief llirew on 
The party a slight glance., then said: “ I liavc heard 
YrntT name before, the second is a now one; 

T’o bring the otlier three here was absurd; 

Put let iliat pussf Uiink I’ve heard your name 
In the Nikolaiew regiment ?”—“ 'J’he same.”— 

LXI. 

‘ You aorvetl at Widin?” “ Yes.” ‘‘You led the attack?” 

“ 1 did.”—What next ?”—" T really hardly know.” 

‘ Y'ou were llie first i’ the breach ?”—“ J was not slack, 
At least, to follow tliosc who might be so.”— 

* What follow’d ?”—“ A shot laid me on my back 
And 1 bocamc a prisoner to tlie foe.”— 

‘ You shall have vengeance, for the town surrounded 
Is twice as strong as that where you were woumled. 



Wliere will you serve 7 ”—“ Where’er you please.”— 
'rta like to be the hope of the forloru, [“ I know 

"•nd doubtless would be foremost on the foe 
After the hardships you Ve already borne. 

'^nd this yotjng fellow? say wlial can be do?— 

' He with the buardless chin, and garments torn.” 

Why, general, if ho hath no grenier fault 
war tlian love, he had better lead the assault.” 

I.XIII. 

He shall, if thal he dare ” Hero Jt/an bow’d 
I.OW as die cmnplimcnt doaorved. ISuwarrow 
Oontinuod: *' Your old regiment’s altowM, 

By s}^ial providence, to lead to*inorrow, 

Or it maybe to-night, the assault: I ’vc vow’d 
To several saints, tliat shortly plough or harrow 
?9haU pass o’er what was Isniail, and its tusk 
'3e unimptnlcd by the proudest mosque. 

LXIV. 

** So now, my lads, for glory!”—^llere h(^ turn’d, 

And drill’d away in tho classic Russian, 

Until each high, heroic hosoui buru’d 

For cash and conrpjesi, as if from a cushion 
A preacher had field forth, (who nobly spurn’d 

Alleardity goods savo tithes,) uiKihadi^ thorn push on 
To slay the Fagans who rosisieil, batK ring 
Tho armies of ilio Christian Empress Catherine. 

i.xv. 

Johnson, who know by this long rolloquy 
Himself a favourite, veu(iiri‘d to address 
Suw'urrow, though engaged with accents high 
In his resumed amusement. “ I coiifcsH 
My debt, ill being thus allow’d to die 

Among tJif lis'cmost; but if you ’<l express 
Explicitly our sc.vcnil posts, my friend 
And self would know wbat duty to attend.”— 

I.XVI. 

Right 1 1 was busy, and forgot. Why, you 
Will ydn your former regiment, which should bo 
Now under arms. Ho! KatsUoH', take him to— 

(Here lie call’d u]) a Polish orderly)— 

His post, 1 mean tho regiment Nikolaiew. 

The stranger stripling may remain with me; 

Ho’s a fine boy. 1’he women may he sent 
To liic other baggage, or to tlio sick tent.” 

i.xvir. 

But hero a sort of scene began to ensue: 

The ladies,—who by no means had licen bred 
To bo disfKwcd of in a way so new, 

Although their hamm education led 
Doubtless to that of doctrines the most true, 

Passiveohcflioiice,—^now raised up (he head, 

• With Hashing oyes and starting tears, and flung 
Their arms, us hens their wings about their young, 

J.XVIII. 

; O’er tlie promoted couple cf brave men 

^Vho were thus honour’d by the greatest chief 
That ever peopled hell with heroes slain, 

Or plunged a province or a realm in grief. 

Oh, fiKthsh mortals! always tiiught in vain! 

Oh, glorious laurel! since f >r one solo leaf 
Of thine imaginary deathless trt'c, 

Ofblooii and tears must flow the uiiebbing sea ! 

nxix, 

. Suwarrow, who harl small regard for tears, 

And not much s^mipathy for hlootl, Burvey’d 
The women with tlicir hair about their ears, 

And natural agonies, with a slight sliade 
, Of feeling; for, however habit soars 

Men’s hearts against whole milltons, when their trad« 
Is butchery, sometimes a single sorrow 
^ 'Will Much even heroes—and such wa*: Suwarrow. 


I.XX. 

He said—and in the kindest Galmtic tmie— 

“ Why, Johnson, what the devil do you moan 
By bringing women here ? They shall be shown 
All the attention possible, and seen 
In Kafl.ily to the wagons, where alone 
In fact tlioy can be safe. You should have been 
Aware this kind of baggage never thrives: 

Save wed a year, I hate recruits with wives.” 

LXXI. 

“ May it ]»lease your excellency,” thus replied 
Our British friend, these aro the wives of others, 
And not our own. 1 am too qualified 
By service with my military brothers, ^ 

To bn^ak the rules by bringing one's own biid» 

Into a camp; 1 know tliat naught so bothcor 
'J'hc hearts of the heroic on a charge, 

As leaving a small family at large. 

i.xxn. 

“ But these are but two Turkish ladies, who 
Willi their attendant aided our escape, 

And afterwards accompanied us through 
A thousand perils in this dubious shape. 

To im- this kind of life is not bo new; 

'I'o tliem, poor things! it is an awkward step; 

1 tlirreforts, if you wish mo to fight freely, 

Request that they may both be usod genteelly.” 

i.xxTri. 

Meaiiliine, these two fKX)r girls, with swimming eyes, 
T.<K»k’d on as if in doubt if they cx>uld trust 
Their own protectors; nor was their suq>riso 
Ec'^s ihuii their grief (and truly not loss just) 

To see an old man, ratlicr wild than wise 
Tn aspect, plainly clad, besmeared with dust, 

Stripf. to his waistcoat, and that not too clean, 

Mon*. ft^arM than all ilie sultans ever seen. 

I.XXIV. 

For every thing seem’d resting on his nod, 

As (hey could read in all eyes. Now, to tliom, 

Who were accustom’d, as a sort of god, 

'JV) se(^ (he sultan, riclii in many a gem, 

I.ik«’ an imperiul peat’oek stalk abroofl, 

(That royal bird, whose tail’s a diadem,) 

Witli all the pomp of jvower, it was a doubt 
IIow’ power could condescend to do without. 

LXXT. 

John Jolmson, seeing llieir extreme dismay, 

I'hongh Jiirlo versed in feelings oriental, 

SiiggosU’ii some slight comfort in hia way. 

Don Juan, who was much more sentimental, 

?i\v(>re they slionld see him by tho dawn of day, 

Or that (he Russian anny should repent all: 

Anil, strange to say, tliey found some consolalimi 
In this—ft)r fetnal«.s like exaggeration. 

LXXVl. 

And then, with tears, and sighs, and Bome slight kisses, 
'Du'V parletl for the present—theno to await, 
According to the artillery’s hits or misses, 

What sages call Chance, Providence, or Fate— 
(rinf:erlainty is one of many bfisscs, 

A mortgage on Humanity’s estate)— 

Whili' their beloved friends began to arm, 

'J'o burn a town which never did tliem harm. 

l.XXVll. 

Suwarrow, who but saw things in the gross— 

Being much loo grcjss t(» sj'e them in detail { 

"Who calculated life as so much dross, 

And as the wind a widow’d nation’s wail, 

And cared as little for his army’s loss 

(So that their I'fTorLs should at length prevail) 

As wife and friends did for the Ixuls of Job 
^V'hat was’t hi him to hear two women sob? 





LXXTin. 

Nothing. The work of glory still went on, 

In prejiarations f<H* a cnnncmade 
As terrible asthat ofllion, 

If Homer had fotmd mortars ready made; 

But now, instead of slaying Priam’s 8on> 

We only can but talk of escalade, 

Bombs, drums, gims, bastions, batteries, bayonets, bullets, 
Hard words which stick in the soft Muhcs’ gullets. 

LXXIX. 

Oh, thou eternal Homer \ who couUsi charm 
All cars, though long—all ages, though so short. 

By merely wielding wii h poetic arm 

Arms to vs^ich men will n<‘vnr more resort, 

(Jnloss gunpowder should bu/oimd to harm 
Much less than is the hope of every court, 

Which now is Icagtiod yoting Freedom to annoy;— 

But they will not find liibcrty u Troy: 

LXXX. 

Oh, thou eternal Homer! I have now 

To paint a siege, whenun more men were slain, 

With deadlier engines anti a speedier blow, 

Than in thy Greek gazette of tliat cain[)aigTi; 

And yet, like all men else, I must allow', 

To vie with thee would be about as vain 
As for a bro(»k to cojio witli ocean’s fiood; 

But still wo modcniH e<]nal you in bloixl— 

l/NXXI. 

Ifnol in poetry, at least in th' t: 

Ami fact is truth, the grand desideratum! 

Of wdiich, howeb r ilu* Mum.* d' s*-ribos oa<‘li act, 

Tliere siiotild bo. no’erlheit-ss a sllchl siibstratuni. 

But iK»w the (own is r»<.ing u* be ntta'-'t’d ; 

Grejii deeds are doin*'—how shnil 1 r.-lato ’em? 

JSouly of iuiniorial goijcral-i I Idujbus watch<‘s 
To colour up his rays from your despatches. 

^ I XVXIf. 

oh, yo great bullefins of Buonaparte! 

Oil, yo low's grand long lists nf kill’d and wounded ! 
Shade of J^eonidas! wlio fought so hearty. 

When my po»>r Gr( ec(! n as once, as now, surrounded! 
f Hi, Ca*sar’s Oonmv:iear)es I now iiripart ye. 

Shadows of glory 1 (lost I he roufijuiided) 

A jiortion of y(»ur fading twilight hues, 

So beautiful, so ficeting to ih«’ Muse. 

I.XXXTIl. 

When I call fading” niuiiiat immorUalily, 

1 mean, that every age and every year, 

And aim<x;t every dsiy, in sail rt'alify, 

Some sucking hero is cMnupelPd to roar, 

Who, when wc come Ut sum up the totality 
Of deeds to human happiness most dear, 

Turns out to 1 k 5 a butcher in groat businest?. 

Abiding young folks with a sort of dizziness. 

l.xxxiv. 

Medals, ranks, ribaiuHs, lace, tmibroiilery, scarlet, 

Are things immortal t<» immortal man, 

As purple to lh« Habyloiiian harlot: 

An uuifturn to Ix^ys is like a fan ^ 

To women; there is scarct^ a crimson varlct. 

But deems himself the first in glory’s van. 

But glory’s glory; and if yon would find 
What that is^—^ the pig who socs the wind! 

LXXXV. 

At least he feds ti, and some say ho sees, 

Bocauso ho runs before it like a pig; 

Or, if that simple sentence should displease, 

Say that he scuds before it like a brig, 

A scliooner, or-^but it is time to cose 

This canto, ere my Muse perceives fatigue. 

Thu next shall ring a jieal to shake all people, 

Like a bob*iiiajor from a villago>sieeple. 

3 V 


Lxxxrt. 

Hark! througi) the silence of the coM dull night, 

The hum of armies gatliering raidt on rank t 
Lo! dusky masses steal in dubious eight 
Along die Icogiier’d wall and bristling bank 
Of the arm’d river, while with straggling light 
The Btars^ieop through tin* vapours dim and dank, 
Which curl in curious wreaths—How soon the smoke 
Of iieii shall pall them in a deeper ciouk! 

r.xxxvii. 

Here pause wc for tlic pre'^eiit—even then 
'I'hat awful pause, divi<^io« life from «b*atb, 

Struck fi>r an instant on the hcui ts of men, 

Thousands of whom were drawing their last breath! 
A moment—and ail will be life again I 

The march! tliecharge! tlieslioutsofeitlierfaith! 
Hurra! and Allah! and—one moment more— 

The death-cry drowning in the battle’s roar. 


CANTO VIII. 


Oh bkx>d and thunder! and oh blcKKl and woimds! 

Tlie.'JC art' but vulgar oatli-i, as yon nuiy deem, 

Too gentb.* reader! and most slKsdun^ sounds: 

Ami so they are ; yet tluH is (Jlory’s dream 
Unriddled, and us my true Muse ex]>ouiulK 

At present such things, since Uiey are her theme, 
So 1)0 ili»*y her iiiapirers ! Call tliern Mao?, 

Bcllonu, what you will—they mean but wars. 

If. 

All was prepared—tlic lire, tho sword, the men 
1\> wield Ibein in their terrible array. 

Tbo army, like a lion from his den, 

March’d forth witli nerve and Kinews hcnl to slay— 
A limnun Hydra, issuing from its ft:n 

To breathe fleslmctiori on its wiudinc wav» 
Wliosehcaiis were heroes, which, cut off in vain, 
Immediaudy mothers grew again. 

111 . 

History can only take things in the gross; 

Bill could w<i know them in detail, perchance 
In balaiwing the jirofit and the losn. 

War’s merit it by no means might cnlianco, 

To waste BO much gold C>r a little ilroAs, 

An liatli b<^cn done, more coisjuesi to advance. 

Th« ilrying up a single tear has more • 

Of honest fame, than shedding seas of gore. 

rv. 

And why? becaii.se it brings self-approbation; 

Whereas tlie other, after all its glare, 

Shouts, bridges, arches, penBions from a naitoo— 
Which (it may be) has not much K'fl lo s^iaro— 

A higlicr tilio, or a loftier Rtatioii, 

Though they may make corruption ga|w or atarc, 
Yet, in rlie end, except in freedom’s battlea, 

Are nothing but a diild of murder’s ratUos. 

y. 

And such tliey arc—and such they wUl be (bund. 

Not so Bconidas and Washington, 

Whose every battle-field is holy ground, 

Which breathes ofnatiems wived, not worlds undofMi. 
How sweetly cm the car such cx^boes sound! 

Wliilc the mere victors may appid or stun 
The servile and the vain, such names will be 
IA watdiword till the iiiturc shall he free. 





n. 

The night wai dufc, tad the thick mitt allow’d 
Kaught to-be teen tave the artiilery’s fUmc, 

Which arch’d the horizon iike a fiery cloud, 

And in the DEUiiibe’t wetert shone the tamo, 

A mirror’d hell! The volleying r<w, and loud 
Ijong booming of each pool on peal, o’eroamo 
The ear Gu more than thunder; for Heaven’s flashes 
Sparc, or smite rarely—Man’s make millions aslics! 

vif. 

The column order’d on the assault scarce pass’d 
Beyond the Russian batterips a few loises. 

When up the bristling Meelem rose at last. 

Answering the Christian tliunders with like voices; 
Then one vast fire, air, eartJi, and stream embraced. 
Which rock’d os’t were beneath the mighty noises; 
While the whole rampart blazed like Etna, when 
The restless Titan hiccups in his den. 

VIII. 

And one enormous shout of “ Allah!” rose 
In the same moment, loud as even the roar 
Of war’s most mortal engines, to tlicir foes 
Hurling defiance: city, stream, and shore 
Resoiuid^ “ Allah ’.” a^ the clouds, which close 
With thickeuing canopy the conflict o’er. 

Vibrate to the Eternal Name. Hark! tiinnigh 
All sounds it piercetli, “ Allah! Allali! Hu!” ' 

IX. 

The columns were in movement, one and all: 

But, of the portion which attack’d hy water. 

Thicker than leaves the lives began to fall. 

Though led by Arseniew, that great son of slaugliler, 
As bravo as ever faced boUi boom and ball. fter;”® 
“ Carnage (so Wordsworih tells you) is God’s daiigh- 
If he speak truth, she is Christ’s sister, and 
Just now beliaved os in the Holy Land. 

X. 

The Prince de Ligne was wounded in the knee; 

Count Chapeau-Bi as too had a liall between 
His cap and head, wliicli proves the lieud to be 
Aristocratic as was ever seen. 

Because it then received no injury 

More than the cap; in fact the ball could mean 
No harm unto a right legitimate heail: 

“ Ashea to ashes”—why not lead to load. 

XI. 

Also the General Markow, Brigadier, 

Insiiitmg on removal of the prime, 

Amid some groaning thousands dying near,— 

All common fellows, who might writhe and wince. 

And shriek for water into a deaf oar,— 

The General Markow, who could tlius evince 
His sympatiiy for rank, by the same token. 

To teacli him greater, had his own leg broken. 

XII. 

Three hundred cannon tiirew up tlieir emetic. 

And thirty thousand muskets flimg their pills 
Like hail, to make a bloody diuretic. 

Mortality! thou host tliy namthly bills; 

Thy plagues, thy famines, thy physicians, yet tick, 

Like the death-watch, within our ears the ills 
Past, present, and to comebut all may yield 
To the true portrait of one battle-field. 

XIII. 

There the still varying pangs, vdiich multiply 
Until their very number makes men hard 
By the infinities of agony, 

Which meet the gaze, whate’er it may regard— 

The groan, the rtdi in dust, the all-white eye 
Turn’d back wifliin its socket,—these reward 
Your rank and file by thousands, while the rest 
May win, perhaps, a riband at the breast! 


XiVs 

Yet I iove glory; glory *s a great thing; 

Think what it is to be in your old age 
Maintain’d at the expense of your good king: 

A moderate pension sfndces full many a sage, 

And heroes arc but made for bards to sing, 

Which is still better; thus in verse to wage 
Your wars eternally, besides enjoying 
Half*]»ay for life, makes mankind worth destroying. 

XV. 

The troops already disembark’d pusli’d on 
To take a battery on the right; tlio others, 

Who landed lower down, Uieir landing done, 

Had set to work as briskly as their brotliers: 

Being grenadiers, they nwupted, one by one, 

C!heoiful as children climb the breasts of modiera— 
O’er the eiitreiichiiient and the palisade, 

Q,uite orderly, as if upon parade. 

XVI. 

And this was admirable; for so hot 
The hre was, that were rod Vesuvius loaded, 
Besides its lava, with all sorts of sliot 
And shells or hoils, it could not more have goaded. 

Of officers a third fell on the spot, 

A thing which victory by no means boded 
To gentlemen engaged in the assault: 

Hounds, wlieti tiie huntsman tumbles, are at fault. 

XVII. 

Bui licrts T leave tl»e general concern, 

To track ofir hero on his path of fame: 

He must his laurels separately earn; 

Kor fifty thousand hcroe.s, iiann* by name, 

Though all deserving ^itjually to turn 
A couplet, or an elegy to claim, 

WouM form u lengthy lexicon of glory, 

And, wliat is woi'se still, a nuKd) longer siory: 

XIIII. 

And therefijro wo must give the groalcr n(iml>ur 
To the gu/ette—wliich doubtle.ss fairly dealt 
dv thoi deceased, wh<» lie in famous slumber 
In ditches, fields, or wheresoe’er they fell 
Their clay for the ia.st lime iheir souls onenmbor i— 
Throve ha[»pv he whose name has Immuj well s|Hjit 
n the despatch; ( knew a man whose loss 
Was printed (arroec, ullijottgh his muiM* was Grose. ■* 

XIX. 

uaii and Johnson join’d a i-urtaitt eorjiS, 

And fought away witli might an<i main, not knowing 
The way which they had ncu*r iind beffn;, 

And still loss guessing wlien? they miglit Im going; 
But on they iiiarcli’d, dead bodit;s trampling oVr, 
Firing, an«l thrusting, slashing, sweating, glowing, 
ul fighting Uiouglitlcssly enough to win, 

To their Uao selves, one whole bright bulletin. 

XX. 

fhus on tliey wallow’d in the bloody rnire 
Of dead and dying tliousands,—sometimes gaining 
A yard or two of ground, which brought Uicm Higher 
'To some odd angle for which all were straining; 

.t oUier times, repulsed by the clo.‘<e fire, 

Which really pour’d as if all hell were raining, 

Qstead of heaven, they stumbled backwards o’or 
\ wounded comrade, sprawling in his gore. 

XXI. 

'hough’t was Dim Juan’s first of fields, aiul thixi^^ 

The nightly muster and Uie silent march 
[n tlie chill dark, wbon courage does not glow 
So much as u^or a triumphal arch, 

Perhaps might make him shiver, yawn, or throw 
A glance on the dull clouds (as thick as starch, 

Vhicli stiffen’d heaven) os if ho vrish’d lor day 
'ot for all this lie did not run away. 



XZll. 

Indeed he could not. But what if he had ? 

There have been and arc heroes who begun 
With something not mud) better, or as bad: 

Frederic the Great from Molwitz deign’d to run, 

For the first and last time; for, like a pad, 

Or hawk, or bride, most mortals, after one 
, Warm bout, are broken into Uieir new tricks, 

And bght like fiends fer pay or politics. 

XXIII. 

]]e was what Erin calls, in her sublime 
Old Erse or Irish, or it ma)* be i^mc, 

(Tiie .antiquarians who <;an settle time. 

Which settles all things, Roman, Greek, or Runic, 
r3wear tliat Pat’s language sprung from tlie same clime 
VVitl) Hannibal, and wears the Tyrian tunic 
Ol' ].>ido’s alphabet; and this is rational 
As any oilier notion, and not national 

XXIV. 

IfUt Juan was quite “ a broth of a boy,” 

A thing of impulse and a child of song: 

Now swimming in the sentiment of joy, 

Or the sensation, (if that phrase seem wrong, 

Ami idUTwards, if he nmst nee-ds destroy, 

In sui h com[»any as always throng 
'f’o battles, sieges, and that kind of pleasure, 

Nn l«‘ss delighted to employ his leisure; 

XXV. 

Uuf always wirlmut inali<‘e. if he warrM 
• Or loved, it was witli what wc call ‘Mhc host 
Intentions,” which form ail manldiMrs trumji^cardf 
To be produce*! when brought up to the test. 

'1'Ik* staie'^miui, Ihto, harlot, lawyer—ward 
Oir each atla<?k wlienpeople are inquest 
^ M' their dc..-*igns, hy saying they merwi vxil ; 

’ T is pity “ tliat such meaning should j»ave hcll.”^ 

X V VI. 

1 almost lately have begun toiloubt 

Whether lu ll’s pavement—if il he so prtiwrf— 

.Must not Itave liittiTly been quite worn out, 

N»>f hv thr‘ iiumhers g.xwj intent hath saved, 

Hut hy the m.i^s who g«> bck»w W’ithoul 

Those ancient gomi intciifions, wlihdi r>nre shaved 
A'»| siuoolhM the hrim.-stono of tliat street of hell 
W'hieh boars die greatest likeness to Pall Mall. 

XKVII. 

.Ilian, hv some strange chance, which oft divides 
Warrior from warrior intludr grim career, 

I'liastesl wives from eonstant Imshamis’ sides, 

Just at the close of the* tirstliridal yeor, 

Hv orie^ of th<Me (Kid turns of fortune’s tides, 

Was on a sudden rather puzzled licr«^, 

When, after a good tleal of hi^avy tiring, 
lie IouikI himself uloiu^, and friends retiring. 

xxvrii. 

I do n’t know how the thing cKteur’d—it might 
lit? that (he greater part w«'rc kill’d or womidod, 

And that the rest had faced unto Uie right 

About; a circumstance which has confounded 
(.'ajsar himself, who, in the very sight • 

Of his whoi('' army, which so mu<‘h atiounded 
In ('ourage, was obliged to STiutcli a shield 
And rally back his Romans to the field. 

XXIX. 

Juan, who Itad no shield to snatch, and was 
No Cmsar, but a fine young lad, who fought 
He knew not why, arriving at this pass, 

Stopp’d for a minute, as perltapa ho ought 
F^r a much longer time; then, like an as*}— 

• (Start not, kind reader; since* great Hcrnior thtai^t 
This simile enough for Ajax, Juuii 
Perhaps may find it butter tlian a new one :)— 


7’hen, like an ass, he 
And, what was sU’anger, 

But seeing, fiashing forward, like 
Over tiie hills, a fire enough to Hind 
Those who dislike to look upm a fray, 
lie stumbled on, to try if ho could find 
A palii, to add his own slight arm and forces 
To coqis, liic greater part of which were cesaoe. 


XXXI. 

Perceiving then no more tfie commandant 

Of his own corps, nor even the corps, which had 
Q,ijito diRap|>oar’d—tho gtxfs know how 1 (I can’t 
Acamnt for every thing which may look bad 
In hi.stury ; but wc at least may grant 
It was not marvellous tiiai a mure lad, 

111 sear(*h of glory, should look on before, 

Nor care a pinch of snuff about his corpi :)— 

XXXIT. 

Perceiving nor commander nor cominaiuled, 

And left at large, like a young lioir, to make 
liis way to—where he knew single-handed; 

As travellers follow over bug and brake 
All ignis fatuus,” or as sailors stranded 
Unto tho mtarest hut themselves betake, 

So Juan, ibilowing lionoiir and his nose, 

Rush’d whore the thickosl fire announced most foes. 


XXXIII. 

He know not wh(*ro he was, nor greatly cared, 

For ho was dizzy, liusy, and his veins 
Fill’d as with lightning—lor his spirit shared 
The hour, as is ih<5 case with lively brains 
And, where tin' hottest fire was seen and heard, 

And the loud cannon pealed its hoarsest strains. 

He rush’d, while earth luid air were sadly shaken 
By Uiy humane discovery, friar J3acon ! ® 

XXXIV, 

.4nd, as h(! rush’ll along, it eurnu to pass he 
F(?ll in with what w'ai? late (ho second column. 

Under tin; orders of the goncrul Losoy, 

Hut now reduced, as is a bulky volume, 
lulo an elegant extract (mucli loss iiiusvy) 

Of Ijeroism, and toc^ hi.*^ place witli solemn 
Air, ’mid the. rest, who kepi their valiant faces, 

And levell’d weapons, stilt against the glacis. 

XXXV. 

Just at this crisis up (yiujc Jolinson loo, 

Wiio hail “ retreated,” :is tlie. phrase is, when 
Men run away much rather than go througl* 
Destriielion’s jaw.s into the devil’s den; 

But Joiinson wa.s a clevis fidlow, who 

Knew when and how “ to cut and come again,” 

And in ver ran away, except when running 
Was nothing but a valorou.s kind of cmining. 

XXXVI. 

And so, wh*m all his corfm were dead or dying, 

Except T>on JuaiJ—«. nujre novice, whose 
More virgin valour never dreamt of flying, 

From ignor.aiicc of danger, which indues 
Its voiftries, like innoconci^ relying 
On its own strength, wilhcarele.s8 nerves and thews,— 
Johnson retired a little, just to rally 
Those who catch cold in ehadowti of death’s volley.” 

XXXVII. 

And there, a little shelter’d from the shot. 

Which rain’d from bastion, battery, para|)et, 

Rampart, wall, eaxement, house—for there was n<^ 
ill tins extensive city, sore beset 
By Cliristian soldiery, a single spot 
'which did not combat like tlie devil as yet, 

He found a number of chasseurs, all scatterM 
By tho resistance of the chasi^ tliey balicr’d. 


/' r' 



. —arxxTnu 

*nke Idl'd on; and, what's smuige, they came 

. *TJhto his (sail, unlike ** dte spirits from 
The vasty deep,” to whom you may exclaim, 

Says Hotspur, long ere they will leave their home. 
Their reascsis were uncertainty, or shame 
At shrinking from a bnllcl or a bomb, 

And thut odd imjmlse, which, in vm.rs or creeds, 

Makes men, like cattle, follow him who leads. 

XXXIX. 

By Jove! he was a noble fello\^, Johnson, 

And thougli bis name than^jaxor Achilles 
Sounds loss harmonious, underneath tlic sim soon 
We shall not sec his Itkeno.^ts: he could kill his 
Man quite as quietly us blows the monsoon 
Her steady breath,(which some months the same stitlis ,) 
Scldfiin he varied feature, hue, or muscle, 

And could be very busy witliout bustle. 

XI.. 

And therefore, when he ran away, he did so 
Upon reflection, knowing tliat behind 
He would find others who would fniii bn rid so 
Of idle appreliensions, which, like wind, 

Trouble hnndc stomachs. Though their lids so 
OA are soon closed, all heroes are not bliiul, 

But when they light upon immediate death, 

Kelirc a little, merely to take breatli. 

XLI. 

But Johnsisi only ran off to return 
With many other warriors, as we said, 

(Into that rather somewhat misty tarn, 

Which Hamlet tells us is a pass of dread, 

To Jack, howe’er, this gave but slight concern : 

His soul (like galvanism ui)on tlio deail) 

Acted upon tiu! living as on wdro, 

And Uul tiiciii back into the heaviest fire. 

XI.TI. 

Egad ! they fiumd tlie second time wliat they 
The first time thought quite terrible enough 
To fly from, inalgre all whicli people say 
Of glory, and all that immortal stutf 
Which fills a reginmnt, (liesidcs their pay, 

That daily shilling which makes warriors tough)— 
They foiiiwl mi their retuni the sell-same welcome, 
Which made some thhtk, and others fenoui, a ludl come. 

XI.UI. 

They fell as thick os harvests boneatij liail, 

Grass before soytlios, or eorti below the sickle, 

I’roving that trite old truth, that life’s ?ls' frail 
As any other boon for which men stic!dt\ 

The Turkish hatleries thrash’d them like a flail, 

Or a good boxer, into a sad pickle 
Putting the very bravest, who were kno«’kM 
Upon tile head before their guns were cock’d. 

xuv. 

The Turk», behind the travenses tind flanks 
<X the next bastion, fired away like devils, 

And swept, as gales swccji foam away, whole ranks: 

However, Heaven kmiws how, the Fate who levels 
Towns, nations, worlds, in her revolving pra»k.s, 

So order’d it, amid those sulfihury revels, 

That Joluison, and some few who Iiad not scam^ier’d, 
Reach’d the interior t^as of the rampart 

XLV. 

First one or tw'o, llicn five, six, and a dozen, 

Game mounting quickly up, for it was now 
All neck or nothing, a.s, like pitch or rosin 
Flame was shower’d forth above os well’s below, 

So that yon scarce coidd say who best hod duN^n,— 
The gentlemen tliat were the first to show 
Their martial faces on the parapet, 

Or those who thought k Inuve to wait os yet. 


XLVl. 

But those who scaled found out that their advance 
Was favour’d by an accident or blunder; 

The Greek or Turkish Cohom’s ignorance 
Had palisadoed in a way you’d wonden 
To see in forts of Netherlands or France— 

(Though these to our Gibraltar must knock under)- 
Right in the middle of the parapet 
Just named, these palisades were primly set: 

XLVII. 

So that on cither side some nine or ten 
Paces wore left, whereon you could contrive 
To march; a great convenience to our men, 

At icasi to all those who were loft alive, 

Wiio thus amid form a line and fight again; 

Ami that which further aided them to strive 
Was, ihat they could kick down the pali^les, 

Which scarcely rose much higher than grass blades.*’ 

X1.VIII. 

Among the fust,—I will not isay 
For .sucli pi ccodence upon such •xT.asions 
Will ofiimtitwjs make deadly quarrels hurst 
t)ul between friends as well as allied nations; 

Tlic Briton must he Iwld who really durst 
Pill to such trial John Bull’s partial patience, 

As say foal Wellington at Waterloo 

as liealen,—thougli tlio Prussian.^ say so too 

XLIX. 

And that if Blucher, Bulow, Gneisoiiau, 

And Go<l knows who besides in “ a«” and “ ou,” 
Had not conn* u[) in time to cast an awe 
Into the ln*arts of those who finighr till now 
As tigers ooriihat with an empty craw, 

Tin* L)uke of Wellington had wased to show 
llisorders, also to receive his pensions, 

Which arc Uie heaviest tliat our history mentions. 

L. 

But never niind ;—‘‘God save the king!” and kings’ 
For if/c' don’t, J douhl. if wen will longer.— 

1 think I licar a little bird, who sings, 

I’he ]ieoj>le by and by will be the stronger; 

The veriest jude will winct* wiK>se liarness wrings 
So much into the raw as quite to wrong her 
Beyoiwl the rules of posting.—and the mob 
At last fa!) sick of iiuitatiug Job. 

ij. 

At first it grumbles, then it swears, and focn, 

1 /ike J Uvid, flings snuxitb ’pebbles 'gainst a giant; 

At last it rakes to weaiKms,siich as men 
vSnat'-h when (kspair makes human hearts less plian 
Then "conies tlictug war—’f will come again, 

1 ratlier doubt; anil T would fain say “ fie on’l,” 
ff T had not perceived that revolution 
Alone can save Uie earth from hell’s |^»oilution. 

LIT. 

But to continue1 say not tM first, 

But of the first, our little friend Don Juan 
Walk’d o’er the walls of Tsniail, as if nursed 

Amid such scenes—lliough this was quite a newer 
To him, and I sluhiU ho|)«'. to most. The tliirst 
Of glori’, whicli so pierces through and through on. 
Pervaded him—aliliough a generous creature, 

As warm in heart as feminine in feature. 

UII. 

And here lie was—who, iqxin woman’s breast, 

I'.ven from .a diild, felt like a child ; howe’er 
Tho man in all the rest might bo confeaw’d; 

To him if was Elysium to be tliore ; 

And he could even wilhstaiid tliat awkward test 
Which Roasacau points otU to the dubious fair, 

“ Observe your lover when he Uav€$ your arms 
But Juan ntwor left them while they’d charms. 



Unless compellM hy fate, or wave, or wind, 

Or near relations, who are much the same. 

But here he was!—-where each tie that can bind 
Humanity must yield to steel and flame: 

And /«c, whose very body was all mind,— 

Flung her© by fate or circumstance, which tame 
The loftiest,—hurried by the lime and place,— 

UaehM on like a spurr*d blood-ltorse in a race. 

I.V. 

So was his blood stilt’d while he found resistance, 

As is the hunter’s at the five-bar gate, 

Or double post and rail, whtsre the existence 
Of Britnifl’s youth dejicnds upon their weiglit, 

' The lightest being the safest: at a distance 
ilo hated cnielty, as all men liato 
Blood, until heated—and even there his own 
At times would curdle o’er some heavy groan, 

i-vr. 

The General Lascy, who had been hard press’d, 

Seeing arrive an ai<l so opportune 
As were some hundred youngsters all abreast, 

Who came as if just dropp’d down from the moon, 

To Juan, who was near<‘st him, address’d 
His thunks, and liopes to take the city soon, 

Not reckoning him to be a “ Imsc Boronian,” 

(As I’istol calls it,) but a young Livonian. 

LVII. 

Juan, to wliom he spoke in German, knew 
As much of Gernrian as of Sanscrit, anil 
Jn (U)swor made an inelinafion to 
Tfie general wholiejd him in command; 

For, peeing one with ribboiiw black and blue, 

Stars, medals, and a l>l4iody sword in hand, 
Addressing him in tones vvhicit seem’d to liiank, 
lie recognised an oflicer of rank. 

^ LVIII. 

Short specchos ]>ass between !wo men who speak 
No common lauvnag**; and besi«los, in time 
Of war and takine towns, when many a shriek 
Rings oh'r die dialogtie, and many a rrime 
Js perjiotrated ere a wf>r<l can break 

l?prin the t-ar, and sounds of horror idiiirie 
In, like church-ht'lk. with sigh, howi, groan,yell,prayer, 
'1‘herc cannot he much conversation there. 

LIX. 

And therefore all we have r<date<l in 

Two long octaves, pass’d in a liftic minute; 

But in the yame small minute, every sin 
Contrived to get itself rompris‘*d within it. 

The very cannon, dt^afen’d hy tin- din, 

Gn‘w dnml), f t yon iniglit ehnos* hear a linnet, 

Ab soon as thunder, ’midst the g<'ij‘*ral noise 
Of human nature’s agonizing voice! 

LX. 

The Uwvn w'as enter’d. <Hi eternity !— 

“ God made th^ country, and man made the town,” 
So Covvper sav "—fm l I h(*gin to he 
f>f his (*piitton, when T see cast cWn 
Rome, Babylon, '3’yre., Cailhago, Nineveh- 
All walls men know, and many never known; 

And, pondering on tlie pres»jnt and the past, 

To doom the woods sltall be our liome at last. 

LXJ. 

Of all men, saving Sylla the man-slayer, 

Who passes for in life and death most lucky. 

Of the groat names, which in our faces stare, 

The General Boon, back-woo<)sman of Kentucky, 

’ Was ha^ipicst among mortals any whore; 

For killing noUdng but a bear or buck, be 
Enjoy’d the lonely, vigorous, Itarraless day.s, 

©f his old age in wilds of deepest maze. 


tiXU* 

Grim© eftme not near him—«he i* hot the child 
Of solitude; health shrank not froift Imn—ifisr 
Her homo is in Uie rarely-trodden wild, . 

Where if men seek her not, and death be more 
Their choice than life, forgive thcni, as beguiled 
By habit to what their own hearts abhor— 

In cities caged. The present case in |>oint I 
Cite is, Uiat Boon lived hunting up to ninety; 

LXIII. 

And what’s still stranger, left behind a name— 

For which men vainly decimate th© throng,— 

Not only famous, but of that good fame 
Without which glory’s but a tavern song— 

Simple, serene, the anti|)odcs of shame, 

Which hate nor envy e’er could tinge with wrong; 
An active hermit, evcti in age the child 
Of nature, or the Man of Ross run wild. 

LXIV. 

’T is true he shrank from men, even of his nation, 
When they built up unto his darling trees,— 

He moved some hundred miles otf, for a station 
Where there were- iewer houses and more ©use— 
Tlie inconvenience of civilization 
Js, that you neither can be pleased nor please ^ 
But, where he met the individual man, 

He show’d himself as kind as mortal can. 

i.xv. 

lie wa-s not all alone.: around him grew 
A sylvan trilni of children of the riiasc, 

Whose young, iiuw akt'ii’d world wa-s ever new, 

Nor sword nor sorrow yet hail left a trace 
< Hi her unwrinkled brow, nor could you view 
A frown on naUirc’s or on human face;— 

The free-horn P)rcst found and kcjit them free, 

And fresh as is a torrent or a tree. 

LXVI, 

And tall and strong and swift of fool were they, 

Beyond llu5 dwarfing cily’s pale alxiriions, 

Becouse iheir ihougbts had never b(*cn tlie prey 

()f earc! nr gain: ih'* green wikhIb were their portions 
No sinkinL' spirits told them they grew gray; 

No fashiiai made tliem apes of iter distortimis; 
Simple they were, rn»I .savage; and their rifles, 

I’liougU very true, were not yet used for trifles. 

i.xvir. 

Motion was in their dnys, n?hi. in iheir slumbers, 

Ami cheerfiilm'SN fh(' handmaid of tlmir toil; 

Nor yiit too luativ nor too few their numbers; 

Comiplion could iioi make tJieir hearts licr soil: 

The liipl which slings, ilie splcmkiur which encumber*, 
With the free fi»rfsHTs divide no s|)oil; 

Serene, not sullen, wore the ««»litiKles 
Of this unaigliing people of the w'oods. 

LXVTir. 

So much for natureby way of variety, 

Now back to iliy great joys, civilization t 
And thi‘ tweet couycfjuence oflarge S(*ci..‘ty,— 

War, pestilence, the ilespoi’s fW)latioii, 

Tlie kinglv scniiri»e, tiie lus! (»f nou^riety, 

The milUons slain by .soldiers for their ration, 

Tlie scenes like (tathcrim*’s boudoir at. threescore, 
With Ismail’s storm to soften it Uie more, 
l.XIX. 

The town was enter’d: first one coUmm made 
Its sanguiimry way good—tlien anotJicr; 

The recking bayonet and the flashing blade 
Clash’d ’gii-inst the scmiilar, and babft and mother 
With distant shrieks were heard heaven to upbmid; 

Htill closer sulphury clouds began to sm^tthcr 
The breath of mom and man, where, fool by foot, 

The madden’d Turks their city still dispute. 



txx. 

Koutousow, be who aflerwards beat back 
(With some aesstance irom frost and snow) 
Napoleon on hie bold and bloody track, 

^ It hap]:>eD’{i was beat back just now. 

He was a jolly fellow, and could crack 
His jest alike in face of friend or iue, 

Though life, and death, and victory, were at stake— 
But here it seemM his jokes had ceased to take: 

LXXI. 

For, having thrown himself into ditch, 

Follow’d in haste by various grenadiers, 

Whose bl<K>d the })uddlt* greatlv'clid enrich, 

Ho climb’d U» whore the parapet appears; 

But there his project roachM its utmast pitch— 
(’Mong other deaths the General Ribatipierre’s 
Was mticli rogrelied) —for tlio Moslem men 
Threw them all demm into tlie ditch again; 

lAXlI. 

And, had it not been fw some stray lr(K>p8, landing 
They knew not whore,—Iwing carried by tlic stream 
To some spot, where they lost their understanding, 
Atid wander’d up and down as in a dream. 

Hntll they reach’d, as daybreak was expanding. 

That which a portal to their eves did seem.— 

Tho great and gjiy Koufousow nnghl have lain 
Where fiircc pans t»f his ctduinn yet remain. 

LXXriT. 

And, scrambling round the rampart, th(*se same troojw, 
After the taking of the “ cavalier,” 

Just as Koutou'iow’s most ** forlorn” of “ hopes” 

Took, like chameleims, s«mie slight tinge of fear, 
Open’d the gate call'd “ Kilia” to the groups 
Of bafflwl heroes who slootl aliyly near, 

Sliding kncc-do<'!p in lately-frezeii mud, 

Now thaw’d into a marsh of human blood. 

I.XXIV. 

The Kozaks, or if so you pltas^, C/oswacks— 

(1 do n’t much pique myself upon orthography, 

So that I do not grossly err in facts, 

Statistics, tactics, politics, and geography)— 

Having been used to serve on horses’ i)acks, 

And no groat dilettanti in to{K)graphy 
Of fortresses, but lighting where it pleases 
Their chiefe lo order,—wore all loit to pieces. 

LXXV. 

Their column, thout^i the Turkish Irntterios thunder’d 
Upon them, no’erlhcless had reach’d the rairqwri, 
And naturaUy thouglit they could have plunder’d 
Tlie city, wilhoiit l>ciiig further hamper’d; 

But, as it liap|>ens to brave men. they blunder’d— 

The Turks at first pretended lo have scRmfwr’d, 

Only to draw them ’twixt two bnsiion corners, 

From whence they sallied on those (Christian scomers. 

LX.NVI. 

Then being taken by the tail—a taking 
Fatal to i)ishof» as to soldiers—these 
Coss^ks were all cut otT as day was breaking, 

Ami f^Kind their lives were let at a short lease— 

But perish’d without shivering or sliaktng, 

Imaving as ladders thoir heap’d carca'«cs, 

O’er whi<^ Lieutonantf'Ccdoncl Vesouskoi 
March’d with the brave battalion td'Polouzki>- 

LXXVII. 

This valiant roan kill'd all the Turks he met. 

But could m»l eat them, being in his turn 
Slain by some Mussulmans, who would not yet, 
Withmit resistance, see their city bum. 

The walls were won^ but’t was an oven bet 
Which of thsMpMies would have cause to mourn; 

’T was blowi^kvj^, disputing inch by inch, 

For one woiM not retreat, nor t’ other flinch. 


f.xxyiii. 

Anotlier column also suffer’d much: 

And here wu may remark with the historian, 

You should but give few cartridges to suejj 
'iVnojis as are meant to march vi^ith greatest glory: 
When matters must be carried by d)o touch 
Of ihu bright bayonet, ami they all should hurry on. 
They sometimes, witli a hankering for existence, 
Kcu]) merely firing at a r<K)tish distance. 

LXXIX. 

A junction of the General MeknopV men 
(Without tim General, who had fallen some time 
Before*, hfdrig badly seconded just then) 

Was matin at h*ng(h, with tliose who dared-to climb 
The (l»-al)i-(lisg<>rying rampart once again; 

And, file 'I'lirks’ rosisfarico wa.<i suWime, 
Tfjey U)uk tho bi'.stion, which the Scraakier 
Ihdinuletl (It a price e.vtroniely dear. 

LXXX. 

Juan and .hhii'>oi) and some volunteers, 

Amon^ the f>remo.st, oHur’d him good quarter, 

A word whif-h little suits with Seraskiers, 

Or at least suited not this valiant Toj-tar.— 

He died, deserving well liis country’s tears, 

A savage .sort of niliiciry martyr. 

An Knglish naval otiicer, who wish’d 
To inuke iiim prisoner, was also dish’d. 

LXXXX. 

or all lh(“ answer to his propositiisi 

AVas from a pisiol-shol tli»t. laid him dead; 

)n wliich the rest. more iiilcrinission) 

Hegiui lo lay about with sleid and lead,— 
rh‘- pious metals most in requisition 
On such iKxasioiis; luit a single head 
Was spannl.—ilirm- thousand Moslems pi^rish’d here 
And sKteeii l»ayoneis pierced the Seraskier. 

i.XX’XIJ. 

The city’s taken—only j»art l»y part— 

And dentil js drunk with gore: there’s ivrt a street 
A'here fights not to the last some des[»erale he^art 
For thosi! f)r whom it soon sliall ceitse to beat, 
lere War forg<>t his own ileslrue.tivo art 
Til more destroying nature ; and the. heal 
)f carnage, like the Nile’s suii-soddioi shine, 
Engender’d monstroas shapes of every crime. 

i.xxxm. 

\ Hu.ssinn oflirer, in martial tread 
Over .a heap of bodies, felt his heel 
cized fast, as if’t were hv the serpent’s head, 

Whose fangs Kvo taught Iut humon seed to feel. 

!i vain he kick’d, and swore, and writhed, and bled, 
And ho'ri’d for help as wolves do lor amesd— 

I’he ieel.li Htil! kept their gratifying hold, 

\.s do the subtle snakes described of old. 

txxxiv. 

A. dying Moslem, who had felt tho fool 
Of a foe o’er him, snatch’d at it, and bit 
fhe very tendon w'hieJi is most acute— 

(J'hat which some ancient Muse or modem wit 
Earned idtcr th<*e, Aohilles) nixl quite through ’l 
He made the teeth nitud, nor relinqui^’d it 
Even with his life—for (but they lie) ’t is said 
i'o the live log still clung the sever’d he^. 

LXXXV. 

lowpvcr this may be, ’t is pretty sure 
The Russian officer for lifo was lamed, 

'or the Turk’s teeth stuck faster than a skewer, 

And lcf> him ’mid the invalid and maim’d: 

'be regimental surgeon could not cure 
His patient, and perhaps was to be blamed 
rtore than the head of the inveterate ft)e, 

Vhich was cut otf, and scarce even ffien let go. 



LXXXTI. 

But then the fact’s a fket-^d’t is tlie part 
Of a true poet to escape from fiction 
Whene’er he can; for there is little art 
In leaving verse more free from the restriction 
Of trutli tium prose, unless to suit the mart 
For what is sometimes call’d poetic diction, 

And that outrageous appetite for lies 
Wliich Satan angles with for souls like flies. 

i.xxxvri. 

1‘lie city *s taken, but not render’d !—^No! 

There’s not a Moslem that hath yielded sword: 

I’he blood may gush oiit, as the Danube’s flow 
Rolls by tfl© city wall; but deed nor word 
‘Ackiiowl^ge aught of dread of death or foe; 

In vain the yell of victwy is roar’d 
By the advancing Miiscovile—tho groan 
Df the last foo is echoed by his own. 

LXKxvrir. 

bayonet pierces and the sabre cleaves, 

And human lives are lavish’d every where, 

As tlio year closing whirls the scarlet leaves, 
lyiicn the stripp’d forest bows to the bleak air, 

And groans; and thus tlie peopled city grieves, 

Sliorn of its best and loveliest, and loft bare; 

But still it falls with vast tmd awful splinterK, 

As oaks blown down with all their thousand winters. 

LXXXIX. 

It is an awful topic—but’t is not 
• My cue for any time to bo terrific: 

For chequer’d as it seems our liTimari lot 
With good, and bad, and worse, alike prolific 
f»f melancholy merriment, to quote 

Too much of one sort would be so|)orific ; 

Witliout, or with, offence to fritivls or foes, 

1 sketch your world exactly os it goes. 

/ XV. 

And one good action in the midst of crimes 
Is “quite rcfresliing”—in the affected phrase 
Of these ambrosial, Pharisaic limes, 

Willi all their prriffy milk-an<l-waier ways,— 

And may serve tlicrefore to bedew tliese rliymca, 

A little scorch’d atpresem with lh<* blaze 
Of conquest and its consequences, which 
Make epic poesy so rare and rich, 

XVI. 

Upon a taken iKistion, where, there lay 
Thousands of siiuiglitcr’d men, a yet warm grotip 
Of murder’d women, who had found their way 
To tills vain refuge, made the good heart droop 
And shudder;—while, as beautiful as May, 

A female child of ten yt^ars tried to stoop 
And hide her little palpitating breast 
Amid die bodies lull’d in bloody rest. 

xcir. 

Two villanous Cossacks puwued the child 
With flashing eyes and weapons: match’d with them, 
The rudest brute that roams Siberia’s wild 
Has foelingfl pure and polish’d as a gem,— 

The bear is civilized, the wolf is milB: 

And wiiom for this at last must wo condemn ? 

Their natures, or their sovereigns, who employ 
All arts to teach their subjects to destroy ? 

xcni. 

Thoir sabres glitter’d o’er her little head, 

Whence her fair hair rose twining witli affright, 

Her hidden face was plunged amid the dead: 

When Juan caught a glimpse of this sad si^U 
l»iihaU not say exactly what he «oid, 

Because it might not solace ** ears polite 
But what ho did, was to lay on their backs,— 

Thr readiest way of reasoning with Cossacks. 


One’s hip he Blush’d, and split the ofrier^j^oukltf, 

And drove them with iheir bmtal y^fite seek 
If there might be ditnirgoons who cmild solder 
The wounds they riclily merited, and shriek 
Their baffled rage and pain; while waxing colder 
As he turn’d o’er each |xdo and gory (dteek, 

Don Juan raised his little captive from 
The iicap a moment more liad made her tomb. 

xcv. 

And she was chill as they^, and on her face 
A slender streak of blood announced how near 
Her fate had been to tliat df ail her race; 

For tlie same Idow whicli laid her mother here 
Had scarr’d her brow, and Icfl its crimson trace 
As the last Imk whli all she had hold dear 
But elst; unliurt, she ojMjn’d her large eyes, 

And gazed on Juan with a wild surprise. 

XfVI. 

Just at this instant, while their eyes were fix’d 
Upon each other, with dilated glance, 

In Juan’s look, pain, pleasure, hqie, fear, mix'd 
With Joy to save, and dread of some miscliuaca 
Unto his protegt'!; wliile hers, transfix’d 
With infant terrors, glared as from a trance, 

A pure, transparent, pale, yet radiant face, 

Like to a lighted aialoster vase 

xevti. 

Up came John Johnson—(I will not say “ Jack** 

For that were vulgar, cold, and commonplace 
On great occasions, such os ati attack 
oil cities, as hath been the present case)— 

Up Johnson came, with hundreds at his back, 
Exclaiming:—.luati! Juan I On, boy! brace 
Your ami, and 1 'll bet Moscow to a dollar, 

That you and I will win St, George’s collar.® 

XCVIJI. 

“ The Seraskier is knock’it u|Hm On* head, 

But Uic stone bastion still remains wherein 
The old pacha sits among some hundreds dead, 
Smoking his pif>e ({ui(e calmly, ’mid die din 
Of our artillery and his own; *t is said 
Our kill’d aln'Uiiy piled up to the ciitii, 

Lie rouinl the battery; but siill it batters, 

And grape in volleys, lik*^ a vineyard, scatters. 

XilX. 

’ Then up witli meBut Juan answer’d, “ Look 
Upon this cliild—I sav’d her—must not leave 
Her life to cliance; but (loint me out .sofw* nook 
Of safety, where bIio less may shriok and grieve, 

.An<l 1 am with you.”—Whereon Johnson to^ 

A glance arouTKl—and shrugg’d—and twitch’d his sleeve 
And black silk iieckclotl*—and replied, “ You ’re right; 
Poor thing! what’s to bo done'/ I’m inixzled quite.” 

Said Juan—“ Whatsriever is to be 

Done, I’ll not quit her till she seems secure 
Of present life a good deal more Uian we.” — 
ciuolh Johnson— Neither will J quite insure; 

But at the b’ioat you may die gloriously.” 

Juan replied-^* At least I will endure 
’VVliate’cr is to be borne—but not resign 
This child, who’s parentless, and Uierefore mine.” 

n. 

Jt^mson said—“ Juan, we’ve no time to lose; 

Tlie child’s a pretty child—a very pretty— 

I never saw such eyes—but hark! now choose 
Between yotir fanie and feelings, pride and pity: 

Hark! how the roar increases!—no excuse 
W ill serve when tliere is plunder in a city 
I should be loth to march without you, be^, 

By God! wo ’ll be too late for the firat cut.” 



Bui ^omoTeable; until 

« Johinoa, wlior^y kiv«d him in way, 

^ Pi^’dout among his fbUowem widt aoroo skill 
Such as he th^ight the least given up to prey: 

And swearing if the came to ill 
That they slmuid all be shot on the neat day» 

But if she were delivered safe and sound, 

They slmuld at least have fifty roubles round, 

cni. 

And all allowances besides of plunder 
In fair proportion with dieir comrades ;*->then 
Juan consented to march on through thunder, 

Which thinnM at every step tlieir ranks of men ■ 
And yet the rest rushM eagerly—no wonder, 

For they were heated by the bop© of gain, 

A thing whicl) happens every where each day— 

No iiero trusteth wholly to half^pay. 

CIV. 

And such is victory, and such is man! 

At least nine-tenths of wlmt wo call soGod 
May have anotlier name fur half wc scan 
As human beings, or his ways are odd. 

But to our subject: a bravo Tartar Khan,— 

Or “ as too author (to wh(*se nod 

la prose I bend my humble verse) doto call 
This chieftain—somehow would not yield at all: 

cv. 

But, fhmkM by brave 8011*5 (such is polygamy, 
That she s^iawns warriiirs by the .^core, where nont^ 
Are proseeulod for that false crime bigamy) 

He never would bolitjvo the city won, 

While courage clung but to a single twig.—Am I 
Describing Priam’s, Pclcus’, or Jove’s son? 
Neither,—but a good, plain, old, temperulc man, 
"Who fought with Iiis five children in tlic van. 

cvi. 

To tahe him was toe jKiinl. The truly brave, 

When they behold the bravo oppress’d with odds, 
Arc touch’d with a desire to shield or save 
A mature of wild heasU luid demi-gods 
Arc they—now furious as Ihe sweeping w'avc, 

Now moved willi pity: even as sometimes nods 
Tho rugged tree unto the summer wind, 

Compassion breathes along the savage mind. 

evn. 

But lie would not be taken, and replied 
To aS tho propositions of surrender 
By mowing Christians down on every side, 

As ohitinate Swedish Charles at Bender. 

His five bravo boys no less the foe defied; 

Whereon the Hu^sian {latlios grew less tender, 

As being a virtue, like terrestrial patience, 

Apt to wear out on trifling provocations. 

CVIll. 

And spite of Johnson and of Juan, who 
Expended all tooir ©aMtcni pbmseolngy 
In begging him, for God’s sakc^, just to show 
So much less fight as might form an a{K>logy 
For them in saving such a desperate foe— 

Ho hew’d away, like doctors of theology 
When they dispute with skoptics; and wito curses 
Struck at hia friends, as babies beat their nurses. 

cix. 

Nay, he had wounded, thouglt but slightly, both 
Juan and Jetonson, whereupon they fell— 

The first with sighs, the second with an oath— 

Upon his angry sultauship, pell-mell, 

And all around were grown exceeding wroth 
At such a pertinacious infidel, 

And poin’d upon him and hlisons like rain, 

Whi^ they resisted like a sandy plain, 


cx. 

That drinks mA still is dry. At last they 
His second son was leveled a shot t 
His third was sabred; and tlie fburth, most cherish’d 
Of all too five, on bayonets met his lot; 

The fifto, who, by a Christian mother nourish’d, 

Had been neglected, ill-used, and what not, 
Because deform’d, yet died all game and bottom, 

To save a sire who blush’d that he begot him. 

CXI. 

The eldest was a true and tameless Tartar, 

As great a scoroer of tho Nazarenc 
As ever Mahomet pick’d out for a martyr, 

Who only saw the black-cyed girls in green. 

Who make the beds of those who won’t lake qhiu‘tcr 
On earth, in Paradise; and, when once seen, 
Thi^sf' Houris, like all otoer pretty creatures, 

Do just whate’er they please, by dint of features. 

cxii. 

And what they pleased to do with the young Klian 
In heaven, I know not , nor pretend to guess; 

But doubtless they prefi'r a fine young man 
To cough old heroes, and can do no less; 

And that’s the cause, no dou)>t, why, if we scan 
A field of Iwttlo’s ghostly wilderness, 

For one rough, wcatlter-beaten, vcicnm l^ody, 

You ’ll find Ten tlwusand handsome coxcombs bloody. 

I'XJII. ' 

Y’^mr Houris also have a natural }»U:nsurc 
hs lopping oft' your Jal<;ly inani5‘»l men 
Bt'foro. the bridal lu»iirR have danced (heir measure, 
And (ho BJul second moon grows dim again, 

Or dull RciK-ntance hath had dmary l»>isure 
To wisii him hack a Ijachidor now tind llien. 

And thus yourllimri (it may be) disputes 
Of tliese brief blossoms the inunediute fruits. 

cxiv. 

Thus the young Klian, with Houris in his siglil, 
^J’hought not U{K)n iIk^ charms of four young l>rides, 
But bravely rush’d on his first liejiveniy night. 

In short, howe’er our bettor faith derule.s, 

Tliese bhick-oyod virgins make tho IVloslcius tight, 

As (hough there were ono heaven and none twsides, 
When^as, iJ'ail be true we hear of heaven 
And hell, there must at least be six or seven. 

CSV. 

So fully flash’d the phanloiii on his eyes, 

That when the very laiicc was in bis heart, 

He shouted, “ AllaJi 1” and saw Paradise 
With all iUs veil of mystery drawn apart, 

And bright eternity wiUiout disguise 
On his soul, !ik<3 a ceo-solcss sunrise, dan,—• 

Witli prophets, houris, angels, saints, descried 
In one volu()tuous blaze,—and then he died: 

cxvi. 

But, with a heavcjily rapture on his face, 

The good old Khun—who long had ceased to see 
Houris, or aught except his florui race, 

Who grew like ctxlors romid Inra gloriously— 
Wht?n he Iteheld his latest liero grace 
The earth, which he bocaihe Uke a fell’d tree, 
Paused for a momeut from too fight, and cast 
A glance on that slain stai, his first and last. 

CXVII. 

The soldiers, who beheld him drop his point, 

Stopp’d as iftmee mco’e willing to concede 
Cluartcr, in case he bade them not “aroint!” 

As he before bad done. He did not heed 
Their pause nor signs; his heart was out of joint, 
And sliook (till now unshaken) liko a reed, 

As he look’d down upon his children gone, 

And felt^-i^hough done wito life—lie was alone. 



cxrui. 

Bat’t wis a tr»n»i«|it tremor a epritig 
Upon the Rtasian steel his breast he flung, 

As carelessly as hurls the mofli her wing 
Against the light wherein she dies: he clung 
Closer, that all tl^ deadlier they might wing. 

Unto lire bayonets which had pierced hie young; 

^ And, throwing back a dim look on his sone, 

In one wide wound pour’d forth his soul at once. 

CXIX. 

T is strange enough—the rough, tough soldiers, who 
Spared neitlier sex nor age in their career 
Of carnage, when this old man was pierced through. 
And lay jcfbre them with his diildren near, 

• Touch’d by the heroism of him they slew, 

Were melted for a moment; though no tear 
Klow’d fron> tlieir bloodshot eyes, all red with strife, 
'I’hey honour’d such determined scorn of life. 

cxx. 

But tho stuno bastion still kept up its fire, 

Whore tlie chief l^acha c^inly held his poet: 

Some twenty times he made die Russ roliic, 

^)nil baffled the assaults of all tliedr host; 

At liuigth he eonriescended to iiHpiire 
If yet tite city’s rest wore won or lost; 

And, being told the latter, sent a Bey 
To answer Rit)as’ summons to give way. 

cxx I. 

ill the niciu) lime, cross-legg’d, with great sang-froid, 

• Among Uie scorching ruins he sat smoking 
Tobacco oi#a lillle carpet;—Troy 

.Saw iiotliing like Ibe scene around;—yet, looking 
With martial stoicism, iiauglit seem’d to annoy 
His stern philosophy; but gently stroking 
His beard, be piilf'd bis pipe’s ambrosial gales. 

As if he had Uiree lives, as well as tails. 

exxn. 

The town was taken—wbetber he might yield 
Himself or bastion, little loaltcr’d now ; 

■ His stubborn valour was no future shield. 

Ismail’s no niore 1 The cresemt’s silver bow 
Bunk, and the crimson cross glared o’er the field. 

But red with no Ttrtceimn/; g..re; the glow 
Of burniirg streets, like moonlight on the water. 

Was imaged back in blood, the sea of slaughter. 

CXXIII. 

All that the iniiid would stiriiik from of excesses; 

All that the body perpetrates of had; 

All that we read, hear, dream, of man’s itistresses; 

All that the devil would do if run stark mad; 

All that defies the worst which pen expresses ; 

All by whicli hell is peopled, or as sad 
As hell—mere mortals who their power abuse,— 

Was here (as heretofore and since) let loose. 

cxxiv. 

If here and there some trawnont trait of pity. 

Was shown, and some more noble heart broke through 
Us bloody bond, and saved perhaps some pretty 
Child, or an aged helpless man or^wo— 

What ’b this in one annihilated city. 

Where tliousand loves, and ties, and duties grow ? 
Cockneys of I.ondon! Muscadins of Paris ! 

Just ponder what a pious jwstime war is. 

oxxv. 

Think how tlie joys of reading a gazette 
Are purchased by ali agonies and crimes.' 

Or, if these do not movp you, do n’t forget 
Such doom may be u*" “ times^ 
Iffeanlitne the taxes, Castlereagh, and debt, 

Are hints as good as sermons, or as rhymes. 

Read your own hearts and Ireland’s present story, 

Than food her famine fat with Wellesley’s glorv. * 

. 3 W 


But still there k unto a aneioK_ 

Which loves so well its oountry udw UtW, ■ 

A subject of suUimest sxiduaionr* ' ‘ 

Boar it, ye Muses, on your WighteB wW! 

Howe’er the nughty locust, UosolttjeB, 

Strip your green fields, and to your harvests cling, 
j Gaunt Famine never shadl approach the throne— 

Tho’ Ireland starvb, great George weighs twenty stotie. 

eXXTIt. 

But let me put an end Aito my theme: 

There was an end of Ismail—haplesa town! 

Par flash’d her burning tSwera o’ev Danube’s stream, 
And redly ran his Mushing waters down. 

Tho horrid war-whoop and the shriller scream 
Rose still; but fainter were the founders grown: 

Of forty thousand who bad mann’d foe wall. 

Some hundreds breathed—foe rest were silent alT! 
cxxvm. 

In one thing ne’ertheless’t is fit to praise 
The Russian army upon this occasion, 

A virtue much in fashion now-a-days. 

And therefore worthy of commemoration: 

The topic’s tender, so shall be my phrase— 

Perhaps tlie season’s chill, and their long station 
In winter’s depth, or want of rest and victual. 

Had made them chaste;—they ravish’d very little. 

CXXIX. 

Much did they slay, more plunder, and no less 
Might here and there oixur some violation • 

Ill tho ofoer line ;—but not to siM.*h excess 
As when the French, that dissipated nation, 

Take towns by storm; no causes can I guess. 

Except cold weather and commisevatiuu; 

But all the ladies, save some twenty score. 

Were almost us much virgins as before, 

exxx. 

Some mid mistakes too bappeifd in the dark, 

Whicb sbow’d a want of lanterns, or of taste - 
Iisleed the smoke was such foey scarce cxMild mark 
7'heir friends from toes,—besides such things from has 
tee.ur, though rarely, when Uiere is a spark 
Of light to save the venerably chaste:— 

But six old damsels, each of seventy years. 

Were all deflower’d by different grenadiers. 

CXXXI. 

But on the wlmle tliclr continonco was great; 

So that some disappointment tlicro ensued 
To those who had felt the ineonvenieut state 
Of “ single blessedness,” and thought it good 
(Since it was not their fault, but only fate, 

To bear these crosses) for each waning pnide 
To make a Roman sort of Sabino wedding, 

Without the expense and the suspense of bedding. 

cxxxii. 

Some voices of foe buxom middle-aged 
Were also heard to wonder in foe din 
(Widows of forty were those birds long caged) 

“ Wherefore the ravishing did not begin!” 

But, while the tliirst for gore and pitmder raged. 

There was small leisure for superfluous sin; 

But whether they escaped or no, lies iiid 
In darkness—I catt only hope they did. 

cxxxiii. 

Suwarrow now was conqueror—a match 
For Timor or for Zioghis in his trade. 

While mosques and streets, beneatii his eyes, like tifitl 
Blazed, and foe cannon’s roar was scarce allay’d, 
With bloody hands he wrote his first despatch; 

And here exactly follows what he said 
Glory to God and to the Empress 1” (Pmaen 
Eternal! fuch nama rrungled !) “ Ismail’s ours 1” • 



txfsttr. 

an tbs.iboit tremoidoiu wordt, 
Since “M«|^^BBijTdwl,”tl>(l“UplMr«ini 
, WUch buxli effOm have ever trao^ of aworda. 

' HaaTcn he^ ma! 1 ’in but littia (^a paraon; 

What Danial read waa alKHthand of the Lord’a, 
Scrare, aublina; tha prophata wrote no farce on 
The fate of nationa;—but thia Knaa, ao wittf, 

Could rhjrme, like Nero, o’er a burning cby. 

CIXIT. 

He wrote diia polar melody, and,aet it, 

Duly accompanied ^ abrieka and groana, 

Which few will aing, I truat, hut none forget it— 

Fat I witt teach, if poaaible, the atoneg 
To riae aninat ea^’a tyranta. Never let it 
Be aaid, that we atiil truckle unto throoee;— 

But ye—our ehildren’a children! think bow we 
Shon^d udutf thmgi wen before the workl waa free! 

CXXXTI. 

That hour ia not for ua, but’t ia for you; 

And aa, in the great joy of your millennium. 

You hardly will believe auch things were true 
Aa now occur, I thought that I would pen you ’em; 
But may their very memory perish too 1— 

Yet, if perchance remember’d, still disdain you ’em. 
More than you scorn the savages of yore, 

Who pointed their bare limbs, but not with gore, 

CSXXVII. 

And when you hear historians talk of thrones, 

.^nd those that sate upon them, let it bo 
As we now gaze upon the Mammoth’s bones. 

And wonder what old world such things could see ; 
Or hieroglyphics on Egyptian stones, 

The pleasant riddles offuturity— 

Guessing at what shall happily be hid 
As the real purpose of a pyramid. 

cxxxvtn. 

Reader! I have kept my word,—at least so far 
As the first canto promised. You have now 
Had sketches of love, tempest, travel, war— 

All very accurate, you must allow, 

And epic, if plain truth should prove no bar; 

For I have drawn much less witii a long bow 
Than my forerunners. Carelessly I sing, 

But Phcetnn lends me now and then a string, 

cxxxtx. 

With which 1 still can harp, and carp, and fiddle. 

What further hath befallen or may befall 
The hero of this grand poetic riddle, 

I by and by may tell you, if at all; 

But now I choose to break off in the middle, 

Worn out with battering Ismail’s stubborn wail, 
While Joan it sent off widi the despatch. 

For which all Petersburgh is on the wat^. 

. CXL. 

This special honour was conforr’d, because 
He had behaved with courage and humanity ;— 
Which lost men like, when they have time to paua 
IBVom their ferocities product by vanity. 

His little captive gain’d him some applause, 

For saving her amid the wild insiwity 
Of carnage, and I think he was more glad in her 
Safety, than his new order of St. Vladimir. 

CXLI. 

The Moslem orphan went with her protector, 

For ifoe was hoimdess, houseless, helpless: all 
Her friends, like the sad family of Hector, 

Had polic’d in the field or by the wall: 

Her very place of birth waa but a spectre 
Ofwto it had been; there the Muezzin’s call 
To prayer wae heard no more 1—end Juan wept, 

And made a vow to ahield her, which he kept. 


CANTO IX. 


Oh, WelltngUm! (or “ Vilataton”—for fame 
Sounds the heroic syllables both ways; 

France could not even conquer your great name, 

But ponn’d it down to this facetious phra^je— 
Beating or beaten she will laugh the same)— 

You iiave obtain’d great pensions and much praise 
Glory like yours riiould any dare gainsay. 

Humanity would rise, and thunder “ Nay!”' 

II. 

don’t think that you used Kinnaird quite well 
In Marinet’s affair—in fact’t was shabby. 

And, like some other things, won’t do to tell 
Upon your tomb in Westminster’s old abbey. 

Jpon the rest’t is not worth while to dwell, 

Such tales being for the tea hours of some tshby; 
But though your years as man tend fast to zero, 
h fact your grace is still but a young hero. 

III. 

Though Britain owes (and pays you too) so much, 
Yet Europe doubtless owes you greatly more: 

You have repair’d legitimacy’s crutch— - 

A prop not quite so certain as before: 

The Spanish, and the French, as well as Dutch, 
Have seen, and felt, how strongly you restore 
And Waterloo has made the world your debtor— 

I wish your bards would sing it rather belter.) 

IV. 

You are “ the best, of cut-throats—do not start; 

The phrase is Sliakspearc’s, and not misapplied; 
War's a brain-spatiering. windpipe-slitting art, 
Unless her cause by right be sanctifitd. 
f you have acted onee a generous part. 

The world, not the world’s masters, will decide. 
And I shall be delighted to learn who. 

Save you and youra, have gain’d by Waterloo? 

V. 

am no flatterer—you ’vc supp’d full of flattery: 

They say you like it too—’t is no great wonder: 
He whose whole life has been assault and battery. 

At last may get a little tired of thunder; 

And, swallowing eulogy much more than satire, he 
May like being praised for every lucky blunder; 
Jail’d “ Saviour of the Nations”—^not yet saved, 
And “ Europe’s Liberator”—still enslaved. 

Vi. 

’ve done. Now go and dine from off the plate 
Presented by die Pr'uice of die Brazils, 

And send the sentinel before your gate, * 

A slice or two from your luxurious meals; 

He fought, but has |>ot fed so well of late. 

Some hunger too they say the people feels: 
here is no doubt that you deserve your ration— 

But pray give back a little to the natimi. 

VII. 

don’t mean to reflect—a man so great aa 
You, my Lord Duke! is fiu above reflection. 

The high Roman fashion too of Cincinnatus 
With modern history has but moll connexion: 
Thoup^as an Irishman you love ^tatoes. 

You need not take them under your direction; 

And half a millicm for your Sabine farm 
'.Slather dear!—I’m sure I mean no barm. 



VHI. 

Great men have alwa3r8 acom’d great recomperun); 

Epaminondaa aared hia Thebea, and died, 

Not leaving even hia funeral expenaea; 

George Waahington had thanka and naught beside, 
Except the all-cloudleas glory (which few men’s ia) 

To free bis country: Pitt too had hia pride, 

. And, as a hi^aonl’d minister of state, is 
Renown’d for ruining Great Britain, gratis. 

IX. 

Never had mortal man such opportunity, 

Except Napoleon, or abused it more: 

Youmi^t have freed fall’n Europe from the .unity 
Of tyrants? and been bless’d from shore to shore; 

"And now —what i» your fame? Shall the muse tune it ye? 

Now—that the rabble’s first rain shouts are o’er? 

Go, hear it in your famish’d country’s cries! 

Behold the world! and curse your victories! 

X. 

As these new cantos touch on warlike feats, 

Toyoa the unflattering Muse deigns to inscribe 
Triiihs that you will not read in tlie gaxettcs, 
l}ut which, ’t is time to teach the hireling tribe 
Wlio fatten on their country’s gore and debts, 

Must be recited, and—without a bribe. 

You did great things; but, not being great in mind, 

Have left undone the greatest —and luanhind. 

XI. 

Death laughs—Go ponder o’er the skeleton 
* W ith which men image out the unknown thing 
That hides the past world, like to a set sun 
Which still elsewhere may rouse a brighter spring: 
[.leatli laughs at all you weep Cir;—look upon 
This hourly dread of all whose threaten’d sting 
Turns life to terror, even though in its sheath! 

Mark! how its lipless mouth grins without breath 

XII. 

Mark! how it laughs and scorns at all you are ! 

And yet was what you are : from ear to ear 
ft laughs not—^Ihere is now no flitshy bar 
So call’d; the antic long hath ceased to hear. 

But still he smile-s; and whether near or far, 

He strips frotii man that mantle—(far more dear 
Than even the tailor’s)—his incarnate skin. 

White, black, or copper—^thedcad lionea will grin. 

XIII. 

And thus Death laughs,—it is sad merriment. 

But still it is so; and with such I'xample 
Why should not Life be equally content, 

With his superior, in a smite to trample 
Upon the. nothings which vc daily spent 
Like bubbles on an ocean much less ample 
Than the eternal deluge, which devours 
Suns as rays—worlds like atom-s—years like ours? 

XIV. 

“ To be, or not to be! that is the question,” 

Says Shakspeare, who just now is much in fashion. 

I am neither Alexander nor Hephmstion, 

Nor ever had for ahstraet fame much passion; 

But would much rather have asounddigestion, 

Than Buonaparte’s cancercould I dash on 
Througli fifty victories to shame or fiune. 

Without a stomach—what were a good name ? 

XV. 

“ Oh, dura ilia messorum!”—“ Oh, 

Ye rigid guts of reapers!”—I translate 
For the great benefit of those who know 
What indigestion is—that inward fate 
Which makes all Styx through one small liver flow 
A p,easant’s sweat is worth his lord’s estate: 

Let this one toil for bread-t/iot rack for rent,— 
who sleeps best may be the most content. 


I imi. 

I “'To be, or not to be!”—Ere 1 decide, 

I sfaoiild be glad to know (hfct whiilfltswtf'.’ 

’T is true wo speculate both far and wid^ 

And deem, because we see, we are aS ttang; 

For mji part, I ’ll enlist on neither side, 

Until I see both sides for once agreeing, 

For me, I sometimes think that life is dei^, 

Rather than life a more aflair ofbreatii. 

XVII. 

“ Q,ue sais-je?” was thesmotto of Montaigne, ' 

As also of the first academicians: 

That ail is dubioua wbichinan may attain, 

Was one of their most favourite positions. 

There’s no such thing as certainty, that’s plaia 
As any of mortality’s conditions: 

So little do we know what we ’rb about in 
This world, I doubt if doubt itself bo doubting. 

XVIII. 

It is a pleasant voyage perhaps to float. 

Like Pyrrho, on a sea of speculation; 

But what if carrying sail capsize the boat ? 

Your wise men do n’t know much of navigatimi; 

And swimming long in the abyss of thou^t 
Is apt to lire: a calm and shallow station 
Wcll nigh the shore, where ooe stoops down and gathers 
Some pretty shell, is best for moderate bathers. 

XIX. 

“ But heaven.” as C.assio says, “ is above all.— 

No more of this then,—lei us pray!” Wo have 
Suuls to save, since Eve’s slip and Adam’s foil, 

Which tumbled all mankind into the gmve, 

Beside.s fisii, leasts, and birds. “ The sparrow’s fall 
Is special providence,” though how it gave 
Ofi’enee, we know not; probably it perch’d 
Upon the tree which Eve so fondly search'd. 

XX. 

Oh, ye immortal gods! wliat is tlieogony? 

Oh, thou Iwi mortal man I what is philanthropy ? 

Oh, world, which was and is! w'hnt is cosmogony? 

Some people have accused mo of misanthropy; 

And yet I know no more than the mahogany 
That forms this desk, of what they mean:— Lyhas- 
I comprehend ; for, without transformation, {ihrupp 
Mon become wolves on any slight occasion. 

XXI. 

But 1 , the mildest, meekest of mankind, 

Like Moses, or Melancthon, who have ne’er 
Done any thing exceedingly unkind,— 

And (though I cisild not now and then ibrbear 
Following the bent of body or of mind) 

Have always had a tendency to spare,— 

Why do they call me misantlirope ? Because 
They hate me, not / them ;—And here we 'll pause. 

XXIf. 

’T is lime we should proceed with our good poem, 

For I maintain that it is really good. 

Not only in the body, but the proem. 

However little both are understooil 
Just now,—but by and by the truth will show ’em 
Herself in her suWimest att.itude: 

And till she doth, I fain must be content 
To share her beauty and her banishment. 

XXIII. 

Our hero (and, I trust, kind reader! youm)— 

Was loft upon his way to the chief city 
Of the immortal Peter’s polish’d boon. 

Who still have shown themselves more brave than wit^; 
I know its mighty empire now allures 
Much flattery—even Voltaire’s, snd that’s a pity. 

For me, I deem an absolute autocrat 
iVoI a barbarian, but much worse than that. 



xauT* 

And X win war, at lesvt in words (and—should 
My chance »o doeda) with all who war 

yf ith thouglit4nd of thought’s foes by far most rude, 
Tyrants and s^oj^anta have been and are. 

1 know not who may conquer: if I could 
Have such a prescience, it should bo no bar 
To this my plain, swmrn, downright detestation 
Of every despotism in every nation. 

XXV, 

It is not that J adulate di® people^; 

Without me ihoro are demagogues enough, 

And infidels to pull down ©very steeple, 

And set up in their stead some proper stuff. 

Whether they may sow akeptician to reap hell, 

As is the Christian dogma rather rough, 

I do not know ^wish men to be free 
As much fioiu mobs as kings—from you as me. 

XXVI. 

The consequence is, being of no party, 

I shall offend all parties:—never mind! 

My words, at least, are more sincere aiid hearty 
Than if! sought to sail before the wind. 

He who has naught to gain ran have small art: he 
Wlio neither wishes to be bound nor bind 
May still expatiate freely, as will I, 

Nor give my voice to slavery’s jackal cry. 

XXVII. 

Thai ’» an appropriate simile, that jackal; 

I Ve heard them in the Kphesian ruins bowl 
By night, as do that mercenary pack all, 

Power’s base purveyor, who for pickings prowl, 
And scent the prey their ma.ster8 would attack all. 

However the poor jackids are less find 
(As being the brave lion’s keen providers) 

Than humrni insoots, oatering for spiders. 

xxvm. 

Raise but an arm! ’t will brush their web away, 

And without that, their poison and their claws 
Arc useless. Miml, good people! what I say— 

(Or ratlier peoples)— f'o an without pause! 

The w«‘b of thi^so tarantulas each day 
Increases, till you shall make common cause 
None, save llie Spanish fly and Attic bee, 

As yet arc strongly stinging to be free, 

XXIX. 

Hon Juan, who had shone in the late slaughter, 

Was left upon his way with the despatch. 

Where blood was talk’d of os w© would of water; 

And carcasses that lay as thick as thatch 
O’er silenced cities, merely served to flatter 

Fair Catherine’s pastime-—^who look’d on the mattd 
Between those nations as a main of cocks, 

Wherein she liked her own to stand lUe rocks. 

XXX. 

And there in a kibitka he roll’d on, 

(A cursed sort of carriage without springs, 

Which on rough roads loaves scarcely aw^le bone,) 
Pondoring on glory, chivalry, and kings. 

And orders, and on all that he had done— 

And wishing that posNhorseshad the wings 
Of Pegasus, or at the least posUchaises 
Had featlicrs, wlien a traveller on deep ways is, 

XXXI. 

At every jolt—and there were many—still' 

He turn’d his eyes upon his little charge, 

As if he wish’d that stie should fare less ill 
Than be, in these sad highways left at large 
To ruts and flints, and lovely nature’s skill. 

Who is no paviour, nor admits a barge 
On her canals, where Gh)d takes sea and land, 

Fishery and farm, both into his omi hand. 


xxxix^ 

At least lie pays no rent, and has beat ri^t 
To be the first of what we used to call 
‘ Gentlemen fanners a race worn out unite, 

Since lately there have been no rents atlifl, 

And goiillcmen” are in a piteous plight, 

And “ farmers” can’t raise Ceres from her fall: 

^lie fi*il witli Buonaparte:—What strange thoughts 
Arise, when we see cm}>cror8 fail witlt oats! 

xxxni. 

But Juan turn’d his eyes on the sweet child 

Whom ho had sav^ from slaughter—what a trophy! 
Oh! ye who build up monuments, defiled 
With gore, like Nadir Shah, that costive Sofdiy, 
Who, after leaving Hindostnn a wild. 

And scarce to the Mogul a’tu]) of coffee 
To sooih his woes withal, was slain, the sinner! 
Because he could no more digest his dinner:— 

XXXIV. 

oil ye! or wr! or she! or he! reflect, 

Thai ajte life saved, especially if young 
Or pretty, is a thing to recollect 

J^'ar sweeter Uian tlio greenest laurels sprung 
Krorn tlio manure of human clay, though deck’d 
With all tlie praises ever said or sung: 

Though hymn’d by every harp, unless within 
Voiir heart joins chorus, fame is hut a din. 

XXXV. 

Oh, ye groat authors luminous, vnhiminous! 

Yet ivvic(j ten hundred thoiLsaiid daily scribes! 

Whose patnplileLs, volumes, newspapers illumine us! 

YVhellierycm ’re j>aiiJ by government in bribes, 

To prove the public debt is not consuming us— 

Or, roughly treading on the courtier’s kibes” 

Witit clownish heel, your popular circulation 
Feeds you by ))riiitiug half the realm’s starvation 

XXXVI, 

Oh, ye groat autliors!—“ Aprop<»s de bottes”— 

J iiuve fiTg‘»tt*'n wliat I nieant to say. 

As somctim<fs have boon gr<*ater sag(5s’ lots: 

'J' wa*! soru'fthlng caloulated to allay 
All wrath in btirrueUs, paljuies, or cots: 

C’ertos it would have bfon hut thrown awav, 

And iliai’s one (if;mfort for niy lost advice, 

Although no doubt it was beyond all price. 

XXVVIJ. 

But let it g(>: it will wie dav be found 
W ilh other relies of “ a former world,” 

When this world shall be fanner, iindergrotind, 

Thrown topsy-turvy, twisted, crisp’d, cond curl’d, 
Baked, frie-«l, or burnt, turn’d inside out, or drown’d. 
Like all the worlds befijre, wluch have been hurl’d 
First out of and tlien back again to chaos, 

The superslrutuiw wliicli will overlay us. 

xxxvni. 

So Cuvier says and then shall come again 
Unto the new creation, rising out 
From our old crash, some mvstic, ancient strain 
Of things destroy’d and left in airy doubt: 

Like to the notions vVd now entertnin 
Of Titans, giants, fellows of alx>ut 
Swne hundred feet in height, not to say wt/ca, 

And maminothK, and your winged croc^iles. 

XXXTX. 

Think if then George tire Fourth should be dug up! 

How the now worldlings of the then new east 
Will wonder where such animals could sup! 

(For they themselves will be but,-of Ui© least; 

Even worlds miscarry, when too oft. they pup, 

And every new creation hath decreased 
In size, from overworking the material— 

Men are but maggots of some huge earth’s burial.)— 



XI. 

HoM) will—to these young people, just thrust out 
From some fresh paradise, and set to plough, 

And dig, and sweat, and turn tliomseiveg about, 

And plant, and reap, and spin, and grind, and sow, 
Till all the arts at length are brought about, 

Especially of war and taxing—^how, 

I say, will tliese great relics, when they see *em, 

LocA like the monsters of a new museum! 

XLt. 

Bin T atn apt to grow too metaphysical: 

“ The time is out of joint,”—and so am I; 

\ quite forget this poem’s merely quizzical, 

And dwiate into rimtlcrs rather dry. 
i tie'er decide what £ shall say, and this T call 
Much loo poeti<;al: m<to should know why 
They write, and for what end; but, note or text, 

I never know the word which will come next. 

XLII. 

»So on 1 ramble, now and then narrating, 

Now ponderingit is time we should narrate: 

1 loft Don .fuan with his liorses baiting— 

Now we Ml get. o’er the ground at a great rale, 
f ^bull not. ho particular in stating 
His journey, we Ve so many fours of late: 

Suppose him ihen at Petersburgh; siippase 
'l'l}at pleasant capital of painted 8uow.s; 

xr.m. 

Suppose him in ii handsome uniiorin; 

A s<'arl(M eoal. black fneings, a longphinic, 

Wavjug, like sails new shiver’d in a storm, 

(her a cork’d hal, in a erowded room, 

Au<l brilliant hna'clies, bright as a C’airn Gorino, 

Of yellow kursevuierc wo may presume, 

White stockings drawn, nnrairdled as new milk, 

O’er limbs wlnvu’ svmmelrv set otf the silk: 

xi.ir. 

Suppose liim, sw'ord liy sid*-, and hat in hand, 

Mad** tip hv youth, ianio, and an army tailor— 

That great euelianter, at whojr rod’s eoriimand 
Hi-auly springs forth, and nature's self turns paler, 
Seeing liow art can make lua- work more grand, 

(When she do n’t piti nten’s limits in ld<e a jailer)— 
Behold him placotl as if uptni a pillar ! Ho 
Seem}; I^ovc turn’d a lieutenant of artillery? 

XLV. 

His bamlagc slipjt’d down into a cravat; 

His wings subdued to epaulets: his quiver 
Shrunk to a scabbard, with his arrows a! 

His side as a smail-swttrd, hut rfhtirp as ever; 

His bow converted into a cock’d hat; 

But still so Uko, Psyche were more clever 
Than some wives (who make blunders no loss stupid) 

If she had not mistaken him for Curihl. 

XLVI. 

The courtiers stared, tho ladies whisper’d, and 
The- empress smiled; llio reigning favourite frown’d— 
J quite fjrget which of them was in hand 
Just then, as they are rather numerous found. 

Who took by turns that difficult g^ommand, 

Since Hrst her majesty was singly crown’d: 

But llioy woni mostly nervous six-foot fellows, 

All fit to malte a Patagonian jealous. 

XI.VIT. 

Juan was none of these, but slight mid slim, 

Blushing and beardless; and yet neVrthcless 
There was a stanothiiig in his turn of limb, 

And still more in his eye, which seem’d to express, 
M’hat though he look’d one of the seraphim, 

, There lurk’d a man beneath the spirit’s dress. 
Besides, the empress sometimes liked a boy, 

And had just buried the (air-faced Lanskoi: ' 


xtriir. 

No wonder then that Yormoloff; or MomobofiT, 

Or Scherbatoff, or any other -* "• * 

Or ort, might dread her majesty ^lad nbl room enough 
Within her bosom (whkSi was not too tough) 

For a new flame; a tliought to cast gloom enougif 
Along the iwpect, whether smooth or rough, 

Of him who, in tlie language of his station, 

Then held that “ high otheial situatiim” 

xux. 

Oh, gentle ladies! should you seek to know 
Tlic import of lids diplomatic phrase, 

Bid Ireland’s LondorK^rry’s Marquess* show 
His ])artH of s})oech; and in the strange displays 
Of tliat odd string of words all in a row, 

Wliich none divine, and every one obeys, 

Perhaps you may pick mil some queer niMneaning, 

Of that weak wordy harvest the sole gleaning. 

n. 

I think 1 can ex|>lain myself wiUiout 
That sod inexplicable b<^a3t of prey— 

That sphinx, whose words would ever be a doubt, 

Did not his deeds unriddle them each day— 

I'hat monstrous hieroglyphic—that long spout 
■Of hl(K>l and water, leaden t^asUercagh! 

And here I must an anecdote relate. 

But luckily of no great Icngtli or weight. 

1 . 1 . 

An Flnglish lady ask’d of'an Italian, 

Wliai wiTC ilui actual and official duties 
Of the strange thing some wonion set a value on, 

Whicli hovers off about some married beauties, 

Call’d “Cavalifir Servonte?”—a Pygmalion 

Whose statues waiin (I fear, alae! too true’t is) 
Beneath his art. The dame, pro-ss’d to disclt^e tliMn, 
Said—“ Lady, 1 beseech you to thetn.'' 

X.J]. 

An<l thus I supplicate your stqqiosition, 

And miklcst., inatron-like intcrpretatiwi 
Of the imperial favourite’s conditimi. 

’T was a high plaec, tlio highest in the nation 
In fact, if not in rank; and the suspicion 
Of any one’s attaining to hi.s station, 

No doubt gave pain, where each ne.w pair of shoulders, 
If rather broad, made stocks rise and their holde.rs. 

t.ui. 

Juan, I said, was a most beauteous l)oy, 

And had retain'd his Isiyisti look beyond 
The usual hirsute, .seasons, which destroy, 

With lieard.s and wliiskers and tho like, the fond 
Ptirman aspect which upset old Troy 

And founded I)<MMors’ Commons:—I have conn’d 
Tlie hif’tory of divorr;<*a, which, tliough chequer’d. 

Calls Dion’s llie first (!amugf>M on rocord. 

LfV. 

And Cntlierine, wlio loved all things, (save her lord, 

I Who was gone to his place,) and pass’d for much, 

I Admiring those (by dainty damc.s abhorr’d) 

I Gigantic gcniieinen, yet had a touch 
Gf sentiment; and ho ahe most adored 
Was the lummitod Lanskoi, who waa such 
A lover as had cost her many a tear, 

And yot but made a middling grenadier. 

tr. 

Oh, thou teterriina causa” of all bolli!”— 

Thot! gate of Ufa and death!—thou nondeicript! 
Whence is our exit and our entrance,—well I 
May pause in pondering hoiv all souls arc dipp’d 
In thy fierennial fountain!—how man feUf I 
Know not, since knowledge saw her branchot ftrqip’d 
Of her first fruit; but how he falls and rises 
Sincej thou hast settled beyond all surmises. 



«ome caU th«^ “ tbi worst cause of war,” but I 
art^a h&tt: for, aAoraU^ 

T'mAi the^ we comej to thee we go; and why, 

To^t at thee, not batter down a wall, 

Or waste a world ? Since no one can deny 
Thou dost replenish workls both great and small: 
With, or without thee, ail things at a stand 
Are, or would be, thou sea of life's dry land! 

nvii. 

Catherine, who was the grand epitoine 
Of that great cause of war, or peace, or what 
You please, (it causes all the which be, 

Bo you may take your choice of this or that)— 
Catherine, X say, was very glad to see 
The handsome herald, on whmie plumage sat 
Victory; and, pausing as she saw him kneel 
With his despatch, forgot to hresde the seal. 

i.viir. 

Then recollecting the whede empress, nor 
Forgetting quite the woman, (which composed 
At luast three parts of this great whole,) she tore 
The letter open with an air which poso<! 

The court, that watch’d each look her visage wore, 
Until a royal smile at length disclosed 
Fair'weather lor the day. Though rather s|)aciotis, 
Her face was noble, ht^r eyes fine, mouth gracious. 

LlX. 

Great yty was hers, or rather joys; llio first 
Was a ta’en city, thirty thousand slain. 

Glory and triumph o’er her ns})ect hurst, 

As au Kast'Indian sunrise on the main. 

These quench’d a moment her ambition’s thirst*— 

So Arab deserts drink in summer’s rain: 

In vain I—As fall the dews on quenchh'ss sands, 

Bhxkl only serves to wash ambition’s haudvS' 

1 .x. 

r Her next amusement w'os more fanciful; 

Slit? smihd at miul Buwarrow’s rhymes, who threw 
Into a Russian couplet, rather dull, 

T1j<? whole gazell e of thousands whom he slew. 

Her third was feminine encMigh to annul 
The shudder which runs naturally through 
Our veins, when things call’d sovereigns think it best 
To kill, and generals turn it into jest. 

liXI, 

The two first feelings ran their course complete, 

And lighted first her eye aVul then her moutli; 

The whole court look’d immediately most sweet, 

Like flowers Well water’d after a long drouth- 
But when on the lieutenant, at her feet, 

Her majesty—who liked to gaze on youth 
Almost as much as on a new despatch— 

CHanced mildly, all the world was on the watch. 

LXII, 

Though somewhat large, exuberant, and tniculent, 
When wroth; while pleaml, she was sji fine a figure 
As those who like things rosy, ripe, and succulent, 
Would wish to look on, while they are in vigmir. 

She could repay each amatory look you lent 
With interest, and in turn was wrmt with rigour 
To exact of Cupid’s bills die full amount 
At sight, nor would permit you to discount. 

i^xin. 

With her the latter, thougii at times convenient, 

Was not so necessary: ft»r they tell 
That she was handsome, and, tho’ fierce, look'd lenient, 
And always used her favourites too weU. 

If once beyond her boudoir’s precincts in ye went, 

Your “ fortune ” was in a feir way “ to swell 
A man,” as-Giles says;* for,thoo^ she would widow all 
Kations she liked man as an inmvidual. 


me. 

Wluit a strange thing is man! and what a stranger 
Is woman ? What a wdiirlwind is her head, 

And what a whirlpool fidl of depth and danger 
Is all the rest atout her! whether wed, ^ 

Or widow, maid, or mother, slia can cha^^ her 
Mind like tho wind; whatever sbo hai said 
Or done, is light to what she ’ll say or do 
Tho ddest thing on record, and yet new 1 

LXT. 

Oh, Cadierine! (for of all intarjoclKms 
To thee both oh! and ah! belong of right 
In love and war) how odd are the connexiems 
Of human thoughts, which jostle in their flight 
Just now yours were cut out in diflereni sections: 

Firsts Ismail’s capUiro caught your fancy quite; 

JVuf, of new knights the fresh and glorious batch; 

And thirdly, he who brought you the despatch! 

LXTI. 

Shakspeare talks of “ the herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaven-kissing hill 
And some such visions cross’d her majesty, 

While her young herald knelt before her still, 

’T is very true the hill seem’d rather high 
For a lieutenant to cl imb up; but skill faing. 

Smooth’d even tho Simplon’s steep, and, by God’s bles 
With youth and health all kisses are “heaven-kissing.” 

LXVJl, 

Her maj<5sty look’d down, the youth lock’d up— 

And so they fell in true;—she with his face, 

His grace, his God-knovvs-what: for Cupid’s cup 
With tho first <lruught inioxicates apace, 

A quintessential laudanum or “ black drop,” 

Which makes one drunk at once, wiUioul the base 
Expedient of full bumpers; for tho eye 
In love drinks all life’s fountains (save tears) dry. 

I.XVIII. 

He, on the other hand, if not in love, 

Fell into tiint no less imperious passion, 

Self-love—which, wheii some sort of thing above 
Ourselves, a singer, dancer, much in fashion, 

Or duchess, princess, empress, “ deigns to prove,” 

(’T is I ’opc’s phrase,) a great longing, tho’ a rash one, 
For one eajH^cial jierson out of many, 

Makes us believe ourselves os good as any. 

LXTX. 

Besides, he was of foat delighted age 

Which makes alt female ages equal—when 
We do n’t much care with whom we may engage, 

As bold as Daniel in the lions’ den, 

So that we can our native sun assuage 
In the next ocean, which may flow Just then, 

To make a twilight in—just as Sol’s heat is 
Guench’d in liie lap of the salt sea, or Thetis. 

LXX. 

And Catherine, (we must say thus much for Catlterine,) 
Though bold and bloody, was the kind of thing 
Whose temporary passion was quite flattering. 

Because each lover lixik’d a sort of king, 

Made up upon on amalor/ pattern— 

A royal husband in ail save tlie ring — 

Which being the damn’dest part cd* matrimony, 

Seem’d taking out the sting to leave the honey. 

I-XXI. 

And when you add to this, her womanhood 
In its meridian, her blue eyes, or gmy— 

(The last, if they have soul, are quite as good, 

Or better, as the beat examples say: 

Napoleon’s, Mary’s (Q,ueon of Scotland) should 
Lend to that colour a transcendent ray; 

And Pallas ^so sanctions tlm same hue— 

Too wise to look through opticks bladt or blue)— 



Her (weet smile, and her then majestic figure, 

Her plumpness, her imperial oo^eecension, 

Her preference of a bojr to men much bigger, 

(Fellows whom Messalina’s aelfwouU pensimi,) 
Her prime of life, just now in juicy vigour. 

With other ectras which we need not mention,— 

All these, or any one of these, explain 
Enough to make a stripling very vain. 

LXXIII. 

And that’s enough, for love is vanity 
Selfish in its beginning as its end. 

Except where ’t is a mere insanity, 

A maddening spirit which would strive to blend 
Itself with beauty’s frail inanity, 

On which the passion’s self seems to depend: 

And hence some heathenish pliilosophers 
Make love the mainspring of the universe. 

txxiv. 

Besides Platonic love, besides the love 
Of God, the love of sentiment, the loving 
Of faithful pairs—(I needs must rhyme with dove, 

That good old steam-boat which keeps verses moving 
^Gainst reason—reason ne’er was band-and-glove 
With rhyme, but always loan’d less to improving 
The sound than sense)—besides all these pretences 
To love, there are those tilings which words name senses; 

nxxv. 

Those movements, those improvements in our bodies, 
Which make all bodies anxious to get out 
Of their own sandpits to mix witli a goddess— 

For such all women are at first, no doubt. 

How beautiful that moment! and how odd is 
That fever which precedes the languid rout 
Of our sensations! What a curious way 
The whole thing is of clothing souls in clay! 

. LXXVI. 

The noblest kind of love is love Platouical, 

To end or to begin witli; the next grand 
Is that which may be christened love canonical. 

Because the clergy talte the thing in hand; 

The third sort to be noted in our chronicle. 

As flourishing in every Christian land, 

Is, when chaste matrons to their other ties 
Add what may be call’d marriage in disguiee. 

nxxvH. 

Well, we won’t analyze—our story must 
Tell for itself: the sovereign ivas smitten, 

Juan much flatter’d by her love, or lost;— 

I caimot stoop to alter words once written. 

And the two are so mix’d with human dust, 

That he who names one, both perctiance may hit on: 
But in such matters Russia’s mighty empress 
Behaved no better than a common sempstress. 

i,xxvtii. 

The whole court melted into one wide whisper. 

And all lips were applied unto all ears! 

The elder l^ice’ wriiddes curl’d much crisper 
As tliey beheld; the younger cast some leers 
On one another, and each lovely; lisper 

Smil’d as she talk’d the matter o’er; but tears 
Of rivalship rose in eadi clouded eye 
Of all the standing army who stood by. 

LKXtX. 

All the ambassadors of all the powers 
Inquired, who was this very new young man, 

Who promised to be great in some few hours? 

Which is full soon, (though life is but a span.) 
Already they beheld the silver showers 
Of roubles rain, as fast as specie can, 
tipon his cabinet, besides the presents 
Of several rfeands and some thousand peasants. 


Catherine was generous,—«11 such ladies are: 

Love, that great opener of the hegrt and all 
The ways that lead tlrere, bo they near or fort 
Above, below, by turnpikes great or amall,— 
Love—(though she had a cursi^ taste for war, 

And was not the best wife, onliiss we call 
Such Clyterrinestra; though perluqw ’tls better 
That one should die, than two drag on the fetter)— 

I.XXXI. 

Love had made Catherine make each lover’s ibrtune, 
Unlike our own hifltchaato Elizabeth, 

Whose avarice all di^ursements did importune, 

If history, the grand liar, ever saitir 
The truth; and though grief her old age might shorten. 
Because she put a favourite to deafe. 

Her vile ambiguous method of flirtation, 

And stinginess, disgrace her sex and station. 

I.XXXII. 

But when the lovee rose, and all was bustle 
In the dissolving circle, alt the nations’ 

Ambassadors began as’t were to hustle 
Round the young man with their congratulations. 
Also the softer silks were heard to rustle 
Of gentle dames, among whose recreations , 

II is to speculate on handsome faces, 

Especially when such lead to high places. 

I.XXXJII. 

Juan, who found himself, he knew not how, 

A general object of attention, made 
His answers with a very graceful bow. 

As if bom for the ministerial trade. 

Though modest, i»i his unembarrass’d brow 
Nature hail written “ Gentleman.” He said 
Little, but to the purpose; and his manner 
Flung hovering graces o’er him Uke a banner. 

CXXXIV. 

An order from her majesty consign’d 
Our young lieutenant to the genial care 
Of those in utBce.; all the world look'd kind, 

(As it will look sometimeji with tlie first store, 
Which youUi would not act ill to keep in mind;) 

As also did Miss Protosoff then there, 

Named, from her mystic oflice, “ rEprouveuse,” 

A term inexplicable to tlie Muse. 

I,XXXV. 

Witli her then, as in humble duty bound, 

Juan retired,—and so will 1, until 
My Pegasus shall tire of touching ground, 

We have just lit on a “ heavou-kissing hill,” 

So lofiy tliat I feel my brain turn’d round. 

And all my fancies whirling like a mill; 

Which IS a signal to ray nerves and brain 
To take a quiet ride in some green lane. 


CAJsrro X. 


Whew Newton saw an apple fall, be found 
In that slight startle from his contemplatiott— 
'T is emd (for I ’ll not answer above ground. 

For any sago’s creed or calculation)— 

A mode of proving feat the earfe turn’d round 
In a most natiual whirl, call’d “ gravitation f 
And thus is the sole mortal who cmild grapple, 
Since Adam, with a fall or with an apple. 



n. ■■ ■" 

Man &U witti applea, and widi ipptai nwe, 

If Uiisbe iroe; fin- we muat the nu^e 
^n Vhich Sir luac'^ewtoa coidd diadoae, 

Thrtiugh the unpaired atari, the turnpike road, 

A thlmg to counteijMance bUniaD woea; 

For, ever aiaw,‘immortal man bath gloi^’d 
Wnh ^ ktndi M mechanics, wid iidl aoon 
Steam-engines will conduct him to the moon. 

III. 

And wherefore this exordium ?—-lyhy, just now. 

In taking up this paltry sheet of paper, 

My bosom underwent a glorious ^ow, 

! And my internal spirit cut a caper; 

,And though so much inferior, as I know, 

To those who, by the dint of glass and vapour, 

; Discover stars, and sail in the wind’s eye, 

I wish to do as much by poesy. 

IV. 

In the wind’s eye I haveaail’d, and sail; but for 
The stars, I own my telescope is dim; 

But at tiie least 1 ’ve rfiunn’d the common shore, 

And, leaving land far out of sight, would skim 
The ocean of eternity: the roar 
Of breakers has not daunted my slight, trim. 

But itiU sea-worthy skiff; and she may float 
Where ships have founder’d, as doth many a boat. 

V. 

Wo left our hero Juan in the blo»m 
Of favouritism, but not yet in the W»s/t ,- 
And far bo it from my Muses to presume 
(For I have more than one Mnse at a push) 

To follow him beyond the drawing-room; 

It is enough that fortune found him flush 
Of youth and vigour, beauty, and those things 
Which for an instant clip enjoyment’s wings. 

TI. 

But soon they grow again, and leave tlieir nest. 

“ Oh!” saith the Psalmist, “ that I had a dove’s 
Pinions, to flee away and be at rest 1” 

And who, ttait recollects young years and loves,— 
Though hoary now, and with a withering breast, 

And palsied fancy, which no longer roves 
Beyond its dioim’d eye’s sphere,—but would much rather 
Si^ like his son, than cough like his grandfather ? 

VII. 

But sighs subside, and tears (even widow’s) shrink 
Like Arno, in die summer, to a shallow, 

So narrow as to shame tlieir wintry brink. 

Which threatens inundations deep and yellow! 

Such difference dotli a few months make. You’d think 
Grief a rich field which never would lie fallow; 

No more it dotli, its ploughs but change their buys, 

Who furrow some new soil to sow for joys. 

vm. 

But coughs will come when sighs depart—and now 
And then before sighs cease; for oft the one 
Will bring the other, ere the lake-like brow 
^ Is ruffl^ by a wrinkle, or the sun 
Of life reach ten o’clodt; and, while a glow, 

Hectic and brief as summer’s day nigh done, 

- O’erspreads the cheek which seems too pure for clay, 
Thousands blaze, love, hope, die—^how happy they 

ir. 

Bat Juan was not meant to die so soon. 

We left him in the focus of suckglory 
As may be won by favour of the moon. 

Or ladies’ fancies—rather transitory 
Perhaps: but who would scorn the month of Juner 
Because December, with his breath so hoary, 

Must come 1 Much rather rfiould he court the ray. 

To hoard up warmth against a wintry day. 


X. 

Besides, he had some qualities which fix 
Middle-aged ladies even more than young. 

The former know what’s what; i(hile new-fledged cliidoi 
Know little more of love than what is sung 
In riiymes, ordream’d, (for fancy will jjay tricks,) 

In visions of those skies from whence love sprung 
Some reckon women 1^ their sutu or years— 

I rather think the moon should date the dears. 

XI. 

And why I because.she’s changeable and chaste. 

I know no otlier reason, whatsoe’er 
Suspicious people, who find fault in haste. 

May choose to tax me with; which is not fa^, 

Nor flattering to “ their temper or their taste,’ 

As my friend Jeflrey writes with such an air: 
However, I forgive him, and 1 trust 
He will forgive himselfif not, I must 

XII. 

Old enemies who have become new friends 
Should so continue—’t is a point of honour; 

And 1 know notliing which could make amends 
For a return to hatred; I would shun her 
Like garlic, howsoever she extends 

Her hundred arms and legs, and fain outrun her. 

Old flames, new wives, become our bitterest foes— 
Converted foes should scum to join with those. 

xm. 

This were die worst desertion: renegadoes, 

Even shuffling Soutlivy—that incarnate lie— 

Would scarcely join again the “ reformadoes,”' 

Whom he forsook to fill the laureate’s sly; 

And honest men, from Iceland to Barbadoes, 

Whether in Caledon or Italy, 

Should not veer round with every breath, nor sebe, 

To pain, the moment when yon cease to please. 

XIV. 

The lawyer and the critic but behold 
The baser sides of literature and life, 

And naught remaias iiusecn, but miicli untold, 

By those who scour those double vales of strife. 

While common men grow ignorantly old, 

The lawyer’s brief is like the surgeon’s knife 
Dissecting the whole inside of a quastion. 

And with it all tho process of digestion. 

XV. 

A legal broom’s a moral chimney-sweeper, 

And that’s the reason he himself ’s so dirty j 
The endless soot liestuws a tint far deeper 
Than can be hid by altering his sliirt.; ho 
Ketains the sable stains of the dark creeper— 

At least some twenty-nine do out of tliirty, 

In all their habits: not so you, I own ; 

As Caesar wore his robe you wear your gown. 

XVI. 

And all our little feuds, at least all mine, 

Dear Jeffrey, once my most redoubted foe, 

(As far as rhyme and criticism combine 
To make such puppets of us things belcw,) 

Are over: Hero’s a herlth to “ Auld Lang Syne!” 

I do not know you, and may never know 
Your face,—but you have acted on tho whole 
Most nobly, auid I own it from my soul. 

XVII. 

And when I use the phrase of “ Auld Lang Syne 1” 

’T is not address’d to you—the ma-o’s the pity 
For me, for I would rather take my wine 
With you, than aught (save Scott) in your proud city. 
But somehow,—it may seem a schoolboy’s whine, 

And yet I seek not to be grand nor witty, 

But I am half a Scot by birth, and bred 
A whole one, and my heart flies to m^head:— 



xvin, 

Ai ** Auld Lang Syne” brings Scotland one and all, 
Sccrtch plaids, Scotch snoods, the blue lulls, and dear 

streaibs, 

The Dee, the Don, Balgounie’s Brig’s black 
All my boy feelings, all my gentler dreams 
Of what I thin drmmtj cloUicd in their own pall, 

Like Banquets offspring—floating past me sconui 
My diiidhood in this eluldishness of mine: 

I care not—I is a glimpse of “ Auld Lang Syne." 

XfX. 

And though, as you remomber, in a fit 
Of wraA and rhyme, when juvtjnile and ciuly, 

I rail’d at Sfots to show my >vraih and wit, 

. Which must be own’d was sensitive and surly, 

Yet *t is in vain sutdi sallioa to permit— 

They cannot quench young feelings fresfi and early 
I HcoUh% not kill’d,” tlic St'^itchinun in my blood, 

And love the land of “ mountain and of flootl.' 

XX. 

Don Juan, who was real or ideal,— 

For both are much the same, since what men flunk 
Exists when die once thinkers arc less n3ul 
Than whatdiey thought, for mind can never sink, 
And ’gainst the body m^cs a strong appeal; 

And yet’t is very puzzling on the brink 
Of what is call’d eternity, to stare, 

And know no more of what is here iliari there:— 

XXI. 

Don Juan grew a very polish’d Russian— 

HaUf we won’t mtsntion, whi/ wc need not sny: 

Pew youlliful minds can stand tlie strong concussion 
Of any slight toiiiplation in tlicir way; 

But Ais just now were spread as is a cushion 
Smooth’d for a monarch’s seat of honour: gay 
Damsels, and dances, revels, reaily money, 

Made ico seem paradise, and winter sunny. 

xxri. 

The favour of the empress was ngreeablc; 

And though the duly wax’d a litlle. hard, 

Young people at his time of life sliould be able 
To come off handsomely in that ri'gard. 

He now was growing up lik« a grom tree, able 
For love, war, or ambition, wliich reward 
Their luckier votaries, till old age’s tedium 
Make some prefer tlie circulating medium. 

XXIJI. 

About this time, as might have been anticipated, 
Seduced by youtli and dangerous eximiphis, 

Dtm Juan grew, I fear, a little dissipated; 

Wliich is a sad thing, and not only iraniples 
On our fresh feolings, Imt—as being particijiated 
Widi all kinds of incorrigible samples 
(Xfrail humanity—must make us selfish. 

And shut our souls up in us like a shellfish. 

XXIV. 

This wo pass over. We will also pass 
Tlio usual progress of intrigues lietweeii 
Unequal matches, such as are, alas! 

A young lieutenant’s with a 7U>t old queen, 

But one who is not so youthful m sh<?wus 
In all the royalty of sweet seventeen. 

Sovereigns may sway materials, but not matter, 

And wrinkles (tlie d—d doiiiocrats) won’t flatter, 

XXY, 

And Deatlt, the sovereigns* sovereign, though the great 
Gracchus of all mortality, who luvols 
With his Agrarian laws, the liigb estato ' 

Of him who feasts, and lights, and roars, and revels, 
To one small grass-grown patch (which nnist await 
Gorpiptiun for its crop) with tlie jigot devils 
Who never bad a fool land tiU now,— 

D^th *8 a refwtncr, aAuen must allow, 

3 X 


XXVI, 

Ho lived (not Death, but Juan) in a huiTy * ^ 

Of waste, and haste, and glare, and glass, and glitter, • 
111 tills gay clime of boar-skins black and furry— 

Which (though I hate to say a thing that’s biucaj-' 
Peep out Roiuotinu's, wlien things ore in a flurry, 
'J'hrough all the “ purple and fine linen,” flUer 
For Babylon’s ilum Russia’s royal harlot— 

And neutralize her outward sliow of scarlet, 

XXVtT. 

And this same state wc Wi’t dc.scrib€: wc couU 
Perlmjis from hearsay, jr from recollection; 

But getting nigh grim i)antt’’.'} obscure wood,” 

That horrid equinox, Uiat huleful section 
Of human y< ar.s, that half-way Imusc, that rude 
liuljwiicnce wise traveUtTS drive with circmnspccUon 
Life’s sad posihorses o’er the dreary frontier 
01 age, and, looking back to youtli, give one tear;— 

XXVIll. 

r won’t describe—that is, if I cun help 
i)escriplion: and 1 won’t reflect—lliat is, 
ffJ can slave, ofl'thought, whicli—as a whelp 
Clings to its teal—slicks to me through the abyss 
Of this odd labyrinth ; or as Uic ke]|» 

Bolds by the rock; or as a lover’s kiss 
Brains ils first draugiit of lips: hut, as 1 said, 

I tcim't philosophize, and a tU be rojul. 

x.vix, 

Jurm, instead ofeourtingeoiirls, wascimrted, 

A thing v.hu'h luippms rarely \ tins lie owed 
Much to hisyouils, and much loins reported 
Valour; mucli also t«) the bhiod ho .show’d, 

Like a raceh«)rse; mudi to eat'li dross he sported, 

; Which set Uk* beauty olfiii wliieh he glow’d, 

As purple eloiids befringe tlie sun; but im«l 
He owed to an old woman and his j>osl. 

X X V. 

lie wrote to Spain:—and all his near relaliowi, 
Ih'rcoiving ho was in a hand.'ioinc way 
Of getting on himself, and liriding slations 
For consuls also, answer’d the same day. 

Several pre])ared themselves fi*r einigratiims; 

AikI, eating i(*.«-s, were o’erlieard to say, 

That with the adilitiou of a slight pelisse, 

Madrid’s and Moscow's climes were of a piece. 

XXXI. 

His motiior, Donna Inez, finding too 

I’hat in the lieu of thawing (Ui )uh baniior, 

Whore his assets were wa.'iLng ratluT fl’w, 

He hud brought his spending to a hau<l«ome, anchor,— 
Re.plied, “ that she was glad to see Idin through 
Those, pleasures after which wild youth will hanker; 
As tlii^ .Rolo sign of iiian’M being in bis senses 
Is, learning to reduce his {>ast e.vpeusca, 

I xxxn. 

“ She also recommen<ied him to God, 

And no Ic'ss to God’s Son, as well as Mother, 
Warn’illiim ugaiiisi Greek worship, which hMjks odd 
111 Catholic I'yes; but told him to tmother 
Ow/uvm/dislike., which do n’t look wt ’u abroad; 

Inform’d liim Uiui be hod a Utile brother 
Bom ina 8<‘cond wedlock; and aliove 
All, praised the empress’s meUtrnat h>ve. 

XXXlJt. 

- Pin* could not too much give her approbation 
Unto an empress, who prt^ferr’d yoinig men 
Whoso ago, and, wlmt wms better still, whos<.* nation 
And climate, slopp’d all scandal, (now and then:)'— 
At home it tiiiglii have given h«r s«jro« voxalton; 

But where thermometers sunk down to ten, 

Or five, or one, or zero, she could iiovor 
Believe that virtue ilutw’d before the river.” 
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Vil-A. 


^ XXXIT. 

Oh for iforij/-para(m power ^ to chant 
^ Thy praise; b 3 rpocriBy! Oh for a hymn 
Loud as the virtues thou dost ioudly vaunt, 

Not practise! Oh for trumps of cherubim! 

Or the eai^tnimpot cd* my good oM aunt, 

Who, though her spectacles at last grow dim, 

Drew quiet consolation through its hint, 

When she no more could read the pious ]>rint. 

XXXV. 

She was no hypocrite, at least/ poor soul! 

But went to heaven in as sincere a way 
As any body on duo elected roll, 

Which portions out u{>on the judgment day 
Heavoti’s freohuMs, in a sort of doomsday scroll, 

Such as the conqueror William did repay 
His knights wiUi, lotting others’ pre^x^rties 
into some sixty thousand now knights’ fees. 

IXXVt. 

1 can’t complain, whoso ancestors arc (l»ere, 

Krnois, Radulphua—eight-and-forty manors 
(If that my memory dotli not greatly err) 

Were tlieir reward fiir (ollowing Billy’s hanneifi; 
Aiul, though I can’t help thinking’t was srarfre fair 
I’o strip the Saxoas of likcf tanners, 

Yet as tlioy founded churches with the produce!, 

You ’ll deem, no doubt, tlicy put it to a good use. 

XXXVII. 

The gentle Juan flourish’d, though at times 
He felt like other plants—call’d sensitive, 

Which shrink from touclj, as monarchs do from rhymes, 
Save such as Sewthey csui afford to give. 

Perhaps he long’d, in bitter frosts, for dimes 
In which the Neva’s ico would cease t(» live 
Before May-day: perhaps, despite* his duly, 

In royalty’s vast arms ho sigh’d for beauty: 

xxxvjri. 

Perhaps,—dwil, earn perhaps, we m^ed to seek 
For causes young or old: tlie canker-worm 
Will feed u{K>n tlio fairest, freshest cheek, 

As well as further drain tlu^ wither’d form: 

Care, like a housekeeper, brings evt^ry week 
His bills in, and, however we may storm, 

They must be paid: though six days smoothly run, 

The seventh will bring blue devils or a dun. 

XXXIX. 

1 don’t know how it was, but ho grow sick: 

The empress was alarm’d, and imr physician 
(The same who physick’d Peter) found the tick 
Of his fierce pulse betoken a condition 
Which augur’d of the dead, however quick 
Itself, and show’d a feverish disposition; 

At which the whole court was extremely troubled, 

The sovereign shock’d, and all his medicines doubled. 

XL. 

Low were the wliispers, manifold the rumours: 

Some said he had been poiscai’d by Potemkin; 

Others talk’d learnedly of certain tumours, 

Exhaustion, or disorders of tlic same kin; 

Some said’t was a concoction of the humours, 

Which with the blood too readily will claim kin; 
Others again were ready to maintain, 

«< >'j» Qoiy fatigue of last campaign.” 

XLI. 

But here is one proscription out of many: 

** Sode-Bui|:diat. 3. vi. 3. s. Mannoe optim. 

Aq. fervent. F. S. iss. 3. ij. tinct. Sennm 
Haustus” (and here the surgeon came and cupp’d him) 
** K. Pulv. Cora. gr. iii. Ipecacuanhas,” 

(With more beside, if Juan had not stopp’d 'em.) 
Bolus ]Kit«ns sulphuret. sumendus, 

Et hammier in die capieudui.” 


XLII. 

Tlus is tlie way physicians mend or end us, 
Secundum artem: hut although wo sneer 
In health—when ill, we call them to attend us, 
Without the least propensity to jeer: 

While that “hiatus maxime deflendus,” 

To be fill’d up by sjiade or mattock, ’s near, 

Instead of gliding graciously down Lethe, 

Wc tease mild Baillie, or soft Abernethy, 

Xf.lII. 

Juan demiirr’d at this first notice to 
Cluit; and, thougli death ha<i threaten’d tui ejection 
His youth and constitution liorc him through, 

And sent the doctors in n new dirciction.^ 

But. still liis state was delicate: the hue 
Of health but flicker’d with a faint reflection 
Along his watted chock, and seem’d to gravel 
Tlic faculty—who said that he must travel. 

xr.iv. 

The cUmat(5 was too cold, they said, for him, 
Mcridian-lK>ru, to bloc)m in. This opinion 
Mmlc the chaste Catherine Iwk a litllo grim, 

■W ho (lid nc»t like at first to lose her minion: 

But w'hen she saw his day.zliiig eye wax dim, 

And drooping like an eagle’s with clipp’d pinion, 
Hhc then resolv**d to send him on a mission, 

But in a style becoming his condition. 

•XLV. 

There wjis just then a kind of a discussion, 

A sort of treaty or negotiation 
rietween iljc British cabinet and RuHsian, 

Maintain’d with all line due prevarication 
With which groat states such things arc apt to push • 
.Something about the Baltic’s navigation, 
tides, train-oil, tallow, and thc! riglits (jf Thetis, 
Which Britons deem tlioir “uti possidetis.” 

XLVI. 

5o (/Utlicrine, who had a handsome way 
Of fitting out her fiivouriles, coufi'ir’d 
I'Jiis s(‘crol charg(* on Juttn, to display 
At once her royal splendour, and reward 
Tis services. He kiss’d hands the next day, 

Received instructions how to play his card, 

»Vas laden with all kinds of gifts and honours, 

A'liich show’d what great discornmont was the donor 

XLVII. 

3ul she was lucky, and luck ’.s all. Your queems 
Are generally prosperous in reigning; 
iVhich puzzb;s iw to know what fortune means. 

But. to rtmtuiue: though her years wero waning, 

Her climacteric teased her like her teens; 

And lluiugh her dignity brook’d no complaining, 
t) niu(dt did Juan’s setting off distress her, 

Hie could not find at first a fit successor. 

XLVIIT. 

•ut time, th(5 comforter, will come at last; 

And four-and-twenty hours, and twice that number 
T candidates requesting to be placed, 

Made Catherine taste next night a quiet slumber: 
ot that sIm^ meantfix again in baste, 

Nor did she find the quantity encumber, 

^ut, always choosing with deliberation, 

!cpt the place for their emulation. 

xi.ix. 

Vhilo lliis high post of honour’s in abt»yaTice, 

For one or two days, rc^ur, wc request 
'ou ’ll mount with our young hero the conveyance 
Which wafted him from Petersburgh; the best 
3arouche, which hod the glory to display once 
The fair Czarina’s autocratic crest, 
iVhon, a new Iphigene, she wej| to Tauris,) 

ITos given to her &vourite,*^ anefrow bare his. 



L. 

A buU-dof, and a buU-findi, and an ermina, 

AU private favourites of Don Juan; for 
(Let deeper eagee the true cause determine) 

He had a kind of inclination, or 
Weakness, for what most people doom mere vermin- 
Live animals:—an old maid of tlirtjoscore 
. For cats and birds more penchant iieVr displayed, 
Although ho was not old, nor oven a maid. 

LI. 

The animals aforesaid occupied 
Their station; thertj were valets, secretaries, 

In other vehicles; but at his side 

Sat little L^iia, who survived the parries 
He made ’gainst Cossack sabres, in the wide 
Slaughter of Ismail. Though my wild Miis(i varies 
Her note, she don’t forget tlic infiuit girl 
Whom he preserved, a pure and living pearl. 

Lll. 

Poor litllo thing 1 She was as fair as docile, 

And with that gentle, serious cliaracter, 

H As rare in living beings as a fcjssile 

lN{an, ’mid thy mouldy niatnnioths, “ grjuid Cuvier!” 
Ill fitted with her ignorance to jostle 

With this o’erwhelining world, where all must err; 
But siie was yet but ten years t)ld, ami fiieretore 
Was traiujuil, though she know not why or wherefore. 

LIJI. 

Don Juan loved her, and she loved iiiin, ns 
’ Nor brother, father, sister, daughter love. 

1 cannot tell exactly what it was; 

He was ijot yct<juitc old enough to prove 
Parental feelings, and theotlier class, 

Call’d brotherly affection, could not move 
His bosom—‘for he never had a sister: 

Ah ! if he had, how much ho would have miss’d her! 

•* LIV. 

And still less was it sensual; for besides 
That he was not an ancient dtibauchoe, 

(Who like sour fruit to stir their veins’ salt tides, 

As acids rouse a dormant alkali,) 

Although (’t will happen as our planet guides) 

His yotttli was not the eliastost tiiut might 1 h^, 

There was the purest platonism at i>ottoni 
Of all his feelings—only he forgot ’em. 

LV. 

Just now there was no peril of temptation ; 

He loved tlie infant orpiian ho hud taved, 

As patriots (now and tbiui) may love a niitioJi; 

His pride too felt that bIki was not enslaved, 

Owing to himas also her salvation, 

Through his moans and the church’s, might be paved. 
But one 5»ing ’« mid, which here must be inserted— 

The little Turk refused to be converted. 

LVl. 

’T wait strange enough slie should retain llie imprc.ssion 
Thro’ such a scene of change,and dread, and slaughter; 
But, Ihougli lliree bishops told her the transgression, 

She show’d a great dislike to holy W'ater; 

She also had no passion for confessien; 

Perhaps she had nothing to confessno matter 
Wliate’cr the cause, tlio church made little of it— 

She still held out that Mahomet was a prophet. 

Lvn. 

In fact, the only Christian she could l)car 
Was Juan, whom she seem’d to have selected 
In place of what bor home and fricnrls oucc were. 

He naturally loved what he protected; 

And thus they film’d a rather curious pair: 

A guardian green in years, a word connected 
In neither clime, time, Wood, with her defender; 
yet this want of tics made tlioira more tender. 


I LTIW, 

They journey’d on tliroiigh Poland and through Wsmtw, 
Famous for ntines of salt and yokes of i^on: 

Through Courland alRii, whicli that famous force taw . 

^ Which gave her duit(‘»’ the gra<^lcas nomeof * Biron,” 
*T is the same landscajxi wliich the modern Mars saw;*^ 
Who marched to Moscow, led by fame, the syren! 

To lose, by one niuutii’s frost, some twenty years 
IM conquest, and liis guard of grotuulient. 

' LIX. 

Tm not this seem an an(i.«(;Uma.v^-~*‘Oh! 

My guard! my old guard!” exclaim’d that god of clay- 
Thi)>k ol the thundrrer’s fafting down below 
Curotid-artory-cutting Castlcroagli 
Alas! that glory should ho cliilfd by snow 
But, should we wisft to varni us on our way 
Through Poland, Uiere is Kosciusko’s name 
Might scatter fire llirough ice, like Hiujla’s fiaino. 

T.X. 

From Poland iJicy came on througli Prussia Proper, 

And Koiiigsherg the capital, w'hose vaunt, 

Bi*sid*?s soiiu* vv'ins of iron, lead, or copper, 

Has lately been the great Professor Kant. 

Jiiaii, who cared rud a l<d>ac(M)-slopp(T 
About pliilo-soplty, pursued his jaunt 
To Ccnuariy, whoso woincwliat lardy millions 
Have princes who spur mure tlian their {>ost]lions. 

LXJ. 

And ihciice through Berlin, l.)ros<Icn, and tlio like, 

Until he reach’d thecastcllale*! Rhine:— 

Yo glorious CfoUiic scenes! how much yo strike 
All pfiaiitasius, not evou excepting mine: 

A gray wall, a green ruin, rusty pike, 

Make my sou) p;iFH the oquiuocual lino 
Betwe<‘.n tlio present and past worlds, and hover 
Upon tliuir airy confine, half-scas-ovor. 

LX1I. 

But Juan |K>sted on tlirough Maiihcdm, Bonn, 

Which Ilnichenfois frowns over, like a 8p?ctro 
Of the go(Ml fotidal times for ever gone, 

On wliich I liai'o not time just now to lecture. 

From thence he was drawn onwards to Cologne, 

A city which presents to the inspoe4or 
Eleven thousand uiaidcnhearls of bone, 

The greatest number flesh hath ever known. 

LXIll. 

Prom thenej* to Hoilamrs Hague and HeivoeUluys, 

That wate.r laud of Dulchinon and of ditches, 

Wher<5 juniper «.’X})reHScs its best juice— 

The poor man’s sparkling sulistiiuniforricht*. 

Senates and sages have (ymdemn’d its use— 

But to deny the moh a cxirdial which is 
Too often ull the clothing, meat, or fool, 

Good government has letl liiom, seems i>ul cruel. 

LXIV. 

Hero ho embark'd, and, with a flowing sail, 

Went bounding for the isttmd of the free, 

Towards which the iinjiatieiit wind blew Haifa gale; 

Higl) dash’d the spray, the bows dipp’d in the sea 
And seasick passengers turn’d somewhat jiale: 

But Juan, season’d, as he well might bo 
By former voyages, stood to watch the skiffs 
Whicli jia-ss’d. or catch the first glimiwc of tJie clifls- 
LXV. 

At length they rose, like a while wall along 
The blue sea’s bordi^r; and Don Juan felt— 

What even young strangers feel a little stmng 
At the first sight of Albion’s chalky belt— 

A kind of prido that he sliould be among 
I’hose. haughty shopkeepers, wlio sternly dealt 
Their goods and edicts out from polo to 
And made the very billows pay them toll. 



txvi. 

I have»no great cause to toiro that spot of oartli, 

Which hol^s what mip^4 have been the noblest nation: 
But, though I it little but my bir^, 

.. I feel a mixM regrot and veneration 
t'or its decaying fame and former worth. 

Seven years (the usual term of transportatiem) 

Of absence lav one’s old resentments level. 

When a man’s country’s going to the devil. 

i.xvn. 

Alas ! could she but fully, truly, know 
How her great name is now throughout aWiorr’d; 

How eager all the earth is for the blow 

Winch shall lay bore her bosom to the sword; 

How all the nations deem her their worst foi?, 

'I’hat worse than woret qff(jc»-^the. onc<3 adorewl 
False, friend, w'ho hold out freedom to mankind, 

And now would chain tliom to the very mind;— 

I.XVIII. 

Would sho be proud, or boast herself the free, 

Who is ImiI first of slaves ? The nations are 
In j'rism; but the jailor, what is he? 

No less a victim to the bolt and bar. 

Im the poor privilege to turn the key 

Upon fho captive, freedom? He’s as far 
From the enjoyment of tlie cartli and air 
Wh(» watches o’er tlic. chain, as tht*y who wear, 
i.xrx, 

Don Juan now saw Alhion’s earliest Ijcauticf?— 

'J’hy dirts, (kar Dover! liarbour, and hotel; 

Tlty custom-houso with all its dulicutu duties; 

Thy waiters nmning mticks at every bell; 

Thy jiackels, all whosi^ ]»asRong<*rs are booties 
To lluwc who u]»on land or water dwell; 

And last, not least to strangers uninstructed, 

Thy long, long hills, win neo nothing is tleductcd. 
i.xx. 

Juan, though careless, young, and magiufique. 

And rich in roubles, diamonds, cash, and credit, 

Who did not limit much his hills per week, 

Yet stared at this a little, though ho paid it— 

(Ilis iiiaggior duomo, a smart subtle Greek. 

Before him smiim’d (ho awful scroll and read it:) 

But doubtless os the air, though seldom sunny, 

Is free, tlie respiration *8 worth liwi money. 

I.IEXI. 

<hi with the horses! OH* to Canterbury! [puddle 
Tramp, tram[» o’er pebble, and splash, s])lash through 
Hurrali! how swiftly speeds the post so merry! 

Not like slow Germany, wherein they muddle 
Along the road, as if they went tf) bury 

Their hire; and also pause, besides, to fuddle 
With “ Bc’nuapps”—sad dogs! whom “Hundsfol” oi 
Affect BO more than lightning a conductor. Fcrliuclor’ 

liXXlI, 

Now, there is nothing gives a man such spirits, 
Leavening his bloml as Cayenne doth a curry, 

As going at flill spwd—no matter whore its 
Direction bo, «o \ is but in a hurry, 

And merely for llic sake* of its own merits: 

For tin* less ciumc there is for all this flurry, 

The greater is tlie pleasure in arriving 
At the great end of travel—which is driving. 

LXXlIf. 

They Raw at Canterbury the Cathedral; 

Black KdwardV helm, and Bocket’s bloody stone, 
Were pointed out, as \istial by the bodral, 

In the same quaint, uninterested lone: 

There’s glory again (or you, gentle reJidcr! all 
Ends in a rusty cascpio and dubious bone, 

Half-solved into tliose sodas or magnesias, 

Which form that bitter draught, the human species. 


Lxxir. 

The oflbet cm Juan was of course miblimo: 

Ho breathed a tliousand Cress^, as he saw 
Tliat casque, which never stoop’d except to Time. 

Even the bold Churdunan’s tomb cxlTited awe, 
Who died in the tlien great attempt to climb 
O’er kings, who now at leimt must talk of law, 
Before they butcher. Little Leila gazed, 

And asked why such a structure had been raised: 

LXXV, 

And being told it was “ God’s house,” she said 
He was well lodged, but only wonder’d how 
Ic suffer’d infidi'Is in his homestead, 

The cruel Nazarenes, who hod laid low 
His holy temples in the lands which bred 
The true believers;—and her infant brow 
Was bent wiili grief tliat Mahomet should resign 
A mosque so noble, flung like pearls to swine. 

LXXVI. 

>n, on! through meadow's, managed like a garden, 

A paradise of hops and high production; 

For, after yt;ars of travel by a bard in 

Countries of greater heat but lesser suction, 

A green field is a sight which makes him pardon 
The absence of that more sublime construction 
Which mixes up vines, olives, precipices, * 

Glaciers, volcanoes, oranges, and ices. 

LXXVII. 

And when T think upon a pot ofbeer— 

But I wont weep!—and so, drive on, postillions f 
As the smart boys spurr’d fast in their career, 

,luan adifiirod these highways of free millions; 

A country in nil senses the most dear 

To foreigner or iiutive, save some silly ones, 

Who “ kick against the pricks” just at this juncture, 
Aud for their pains gut only a fresli puncture. 

i.xxvin. 

What a delightful thing’s a turnpike road! 

So smooth, so level, such a mode of shaving 
The earth, as scarce the eagle in the broad 
Air can accomplish, with his wide wings waving. 
Ha<f sucli been cut in Vhaeton’s time, the god 
Had told his son to satisfy his craving 
With the York mail;—but, onward us we roll, 

“ Surgit ajuari aliquid”—^the toil! 

I.XXIX, 

Alas! how d»!eply {lainful Is all payment! fpO‘> 
Take lives, take wives, take aught except im 
As Machiavei shows those in purple raiment, 

Sue.h is tlie shortest way to general curses. 

They ball’ a nuuderer much less than a claimant 
On that sweet ore, which eveiy body nurses 
Kill a mail’s family, and ho may brook it— 

But keep your hands out of his brecciios’ pocket. 

LXXX. 

So said tlie Florentine: ye inonarcha, hearken 
To your insiruclor. Juan now was borne, 

Just as the day began ixt wane and dmken, 

O’er the high hill which lor^s with pride or scorn 
Toward the great cdtv:—y o who have a spark in 
Your veins of Cixskney sjiirit, smile or mourn. 
According as you take things well or ill— 

Bold Britons, wc are now on Shooter’s Hill! 

r.xxxi. 

The sun went down, the smi^e rose up, as from 
A half-unquench’d volcano, o’er a space 
Which well bosoom’d tlie “ IJevil’s drawing-room,’ 
As some have qualified that wondrous place. 

But Juan felt, though not approaching home, 

As one who, though he were not of the race, 
Revered the soil, of rtiose true sons tlie mother, 

Who butchered half tlie earth, and bullied t* other.® > 



];.xxxit. 

A mighty mass of brick, and smoke, !md shipping, 
Dirty and dusky, but as wide as eye 
Could rcadi, with here and there a sail just skipping 
In sight, then lost amid the forestry 
Of masts; a wUdcmoss of steeples peeping 
On tiph>e, through their sea-coal canopy; 

• A huge dun cupola, like a foolscap crown 
On a fooVs head—and there is London town! 

Lxxxin. 

But Juan saw not tliis: each wreath of smoko 
Appear’d to him but as tlie magic vapour 
Of some alclti'tnic fiimace, from whence broke 
. The wealth of worlds, (a wealth of tax and paper;) 
The gloomy clouds, wliich oV'r it as a yoke 
Are bow’d, and put the stin out like a taper, 

Were nolliing hut Uie natural ntmospliere— 
Extremely wholesome, though but rarely clear. 

LXXXIV. 

fie pauRC<l—and so will I—as dotli a crew 
Before they give ihcir broadside. By and by, 

^ My gentle countrymen, we wdll renew 

Our old acquaintance, and at least 1 ’ll try 
To toll you truths ym will not takf‘ as true, 

Becruwe they arc so,—a male Mrs. Fry, 

With a soft besom will I sw(!ep yonr halls, 

And brush a web or two from ott’ the walls. 

LXXXV. 

. Oh, Mrs. Fry t why go to Newgate ? Wliy 

Preach to |>oor rogues ? And whcreftjrc not begin 
WMtli Carlton, or witli other houses ? 7’ry 
Your hand al liar<lenM and imperial ;un. 

To mend the pcojile’s an absurdity, 

A jaigon, a mere, jjhikmthropic din, 

TJnless you make tljcir Ix^ticrs belterFic! 

1 Uioiight you had more religion, Mrs. Fry. 

* LXXXVT. 

Teach them tiio decencies <pf good threescore : 

(hire them of tours, Hussar and Highland drosscjs: 
Toll tlicm tluit youth onee gone returns no more; 

7’hal hired huzzas redci>»i no land’s distresses: 

Tell tiicm Sir William Curtis is a liore, 

Too dull even for the dullest of <‘\cesses-— 

The witless l«’a1slaff of a hoary Hal, 

A fool whose hells have ceased to ring at all 

LXXXVII. 

Tell them, though it may be perhaps loo late, 

On life’s Worn eontine, jaded, bloated, sated, 

To set up vain prefcnc<-s of being great, 

’T is not so to he good; and be it stated, 

The worlliioat kings have ever loved least state ; 

And loll them—but you w'on’t, and I have prated 
Just now enough; but by and by T ’ll prattle 
Like Roland’s horn in Roncesvalle.s* battle. 


CANTO Xf. 


I. 

WsEX Bishop Berkeley said there was no matter,” 
And proved it—*t \vas no matter what ho said : 
They say his »yst(mi’t is in vain to batter, 

^ Too giibtlc for the airiest human head; 

And ^et who can believe it ? I would shatter, 

Gladly, ail matters down to stone or lead, 

Or adamant, to hod tho world a spirit, 

Aid wear my head, denying that I wear it 


11. 

What a sublime discovery ’l was, to make the ^ 
(Jniverso universal egotism! • * 

That all’s ideal—a// oursetors J I ’IMake the 
World (be it what you will) that that ’s no schista. 
Oh, doubt!—if thou be’stdoubt, for which some take thee, 
But which I doubt extremely—thou sole prism 
(>f tile truiJi’s rays, K|K>il not my draught of spirit! 
Heaven’s bramly—ilimigh our Ixain can hardly hoar it. 

nr. 

For, ever and anon comes indigestion, 

(Not the most “ dainty Ariel,”) and perplexes 
Our soarings with anotherwort of question: 

AikI that which, alter all, my spirit vexai 
Is, that 1 lind no spot whcTe man can rest oye'on, 
Without confusion of tlie sorts and «?XC8, 

Of iwiiigs, stars, lUid this nnridtiled wonder, 

7’ho world, which at tlm worst’s a glorious Wundfx^- 

IV. 

If it he chance; or if it be according 
'I’o the old text, still better! lest it shmild 
Turn out vve ’ll say nfilhiiig ’gainst the wonling, 

As several people think such hazards rude; 

They ’re right; our days ar<i too orlcf fiir athxdii^ 
Space to dispute what no mte ever could 
I Dcehle, and rmry bfuly onr. day will 
Know very clearly—f»rat least lie fit ill. 

V. 

And tlu'ref »re will T leave off metaphysical 
j ticeiission, which is neither here nor there r 
If J agree that what is, is—then this I call 
Being quite perspicuous and exiremtdy fair. 

The truth is, I’ve grown late.ly rather phlliisical 
1 do n’l know v\hat the reason is—tho air 
Bcrliajis; lint as I sutler from the shocks 
td‘ illness, I grow much more orthodox. 

VT. 

The. first attack at once proved the divinity, 

(But ihiif I never donhfed, nor the devil ;) 

Tin* next, the Virgin’s mystical virginity; 

’J'he third, the usual origin of evil; 

7'h<“ fourth of once esiuhlish’d tho whole Trinity 
()n so ine.ontrov(*r!ihle a level, 

7'huf I devoutly wIsIhsI lh<* three were lour, 

On ])urj)Ose to ]»?licvc R(» much the more. 

vit. 

To OUT thenn*The man wlm has stood on the Acrt^olis, 
And look’d down ov«'r Attica ; or ho 
Who has .snilM where picturesque (hmstantinojd© is, 

Or seen Tmiliurtocj, or hath taken tea 
In sMiall-ew'd < 7iina's crnckerv-wnre metrojioHs, 

Or sat amid the bricks of Nineweli, 

Mai no! think much »>f London’s first ajqiearancu— 

But lusk him what he lliinlts of it a year lienco ? 

' VIII. 

T)un Juan had got out on SIv-ioter’« Hill- 
Sunset the time, the place the same declivity 
Which looks along that vale of gorxJ and ill 
Where London streets ferment in full activity; 

Willie every thing around was calm and still, 

Kxcejit the creak of wluwils, which on their pivot ho 
Heard—and tliat bee-like, bnhbUng, busy hum 
Of cities, tliai boils over with llicir scum 

IX. 

I sav, Don Juan, wrapt in contemplation, 

Walk’d on behind his carriage, o’er the summit, 

And, lost in wonder of so great a nation, 

Have way tu’t, since he conid not ovorf.oroe it. 

And here/’ b« cried, « is hVccdom’s chosen station ; 
Hero peals tJio people’s voice, nor can entomb it 
Racks, prisons, inquisitions; restirroction 
Awaits it, each new meeting or olccUon. 



wt-AHTO 


X. 

** Hera chofite wives, pure lives; here people pay 
But ^hat they please; and if that things be dear, 

’T is only thtU tliff love to throw away 
Their cash, to snow how much they have a-year. 
Hore laws are all inviolate; none lay 
Traps for the traveller, every highway’s clear: 

Here ' ” he was interrupted by a knife, 

With Damn your eyes ! your money or your life.’ 

xt. 

These freeborn sounds procee4ed from four pads, 

In ambtish laid, who had perceived him loiter 
Behind his carriage; and, handy lads, 

Had seized the lucky hour to reconnoitre, 

In which the heedless gentleman who gads 
Upon the road, unless he prove a fighter. 

May find himself, within that isle of riches, 

Exposed to lose his life as well as breccltcs. 

xn. 

Juan, who did not understand a word 
Of English, save their shibboleth, ** God damn !” 
jAjid even that he had so rarely heard, 

He sometimes thought was only their “ salam,^ 

Or “ God be with vou,*'—and’t is not absurd 
To think so; for, half English as I am, 

(To my misfortune,) ntwer can I say 
I heard tliem wish “ God with you,” save that way 

Xlll. 

Juan yot quickly understood their gesture, 

And, being somewhat choleric and sudden, 
l^ow forth a pocket-pistol from his vesture, 

And fired it into orio assailant’s pudding-— 

Who fell, as rolls on ox o’er in his pasture, 

And roar’d out, as he writhed his native mud in, 

Unto his nearest follower or henc.hiiiun, 

** Oh lack ! I’m flow’d by dial ’ere bloody Frenchman!” 

XIT. 

On which Jack and his train set off at speed, 

Aund Juan’s suite, late scatter’d at a distance, 

Came up, all marvelling at sucit a deed, 

And offering, as usual, late assistance. 

Juan, who saw the moon’s late minion bleed 
As if his veins would pour out his existence, 

Stood callmg out for bandages and lint, 

And wish’d he’d been less hasty with his flint. 

XV, 

“ Periiaps,” thought ho, “ it is tlie country’s wont 
To welcome foreigners in this way: now 
1 recollect some innkeepers who do n’t 
Differ, except in robbing willi a bow, 

La lieu of a bare blade aivl brazen front. 

But what is to bo done ? I can’t allow 
The follow to lie groaning on tho road: 

So take him up; 1 ’ll help you with the load.” 

XVI. 

But, ere they could perform this pious duty. 

The dying man cried, “ Hold! I’ve got my gruel! 
Oh ! for a glass of moa? / Wo ’vt^ miss’d our btK)ty ; 

Let me die where i am!” And, us tlie fuel 
Of life shrunk in his heart, and tliick and sooty 

The drops fell from his death-wound, and he drew ill 
His breath, he from Iris swelling Uiroat untied 
A kerdiief, crying Give Sal that !”*—-and died* 

XVIT. 

The cravat, stain’d with blootly drops, fell down 
Before Don Juan’s feet: he could not tell 
Exactly why it was before him Uirown, 

Nor what the meaning of the man’s farewell. 

Poor Tom was once a kiddy upon town, 

A thorough varmint, and a real swell, 

Full flash, ^ fancy, until fairly diddled— 

His poob^ first, and (hou his body riddled. 


XTIIJ. 

Don Juan, having done the best he could 
In oil tho circumatanccK of the case, 

As soon as crowner’s quest” allow’d, pursued 
His travels to tho capital apace;— 

KHteciuing it a little hard he idicaild 

In twelve hours’ time, a very little space, 

Have been obliged to slay a freeborn native 
In solf-dcfence: this made him meditative. 

XIX. 

Ho from the world had cut off a great man, 

Who in his time had made heroic bustle. 

Who in a row like Tom could lead the van. 

Booze in the ken, or at tlie spellken htistio ? 

Who queer a flat ? Who (spite of Bow-street’s ban) 

On the high toby-spice so flash llie muzzle? 

Who on a lark, with black-ey<id Sal, (his blowing,) 

So prime, so swell, so nutty, and so knowing? ' 

XX. 

But Tom’s no more—and so no more of Tom. 

HenM?s must die; and hy God's blessing, ’t is 
Not long before the most of them go home.— 

Hail! Thamis, hail! Upon thy verge it is 
That Juan’s chariot, rolling like a drum 
In Uiimder, hdds tho way it can’t well miss, 

Through Kennington and all tljo other “ tons,” 

Which make us wish ourselves in town at once; 

XXI. 

TJirough groves, so call’d as being void of trees, 

(Like iucujt from vo light;) tlirough prospects named 
Mount Pleasant. a.s containing naught to please, 

Nor much to cliinh; through little boxes framed 
Of bricks, to let Uie dust in at your ease, 

With “ To be let,” upon tlicir doors proclaim’d; 
Through “ rows” im>st moch’istly call’d “ Paradise,” 
Whicli Eve might, quit witliout much sacrifice;— 

xxii. 

Through coaches, drays, cltokcd turnpikes, and a whirl 
Of wheels, and roar of voices, and confusion; 

Here taverns wooing to a pint of “ purl,” 

There mails fast flying off like a delusion; 

There barWs’ blocks with periwigs in curl 
In windows; here tin.* lamjH-lighlcr’s infusion 
S!«»wly dislill’d into Uie glimmering glass,— 

(For in those days wc. had not got to ga«:) 

xxui. 

Titrough tltis, and much and more, is tlie approach 
Of travellers to mighty Babylon: 

Whether they come by horse, or cdiaise, or coach, 

With slight exceptioas, all the ways scorn one. 

I c.ould say more, but do not chouse to encroocli 
Upon tlie guide-book’s privilege. The sun 
Had set some time, and night was on the ridge 
Of twilight, as tlie parly cross’d the bridge. 

XXIV. 

That’s rather fine, the gentle sound of Thamis— 

Who vindicates a moment too his stream— 

Though hardly heard through multifarious “ dam’mes.” 

The lamps of Westminster’s more regular gleam. 

The breadth of paveiftcni, and yon shrine where Fame i.. 

A spectral resident—whoso pallid beam 
Tu shape of moonsUitic hovers o’tjr the pili*— 

Make Uiis a sacred part of Albion’s isle. 

XXV. 

The Druids’ groves are gone—so much the better: 

Stone-Hengc is not—but what the devil is it ?— 

]^ut Bedlam st ill exists with its sago fetter, 

That madmen may not bite you on a visit; 

The Bench too seats or suits full many a debtor; 

The mansion-house, too, (though some people qu» it,) 
To me appears a stiff yot grand erecliim; 

But titen Abbey ’b wor^ the whole coUectigiQ. ^ 



X3cvr. 

The line of lights too up to Charing^Cross, 

Pall-Mall, ami so forth, have a coruscation, 

Like goW as in comparison to dross, 

MafehM with the continent’s illumination, 

Whose cities night by no means dei'rns to gloss: 

The French were not yet a lamp-lightiuu nation, 

. And when they grew so—on their ncw-fouiid lantern. 
Instead of wi^, they made a wicked man turn. 

XXVII. 

A row of gentlemen along the streets 
Suspended, may illuminate mankind, 

As also bonfires made df country-seats; 

But the olff way is best for the piirhiind: 

The other looks like phosphorus on shi'cts, 

A sort of ignis fatiius to thTo mind, 

Which, tfiough’t is certain lo perplex and frighten, 
Mast burn mure mildly ere it can enlighten. 

xxYin. 

But London’s so well lit, that if Diogenes 
Could recommence to hunt his hmt^simnny 
And found him notsomid the various pro^reuics 
— Of tills enormous city’s spreading spawn, 

*T was not for want of lainfis to iiul his dmlginghis 
Yet undiscover’dtreasure. W^hal /can, 

I ’vo done to find the same throughout life’s journey, 
But see the world is only onts attorney. 

XXJV. 

Over the stones still rattling, up Pall-Mall, 

Tlirough crowds and carriiige.s—hut waxing tliinner 
As Uiunder’d knoi^kerK hntki’ the long-sealM spell 
Of dorirs ’gainst duns, luid lo an early dinner 
Ailmittcd a small party as night frll,— 

Don Jumi, our young diploinatin sinner, 

Pursued his jKitli, ami drove past some hotels, 

»St. James’s Palace and St. James’s “ Hells.”® 

• * XXX. 

7’hey reach’d the hotidrfortli stream’d from the-front do(*r 
A tide of well-clad waiters, mid around 
The moh sIakkI, iuhI as usual sevi ral score 
Of those pedestrian Paphians who abound 
In decent London wh<‘u the daylight ’« o’er; 

Oommodious hut immoral, they ar<* found 
Useful, like Molthiis, in preventing marriage: 

But Juan now is stepping from ins carriage, 

XXX r. 

Info one of the sweetest of hotels, 

Kspecially for foreigners—and mostly 
For those whom favour or wliom forturif* swiiUs, 

And cannot find a bill’s small items costly. 

There many an envoy either dwelt or dwells, 

(The don of many a di\)loinaUc lost lie,) 

Until to some conspicuous stjiiarii they j»as8, 

And blazon o’or the door tlicir names in brass. 

XXXXI, 

Juan, whose was a diJicate commission, 

Private, though publicly important, bore 
No title to point out witii due precision 

The exact aifair on which he wast stmt o’er, 

*T wa.s merely known that on a aorffd mission 
A foreigner of rank hail graced our sh^ire, 

Young, hmidsome, and accomfilish’d, who was said 
(In whispers) to have turn’d his sovereign’s bead. 

xxxni. 

Some rumour also of some strange adventures 
Had gone before him, and his wars and loves; 

And as romantic hiiads arc pretty painters, 

And above all, an English woman’s roves 
Into the excursive, breaking lh<? iwbinturea 
Of sober reason, wheresoe’er it moves, 

He (mind himself extremely in tlie fashion, 

'Which serves our thmking people for a passion. 


xxxrv, 

lo n’t mean that tlufy are (lassionloss, but quite 
The Contrary ; but bien’t is in tlie head; * 

Yet, as tlie consi'quenecs arc as bri^t * 

As if tlioy ucteij with the licarl. instead, 

What after all can rignify tho silo » 

Uf ladies’ luculnai urns ? So they lead 
In safely to tlie place for which they start, 

What matli'rs if tlie road be head or heart ? 

XXXV. 

Juan presentoif in the jircgicr place, 

To proper placemen, every Russ crodonliai; 

And waw receiv(?d w iili all4he due grimacOj 
By those who govern in tlie mood potential, 

WIki, seeing a handsome siri[»ling with smooth face, 
Thoiigiit (what in state, allairs is most essential) 
^'hat they as easily might do (lie youngster, 

As liawks may pounce upon a woodland songster. 

XXXVT. 

They err’d, as aged men will do; but by 
And by wv *11 talk of that; mi<l if we do n’t, 

’T will he because r>ur notion is not high 
Of |>uiiticians and their doiihlt'front, 

Who live by ]i*'S, ycl dare not boldly lie■ 

Now w hat I love in women is, won’t 
Ih C4in’t do oiherwise than lie, hut do it 
So well, tlie very truth seems falsehood to it. 

X\X VII. 

Anri, aft<T all, what is a He? ’7' is hut 
I’lii: Iruth in masquerud''; and I defy 
Historians, iieroes, lawyers, ]»riests, to put 
A fart without some leaven of a lie. 

The very shadow of true truth would shut 
Up annals, revelations, poesy, 

And propheey—exi'epi it sltould hv dated 
Some years licfiire th<5 incidents related* 
xxxvriT. 

'^raiscil he all liars and all lies! Who now 
Can tax my mild Must‘ wiih misanthropy? 

^he rings tlu^ world’s ** Te Derim,” and her hrow 
niiisht'S for lliose wiio will not hut to sigh 
f.s i<}|e ; let us, like tnoal otle’rs, bow', 

Kiss hiuids, feet—any part of Majesty, 

Afler ih(‘ goml example of “Gri'en Erin,” 

Whose shamrmd; now seems rather worse for wearing, 

XXXIX. 

)on Juan was prcsenttwl, and his dress 
And mien excited general admiration— 
do n’t know whicli was most ailmired or less: 

One monstrous diarnnnd drew much olwrvation, 
A7iich Catherinti, in a moment of " ivrossc,’* 

(In love or hr.mily’s ferveut fermcntatkai,) 

Bestow’d upon !nm ns the public learn’d; 

And, to say truth, it had been fairly earn’d. 

XL. 

BeRicloB Uio ministers and imdorlings, 

Who must he courtcwis to tfio accredited 
diplomatists of rather wavering kings, 
lentil llieir royal riddle’s fully read, 

‘li<5 very clerks—those somowh.il dirty springs 
Of office, or dm house of offk'.c, fed 
By fi>ul corniplion into streams—even they 
yVerc hardly rude enough to earn their pay: 

XM. 

Ind insolence no doubt is what they ore 
Employ’d for, since it in their daily labour, 

II the dear offices of ficace or war; 

And should you doubt, prayask of your next neighbour, 
A7icn fi>r a pas.s|)ort, or some oilier bar 
To freedom, he applied, (a grief aivl a bore,) 
f ]»c found not this spawn of tax-bom rtcUos, 

.ike lap-dogs, the least civil sons of ‘ 



XLn. 

But Juan waa received with much “ empresaoment 
These {ihraaeg of refinement I must borrow 
From- our next neighbour’s land, where, like a chessman, 
There is a move set down for joy or sorrow, 

Not,only iu mere talking, but die press. Man, 

In islands, is, it seems, downright and tiiorough, 

More than on continents—as if the sea 

(Soe Billingsgate) made even the tongue more free. 

XMII. 

And yet the British dam’me” 's rattier Attic: 

Y(Mir continental oaths are buf incontinent, 

And turn on things which no aristocratic 
Spirit would name, and therefore even I won’t ancnt* 
This subject quote, as it would lie schismatic 
In politesse, and have a sound afironting in’t:— 

But “ dam’me” ’s quite ethereal, though too daring— 
Platonic blasphemy, the soul of swearing. 

xniv. 

For downright rudeness, ye may stay at home; 

For true or false politeness (and scarce ikat 
Now) you may cross tlie blue deep and white foam— 
The first the emblem '(rarely tliough) of what 
You leave behind, the next of much you come. 

To meet. However, ’t is no time to chat , 

On general topics: poems must confine 
Themselves to unity, like this of mine. 

XI, V. 

In the great world,—which, being interpreted, 

Moanoth the west or worst end of tlie city, 

And about twice two thousand people bred 
By no means to bo very wise or witty, 

But In sit up while others lie in bed, 

And look down on the imiverse witli pity— 

Juan, as an inveterate patrician, 

Was well received by persons of condition. 

XI.VI. 

He was a bachelor, which is a matter 
Of import both to virgin and to bride, 

The former’s hymeneal hopes to flatter; 

And (should she not hold fa.st by love or pride) 

’T is also of some moment to the latter: 

A rib’s a tliorn in a wed gallant’s side, 

Requires decorum, and is apt to double 

The horrid sin—and, what’s still worse, tlio trouble. 

XLVir. 

But Juun was a bachelor—of arts, 

And parts, and hearts: he danced and sung, and had 
An air as sentimental us Mozart’s 
Soib»it of melodics; and could he snd 
Or chei!rfiil, without any “ flaws or slarLs,” 

Just at the proper time; and, though a lad, 

Had seen tlic world—which is a curious sight, 

And very much unlike what people writo. 

XI. V lit. 

Fair virgins blush’d upon him; weddud dames 
Bloom’d also in loss transitory hues; 

For hotli commodities dwell by the Thames, 

The painting and the painted; youth, ceruse, 

Against his heart preferr’d their nsuiil claims, 

Sucli as no gentleman can quite refuse; 

Daughters admired his dress, and pious motliers 
Impiired his iucoinc, and if he had hrotliers. 

XI.IX. 

The milliners who furaisli “ drapery misses”* 
Throughout the season, upon speculation 
Of payment ere the honeymoon’s last kisses 
Have waned into a creseenl’s coruscation, 

Thought such an opiionunity as tliis is, 

Of a rich foreigner’s initiation. 

Not to bo ovorloiik’d, and gave such credit. 

That future bridegrooms swore, and sigh’d, and paid it. 


1.. 

The Blues, that tender tribe, who sigh o’er sonnets, 
And with the pages of tho last review 
Lino tho interior of their heads or bonnets. 

Advanced in all tlioir azure’s highest (pie: 

They talk’d bad French of Spanisli, and upon its 
Late authors ask’d him for a hint or two; 

And which was softest, Russian or Castilian ? 

And whether in his travels he saw Ilion? 

M. 

Juan, who was a little sujierticiaJ, 

And not in literature a great IJrawcansir, 
Examined by this learned and especial 
Jury of matrons, scarce luiew what to answer; 

His duties warlike, loving, or official. 

His steady application as a dancer, . 

Had kept him from the brink of Hippocreno, 

Which now he found was blue instetid of green, 

I.1I. 

However, he replieil at hazard, with 
A miniest confidence and calm assurance. 

Which lent his learned lucubrations pitii, 

And pass’d for arguments of good endurance. 

That prodigy, Miss Aramiula bimitli, 

(Who at sixteen, translated “ Hercules Furens” 
Into as furious English.) with her best look, 

Set down his sayings in her commonplace book., 

I.TII. 

Juan knew several languages—as well 

He might—and brought them up with skill, in time 
To save his fame with eae.h accom|)Ush’d belle. 

Who still regretted that he did not rhyme. 

There wanted but this requisite to swell 
His i|uaUties (with lliem) into sublime: 

Lady Fitz-b'risky, and Miss Mowia Mannish, 

Both long’d extremely to be sung in Spanish. 

LIV. 

However he did pretty well, and wa.s 
Admitted as an aspirant to all 
Tho coteries, and, as in Banqiio’.s glaas. 

At groat assemblies or in parties small, 

He saw ten thousand living authors pas.s, 

That being about their average numeral; 

Also the eighty “ greatest living poets,” 

As every paltry mogazinu can siiow its. 

LV. 

In twice five yeans tho “ greatest living poot,” 

Like to the cbam|>ion in the fisly ring. 

Is call’d on to support his cl.aim, nr show it. 

Although’t is an imaginary thing. 

Even 1—albeit 1 ’m sure 1 did not know it, 

Nor sought of foolscap siibjecLs to bo king— 

Was reckon’d, a eonsidcrahlo time. 

The grand Napoleon of the realms of rhyme. 

I.VI. 

Bui Juan was my Moscow, and Faliero 
My Loip.sic, and my Mont-Saint-Jean seems Cain 
o La BoUo Allianeo” of dunces down at zero. 

Now tliat the lion’s fall’ll, may rise again" 

Bill I will fall at leapt as fidi my hero; 

Nor reign at all, or as a monarch reign; 

Or to some lonely isle of jailers go. 

With turncoat Southey for my turnkey Lowe. 

l.VII. 

Sir Walter reign’d before mo; Moore and Campbell 
Before and after; but now, grown more holy. 

The Muses upon Sion’s hill must ramble 
Willi poets almost clergymen, or wholly; 
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hlX. 

Then there’s my gentle Euphucs, who, U«>y say, 
Sets up for being a sort of moral me; 

He ’ll find it rather difficult som«^ day 
To tuo^out both, or cither, it may hv. 

Some persons think that Coleridge hatli the sAvay, 
And Wordsworth hatl/su^jjiorters, two or three; 
And tliat doep-mouth’d Boeotian, “ Savage l.ander,’ 
Has taken for a swan rogue Southey’s gander. 

liX. 

John Keats—who was kill’d off by ono critique, 

Just as ho really promised something great, 

If not intelligil^e^witliotit Greek 
Contrived to Lolk about the gods of late, 

Much a.s timy might have Vn*n supposed to speak. 

Poor fellow! his was an uniowurd fate: 

’T is strange the mind, tJiat very liory [>articlc,^ 
Should let itself be snufl ’d out by an article, 

I.XI. 

The list grows long of live and dead pretenders 
To that wUicIi none will gain—or none will know 
The conqueror at least; who, en? 'rime rciidi rs 
His last award, will have tlic long grass grow 
Above bis burnt-out bruin and sapless cinders. 

If I might augiir, I should rati' but low 
Their chances; they ’re loo numerous, like, the thirty 
Mock tyrants, when Romo’s annals wax’d but dirty. 


txri. 

His afternoons he |>as8*d in visits, hmcheons, 

I-ounging, and boxing; and the tvvligbt i^ur ^ 
In riding round tliose vegetable puncheons, ^ 
Coll d “ Parks,” where there is ueltltor fruUnor fiower 
Enough to gratity a bee’s slight rounchings; 

But after all, it is tlie only bower” 

{In M(K)rc’sphrafo) where tho fashionable (air 
Can form a slight ac(|uaintance with fresh air. 

uxvn. 

Th&a dress, tltcn diiyer, tlien awakes tho world! 

I’hen glare the lamps, tlien whirl the wheels, tlien roar 
Though strontand sipUire (ast-fiashing chariots, hurl’d 
Like harness’d meteors! tlien along tho floor 
^lialk’d mimics painting; then loHloons arc twirl’d; 

I’hen roll the brazen thunders of tho door, 

VVhiiTh o[)ens to tho Uiousand happy few 
An earthly {laradiso of or molu.” 

LXVIII. 

There stands the noble hostess, nor shall sink 
With the tlircc-tliousandlh ciirtey; llicr© the waltz— 
Tlio only dunce which teaches girls to tliink— 

Make.s one in love even with its very faults. 

Saloon, room, all o’orflow beyond their brink, 

And long the latest of arrivals halts, 

’MitJ royal dukes and dam<'s condemn’d to climb, 

And gain an inch of siaLrcasc at a time. 

r.xix. 

'J’hrici' hapf))’ lie who, afleru survey 
t If the gtwnl company, can xvin a comer, 

A iloor tliat. V m, or bnidoir out of tlie way, 

Where he may fix himself, like small “ Jack Homer, 
And let the Ruhcl rotiml run as it may, 

An<l look oiiusamomncv, or ascomer, 

Or uu approver, or a iiktc Kpeclator, 
yawning a littk* a.s tho night grows later 


• I>XII. 

This is the literary lorvcr empire, 

Where the Proitorian l»aiids take up the matter;— 

A ‘dreadful trade,” like hi.s xvho “ gatluTSsamphire,” 
The insolent soldiery to sooth and flatter, 

With the same feelings as you’d coax a vampire. 

Now, wen' I once at liomc, and in good saLmJ, 

1 *d try conclasions wiili Uiofm* janizaries, ' 

And show them loJuU an intcllc<'tua} war is. 

Lxm. 

I tliink I know a trick or two, wouiti Uini 
Their flanks;—but it is hardly wortli my while 
Witli sucli small gear to give myself conceriii: 

Indeed I’ve not the ni'ces-sary bile; 

My natural Icniper’s really aught but stem, 

Aitd oven my Music’s worst ri'proof’s a smile; 

And then she a brief :utd modest curtsy, 

And glides away, assured she never hurts ye. 


1.XX. 

liut this won't do, .«avo hy awfl by; and he 
Who, like ] )i»n Juan, takes an active share, 

Musi si(?er with can' through all that glittering .soa 
Of g»*ms and pinme.^, ainl pt'urls aiul silks, to whore 
!b; dcfiiiH i» is liis proper phmc to he ; 

Pisholving in tlio waltz to some sofl air, 

Or (»nmdlier )iraneing willi mercurial skill 
Whcr(5 Kci<neo marshal's li>rth her own quadrille. 

I.XXI. 

Or, if he danc<* not, Intt hath higlmr views 
Upon an heires?., or his rieiirhhour’s bride, 

I ait him lake, <*are that that, which In' pursues 
Is not atc'ncc too psilpiibly d<*'’irric(l. 

Full many an^ ager g<‘uilennm oft rues 
His haste; impatience' is a Idniulcring guide, 
Among a people (iimous for reflection, 

Who like to play flic fo«d with circunu^pection. 


LXIT. 

My Juan, whom I left in dtsadly peril 
Among live poiils and blue ladies, passM 
With some small prf>fit through ihut field so sterile. 

Being tired in time, and neither least nor la.st, 
Left it before he had been treaicdl very ill; 

And henceforth found hintself more gaily class’d 
Among the higher spirits of Ujc day. 

The sun’s tniu b(hi— no vapour, but. a ray. 


Lxxn. 

But, if you can contrive, get iic.tf at supper; 

f)r, if forc.staU’d, get o|)))osite ami ogle:— 

;.)h, yc ambrcKslal iiManentM I alwa)s upper 
In mind, a sort of scniiiin nta! bcglo, 

Wliich sits f >r ever upon memoiy’s crupper, 

Tin* gliost of vanish’d plea.stiroR once in vogue! 
hin louder souls relate Uk' rise and fall 
)f ho[>cs and fears which shako a single ball. 


nxv. 

His moms he pass’d in business—which, dissected, 
Was like all business, a lalM.>rious nothing, 

That leads to lassitude, the most itifcd cd 
And Centaur Nessus garb of mortal cbUiing, 
And on our sofas makes us He dejected, 

And talk in tender horrors of our bathing 
All kinds of toil, save for our country’s good— 
}Vhich grows no better, though H is time it should. 


rxxia. 

But these precautionary hints can touch 
Only the common run, who must pursue, 

And watch, and ward; whose plans a word Ujo loudi 
Or little overturns ; and not the few 
)r many (for the number’s Homotimos sudi) 

Whom a good mien, especially if new, 

Or fame, or name, for wit, war, sense, or notesense, 
Permits whatever tlte> please, or did not long since. 



.« 3 < 


tJtMT. 

Our hero, as^hero, young and handsome, 

* rich, cel^ratod, and a stranger, 

Like other slaves coarse must pay his ransom 
Before he can escape fiom so muidi danger 
As wilT environ a conspicuous man. Some 
TaUt about poetry, and “ rack and manger,” 
And u^iness, disease, as toil and trouble ^ 

1 wish they knew the life of a young noble. 


jLTXZlI. 

Talk not of seventy years as age; in seven 
I have seen more changes, down tram monarchs to 
Thu humblest individual under heaven, 

Than might suffice a moderate centuiy through. 

I knew tliat naught was lasting, but now even 
Change grows too citangeable, without being now: 
Naught’s permanent among the human race, 

Except the Whigs not getting into place. 


t-*XV. LXXXIII. 


They are yoimg, but know not youjh—it is anticipated; 

Handsome but wasted, riclt wiffiout a sous; 

Their rigour in a thousand arms is dissipated; 

Their cash emnes /rom, their wealth goes to, a Jew; 
Both senates see their nightly votes participated 
Between the tyrant’s and the tribune’s crow; 

And, having voted, dined, drank, gamed, and whored. 
The family vault receives another lord. 

LXXVI. 

“ Whore is the world,” cries Young, “ titeig)ity? Where 
The world in which a raau was born ?” Alas! 

Where is the world of eigla years past? ’T was there- 
I look for it—’t is gone, a globe of glass! 

Crack’d, shiver’d, vanish’d, scarcely gazed on ore 
A silent change dissolves the glittering ma-ss. 
Statesmen, chiefs,.orators, (jueens, patriots, kings. 

And dandies, all are gone on tho wind’s wings. 

LXXVII. 

Where is Napoleon the Grand ? God Imows: 

Where little Castleroagh ? Tho devil can tell: 

Whore Grattan, Curran, Sheridan, all those 
Who bound the bar or senate in their spell ? 

Whore is tlio unlia))py queen, witli all her woes? 

And whore tlie daughter, whom tho isles loved well ? 
Where are those martyr’d saints, Uie Cvo per cents ? 
And where—oh, where the devil are tiie rents ? 

t.XXVIII. 

Where’s Brummol ? Dish’d. Where’s Long Pole Wel¬ 
lesley? Diddled. [Third? 

Whore’s Witilbread ? Romilly? Wliere’s George Uie 
Where is his will ? (Tliat’s not so soon unriddled.) 

And where is “ Fum” the Fourth, our “ royal bird ?” 
Gone down it seems to Scotland, to be fiddled 
Unto by Sawney’s violin, wc have heard: 

“ Caw me, caw tlioe”—for six months hath been hatching 
This scene of royal itch and loyal scratching. 

I.XXJX. 

Where is Lord This ? And where my Lady That: 

Tho honourable Mistresses and Misses ? 

Some laid aside like an old opcra-liat, 

Married, unmarried, and ro-raarried—(this is 
An evolution oft perform’d of lato.) 

Whore are the Dublin shouts—and London liisscs? 
Wliere arc tho Grenvilles? Turn’d, as usual. Where 
My friends the Whigs. Exactly whore they were. 


I have seen Napoleon, who seem’d quite a Jupiter, 
Shrink to a Saturn. I have seen a duko 
(No matter which) turn politician stui>ider. 

If that can well bo, tlian his wooden look. ’ 

But it is time that I sliould hoist my “ blue Peter,” 
And sail for a new theme: IJiave seen—and shook 
To sec it—^the king hiss’d, and then caress’d; 

But don’t pretend to settle which was best. 

' LXXXIV. 

I have seen llie landholders without a rap— 

I I have seen Johanna Sonthcote—I have seen 
The House of Commons turn’d to a tax- trap— 

I have seen tliat sad affair of the late queen— 

I have seen crowns worn instead of a fool’s-cap— 

1 have seen a Congi-ess doing all that’s mean— 

I have seen some nations like o’erloaded assns 
Kick off tlieir burdens—^meaning the high classes. 

' nxxxv. 

I have seen small poets, and great prosers, and 
Interminable— not ctemed —s|)eakcr»— 

I have seen the funds at war with house and land— 

1 ’ve seen the country gentlemen turn squeakers— 
I ’vc seen the people ridden o’er like sand 
By slaves on horschack—I have seen malt liquors 
Exchang’d for “ thin potations” by John Bull— 

I ’vo seen John half detect himself a fool. 

LXXXVI. 

But “ catpe diem,” Juan, “ carpe, carpe!” 

To-morrow sees another race as gay 
And transient, and devour’d by the samo harpy. 

” Life’s a poor player”—^tlicn “ play out the play. 
Ye villains!” and, above all, keep a sharp eye 
Much less on what yon do than what you say: 

Be hypoeritical, be cautious, ne 

Not what you scent, but always what you see, 

LXXXVIt. 

But how shall I rebate in other cantos 
(Jf what, befell our hero, in the land 
Which ’l is tlie common cry and lie to vaunt os 
A moral country ? But I hold my hand— 

For I disdain to write nil Atidantis; 

Bui "t is as well at once to understand, 

You are not a moral pe.oplo, and you know it. 
Without the aid of too sincere a poet. 


I.XXX. 

Where arc tlio Lady Carolines and Franceses? 

Divorced or doing tliorenncnt. Ye annals 
So brilliant, where the list of routs and dances is— 

Thou Morning Post, solo record of the panels 
Broken in carriages, and all the phantasies 
Of fashion—say what streams now fill those channels? 
Some die, some fiy, some languish on the continent, 
Because the times have liardly left them one tenant 


I. XXXVIII. 

Wliat Juan saw and underwent shall bo 
My topic, with of course the duo restriction 
Which is required by proper courtesy ; 

And recollect tho work is only fiction, 

And that I sing of iioifiicr mine nor me. 

Though every scribe, in some slight turn of diction. 
Will bint allusions never meant. Ne’er doubt 
This —^when I speak, I don’t hint, but speak out. 


LXXXI. 

Some vriio once set their cap at cautious dukes, 

Have taken up at length with younger brothers; 

Some heiresses have bit at shaiiiers’ hooks; (thers; 

Some maids have been made wives—some merely mo- 
Otbers have lost their fresh and fairy looks: 

In short, the list of alterations bothers. 

Thnro’s littl© strange in this, but something strange is 
Tho unusual quickness of these conunon changes. 


txxxix. 

Whether he married with the third or fourth 
Offspring of some sage, husband-hunting countess: 
Or whether witli some virgin of more woi^ 

(I mean in fortune’s matrimonial bounties) 

He took to regularly |ieopling earth, 

Of which your lawiul awful wedlock fount i»— 

Or whether he was taken in for damages. 

For being too excursive in bis homages— 
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U yet within the unread events of time. 

Thu* far, go forth, tliou lay, which I will back 
Against the same given quantity of rhyme. 

For being as mudi the subject of attack 
As ever yet was any work sublime., 

By those who love to say that, white Is black. 

So much the better !~I may stand alone. 

But would not change my free thoughts for a throne 


CANTO XII. 


1 . 

Or ail tho Itarbarous middle ages, that 
Which is most barbarous is tho middle age 
Of man; it is-J really scarce know what: 

But when we hnver between Hk)! and sage, 
tAnd don’t know justly what we would I* at— 

A period something like a printed page, 

Blnck-Ictter upon foolscap, while our hair 
Grows grizzled, and we are not what wc were ;— 

II. 

Too old for youth—too young, at thirty-five, 

To herd with boys, or hoard with good ihroeseore 
I wonder people should be left alive; 

But, since tliey arc, that epoeti is a liore: 

Ijove lingers still, although’t were late to wive; 

And as for otlier love, the illusion’s o’er; 

And money, that most pure imagination. 

Gleams only through the dawn of its creation. 

III. 

(ih gold! why call wo misers miserable? 

Theirs is die jileasure that ctin never pall; 

Theirs is the best bower-anchor, the chain enble 
Which holds fast other pleasures great and small. 

Ye who but see tho saving man at table. 

And scorn his temperate hoard, as none at all. 

And wonder how Uiu wealthy ran he sparing, 

Know not what visions spring from each checao-|iaring. 

IV. 

I,ovo or lust makes man siek, anil wine much .sicker; 

Ambition rends, and g.aming gains a loss; 

But making mency, slowly first, then quicker. 

And adding still a little through each cro.ss 
(Which will come over tilings,) beats love or liquor, 

The gamester’s counter, or (he statesman’s droxs. 

Oh gold! I still prefer thee unto paper, 

Wliich makes bank crwlil like a hank of vajioiir. 

V. 

Who hoki tlie balance of the world ? Who reign 
O’er Congress, wholher royalist or liberal? 

Who rouse. Ilie shirtloss patriots of Spain [all ?) 

(That make old Europe’s journals s<|iioak and gibber 
Who keep tlte world, both old aii9 new, in pain 
Or pleasure ? Who make politics run glibber all ? 

The shade rfBonaparte’s noble daring?— 

Jew RotlischiJd, and his fellow, Cliristian Baruig. 

VI. 

Those, and tlie truly liberal Lafitte, 

Are the true lords of Euroiie. Every loan 
Is not a merely speculative hit. 

But seats a nation or upsets a llirone. 

Republics also get involved a hit; 

Colombia’s stock haUi holders not unknown 
On ’Change; and even tliy silver soil, Peru, 

Jtiust get itself discounted by a Jew. 


TO. 

Why call the miser miscraHo? as 
I said before: the frugal life is hiS, 

Which in a saint or cynic ever wa/, 

Tho theme of praise: a hermit would not mtss 
Canonization for tho self>same cause, Y 

And wherefore blame gaunt wealth’s oustorlros t 
Because, you ’ll say, naught calls for such a trial i— 
Then tliere’s more merit in his solf-dcnial. 

VIII. 

He is your only poctu—passion, pure 
And sparkling on frgm heap to heap, dismays 
Pomna'tl, the ore, of which mm: hoptf alluro 
Nations athwart the deep: the golden rays 
Flash up in ingots friHU the mine olMciiro; 

On him the diamond |iours its brilliant blazo; 

While tlie mild emerald’s beam shades down the dyes 
Of other stones, to sooth tho miser’s eyes. 

IX. 

The lands on either side arc his: the ship 
From Ceylon, Indc, or far Cathay, unloads 
For him the fragrant produce of each trip; 

Beneath his cars ofCeres groan the riuvds. 

And the vine blushes like Aurora’s Up; 

His very ccUar.s might be kings’ ah^es; 

While he, despising every sensual call. 

Commands—the intellectual lord of all. 

X. 

Perhaps ho hatli groat projects in his mind, 

To build a e.ollegc, or to found a race, 

A hospital, a church,—and leave behind 
Some dome surmounted by his meagre face: 

Perhaps he fain would liberate mankind 
Even with tile very ore which makes tiiem base; 
Perhaps ho would he wcalUiiest of his nation, 
l)r revel in the joys of calculation. 

XI. 

1 tut wh(;ther all, or eaiJi, or none of tlieso 
May bo tho hoarder’s principle of action. 

The fool will call such mania a disease;— 

What is liis owji? Go—look at each transaction. 
Wars, revels, loves—do these, bring men more ease 
Tl«m the mere plodding thro’ each “ vulgar fraction ?’ 
l)r do they lieneGt mankind ? Lean miser 1 
Let sjicndtlirifl’s heirs inquire of yours—who’s wiser 1 

XII. 

How beauteous are rouleaus! how charming cliesis 
Containing ingots, i>ags of dollars, coins 
(Not of old victors, all whose heads and crest* 

Weigh not tlie thin ore wlii’re their visage shines, 

Bui) of fine iinclipp’d gold, wliere. dully rests 
Some likeness which tlie glittering eirqiic coniines, 

Cf modem, reigning, sterling, stupid stamp:— 
yes! ri-iuly money is Aladdin’s liuiip. 

XIII. 

“ Love rules the camp, the court, the grove,”—“ for love 
Is heaven, and heaven is love—.s'l sings tlie bard; 
Which it were ratiier difficult to prove, 

(A thing wiffi poetry in general hard.) 

'erhaps there may Iw something in “ the grove,” 

At least it rhymes to “ love t’^^but I’m prepared 
To doubt (no less tlian landlords of Uieir rental) 

If “ courts” and “ camps” bo quite so sentimental. 

XIV. 

But if love don’t, cash does, and cash alone: 

Cash rules the grove, and fells it too besides: 

Witlioiit cash, camps were tliin, and courts were none; 

Without ca.sh, Malthus tells you—” toko no bride*.” 
So cash rules love the ruler, <»i his own 
High ground, us Virgin Cyiilliia sways the tide*; 
And, as for “ heaven” being “ love,” why not say honey 
(s was ? Heaven is not love, ’t is matrimony. 
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IXm' JWAIS': 




XV, 

Xt not bU lovd prohibited whatever, 

^cepting marrii^e ? which is love, no doubt, 

After a sort; but somehow people never 
WithOho same thought the two words have help’d out 
Love exist with marriage, and should ever, 

’ And marriage also may oxist without, 

But love actns bans is both a sin and shame, 

And ought to go by quite another name, 

XTI. 

Now if the “ court” and “ camp” and “ grove” be not 
Recruited all with constant malriod men, 

Who never coveted their neighbour’s lot, 

I say that line’s a lajwus of the pen 
Strange too in my “ buon canierado” Scott, 

So celebrated for his morals, when 
My Jeffrey held him up as an exaniplo 
To me^ which these morals arc a sample. 

xvn. 

Well, if 1 do n’t succei*id, I have succeeded, 

And that’s enough; succoodod in rny youtli, 

The only lime when much success is needed: 

And my success produced what 1 in sooth 
Cared most about; it need not now be pleaded— 
Whate’er it wa%’t Nvas mine; T’ve paid, in tnilli, 
Of late, die penalty of such success, 

But have not learn’d to wish it any leas. 

XVIII. 

Tliat suit in Chancery,—which some persons />lead 
In an appeal to the unborn, whom tJuw, 

In tlie faith of tlicir procreative cret^d, 

Baptize posterity, or future clay,— 

To me seems but a dubious ktiul of reed 
To Icon on for supptnt in any way; 

Since odds are that posterity will know 
No more of them, than they of her, T trow. 

XIX. 

Why, I’m pc«tcrity—and so are you; 

And whom do wo romcinbcr ? JSloi a hundred. 

Were every memory written down all true, 

The tenth or twentieth name would l»e but blunder’d: 
Even Plutarch’s I^ives Iiavo but pick’d out a f«‘w, 

And ’gainst lht)se few your annalists have thunder’d; 
And Mitford, in the nineteenth centiiiy, 

Gives, with Greek truti», tlio go»)d old Greek tlic Hc.‘ 

XX 

Good people all, of every degree, 

Yo gentle readers and ungentle writers, 

In this twelfth canto’t is my wish to l>o 
As serious as if I had ft»r indiU'n? 

Malthus and Wilberforce: the last sol free 
Tho negroes, and is worth a million fighters; 

While Wellington has but enslaved die wliitos, 

And MalUius docs the thing ’gainst which lio wriltjs, 

XXI. 

I’m serious—so arc all men upon paper: 

And why should 1 not form iny sjioeulation. 

And hold up lo the sun my little taper ? 

Mankind just now seem wrapt in meditation 
On constitutions and stcam-lioats of vapour; 

While sages write against all procreation, 

Unless a man can C4ilcnl]ite his means 
Of feeding brats tho moment his wife weans. 

XXII. 

That’s noble! that’s romantic! For my part, 

I think that ** philo-genitiveness” is— 

(Now hero’s a word quip? after my own heart, 

Though there’s a sho^r a good deal tlian tliis 
If that politeness set it nut apart; 

But I’m resolved to say naught that’s amiss)— 

I say, methiiiks that “ philo-gcnitivcncss” 

Mi^meet from menu Htdc more forgiveness. 


XXIII. 

j And now to Imsiness. Oh, my gentle Juan! 

Thou art in London—in tliat pleasant {dace 
Where every kind of mischief *s daity brewing, 

Which can await warm youth in its wild^race. 

’T is true, that thy career is not a new one; 

Thou art no novico in the headlong chase 
Of early life; but this is a new land, 

Which foreigners can never understand. 

XXIV. 

Wliat with a small diversity of climate, 

Of hot or cold, mercurial or sedate, 

I could send fortli iny mandate like a {irimale, 

Ujion tho rest of ISurope’s social state; * 

But thou art the most difficult tp riiymo at, 

Great Britain, which the Muse may penctmte: 

All countries have tlieir ‘Mions,” but in thoo 
There is but one superb menagerie. 

XXT. 

But T am sick of politics. Begin, 

Paulo niajora.” Juan, undecided 
Among the patlis of being “ taken in,” '' 

Above the ivA' had like a skaiter glided; 

When tired of play, he flirted without sin 
With some t/f those fair creatures who have prided 
Themselves on innocent tantallzation, 

And hate all vice except its reputation. 

XXVI. 

But these are few, and in tho end they make 
Some devilish oscai»a<le or stir, which shows 
That 4‘veii tho purest people may mistake 
Their way through virtue’s primrose patlis of snows; 
And then men if a now ass spake 

To Balaam, and fnmi tongue to oar o’erflows 
Quicksilver small-talk, ending (if you note it) [it?*' 
With die kin<l world’s amen—“ Who wotildhave thought 

XXVII. * • 

The little Leila, witli lier orient eyes 
And taciturn Asiatic disposition, 

{Wliich saw all weslom things with lonall .surprise, 

I'o the snrju ise of peopli^ of condition, 

Who think Unit novidtios are Imttorflics 
To be pursued os food for inanition,) 

Her clumniiig fi«iirc and romantic history, 

Became a kind of fashionable mystery. 

xxvtii. 

The women much divided—as is usual 
Among the sex in litth* Uiiiigs or groat. 

Think not, fair creatures, that 1 mean to abuse you a8— 
I have always liked you better than I state, 

Since I ’vo grown moral: still F must accuse you all 
Of h(ung apt to talk at a great rate; 

And now there was a general sensation 
Among you, about l.eila’s education. 

xxrx. 

In one jioinl only were yon settled—tmd 
You haw) ro.xvon; ’t was that a young child of grace, 
As Iwautifiil as her own native land, 

And far away, Um Ijist bud of her race, 

Howe’er our friend Don Jnan might command 
Himself for five, four, three, or two years’ space, 
VSToukl be. much bcltt)r taught beneath tho eye 
Of peeresses whoso follies had run dry. 

XXX. 

So first there was a generous emulation, 

And titen there was a general competitimi 
To unde.rtak<^ the orphan’s education. 

As Juan wok a pi'rson of condition, 

Tt liad been on affront on tins occasion 
To talk of a subscription or petition; 

But sLxtoen dowagt^rs, ten tuiwcd sho sages, 

Wliose tale belongs to ‘‘ Hallani’s Middle Age#,” • 



XZXI. 

And one or two sad, separate wives, without 
A fruit to bloom upon tlicir withering bough— 
BeggM to bring up tlio little girl, and “ owt,’*— 

For that *s plirasc that settles all things now, 
Meaning a virgin’s first blush at a rout, 

And all her points as Uiorougli-bred to show: 

And 1 assure you, tliat like virgin honey 

Tastes their first season (mostly if they have money.) 

xxxu. 

How all the needy honourable misters, 

Each oiii-at-elbow pt^er, or desperate dandy, 

The watchful mothers and tlio careful sisters, 
(Who*1»y the by, when clever, are more handy 
At making matches, where “’t is gidd that glisters,” 
Than tlieir he relatives,) likti o’er candy. 

Buzz round “ the Fortune” with tlieir busy buttery 
I'o Uini her head willi waltzing and with fiatlery 1 

xxxiir. 

Each atint, each cousin hath ht'r speculation; 

Nay, married domes will now and then discover 
Such pure disirrferesto<lness of passion, 

, J ’vf known tlunn court, an heiress for their lover. 

“ Tantjcnc!” Such the virtues of high station, 

Kvrn in llic }ioj>cful isle, wliosc outlet’s ‘‘Dover!” 
While tlio |K)or rich wrcfrli, <»hject of these cares. 

Has cause to wish her sire had had male heirs. 

XXXTV. 

Sf>mo arc soon hagg’d, but s<*ruc three dozen. 

’T is fine to see them scailenng refusals 
And wild dismay o’er evt^ry angry consin, 

(Friends of the party,) wholw'gin accusals 
Such as—“ Unh ss JVli>s (Blank) meant to liavo chosen 
Poor hVederick, why did she accord perusals 
To his billets ? ff7(i/waltz wilh Iiirn? Why, Ipray, 
Lo(»k yc.v last night, an<l yet say no t^j-day ? 

* * XXXV. 

" Why?—Why?—Besides, Fred, really was ottacfCd 
’T was not her fortune—lie hits enough without: 

The time will come she. ’ll wish that slm had snatch’d 
So guild an ojiportuuity, no doubt:— 

But tlieoid marciuoiiess some plan hud hatch’d, 

As 1 "11 fell A urea at lo-niorrow’s rout: 

And after all jK)or Frederick may tlo Ix'ttcr— 

}^ray, did you s< c her answer to his kdli.r?” 

XXXVl. 

Smart unifonris atal sparkling coronets 
Arc spuni’d in turn, until hi^r turn arrives, 

After male loss of time, and hearl.s, and bets 
U|H)n the sweep-stakes for substantial wives: 

And when at lea.st the jiretly creature gets 

Some genilcnian who fights, or writes, or <lrivc9, 

It sooths ifie awkward sipiarl of ihercjectwl 
To find Iiow very badly she selected. 

x.xxrii. 

For sometimes tliey accept some long jmraucr, 

Worn out wdth imjiortunity; or fall 
But hero perhaps iheJri.srances are fewer) 

To the lot of him who scarce nursued at all. 

A hazy widowtrr turn’d of forty snre^ 

(If’t is not vain examples to recall) 

To draw a high prize: now, howe’er ho got her, I 
See naught more strange in this than t’ otlier lottery. 

xxxvrij. 

I, fix my pari—’(one “ motlern instance” more,) 

“ True, *t is a pity—pity *t is, ’t is true”— 

Was chosen from out an amatory score, 

Albeit niy years wen? less discreet than few; 

But though I also hail reform’d before 

Those, became ono wIk) socaiwere to be two, 

T ’ll not gaimsay tlie generous public’s voice— 

•That tfic young lady made a monstrous choice. 


xxxrx. 

Oh', pardon me digressioii—or at least 
Peruse! ’T is always with a raoral*fmdl 
Thall dissert, like grace before a lei^l: 

For like an aged aunt, or tirasomo friendj 
A rigid guardian, or a zealous priest, 

My J\lusc bv exhortation means to mend 
All people, at ail timCwS, and in most places, 

Which puts my Pegasus to these grave jiaces. 

XL. 

But now 1 ’m going tcsb<< immoral; now 
1 mean to show thintjp really as they are, 

Not as they ought to be: for I avow, 

'I"bat till we see what’s what in fact, w© Vo far 
From much im];>rovcmcnt with (hat virtuous plough 
Which skims the surface, leaving scarce a scar 
UlHin ihe black Icsim long manured by Vice, 

Only to keej) its com at the old price. 

xi.i. 

But first of little Leila we ’ll dispose; 

For, like a day-«hiwn, she was young and pure, 

Or like Uie old e,omparistm of snows 

Which are mor»^ pure than pleasant to be sure, 
Like many people every Isxly knows : 

Don .Ilian was delighted to secure 
A g‘»fHlly gfiardian for his infant ehai^, 

AVbo might not profit much by being at large. 

XLII. 

Ih sitles, lie )iad f )und out he was no tutor, 

(1 vsdsh that others w’onld find out the same:) 

And rather wish’<l in such things to stand neuter, 
For silly words will bring tlieir gtiardians blame; 

wlion he saw each ancient dame a suitor, 

To make his little wild Asiatic tamo, 

Consulting the “ Society for Viec 
Suppression,” Lady Pincliheck was his choice. 

XLirt. 

>lden she was—but had lieim very young: 

Virtuous she w'as—and hail been, J believe: 
Allhou-jli till* world has such an evil tongue 
Tliat—I mM my ehasler <‘ar will not receive 
An e<-ho of a .syllable that’s wrong: 

Jn liict, there’s notliing nuikes mo so much grieve 
As that abominabb* titile-tjUilo, 

Which is (he cud eschew’d by human catUc. 

XLTV. 

Moniover 7 ’ve r(*riiark’d, (atu! I was once 
A slight, observer in o ?iii»de.sl way,) 

AimI so may every one except a eliinco, 

'riiat ladies in their youth a little gay, 
e.sides their knowlidg'* of ihei work!, and sense 
Of the sail eonsw|ueiicc of going astray, 
re wiser in tlieir warnings ’gainst the wo 
Vliichthe mere passionless can never know. 

xi.v. 

Awhile the harsh prude indomnifics her virtue 
By railing at tlic unknown ami cmied passiwi, 
erking far less to save you than to hurt you, 

()r what ’k still worse, to put yon out of fashion,— 
flv kinder veteran with calm words will court you, 
Entrfialing you to pause before yon dash on; 
^KfKJundirig and illu.s1rating the riddle 
>f epic Love’s beginning, end, and middle. 

XL VI. 

Sow, whether it be thus, or that they are stricter, 

As better knowing wliy they shwld bo so, 
think you ’ll find from many a family picture, 
Thal'daughters of such inotlH^rs as may know 
'he world by experience rather iliun by lecture, 

I’um out much better ll>r the Bmhbficld show 
if vestals brought into the marriage mart, 

Thun tliose Iwod up by prudes without a heart. 



xhvis, 

1 0 ud that Lady Pinchbeck horl been talk’d about— 
A« who baa not, if female, young, and pretty ? 
Buntiow no more the ghout of scan£l stalk’d about; 

She merely was uoem’d amiable and witty, 

And several of her best bon-mots were hawk’d about; 

Thenjjsbe was given to charity and pity, 

And psfe’d (at least the latter years of life) 

For being a most exemplary wife. 

XLVIII. 

High in high circles, gentle in her own, 

%e was the mild reprover of the young. 
Whenever—which means everyday—they’d shown 
An awkward inclination to go wremg. 

The quantity of good she did ^ unknown. 

Or, at the least, would lengthen out my song:— 

In brief, the little orphan of the east 
Had raised an interest in her which increased, 
xwx. 

Juan too was a sort of favourite with her. 

Because she thought him a good heart at bottom, 

A little spoil’d, but not so altogetlier; 

Which was a wonder, if you think who got him. 
And how he had been toss’d, ho scarce knew whither: 

Though this might ruin others, it did not him. 

At least entirely—^for he had seen too many 
Changes in youtli, to bo surprised at any. 

L. 

And these vicissitudes tell best in youth; 

For when they happen at a riper ago, 

People are apt to blame the fates, forsooth, 

And wonder Providence is not more sago. 

Adversity is the first path to truth: 

He who hath proved war, storm, or woituui’s rage, 
Whether his winters be eighteen or eighty. 

Hath won the experience which is deem’d so weighty. 

LI. 

How far it profits is anotlicr matter,— 

Our hero gladly saw his little charge 
Safe with a lady, whose last grown-up daughter 
Being lung married, and thus set at large. 

Had left all the accomplishments she taught her 
To be transmitted, like tlie lord mayor’s barge, 

To the next comer; or—as it will tell 
More muse-like—say like Cytherea’s shell. 

nil. 

I call such things transmission; for there is 
A floating balance of ancomplishinent 
Whicli forms a pedigree from Miss to Miss, 
According as Uieir minds or backs are bent. 

Some waltz; some draw; some fathom the abyss 
Of metaphysics; others are content 
With music; the most moderate shine as wits. 

While others have a genius turn’d fur fits. 

niri. 

But whether fits, or wits, or harpsichords, 

Theology, fine arts, or finer stays, 

May bo the baits for gendemcn or lords 
With regular descent, in tlicso our days 
The last year to the new transfers its hoards; 

Now vestals claim men’s eyes with the same praise 
Of “ elegant,” rf cetera, in fresh batdies— 

All matchleiB creatures, and yet bent cai matches. 

LIV. 

But now I will begin my poem. 'T is 
Perhaps a little strange, if not quite new. 

That from the first of cantos up to this 
I’ve not bogiui what we have to go through. 

These first twelve hooks are merely flourishes, 
Prriudios, trying just a string or two 
Upon my lyre, or making^ko pegs sure; 

And when M, you shall Ml* the overtoo. 


XT. 

My Muses do not care a pinch of rosin 
About what’s call’d success, or not succeeding: 
Such thoughts are quite below the strain they’ve chosen 
’T is a “ great moral lesson ” they are leading. 

I thought, at setting olT, about two dozen 
Cantos would do; but, at Ajmllo’s pleading 
If that my Pegasus should not be founder’d, 

I think to canter gently through a hundred. 

LVI. 

Don Juan saw that microcosm on stilts, 

Yclept the great world; for it is the least, 

Although the highest: but as swords have hilts 
By which their power of mischief is incrop4<od, 
When man in battle or in quarrel tilts, 

Thus the low world, north, couth, or west, or east, 
Must still obey the high—^which is their handle, 

Their moon, ^cir sun, their gas, their farthing candle. 

tvii. 

Ho hail many friends who had many wives, and was 
Well hsjk'd upon by both, to that extent 
Of friendship which you may accept or^oass; 

It does nor good nor harm, lieing merely meant 
To keep the wheels going of the higher class, 

And draw tliem nightly wlii’n a ticket ’s sent: 

And what with masquerades, and ICtes, and balls, 

For tlie first season such a life scarce palls. 

x.vtii. 

A young unmarried man, with a good name 
And fortune, has an awkward jiart to play; 

For goofl society is hut a game, 

“ The royal game of goose,” as I may say, 

Where every boily has some separate aim, 

An end to answer, or a plan to lay— 

The single ladies wishing to he double, 

The married ones to save the virgins trouble. 

nix. 

I do n’t moon this as general, but particular 
ICxainples may he fourul of such pursuits: 

Tliough several .also keep their perpendicular 
Like poplars, with good principles for roots; 

Yet many have a method more retiattar — 

“ Fishers for men,” like sirens with soft lutes; 

For talk six times with the same single lady, 

And you may get the wedding-dresses ready. 

nx. 

Pi rluqis you ’ll have a letter from die motlier. 

To say her daughter’s feelings arc trepann’d; 

Perhaps you ’ll have a visit from the brother. 

All strut, and stays, ami whiskers, to demand 
What “your intentions are?”—One way or other 
It seems the virgin’s he.irt eKpeets ymir hand; 

And between pity for her casi: and yours, 

You’ll add to matrimony’s list of cures. 

LXl. 

I ’v.> known a dozen weddings made even thue, 

Ami some of them high names: I have also known 
Young men wl«>—thougli tliey haled to discuss 

Pretensions which they never dream’d to have shown— 
Yet neither frighten’d by a female fuss, 

Nor by mustachios nioveil, were let alone, 

And lived, as did the broken-hearted fair, 

In happier plight tlian if they form’d a pair. 

I.XII. 

There’s also nightly, to the uninitiated, 

A peril—not indeed like love or marriage. 

Blit not the less for this to bo depreciated: 

It is—I meant amt mean not to disparage 
The show of virtue even in the vitiated— 

It adds an outward grace unto their carriage— 

But to lienouncc the omphihiotis sort of harlot, 
’Coulourdo rose,” who’s neither white nor scarlet. 



txni. 

Such IB your old coquette, who can’t say “ No,” 

And won’t say “ Yes,” and kcei>8 you on and off-ing, 
On a Ice shore, till it begins to blow— 

Then sees your heart wreck’d, widt an inward scoffing; 
This works a world of sentimoiitai wo. 

And sends new Werlers yearly to their coffin; 

But yet is merely innocent flirtation. 

Not quite adultery, but adulteration. 

LXtV. 

“ Te gods, I grow a talker!” Let us prate. 

The next of perils, though I place it Ktcrm nl, 

Is when, without regard to “ Church or SUafe,” 

A wifoliJakes or takes love in upright earnest. 

Abroad, such things decide few women's fate— 

(Such, early traveller! is the truth ihoii Icarncsl)— 
But in old England when a young bride errs, 

Poor thing! Eve’s was a trifling case to hers; 

LXV. 

For’t is a low, newspaper, humdrum, lawsuit 
Country, where a young couple of the same ages 
Can’t firm a frididship hu( the world o’ei-awes it. 

, Then there’s the vulgar trick of those d—il damages! 
A verdict—grievous foe to those who cause it!— 

Forms a sad climax to romantic homages; 

Besides those sootliing speeches of the pleaders, 

And evidences which regale all readers! 

LXVI. 

But they who blunder thus are raw hef'iniicrs; 

A little ge,iiial sprinkling of hypocrisy 
Has saved the lame of lhoH"nnd splendid sinners, 

The lovcdiest oligarclis of our gyniK-rary; 

Yon may sec such at all the halls and dinners, 

Among the proude.st of our aristocnicy, 

So gimtle, charming, charitalile, chaste— 

And all by having Utcl as widl as taste. 

; ‘ i,xvii. 

Juan, who did not stand in llw; predicament 
Of a mere novice, hail one safeguard more; 

For he was sick—^iio, ’t was not the word nick I meant— 
But he liad seen so much gotsl love hclore 
That he was not in heart .so very weak;—I meant 
But thus mill'll, and no sneer against the shore. 

Of white cliffs, white necks, blue eyes, bluer sl(s;king.s, 
Tithes, taxes, dims, and doors with dou'ile kiiottkings. 

T.xviri. 

But coming young from laivls and scenes romantic, 
Where lives, not lawsuits, must lie risk’ll liir passion, 
And passion’s.self most liave a .spice ef frtuitic, 

Into a cnimlry vvliere ’I is half a fii-sliion. 

Seem’d to him half eomniercial, half pedantic. 

Howe’er he might e.stocm this moral nation; 

Besides (alas! his taste—forgive and pity!) 

At first he did not think the women pretty. 

LXTX. 

I say —for he fiiiind out at last, 

But by degrees, that they were fairer far 
Than tlie more glowing dames wliose lot is cast 
Beneath the influence of tlio eastern star— 

A further proof we should not judge in haste ; 

Yet inexperience could not ho his bar 
To taste :—the trutli is, if men would confess, 

That novelties jtlnm' less than they imprrss. 

LTCX. 

Though travell’d, I have never hail file luck to 
Trace up tliosc shiillliiig negroes, Nile or Niger, 

To that impracticable place, Timbtictoo, 

Wliorc geography finds no one to oblige her 
Witli such a chart, as may he safely stuck to— 

For Europe plouglis in Afric like “ bos piger 
But if I had hten at Timhuctoo, tlicro 
filo doubt I slieuld he told fiial black is (air. 


txxi. 

It is. I will nut swear that black Is white; j 
But 1 siisiHict in fact tliat white is Mack, 

And the whole matter rests upon eyifight. 

Ask a blind man, the best judgpc You ’ll attad 
Perhaps this new position—but I’m right; 

Or if 1 ’m wrong, I ’ll not be ta’en abodt >- 
He bath no mom nor night, but all is dark 
Within; and what see’st tliou? A dubious spark. 

LXXII. 

Blit I’m relapsing iaio metaphysics, 

That labyrinth, whosf clue is of the game 
ConsIriiclioD as your eure,s liir hectic phthisics, 

Those bright moths fluttering round a dying flame; 
And this reflection brings me to plain pities, 

And to the beauties of a foreign dame, 

Coin|)ared with those of our pure pearls of price, 
Those Polar summers, all sun, and some ice. 

I,XXIU. 

Or say fiioy are like virtuous mermaids, whoso 
Beginnings are fair laces, ends mere fishes ;— 

Not tliat Uicre’s not a qinantity of those 
Who have a due re.speet for their own wishes, 

Like liiis.sians rushing from hot hatlis to snows • 

Are they, at liotloiu virtuous even when vicitws: 
They warm into a scrape, but keep of course, 

As a reserve, a plunge into remorSc. 

LXXTV. 

Blit iliis has naught to do with their oiitsidoa. 

I said that Juan did not think them jirctty 
At the first blush; for a fair Briton hides 
Half her attractions—probably from pity— 

And rather calmly into the heart, glides, 

Than storms it as a foti would take a city; 

But once there (if you doubt this, pritiioe try) 

She keeps it for you like a true ally. 

r.xxv. 

She cannot step as does aii Arab barb. 

Or Andalusian girl from moss returning, 

Nor wear as graeefiily .as Gauls her garb, 

Nor in her eye Aiisoaia’s glance is burning; 

Her voieo, thougli sweet, is not so fit to waifc- 
le. those, bruviiras (which 1 still am Icaroing 
To like, though 1 have been seven years in Italy, 

And have, or had, an ear that served me prettily;)— 

I.XXVJ. 

She cannot do the.se things, nor one or two 
Others, m that off-hand and dashing stylo 
Which lakes so much—to give tlie devil his duo; 

Nor i.s she (|oile so ready with her smilo, 

Nor settles all tliingrs iu one interview, 

(A thing appioved as saving time luid toil 
But thoiigli the soil may give you time and troubio, 

Well cultivated, il will render double. 

LXXVII. 

And if in fact she takes to a “ grande passion,” 

It is a very serious thing indeed ; 

Nine times in ton’t is hut caprice or fashion, 

0«)ue.iry, or a wLsh to take, die load, 

The pride of a moie child with a new sash on. 

Or wish to make a rival’s bosom bleed; 

But llio tenth instance will bo a tornado, 

For there’s no .saying what Uioy will or may do. 

I.XXVIII. 

The reason’s obvious: if there’s an ci;Iat, 

They lose their caste at once, as do flic Parias; 

And when the delicacies of the law 
Have fill’d their pajiers with their comments various, 
Society, that china wiflnsit flaw, 

(The hyjKicrite!) will banish fliom like Marius, 

To sit amid the ruins of their guilt: 

For Fame’s a Cai'fliagc not so soon rchuill. 



Perhaps tl^ is as it should beit is 
• A comnKnt oTHtiie Gospel’s “ Sin no more, 

AM bo fcy sins j^giren:”—but upon this 
I leave the saints to settle their own score. 

Abroad, though doubtless they do mucli amiss, 
Anting woman finds an open door 
POTlier return to virtue—as they call 
The lady who should be at home to all. 

nzxx. 

For mo, I leave the matter wherq,! find it, 

Knowing that such uneasy virtue leads 
People some ten times less in fact to mind it. 

And care but lor discoveries and nut deeds. 

And as lor chastity, you’ll never bind it 
By all the laws the strictest lawyer pleads, 

But aggravate the crime you have not prevented. 

By rendering desperate those vriio had else re|iented. 

LZXXI. 

But Juan was no casuist, nor had ponder’d 
Upon the moral lessons of mankind: 

Besides, he had not seen, of several hundred, 

A lady altogether to his mind. 

A little “ biasi”—’t is not to bo wonder’d 
At, that his heart had got a tougher rind: 

And tlraugli not vainer Irom his past success, 

'No doubt his sensibilities were less. 

nxxxti. 

Ho also had been busy seeing sights— 

The parliament and alt tlie otlier houses; 

Had sate beneath the galleries at nights. 

To hoar debates whose tliunder roused (not rouses) 
The world togar.e u[(on those northern ligiim* 

Which flash’d as far as whore tlic mu^-bull browses 
He had also stood at times behind the tlironc— 

But Grey was not arrived, and Chatham gone. 

nxxxiii. 

Ho saw, however, at die dosing session, 

That noble sight, when really free the nation, 

A king in constitutional possession 
Of such a throne as is die proudest station, 

Though despots know it not—till the progression 
Of freedom shall complete their education. 

T is not mere splendour molies the show august 
To eye or heart—it is the people’s trust. 

I.XXXIV. 

Thoro too ho saw (whate’er ho may be now) 

A prince, the prince of princes, at the time 
With fascination in his very bow, 

And full of promise, as die spring of prime. 

Though royalty was written on his brow, 

He had Oim the grace too, rare in every clime. 

Of being, without alloy of fop or beau, 

A finish’d gentleman from top to toe. 

I.XXXV. 

And Juan was received, os hath been said. 

Into the best society; and there 
Occiirr’d what often happens, t’m afraid, 

However disciplined and debomiaire: 

The talent and good humour he display’d, 

Besides the mark’d distinction of his air, 

Kxjiosed him, as was natural, to temptation, 

Even diough himself avoided die occasion. 

LXXXVI. 

But what, and whore, with whom, and when, and why, 
Is not to be put hastily together; 

And as my object is morality, 

(Whatever people say,) I don’t know whether 
1 ’ll leave a single reader’s eyelid dry, 

But harrow up bis feelings till they wither. 

And hew out a huge monument of padios. 

As Philip’s son proposed to do with Athoe. ‘ 


LXXXVll. 

Here the twelfth canto of our introduction 
Ends. When the body of tbo book’s begun, 

Tou ’ll find it of a different construction 
From what some people say’t will be when done: 
The plan at present ’g simply in concoction. 

I can’t oblige you, reader! to road on; 

That’s your affair, not mine: a real spirit 
Should neither court neglect, nor dread to bear 

j:,xxxtiii. 

And if my thunderbolt not always rattles, 

Uemember, reader! you have had lielbre 
The worst of tempests and the best of battles 
Tliat e’er wore brew’d from elements of gare, 
Besides the most, sublime of—^Heaven knows what olsi 
An usurer could scarce expect much more— 

But my best canto, save one on astronomy, 

Will turn upon “ political economy.” 

LXXXIX. 

That is your present theme for popularity: 

Now that the public hedge hatli scarce a stake, 

It grows an act of |)atriotic charity, 

To show the people the best way to break. 

My plan (but I, if but, for singularity, 
ileserve it) will be very sure to take. 

Meaiiliiiie read all the national debt-sinkers, 

And tell mo what you think of your great thinkers. 


CANTO XIII. 


I. 

I ROW mean to be serious;—it is time, 

Since laughter iiow-a-days is deem’d too serious, 
A jest at vice by virtue’s call’d a crime. 

And critically helffus deleterious: 

Besides, the sad’s n source of the sublime, 

, Although when long a little njit to weary us; 

And therelbrc shall my lay soar high and solomn, 

; As on old temple dwindled to a column. 

II. 

The Lady Adeline Amundevillo 

(’T is an old Norman name, and to bo found 
In pedigrees by those who wander still 
Along the Inst fields of that Gothic ground) 

Was high-born, wealthy by her fiitlter’s will, 

And beauteous, even where beauties most abound. 
In Britain—which of course true patriots find 
The goodliest soil of body and of mind. 

III. 

’ll not gainsay them; it is not my cue: 

I leave Uiem to their taste, no doubt Iho best: 

An eye’s an eye, and whetJier black or blue, 

Is no great matter so’t is in request: 

'T is nonsense to dispvte about a hue— 

The kindest may be taken as a test. 

The fair sex should be always fair; and no man, 

Till thirty, should [jorccive there’s a plain woman. 

IV. 

And after that serene and somewhat dull 
Epocli, that awkward comer turn’d for days 
More quiet, when our moon’s no more at fidl, 

We may (iresumo to criticise or praise; 

I Because indifference begins to lull 

Our passions, and wo walk in wisdom’s ways; 
Also b^auso the figure and the face 
Hint, that’t is time to give the younger place. 




I know that some woula mm postpone this ora, 

Reluctant as all placemen to resign 
Their post; but theirs is merely a chimera, 

For they have pass’d life’s equinoctial liuc; 

But then they have their claret and inadeira 
To irrigate the dryness of decline; 

And county meetings and the Parliament, 

And debt, and vvhal not, for their solace scut. 

VI. 

And istheri^ not religion and reform, 
l>eace, war, tlm taxes, and what’s colPd llio nation V' 
The struggle to he pilot.s in a storm ? 

Tito landed and the tnoncyeil apecnlalion '? 

The jo^ of mutual hate to keep them warm, 

Instead of love, that mere liallueiiiatiou ? 

Now hatred is by far tht* longest pleasure; 

Men love in haste, but tlu>y detest at leisure. 

VII. 

Rough .Tohnson, the great moralist, prdess’d. 

Right honestly, “ he liked an honest hater”—* 

The only truth dmt yet has l)e<m confess’d 
Within these%tcst tltousaiid years or later, 
perhaps tlu? fine old fi‘llow .spoke in jest 
For my part, I am but a mere .■spectator, 

And gaze where’er tlic palace or the hovel is, 

Much in the mode of Goi'thc’s Mephislophcles; 

vm. 

But neither love nor hate in much excess; 

Thouffh’t was not once so. If 1 sneer sometimes, 

It is because 1 cannot well do less, 

And now and then it also suits my rhymes. 

I should be very willing t<i redress 

Men’s wrongs, and rather check than punish crimes, 
Had not Cervantes, in tlnit loo true tale 
Of Quixote, shown how all such efforts fail. 

IX. 

Of all tales, ’lis tlu sad*le^t—and more sad, 

Because it makes us smile ; his hero’s right, 

And still pursues llie right;—to <ruib the bad, 

His only object, ainl ’gainst oddd|||||ighL, 

His guerdon: ’tls hi.s virtue mad! 

But his udventurc,-* form a st>rry 'Sight 
A sorrier still is the gn‘al moral taught 
By that real epic unto all wHU^ave thought. 

X. 

Rt dressing injuty, revenging wrong, 

To aid the damsel and destroy the caitiff; 

Opposing singly the united strong, 

From foreign yoke to free the helpless native;— 

Alas! must nob1c.st views, like an i»ld s^mg, 

Be for mere fancy’s sport a thing cn ative? 

A jest, a riddle, fume through thin and thick sought? 
And Socrates himself* hut Wisdom’s Quixote ? 

.XX. 

Cervantes smilexl Spain’s chivalry away; 

A single laugh demolish’d the right arm 
Of his own country ;—scklom since that day 

Has Spain had heroes. While Romance could cliarm, 
The world gave ground before her|)rig)it array; 

And therefore liave his volumes done such Iwurm, 
That ail their glory as a com{>OBilion 
Was dearly purchased by his land’s perdition. 

XII. 

I’m “ at my old Limes”—digreasion, and forg^a 
The Lady Adeline AmunclcviUe; 

The fair most fatal Juan ever met, 

Although she was nut evil nor meant ill; 

But Destiny and Passion spread the net, 

» (Fate is a good excuse for our own will,) 

And caught thorn; what do they not catch, methinks ? 
But I’m not CEdipus, and life ’b a sphinx. 


xni. 

I tell the tale as it is told, nor dare - i 
To venture a solution; “Davuet sum!’' 

And now 1 will proceed upon thoplir. 

Sweet Adeline, amid the gajp*^Orkl’s hum, 

Was llie queen bee, the gloss of aU ’s ; 

Whose charms made all men apeak, and wi^mdumb, 
The last’s a miracle, and such was reckon’d, 

And since that time thoro has not been a second. 

XIV. 

Chaste was she to detractuui’s dci^ration, 

And wedded untoo^r shr* had lot'ci^well— 

A man known in the councils of the natum, 

Cool, and quite Knglisli, imperturbable, 

Though ojit to act with hre U)K>n occasion, 

Proud of himH(‘lf and hei ; the wca’ld could tell 
Naught against either, and Itodi seem’d secure— 

She in her virtue, he in his liauieur. 

XV. 

Jt chanced .some dipUmiutical rciatkotw;, 

Arising out of business, ottcii brought 
Himself and Juan in (heir mutual Ktations 

Into close contact, Thmigh reserved, nor caugiit 
By specious seeming, Juan’s youtli, and patience, 

And talent, on his haughty spirit wrought, 

And fetrm’d a basis (»f estetun, which ends 
111 making men what courtesy c.alki friends. 

. xvr. 

And thus Lord Henry, who was cautiotis as 
Resmt* and pride could make him, and full slow 
a judging men—when once his judgment was 
Dcierniincd, riiflil or wrong, on friend or foe, 

Had all the pertinacity pride has, 

AVhich knows no chh to its imperious flow, 

And lovx'sor hates, disdaining to 1 h' guided, 

Because, its own good pk'asuro hath decided. 

XVII. 

His friendships, therefore, and no legs aversions, 

Though ofr well fmindwl, which confirm’d but tnore 
Ilis jirep<iss' Ssion.s, like the laws of Persians 

AikI Mcde-^. would ne’er revoke what went before. 
His'feelings liad not those strange fits, like tertians, 

Of common likings, which niakf some deplore 
W’lwt they should laugh at—tlic mere ague BlUl 
Of men’s regard, the Kwer or the chill. 

XVIll, 

’T is not in nioii.als to command success; 

But doytju wiorc, Seinpronius--<low’f deservo il.” 

And take iny word, y<Mi won’t iiave any leas: 

Be wary, watch tiic time, and always serve it; 

Give gently way, wliero there’s too great a press; 

An<i for yrair conscience, only learn to norve ity— 

For, like a racer or a boxer training, 

’T will make, if proved, vast cflbrls willwut painii^* 

XTX. 

Lord Henry also liketl to lie superior, 

As most men do, the little or the g'wat; 

Th(' very lowest find out an iiifiir»or^ 

At least they think so, to oxert (Iwir state 
Upon: for there are very few tilings wearier 
Than solitary pride’s ojjpressive wei^t. 

Which mortals generously would divide, 

By bidding others carry while they ride, 

XX. 

In birth, in rank, in fiirtuno likewise equal, 

O’er Juan he could no distinction claim; 

In years he had the advantage of time’s sequel; 

And, as he thought, in country imodi tliesame— 
Because bold Britons have a tongue and freequiH, 

At which all modem nations vainly aim; 

And the Lord Pleiwy was a great ilebater, 

So that few members kept the House ttp later. 



XXI. 

were aSvants^s: and then he thou^t— 
his foible, b«t by no meam sinister— 
Thaffow ot none raow.^nhimself had caught 
Court inysteries, hav^ been himself a minister: 
He liked to teach that he had been taught, 

• Aiubgieady Acme whenever there had been "a stir 5 
And reconciled all qualities which grace man, 

Always a patriot, and sometimes a placeman. 

XXII. 

.He liked the gentle Spaniard for his gravity; 

He ahnost honour’d him for his docility, 

Because, though young, he acquiesced with suavity, 
Or contradicted but with proud humility. 

He knew the world, and would not sec depravity 
In faults which sometimos show the soil’s fertility, 
If that the weeds o’erlive not the first crop,— 

For then they are very difficult to stop. 

xxrii. 

And then he talk’d with him about Madrid, 
Constantinople, and such distant places; 

Whore people always did as they were bid, 

Or did what they should not with foreign graces. 

Of courses also spake they; Henry rid 
Weil, like most EngliAmen, and loved the races: 
And Juan, like a truobora Andalusian, 

Could back ahorse, as despots ride a Russian. 

XXIV. 

And thus acquaintance grew, at noble routs. 

And diplomatic dinners, or at other— 

Pot Juan stood well Iwth with Ins and Outs, 

As in Freemasonry a higher brother. 

Upon his talent Henry had no doubts, 

His manner show’d him sprung from a high motiier; 
And all men like to show their hospitality 
To him whose breeding marches with his quality. 

XXV. 

At Blank-Blank Square;—for we will break no squares 
By naming streets: since men are so censorious, 
And apt to sow an author’s wheat with tares, 

Reaping allusions private and inglorious, 

Where none wore dreamt of, unto love’s affiiirs, 

Which were, or are, or are to be notorious. 

That therefore do I previously declare, 

L<»d Henry’s mansion was in Blank-Blank Square. 

XXVI. 

Also there bin * anollier pious reason 
B’or making squares and streets anonymous; 

Which is, that there is scarce a single season 
Which doth not shako some very splendid house 
With seme slight heart-quake of domestic treason— 

A trqiic scandal doth delimit to rouse: 

Such I might stumble over unawares, 

Unless I knew the veiy chastest squares. 

xxvii. 

’T is true, I might have chosen Pioc^iily, 

A place where peccadilloes are unlWowii 
But 1 have motives, whether wise or afily, 

For letting that pure sanctuary alone. 

Therefore I name not square, street, place,’until 1 
Find one where nothing naughty can be Aown, 

A vestal shrine of innocence of heart: 

Such are—but I have lost the Isindon chart. 

xxvnr. 

At Henry’s mansion then in Blank-Blank Square, 

Waa Juan a recherche, welctnne gueat, 

As many other noble scions were; 

And some who had but talent for their crest; 

Or wealdi, which is a passport everywhere; 

Or even mere faahioa, which indeed’s the beat 
Recommendation, and to be wdl dress’d 
Will very often supersede the reet. 


XXIX. 

And since “ there’s safety in a mnltitode 
Of counsellors,” as Solomon has said, 

Or some one for him, in some sage grave moods- 
Indeed we see tlie daily proof display’d 
In senates, at the bar, in wordy feud. 

Where’er collective wisdom can parade. 

Which is the only cause that we can guess 
Of Britain’s present wealth and happiness ;— 

XXI. 

But as “ there’s safety grafted in the number 
Of counsellors” for men,—thus for the sex 
A large acquaintance lets not virtue slumber; 

Or, should it shake, the choice will more perplq^— 
Variety itself will more encumber. 

’Mid many rocks we guard more against wrecks; 
And thus with women: howsoe’er it shock some’s 
SelWove, there’s salety in a crowd of coxcombs. 

XXXI. 

But Adeline had not the least occasion 
For such a shield, whicli leaves but little merit 
To virtue proper, or good education. 

Her chief resource was in her own high spirit 
Which judged mankind at tlioir due estimation; 

And for coquetry, she disdain’d to wear it; 

Secure of admiration, its impression 
Was fa'mt, as of an ovory-day possession. 

XXXII. 

To all she was polite willioiit parade; 

To some she show’d attention of that kind 
Which flattors, hut is flat tery convey’d 
In sueh a sort as cannot leave behind 
A trace tinwortliy cither wife orniaid ;— 

A gentle gcriiul courtesy of riind. 

To those who were, or pass’d for, meritorious, 

Just to console sad glory for being glorious: 

xx.vn I. 

Whicli is in all respects, save now and tlien, 

A doll and desolate appendage, (.-lav.e 
Ufsm the shades of dislingiiish’d men 
Who were or arifl[|||)u])pelshows of praise, 

The praise of pers8||Hn. (inze again 
On the most favour’d; and, amid the blaze 
Of snn.sot halos o’er the Inin^brow’d, 

What can ye recognise ?—jjjgilded cloud. 

xxxtv. 

There also was of course in Adeline 
That calm patrician giolish in the address, 

Wliich ne'er can jiass the equiuoclial line 
Of any thing which nature would exgiress: 

Just as a Mandarin finds iinthing fine,— 

At least his manner suffers not to guess 
That any tiling he views can greatly please. 

Perhaps we have borrow’d this from the Chu» 

XXXV. 

Perhaps from Horace; his “ Nit wtmirari” 

Was what he call’d the “ Art of Happiness 
An art on which tlie artists greatly vary, 

And liavc not yet attain’d to much success. 
However, ’t is expedient to be wary; 

Indifference certes do n’t produce distress g 
And rash enthusiasm in good society 
Were nothing but a moral inebriety. 

XXIVI. 

But Adeline was not indifferent; for, 

(JVhto for a commonplace'.) beneath the 
As a volcano holds the lava more 

Wittiin—«<cefero. Shalll gooni—No! 

I hate to hunt down a tired metaphor; 

So let the often-used volcano go. 

Poor thing! how frequently, by me and othfirs, 

Ithatli been stirr’d up, till its smoke quite smothsm! 



xxxm. 

I ’ll have another figure in a trice; 

What say you to a bottle of champagne ? 

Frozen into a very vinous ice, 

Which leaves few drops of that immortal rain, 

Yet in the very centre, past all price, 

. About a liquitl glassful will remain; 

And this is slrotiget than the. strongest grape 
'Could e’er express in its expanded shape: 

xxxviri. 

’T is the whole spirit brought to a quintessence; 

And thus tire chilliest as|atcts may concentre 
A hidden nectar under a cold presence. 

And suchaar* many—^though I only meant her 
Prom whom 1 now deduce tliesc moral lessons. 

On which the Muse has always sought to enter 
And your cold people arc beyond all price. 

When once you’ve broken their confounded ice. 

XXXIX. 

But after all tliey arc a North-West passage 
Unto the glowing India of the soul; 

And as the good sliig^ sent upon that message 
' Have not exactly ascertain’d the Pole, 

' (TlTough PariVs cflorls look a lucky presage,) 

Tims gentlRiiien may run upon a shoal; 

Kts- if the Pole’s not open, hut all fro-st, 

(A clianee still,) 't is a voyage or vessel lost. 

xr,. 

And young hegimirrs may as well commence, 

. Willi quiet cruising o’er the ocean woman; 

While those who ’re not beginners, should have sense 
Knougli to make for port, ere Time shall summon 
tv iih his gray signal-tlag; and the past tense. 

The dreary fuimv-x" of all things human, 

IVlusI he dee.lined, whilst life’s thin thread’s spun out 
Between the gaping heir and gnawing gout. 

XI,I. 

Bui liliaven must be diverted; its diversion 
Is sometimes trueiilent—hut never mind; 

’rhe world iijion the whole is wortli the assi'rtion 
(If hut flir comfort) that all things ar^jcind; 

And that same devilish diKUriiie of the Persian, 

Of the two pririeqih's, hut leavt;s behind 
.Vs many doubts as .any other doctrine 
Hus ever puzzled faith withal, orymked Imr in. 

Xl.If. 

The Kngtish winter—ending in July 
To recommence in AngnsI—now was done. 

’T is the fMistiUon’s paradise; wheels fly; 

On roads east, south, north, west, there Is a run. 
But for posihorsos who finds sympathy ? 

Mail’s pity’s for himself or for liis son, 

Always premising lha' said son at college 

Has not contracted much more debt than knowledge. 

xi.rii. 

The liOTidon winter’s ended in July— 

Sometimes a little later. 1 do n’t err 
In this; whatever other blunders lie 
U|am my shoulders, here 1 must aver 
My Muse a glass of wcalherulogy, • 

For Parliament is our barometer; 

Let Radicals its other acts attack, 

I Is sessions form our only almanac. 

XLIV. 

When its quicksilver’s down at zero,—-lo! 

Coach, chariot, luggage, baggage, equipage! 
Wheels whirl from Carlton Palace to Soho, 

And happiest they who horses can engage; 

Tlio turnpikes glow willi dust, and Rotten Row 
Sleeps from the chivalry of tliis bright age; 

And tradesmen, with long bills and longer faces. 

Sigh, os the giostboys fasten on the traces. 


XIV. 

They and their bills, “ Arcadians both,”* are Ml 
To tlie Greek kalends of another sessj^. 

Alas! to them of ready cash bereft, I- 
What hope remains? Of hope thp4ml pOMsaiwi, 

Or generous draft, conceded as a gift, 

At a long date—till tlicy can got a fresh oae,— 
Hawk’d about at a discount, smoJl or large 
Also the solace of an overcharge. 

XI.VI. 

But these are trifles. Downward flies my Loid, 
Nodding beside my Ladytin his carriage. 

Away! away! “ Fresh horses!” arcijflte wmd, 

And changed as quickly as hearts after marriage; 

The obsequious landlord hath the change restored; 

The postboys have no reason to disparage 
Their fee; but, ere the water’d wheels may hist hencs. 
The ustier pleads fur a small reminiscence. 

XLVll. 

’T is granted; and tlie valet mounts the didcey— 

That gentleman of lords and gentlemen; 

Also my Lady’s gentlewoman, tricky. 

Trick’d out, but modest more than poet’s pen 
Can paint, “ Coat viaggim i riechi!" 

(Kxcuse a foreign slipslop now and then, 

If but to show X’ve travell’d; end what's travel, 

Unless it teaches one to quote and cavil?) 

xi,viri. 

The London winter and the coiuitry summer 
Were well nigh over. 'T is porliafw a pity, 
mien Nature wears the gown tliat dotli become her, 

To lose those IhjsI months in a sweaty city, 

And wait until the nightingale grows dumber. 

Listening debates not very wise or witty. 

Ere patrioLs their true eountn/ can remember;— 

But there’s no shooting (save grouse) till September. 

xnix. 

I ’vt! done with my tirade. The world was gone; 

The twice two thousanii for whom earth was made, 
Wore vanish’d to be wliat tlicy call alone,— 

That is, with thirty servants for parade. 

As many guests or nrore; before whom groan 
As many covers, duly, daily, laid. 

Let none accuse old England’s hospitality— 

Its quantity is but condensed to quality. 

I.. 

Lord Henry and the. l.ady Adeline 
Heparlcd, like the rest of their com)>eeni. 

The peerage, lo a mansion very fine; 

The Gothic Babel of a thousand years. 

IS one than tliomselvcs could boast a longer line, 
WlwrcCime tlirougli heroes and through beauties steers; 
And oaks, as oklen as their pedigree, 

Toid of their sires, a loinii in every tree. 

Ll. 

A paragraph in every paper told 
Of tlicir departure: such is modern fame: 

’T is pity that it takes no further hold 

Tlian an advertisement, or much the same; 

When, ere the ink bo dry, the sound grows cokl. 

The Morning Post was foremost lo proclaim— 

“ Departure, for his country-seat to-day, 

Lord H. Anumdovilic and Lwiy A. 

Z.I1. 

We understand the splendid host intends 
To entertain, this autumn, a select 
And numerous party of his noble friends; 

’Mid whom, we have heaxd from sources quite comet, 

The Duke of D-tlic shooting season spends 

Willi many more by rank and fashion dock’d 
Also a foreigner of high condition, 

The envoy of the secret Russian missitm.” 



liin. 

And thfB we se&>->who doubts the MiMrning Poet? 

(Whose wfS^ee we Ufce the “ thirty-nine,” 

Which those w>st swear to who believe them most)— 
Our gay Ruffir%eniard was ordain’d to shine, 

Dedt’d by the rays reflected from his host,' 

With those who, Pope says, “ greatly daring dine.” 

’T is odd, but true,—^last war, the news abounded • 
More with these dinners limn the kill’d or wounded.— 

niv. 

As thus: “ On Thursday thor* was a grand dinner; 

Present, lords A. B. C.”-t-Earh, dukes, by name 
Annoimccd with m loss pomp than victory’s witmer: 

Then underneath, and in the very same 
Column: “ Date, Falmouth. There has lately been here 
He slap-dash regiment, so well known to fame; 
Whose loss in the late action we regret : 

Tlie vacancies are fill’d up—see Gazette.” 

tv. 

To Norman Abbey whirl’d the noble pair, 

An old, old monastery once, and now 
Still older mansion, of a rich lutd rare 
Mix’d Gotliic, aucli as artists all allow 
Few specimeas yet left us can compare. 

Witiml: it lies perhaps a little low, 

Because the monks preferr’d a hill behind, 

To shelter their devotion from the wind. 

LTJ. 

It stood emliosom’d in a happy valley, 

Crown’d by high woodlands, where the Druid oak 
Stood like (Jaraotacus in act to rally 
His bast, with broad arms ’gainst the tbunder-strcAe; 
And from beneath his bouglis wore seen to sally 
The dappled foresters—as day awoke, 

The branching stag swept down with all his herd, 

To quofl'a brook which murmur’d like a bird. 

I.VII. 

Before the mansion lay a lucid lake, 

Broad as transparent, deep, and freshly fed 
By a river, which its soften’d way did take 
In currents through the calmer water sjircad 
Around: the wild fowl nestled in the brake 
And sedges, brootling in their liquid bed: 

The wixtds sloped downwards to its brink, and stood 
With their green faces fix’d upon the flooiL 

I. VIII. 

Its outlet dash’d into a deep cascade, 

Sparkling willi ft>am, until again subsiding 
Its shriller echoes—like an infant made 
Guiot—sank into softer ripples, gliding 
Into a rivulet; and, thjis allay’d, 

Pursued its course, now gleaming, and now hiding 
Its windings tlmmgh the woods; now clear, now blue. 
According as the ^ies their shadows throw. 

I.IX. 

A glorious remnant of the Gothic pile 

(While yet the church was Rome’s) stood half apart 
In a grand arch, which once screen’d many im aisle. 

These last had disappear'd—a loss to art: 

The first yet frown’d superbly o’er the soil, 

And kindled feelings in the rougliest heart, 

Whicli mount'd the power of time’s or tempest's march, 
la gazing on timt vonerqble arch. 

nx. 

. Witliin a niche, nigh to its pinnacle. 

Twelve saints had once stood sanctified in stone: 

Rut these had fallen, not when the friars fell, 

Bst in the war which struck Charles from his throne, 
When eadi house was a fortalice—as tell 
The annals of full many a line undone,-^- 
The gallant cavaliers, who fought in vain 
For those who knew not to resign or reign. 


i LSI. 

I But in a hi^er niche, alone, but crown’d, 

The Virgin Mother of the God-bom child, 

With her eon in her bless’d arms, look’d round, 
Spared by some chance when oil bdllide was spoil’d 
She made the earth below seem holy ground. 

This may be superstition, weak or wild. 

But even tlie iaiiitcst relics of a shrine 
Of any worship wake some thoughts divine. 

1.XII. 

A mighty window, hollow in the centre, 

Shorn of its glass of thousand colourings, 

Through whioh tlic deepen’d glories once could enter 
Streaming from otf tltc suit like eeraplfs*,vings, 
Now yawns all desolate: now loud, now fainter, 

The gale sweeps through its fretwork, and oft sing 
The owl Ills aiitlieni, where the silenced quire 
Lie with their lialleliijalis quench’d like fire. 

I.XII1. 

But ill the noontide of the moon, and when 
The wind is winged from oi. ' qoint of heaven, 
There moans a strange uncarlii ssnind, which then 
Is musical—a dying accent driven 
Tliroiigli die huge arch, which soars and sinks again. 

Senne deem it but the distant echo given 
Back to tiie. iiiglit-wind by the waterfall. 

And haniiuiiized by the old choral wall: 

I.XIV. 

Others, that some original shape or form. 

Shaped by decay percliaiicc, hath given the power 
(Though less tlian tliat of Memnon’s .statue, warm 
In Egypt’s rays, to harp at a fix’d hour) 

To tliLs gray ruin, witli a voice to elmrm. 

Sad, lint serene, it sweeps o’er triui or tower: 

The cause I know not, nor can solve; but fiicIi 
The fact:—1 ’vc heard it, —once perhaps too much. 

i.xv. •, 

Amid Uic court a Gotliie fountain play’d, 
Synimelrieiil, but dock’d with carvings quaint— 
Strange faces, like to men in masquerade. 

And here perhaps a monster, lliere a saint: 

The spring rush’d through grim moiillis,of granitunia 
And sparkled into basins, where it spent 
Its little torrent in a thousand bubbles. 

Like ni.an’s vain glory, and his vainer troubles. 

LXVI. 

The mansion’s self was vast and venerable, 

With more of the monastic Ilian lias been 
Elsewhere preserved: the cloi.sler.s still were stable, 
The cells too and refectory, I ween: 

An cxiiuisite small chapel been able, 

Still uiiiinpair’d, to decorate tlie scone; 

The rest had been reform’d, replaced, or sunk, 

And spiAe more of the baron than tlic monk. 

nxvii. 

Huge iialls, long galleries, spacious chambers, join’d 
By no quite la^ul marriage of tlic arts, 

Might shock a connoisseur; but, when combined, 
Form’d a whole which, irregular in parts, 

Yet loft a grand iiflpression on the mind, 

At least of those whose eyes are in their hearts. 
Wc gaze upon a giant for his stature, 

Nor judge at first if all be true to nature. 

LXVIII. 

il barons, molten the next generation 
To silkem rows of gay and garter’d earls. 

Glanced from the walls in gocxlly preservatian; 

And Lady Marys, blooming into girls, 

With fair long locks, had also kept their station; 

And countesses mature in robes and pearls: 

Also some beauties of Sir Peter Lely, 

Wlxise drapery hints w« may admire them freely : , 



X.X1Z. 

in very formidable ormtne, 

Were there, with brews that did iwt much invite 
The accused to think their lordships would determine 
His cause by leaning much from might to right: 
Bishops, who bad not left a single sermon; 

Attorneys-general, awful to the sight, 

' As hinting more (unless our judgments warij ««) 

-(.»f the “ Star Chamber’^ Uion of “ Habeas Corpus.’ 

T.XX. 

Generals, some all in armour, of the old 
And iron time, oro lead had tii’en the lead; 

Others in wigs of Marlborough’s martial fold, 

Huger than ^clvo oT our degenerate breed; 
Lordlings, with staves of white or keys of gold: 

Nimrods, whose canvass soarco contain’d the steed; 
And hero and there some stem high patriot stood, 
Who could not get the place for which he sued. 

LXXl. 

Rut, ever and anon, to sooth your vision, 

Fatigued with these hereditaiy glories, 

There rose a f/arlo Dolce or a Titian, 

Or wilder group of%avagc Salvatore’s: * 

Hu« 5 danced Albano’s boys, and here the sea shone 
In Vernet’s ocean lights; and th<?re tfie stories 
Of martyrs awed, as Spagnolello tainted 
His brush with all the bk»od of all the sainted. 

TiXXn. 

Here sweetly spread a landscape of Torraine ,* 

There Rembrandt made! his darkness equal light, 
*Or gloomy C’uravaggio’s gloomier stain 

Bronzed o’er Home loan and stoic anchorite:— 

But lo! a Teniers woos, and not in vain, 

Your eyes to revel in a livelier sight: 

His hell-mouthM g )blel makes nie feel quite Danish * 
Or Dutch wilii thirst—^IVhntho! a flask of Rhenish. 

i.xxirr. 

Oh, reader! if Unit thou cans! read,—and know 
’'J' IS not enough to spell, or even to roaiJ, 
n\> constitute a reader: therf? must go 

Virtues of whieli !)atli you and I have need, 
h’irsllv, begin w’itli the beginning, (though 
'I'fiat daiific is hard,) ajid secondly, proceed; 
Thirdly, commence not with the end—or, sinning 
In this sort, end at least with tlie beginning. 

LXXIV. 

Rut, rradrr, thou hast patient )>eenof late, 

Wliile 1, without remorse of rhyme, or fear, 

Have built and laid nut ground at such a rate, 

Dan I*ha?hus lakes me for an auctioneer. 

Thai poets were so from their earliest date, 

By Homei-’s “ Catalogue of Slup.s” is dear; 

Rut a mere mmlem must Ih^ moderate— 

1 spare you, then, the furniture and plaU^. 

I.XXV. 

The mellow autumn came, and with it came 
The promised party, to enjoy its sweets. 

The corn is cut, the manor full of game; 

The points ranges, and Ute 8|>ortsman beats 
In russet jadcotlynx-like is his aim^ 

Full grows his bag, and wonder/W his feats. 

Ah, nut-brown partridges! ah, brilliant pheasants! 

And ah, yc poachers! ’t is no sport for peasants. 

LXXVI. 

An English wilumn, though it hatJi no vinos, 

Blushiog with Bacchant coronals along 
The. j>aths, o’er which the fair fosloon entwines 
The red grape in the sunny lands of song, 

Hath yet a purchased choice d" choicest wines; 

The claret light, and the madeira sUwig. 

If Britain mourn her bleakness, we can tell her, 

The very best of vineyards is the cellar. 


LXSVZI* 

Then, if she hath not. that serene dselme . ^ 
Which makes the suutltem autumn’s 
As if’twouH to a second ^nog resign * 

The season, rather than to winter 
Of in-door comforts still vhe hadi a mine,— 

The seacoal Ares, t})e earliest of the year; 

Without doors too she may compete in meO^, 

As what is lost in green is gain’d in yellow. 

i.xxviir. 

And for the etfeminatc 

Rife with more horns thaqioimda—she hath the duBOi 
So ojiimatcd that, it might allure a ^ 

Saint from his beads to join the jc^nd race; 

Even Nimrod’s self might leave the plains of Dura,* 

And wear the Melton jacket for a space 
If she hatii no wild boars, she hath a tame 
Preserve of boros, who ought to be made game. 

I^XXIX. 

The noble guests, as.^omblod at the Abbey, 

Coiisisled of—we give tli© sex the. |kw— 

The Ducl)ess of Fite-Fiilko; the Countess Crabbey; 

The Radiifs, Seilly, Biiscy; Miss Ecl&t, 

Miss Bombazecn, Miss Mackstay, Miss (^Tabby, 

And Mrs. Rabbi, the rich banker’s squaw: 

Also the H(»nourabIc Mrs. Sleep, 

Who look’d a white lamb, yet was a bl^.k sheep. 

I. XXX. 

Witli other CountfiSRos of Blank—but rank; 

At once the “ lie” niid the “ elite” of crowds; 

Who pass like water filter’d in a tank. 

All purged and pious from their native clouds 
Or paper Uirii’d to money by the Bank: 

♦ No matter how or why, the fjassporl shrouds 
The “ passeo” and the past; for goad society 
Ts no less famed fl>r tolerance than piety: 

LXXXI. 

That is, lip to a certain point; which point 
Forms the most difTiciill in punctuation. 

Appearances appear lo firm the joint 
On which it hinges in a highor station; 

And so that no ••xplosion cry “ aroint 

Thee, w'ilch!” or each Modea has her Jason 
Or, (to the point with Horace and with Polci,) 

“ Omne tulii yunt^htm^ qiiir. mmuil uidt dvld. 

I.XXXIT. 

1 can’t exactly trace their nile of right, 

Whicli hath a little leaning to a lottery; 

1 've seen a virtuous woman pul down quite 
By tile mere combination of u coterie: 

Also a Ro-Ho matron boldly fight 
Tier way hack to tlic workl by dint of plottory, 

Ami shine the very Sirxa of tlie spheres, 

Escaping wiOi a few slight scarlcss sneers. 

Lxxxin. 

T’ve seen more than I ’ll say:—^but we will see 
How our x^Ue^sd^tvra will get on. 

The party might consist of tliirty-three 
Of highest caste—the Bramins of the Um. 

I ’vc named a few, not fwemost in degree, 

But ta’cn at hazard as Htte rhyme may run. 

By way of sprinkling, scatter’d amrmg these, 

There also were some Irish absentees. 

LXXXIV^ 

.There was Parolles, loo, the legal bully, 

Who limits all hifl1>attle8 to the bar 
And senate: when invited elsewhere, truly, 

He shows more appetite for words than war. 

There was the young bard Rackrhyme, who hod newly 
Come out and glimmer’d as a six-weeks’ star. 

There was Lord Pyrrho, too, the great thinker; 

And Sir John Pottledeep, themij^ty drinker. 



l^XXICT. 

There 'ntB& the Duke of Dasb| who wtis a—duke, 

, Ay, every ipch a” duko; there wore twelve peers 
Like Charlema^i^’e—-and all such peers in look 
And inteilectT^at neither eyes nor ears 
For conunoners had ever tliem mistook. 

There were the six Miss Rawbolds—pretty dears I 
All song and sentiment; ^oso hearts were set 
Less on a convent than a coronet. 

rxxxri. 

There were four Honourable Misters, whose 
Honour was more before thA<ir names than alter;, 
There was the prei^Chevalier d© la Riiso, 

Whom France and fortimc lately deign’d to woJl here 
Whose chiedy harmless ttfleiit was to amuse; 

But the Clubs found it rather serious laughter, 
Because-—euch was lus magic power to please,— 

The dice seem’d charm’d too with his repartees. 

LXXXVII. 

There was Dick Dubious, the m<Uaphy9ician, 

Who loved philosophy and a good dinner; 

Angle, the soi-disant mathematician; 

15ir Henry Silver-cup, the great race-dinner; 

There was the Reverend Rodouiont Precisian ; 

Who did not hate so much tlic sin us sinner; 

And Lord Augustus Fiu-Plautagcnet, 

Good at all things, but betior at abet. 

LXXXVIll. 

There was Jack Jargon, the gigantic guardsman ; 

And General Firefuce, famous in the field, 

A great tactician, mid no l<‘ss a swordsman, 

Who ate, last war, more Yankees than ho kill’d. 
There was the waggish Welsh Judge, Jefferies Haidsman, 
In bis grave office so completely skill’d, 

That when a culprit came for condeiiuiation, 

Ho had his judge’s Joke fur consolation. 

T.XXX1X. 

Good company’s a chess-board—there are kings, 
Q,ueenR, bishops, knights, roolis, pawns; the world ’g a 
Save that the puppets pull at their own strings; (game; 

Methinks gay Punch hath Romelhing of the same. 

My Muse, the butterfly, hatli but her wings, 

Not stings, and flits through ether without aim, 
Alighting rarely: were she but a liomet, 

Perhaps there might be vices which would mourn it. 
xc. 

1 had forgotten—but must not forget— 

An orator, the latest of the session, 

Who had deliver’d well a very set 

Smooth spcoch, his first and maidenly transgression 
Uptrn debate: the papers eclwied yet 

With tius dobili, which made a strong imprcssicsri. 

And rank’d W’ilh what is every day display’d— 

“ The best first speech that ever yet was madtn” 

xci. 

Protid of his Hear hims!” proud too of his vote, 

And lost virginity of oratory. 

Proud ofhis learning, (just enough to quote,) 

He revell’d in his Ciceronian glory: 

With memory excellent to gtst by role, 

Witli wit to hatch a pun or tell a story, 

Graced with some merit and with more effrontery, 

“ His country’s pride,” ^ came down to llie country. 

xcii. 

There also were two wits by acclamation, 

* Longbow from Ireland, Strongbow from the Tweed, 
Both lawyers, and both men of education; 

But Strongbow’s wit was of more polish’d breed: 
Longbow was rich in an imagination 
As beautiful and bounding as a steed, 

But Romeiimes stumWing over a potato,— (Cato. 
While Strofljjjbow’H best things have come from 


xciu. 

Strongbow was like a new-tuned harpsichord; 

But Longbow wild as an JEolian harp, 

With which the winds of heaven can claim accord, 
And make a music, whether fiat or aharp. 

Of Strongbow’s talk you would not change a word; 

At Longbow’s phrases you might sometimes carp: 
Both wits—one bwn so, tuid the other bred, 

This by his heart—iiis rival by his head. 

xciv. 

If all these seem a heterogeneous mass, 

To he assembled at a country-seat, 

Yet think a specimen of every dass 
Is b<ater than a humdrum t^tc-h-t^te. t, „ 

The days of comedy are gone, alas! 

When Congreve’s fool could vie with MoU^re’s htt 
Society is smootlied to that excess. 

That manners hardly differ more tlian dress. 

xcv. 

Our ridicules are kept in the back ground, 

Ridiculous enough, but also dull; 

Professions loo are no more to be fo^nd 
Professional; and there is naught to cull 
Of f<»lly’s fruit; for thougli your fools abound, 

They ’nj barren, and not n orth the pains to pull. 
Society is now one polish’d horde, 

Form’d of two mighty tribes, the Swes and Bared. 

X('VJ. 

But from Ixdng farmers, we turn gleaners, gleaning 
The scanty but right well thresh’d cars of truth; 
And, gentle reader! when yon gntlicr moaning, 

You may bi? Boaz, and 1—iiuMlesl Rtitli. 

Fur1hi*r I’d quote, but Scripture, intervening, 
Foriiids. A groat impression in my youth 
Was made by Mrs. Adams, where she cries 
That Rcri[)lures out of church artj blasphemies. 

xevir. 

But when we can, we glean in this vile 
Of chaff, ulthougli our gleanings be not grist. 

I must not qtiiic omit die talking saffe, 

Kit-Cat, the famous conversaiiouist, 

Who, in liiscoramoriplae.(‘ book had a page 

Pr(‘pan*d <*ach morn for evenings. “List, oh list! 
Alas, poor ghost.!”—What unexpected woes 
Await those who have studied their l>ons-mots! 
xrviii. 

Firstly, they must allure (he- conversation 
By many windings to their clever clinch 
And secon^lly, must let sli|> no occasion, 

Nor hate (abate) their hearers of an tne^, 

But take, an ell—and make a great scinsation, 

If possible; and thirdly, never flinch 
When some smart talker puts them to the tost, 

But seize the lost word, which no doubt’s the best. 

XCJX. 

liord Henry and his laily were the hosts; 

The party wc have touch’d on were tlie guests: 
Their table a }Km.rd to tempt oven ghosts 
To pai^s the Styx Ibr more substantial feasts. 

I will not dwell upon ragouts or roasts, 

Albeit all human history attests 
That happiness for man—the hungry sinner !— 

Since Eve ate apples, much depends on dinner. 

IHmess the lands whiclt flow’d with milk and hor«v 
ileld out unto the hungry Israelites : 

To this wc’ve added since die love of money, 

The only sort of pleasure which requites. 

Youth fades, and leaves our days no longer sunny; 

We tire of mistresses and parasites t 
But oh, ambrosial cash! ah! who would lose thee? 
Wlicn we no more can use, or even id»iisc thee I 





01 . 

The genuemen goi up betimes to shoot, 

Or hunt; the young berause they liked the sp^a-t— 
The first thing boys like after play and fruit: 

Tho middle-aged, to make the day more short; 
For cnntii is a growth of Englisli root, 

. Though nameless in our language; we retort 
The fact for words, and let tJjo French translate 
That awful yawn which sleep cannot abate. 

cii. 

The elderly walk’d through the library, 

And tumbled books, or criticised the pictures, 

Or saunter’d through tli© gardens piteously, 

And madtsufAn the hothouse several strictures^ 

Or rode a nag whitdi trolled not too high, 

Or on the morning papers rftad ftjeir lectures, 

Or on the watch their longing eyes would fix, 
Longing, at sixty, for tlio hour of six. 

cui. 

But non© were “ gfindftie great hour of union 
Was rung by dinner’s knell; till then all were 
Masters of their owa^ime—or in communion, 

Or solilary, as tliey chose to b»;ar 
TMfliours, which how to pass is but to fiw knowiw 
Each rosu up at his own, and had to spare 
What time he chose for dress, and broke his fast 
Where, when, and how ho cJiose for that repast. 

CIV. 

The ladies—Momo rojiged, some a little pale— 

• Met the morn as they niighl. If fine, they rod©,. 

Or walk’d; if foul, they read, or told a tale ; 

Sung, or rehearsed the last dnneo from abroad; 
Discuss’d the fashion which might next prevail; 

And settl<!d lioimets l>y the newest c»xlc; 

Or crammM twelve shouts into one Hul© letter, 

To make each correspondent a new debtor. 

For some had abstmt lovers, nil had friends. 

The earth has nothing like a she epistle, 

An<i liardly heaven—because it never ends. 

1 love the mystery of a female missal, 

Which, like a creed, ne’er says all il intends, 

But fill! of running as Ulysses’ whislk*, 

When ho allured ptwr Ikdtni:—you had bettor 
Take car© what you reply to sucli a letter, 
cvi. 

Then there were billiards; cards too, but no dice, 

Save in llie Olnbs no man of honour plays;— 

Boats when’t was water, skaiting when’t was ice, 

And tho hard frosts destroy’d the scenting days: 

And angling loo, that solitary vice, 

Whatever Isaac Walton sings or says: 

1'he quaint, old, cruel coxcomb, in his gullet 
Should have a hook, and a small trout to pull it,* 
evil. 

With evening came the banquet and the win©; 

The conversaxioDc; the duet, 

Attuned by voices more or less divino, 

(My heart or head aches with the memory yet.) 

The four Miss Rawboids in a glee wouHl shine; 

But tho two youngest loved more to be set 
Down to the harp—because to music’s charms 
They added graceful necks, white hands and aiim. 

CTIIl. 

Sometimes a dance (though rarely on field days^ 

For then the gentlemen were rather tired) 

Display’d some syljdi-Uke figures in its maze: 

Then there was amalWtolk ready when required; 
Flir^tion—but decorous; the mere praise 
Of diarms that sliould or should not be admired; 

The hunters finight their fox-hunt o’er again, 

And th|n retreated soberly—at ten. 


one. 

The politicians, in a no<^ apart, ^ * / 

Discuss’d tho world, and settled all thaipheres; . » 

The wits watch’d every loop-hole for thgjir art, 

To introduce a bori-mot head and ears; 

Small is the rest of those who would bo smart— ' 

A mmnent’s gfnid tiling may have cost them years 
Before they find an hour to introduce it, 

And then, even then, some boro may moke them loee it, 

cx. 

But all was gentle and arkitocratic 
In this our party; potish'ti, smootli, and cold, 

As Phidian fonos cut out of marble^Jittic, 

There now arc no Squire Westerns, os of old; 

And our Soffinas are not so emplmtic, 

But fair as then, or fumr to lithold. 

Wu ’vc no accomplish’d blackguards, like Tom Jonea, 
But guntiemen in stays, as stiff as stones. 

CXI. 

They separated at an early hour; 

That is, ere midnight—which is London’s noon: 

But in tho c<juntry, ladies seek their bower 
A little earlier than tho waning moon. 

Peace to thu slumbers each foWed flower— 

May tliu rose call back its true colours soon? 

Good hours of fair cheeks arc tho fairest tinters, 

I And lower tho price of rougo—at least sum© winters. 


CANTO XIV. 


1. 

If from great Nature’s, or our own abya^) 

Of llioughf, wo could bur snatch a certainty, 
Perhaps mankind might find the path thoy miss— 

But thf'ii’t would Kp(ni much good philosophy. 

One system cats anu^cr up, and tliis 
Much us old Saturn ato his progeny; 

P’ur when his pious consort gave liitn stones 
In lieu of sons, <if these he mode no bones. 

II. 

But system doth ruvorsc the Titan’s breakfast, 

And cats her parents, alladt the digestion 
Is dilficult. Pray it?)! me, can yon make fast, 

After due searcli, your faith to any question ? 
iO»)k hack o’er Of’cs, ere imlo the stake fast 
You bind yourself, and caU some inu<le the best on©. 
Nothing more true tlian wrf to trust your senses; 

And ycl what are your other iwidences? 

II/. 

'or me, I know nauglit; nothing I deny, 

Admit, reject, contemn; and what know yow, 
Except perhajis that you were born to ilie ? 

And both may aficr all turn out untrue. 

An age may come, font of eternity, 

When nothing shall be either old or new. 

Deatli, so call’d, is a thing whicli makes men weep, 
And yet a third of life is pass’d in sleep. 

IV. 

A sleep without dreams, after a rough day 
Of toil, is what we covet most; and yet 
How clay shrinks back from more quiescent day! 

The very suicide that pays his debt 
,t once w'itliout insUdments (an old way 
Of paying debts, which creditors regret) 

Lets out impatiently his rusliing breath, 
jOSs from disgust of life than dread of death. 



T.' 

*T ia rauod him, near him, hare, thm,iftsy where; 

, And there 'ijB. courage which grows out' of fear, 
Perhaps of all. most desperate, which will dare 
The worst toytaou) it t—when the mountains rear 
Their peahs beneath yoiir human foot, and there 
You look down o’er the precipice, and drear 
The gulf of rock yawns,—^you can’t gaze a minute 
Wilh^t an awful wish to plunge within it. 

VI. 

’T is true, you do n’t—but, pale and struck with terror. 
Retire: but locdt into youiipaet ipipression! 

And you will 6nd, diough aliuddering at the mirror 
Of your own thoughts, in all their eclf-confessioa, 

The lurking bias, be it truth or error, 

To the unknown; a secret prepossession. 

To plunge with all your fears-^ut where ? You know not. 
And that’s the reason why you do—or do not 

vn. 

But what’s this to the purpose 7 you will say. 

Gent, reader, nothing; a mere speculation. 

For which ray solo excuse is—’t is ray way. 

Sometimes wiiA and soinetitnos without occasion, 

1 write what’s uppermost without delay ; 

This narrative is not meant lor narration, 

But a mere airy and fantastic basis. 

To build up common things with commonplaces, 
vm. 

You know, or don’t know, tliat great Bacon saith, 

“ Fling up a straw, ’l will show the way Uic wind blows 
And such a straw, borne on by human breath. 

Is poe.sy, according as the mind glows; 

A paper kite which flics ’twixl life and death, 

A shadow which Uie onward soul behind t^ws 
And mine’s a bubble not blown up for praise. 

But just to play witli, as an infant plays. 

IX. 

The world is all before mo—or behind; 

For I hare seen a |H>rtion of that same. 

And quite enough for me to keep in mind ;— 

Of passions, too, I’ve proved enough to blame, 

To the great pleasure of our friends, mankind, 

Who like to mix some slight alloy with fame; 

For I was rather famous in my time, 

Until I fairly knock’d it up with rhyme. 

X. 

[ have brought this world about my oars, and eke 
The other: that’s to say, Uie clergy—^who 
Upon my head have bid their thunders break 
In pious libels by no means a few, 

And yet I cant help scribbling once a week, 

Tiring (dd readers, nor discovering now. 

In youth 1 wrote because my mind was full. 

And new because I feel it growing dull. 


XIII. 

Besides, my Muse by no means deals in fiction; 

She gathers a repertory of facts. 

Of course with some reserve and slight restriction, 
But mostly sings of human things aqd acts— 

And that’s one cause she meets with contradiction; 

For too much truth, at first sight, ne’er attracts; 
And wore her object only what’s call’d glory, 

With more case too, she’d tell a different story. 

XIT. 

Love, war, a tempest—surely there’s variety; 

Also a seasoning slight of lucubration; 

A bird’s-eye view too of that wild. Society; 

A slight glance thrown on men of every station. 

If you have naught else, here’s at least satiety 
Both in performance and. in preparation; 

And though these lines should only line portmanteav 
Traile will be all the better for tltese cantos. 

XT. 

The portion of tliis world which I at present 
Have taken up to fill the fUlowing sermon, 

I.S one of which there’s no description recent: 

The reason why is easy to detcf.nine: 

Although it seems both prominent and pleasant. 
There is a sameness in its gems and ermine, 

A dull and family likeness through all ages, 

Of no great promise for i>ootio pages. 

XVI. 

WilJi much to c-xcitc, there’s little to exalt; 

Nothing that speaks to all men and all times; 

A sort of varalsh over every fault; 

A kind of commonplace, even in their crimes; 
Factitious passions, wit without much salt, 

A wont of tliat true nature which sublimes 
Whate’er it shows with truth ; a smooth monotony 
Of character, in those at least wlio have got any. 
xvti. 

Sometimes, indeed, like soldiers olf parade. 

They break their ranks and gladly leave tlie drill; 
But then tlie roll-cidl draws them back afraid, 

Aral tliey must be or seem what they were: still 
Doubtless it is a brilliani masquerade ; 

But when of tlie first sight you have had your fill. 

It pidla—at least it did so upon mo. 

This paradise of pleasure and ermui. 

XVIII. 

When we have made our love, and gamed our gam 
Dress’d, voted, shone, and, may bo, something mo 
WilJi dandies dined ; hoard senators declaiming; 

Seen beauties brought to market by the score; 

Sad rakes to sadder husbands chastely taming; 

There’s little lefi but to be bored or boro. 

Witness those “ d-dnmnt jmnes hommen ” who stos 
The stream, nor leave the world which Icaveth thci 


XI. XIX. 

But “ why dien publish Tliero are no rewards ’T is said—indeed a general oimplamt— 

Of fame or profit, when the vqjrld grows weary. That no one has succeeded in describing 

I ask in turn,—why do you play at cards? The mtmde exactly as they ought to paint. 

Why drink 7 Why read ?—To make some hour leas Some say, that authors only snatch, by bribing 
It occupies me to turn back regards [dreary. The jiortcr, somj; slight scandals strange and quain 

On what I’ve seen or ponder’d sad or cheery; To furnish matter for their moral gibing; 

And what I write I cast upon the stream. And that tlieir liooks have but one style in common 

To swim or sink—have had at least my dream. My lady’s prattle, filter’d through her woman. 


XII. 

I tiiink that were I certam of success, 

I hardly could compose another line; 

So long I’ve battled either more or less, 

That no defeat can drive me from the Nine. 

This feeling't is not easy to express, 

And yet ’tianoi afiiected, I i^iiie. 

;&u||fiy, there are two pleasures fiv your choosing— 
is winning, and the other lasing. 


XX. 

iJl^Put this can’t well be true, just now; for writers 
Are grown of the beau monde a part potential: 

1 ’ve seen them balance oven tlio scale with fightei 
Especially when young, for that ’.s essential. 
Why do their sketches fail them as inditem 
Of, what they deem themselves most consequent 
The real portrait of the highest tribe? 

’T is that, in fact, there’s little to describe. 



JUAN. 


XXI. 

« ifau^ ignara tofjuor titoso are wugtBj » ?«arum 
parva/ttt,” but still art aiid part. 

Now I could much more easily sketch a harain, 

A battle, wrcek, or hisiory of tlic heart, 

Plum these thin^ \ and besides, I wish to spare ^ewi 
. For reasons which I choose to k^op ajrdri. 

‘‘ Vetaho Ctremswrurn qui vulgarit,^^ 

Whicli means, that vulgar people must not sharu it. 


xxn. 

And tliereforo what I throw ofi’ is ideal— 

Lowc-r’d, loavcnM like a hisUiry of Freemasons; 
Which bears the. same relation Ui ihe real, 

As C-aplain^arry’s voyage may do to Jasoifa. 
The grand Arcaiiurii *8 not lor men to see all; 

My music has some mystic dinp-asons; 

And tliere is much which coiiid not be appreciated 
in any manner by the miinitiaicd. 

xxin. 

Alas! worlds fall—and woman, since she R'U’d 
The world, (as, since that history, less [Milite 
Thau true, Imtli bee^ a creed so.strjrrlv Indd.) 

Has not yet given up llw }»ractiee f}uite. 

WOr thing of u.sagcs! coerced, compellM, 

Victim when wrong, an<l martyr oil uhen right, 
f 'Oiuleniifd to child-bed. as nu‘ii for tlu'lr sins, 
Have shaving too eutail’d upon their chins,— 


^ XXIV. 

daily plague, wlneli, in tin; ag^rogatf', 

May average o rhe whole with ]>arta 'ion. 
Hut as to women, who can pent'lrafe 

Tin* retd suthTings oi’ tlieir she condition ? 
Man’s very sympathy willt their estate 

Hus much of sell'islmess and more suspicion. 
I’lieir love, jh,*jr virtue, heauiv, ixliiealiou, 
Hu! form goisi hoiii.cke.epers to breed a natioti. 


• X-VV. 

A!) tiTis were very v.ell, and can't be heller; 

lint even ilii.s isdiliicuif. Heaven Itnmvs! 

So numy 1 rouhley from her hijili hese! li« r, 

Such stnall distinction between frieni!'-; and li)er 
Tbe gilding wears S4« soon from olfliei }i-Jier, 

'I’liat-but ask any woinati if she M I'hoose 

('fake her at thirty, that is) to have hi'esi 
t’cniale or male ? a achoo!-i»oy or a •juctn? 


XXVI. 

‘‘ Petticoat inllucnce” is a great reproaeli. 

Whieh even those wb() obey would fain bo tli(/Ug!u. 
To fly from, ns fmm liungrv piles a roacli: 

But, since hi nealh it upon earth we arc brought 
By varii.His joltings of lifl-V huckncy-coach, 

I for one venerat*' a pettinoal- 
A gamient of a mystical sublimity, 

No matter whether russet, silk, or dimity. 


XXVlt, 

Much 1 respect, and much I hiive adored, 

In my young days, that cliaste anti giM>diy vuiU 
Which holds a treasure li'ac a miser’s hoard, 
And more attiuets by all it doth conceal— 

A golden .scabbard on a Damastjuo swtrd, 

A loving letter with a mystic seal, 

A euro for grief—for what can over rankle 
Before a petticoat and peeping ancle 1 
xxviii. 

And when upon a silent, sullen day, 

With a Siroce. 0 , for example, blowing,— 
When even tlie soa looks dim wdth all its spray^ 
And sulkily the river’s ripple’s flowing, 
tbe sky shows that very aiKnunt gray, 

The sober sad antithesis to glowing,— 

’T is pleasant, ift/ien any thing is pleasant, 

To catcii a glimpse even of a pretty peasant. 

• 4 A 



XXIZ. 

We left owr heroes aud our heroines ^ 

In tliat fair clinu' which don’t depend !m cUm&te,' 
duite independent of the Zodiac’s sign#, 

’'i'hough certainly more diineuU to rhyme at, 

Because the siui and stars, awl aught that shines, 
Mountains, and all we cun bo most sublime at, 

Are there oft dull and drenrv as a </««— 

Whetlicr a sky’s nr tradesman’s, is all one, 

. xxv. 

And in-d(K)r life is less p^j^ical; 

And oiii-of-door hath sfiowers, and mists, and sleet, 
W^ilh wliicli [ could not brew a pastoral. 

But he it as it may. a bard must meet 
All (lifli^.u)lies, whotiier greui, or rmall, 

'J’o spoil lii*! imiJi’rtakiii;- or <?umplc{p, 

An<l work awoN iilot spirii u|>on matter, 

Erul>arrui..s'd somcwiiat both with (ire and water. 

XXXI. 

Juan—in this respect at least like saints— 

Was all tilings milo peopb* of all swta, 

And lived conti*iil.fi.lly, wiilmuj cmiiplaints, 

In camps, in shijK in oottag(*s, or courts— 

Born with that happy soul whicli ticMom faints, 

And mingling imKle.stly in toils or sport.*:. 

Ho likewise couki be most things to all women, 

Without the eovcomliry of cort.un shv. inon. 

.v.vxtr. 

A fo^-h'int to a flir'dgncr is strange; 

’T is also subject to the dfmhlo danger 
Of tumbling first, and Imving in exchange 

Si'ine plfusiiut jiMtiiig ai t!ie awkwaril stranger; 

But .luiui luul heiMi early taught to range 
The wild’:, ixK d.itli an Arab turn’d sivenger. 

So thal hi.s lioisi*. or charger, hunter, liads. 

Knew that, he hrul y ridei on his back. 

-x \ X i n. 

And nor. in tlii? new Ih ld, w if)) some applaii.se, 
lie ejf'ar d hedge, dit'di, tmd iknihle post, and rail, 
And never cru/e' :uid mule htil f*\v nix pas,’* 

And oniyheM •»! when tl,c -Trnl’gan fail. 
il(! brolc<‘, ’l is true, seni'* statutes of tbe law'S 
Of Inmting—fbr die. syg.'st ytxui) H frail; 

JiiKlo vfer the h;»uiidit iiuiy b<, mnv anti then, 
jVnd onco o’er sei ' i-al country gonlleiiieu. 

xwiv. 

But, on tbo v.dude, to nnieml admimtion 
lie ai i|uitfed Ipolh himself and horse; tlic squire* 
Marvell’d at merit ofanotiuirnalion: fSircs, 

'J’he hours erieil jJiing it 1 wlioM have thought it?”— 
j I’lie Nestors of theaporliiig generation, 

yworo praises, and recallM their former fires; 

The huntsman’s self rideiited 1f> a grin, 

Anil ruled him almost a whipjair-in. 

XX’XV. 

Such were his trophies;—n«>i of sjiear and shield, 

But leaps, aiui lairsts, und sometimes foxes’ bnuhes; 
Yitl I must envn,—oi'hough in this 1 yield 
To patriot sympuiliv a liriton’s blushCii,— 
lie thought at lieari like courtly tdiostcrtield, 

'Who, after a long chaso o’er lulls, ditles, bushee. 

And what not, though he- rode iMsytind all price, 

Ask’d, next day, “ if men ever huutcd tuxixV* 

XX'XVl. 

Ho also had a quality uncommon 
To early risers after a long chaso, 

Who wake in winter oro the cock can summon 
iJeccrnber’s drowsy day to his dull race,— 

A (juahty agreeable to woman, 

When her soft liquid words run on apace, 

Who likes a listener, whether saint or sinner,— 

Ho did not foil asleep just after dinner. 
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But, Hg&i and airy) stood on tho alert) 

* And shone in^e host part of diulugue. 

By humouring always what they might assert, 

And listening to die topics most in vogue; 

Now grave, now gay, but never dull or pert; 

And smiling but in secret-—cunning rogue! 

He ne’er presumed to make an error clem’er; 

In short, there never was a bettor hearer. 

XXXVIII. 

And Uien ho danced;—iill forci^ers <‘xcel 
The serious Angles in die eloquence 
Of Pantomime;—he danced, I say, right well, 

With emphasis, and also widi ^id sense— 

A thing in fooling indispensable: 

He danced without theatrical pretence, 

Not like a ballot-moster in the van 

Of his drill’d nymphs, but like a gentleman. 

XXXIX. 

Chaste were his steps, each kept within due bound, 

. And elegtuice was sprinkled o’er his figure; 

Like swift Camilla, ho scarce skiminM die ground, 

And rather held in dmn put forth Ids vigour; 

And then ho had au ear for music’s sound, 

Which might defy a crochet-critic’s rigour. 

Such classic flaws—set off our hero, 

He gliuicud like a porsoiuftcd bolero; 

XL. 

Or, like a flying hour before Aurora, 

111 Guido’s famous fresco, which alone 
Is worth a tour to Rome, although no more u 
Remnant were thor«' of the ohl world’s solo throne. 
"I'lie “ t(/ut of his movements wore a 

Grace of the soft ideal, seldom shown, 

And ne’er to Iwi described ; for, to the dolour 
Of bards and prosens, words are void of colour. 

XI.1. 

No marvel then hi» wos a favourite; 

A full-gronn (hiptd, v<‘rv niucli admired; 

A liule sfKiil’d, hut by no means so quite; 

At least Ik* kept bis vanity rotireil. 
feurh w'as his tart, lie coiilil alike deiiglif 

'J’he ehasle, and those who ai*p- not so much inspired. 
The l>iir)K's.<j of Kilz-h'iilke, who loved “ /r«e//.wi?ric,” 
Began to treat h im w itli some small “ 

Xl.ll. 

She wa« a fiTie ami somcwlmi full-blown blonde, 
l!>esirabfo, ilistinguish’d, celebrated 
Kor several winters in the grand, grnnd -mondr. 

I’d ratlier not .say what might he related 
Gf h(T I’xploits, for this were ticklish ground ; 

Besides there might he falseliooii in what ’b statod 
Hor late iierformancc had Inien a dead sot 
At Lord Augustus FiU-Plantagcnct. 

Tills noble personage began to look 
A little black upon this now fliriation; 

But such .srouli licenses must lovem brook, 

Merc rree<lom 8 of die female corporation. 

Wo to the man who ventures a rebuke I 
’T will but precipitate a situation 
Kxtremely disagreeable, but conuuon 
'!*<» calculators, when they count on woman. 

XLIV. 

The circle smiled, then whisper’d, and then sneer’d; 

The Misses bridled, and the matrons frown’d; 

Some liojicd tilings might not turn out os they fear’d; 

Some would not deem such women could be found; 
Some ne’er believed om'-half of what they hoard; 

Some Wik’H perplex’d, and others lo<4c’d profound; 
And several jjitied with sincere regret 
Poor Lord Aiigitstus Fitz-Plantagenet. 


XLT. 

But, what is odd, none ever named the duko, 

Who, one might thmk, was something in the affair 
True, ho was absent, and’t was rumour’^) took 
But small concern, about the when, or where, 

Or what his consort did: if he could brook 
Hor gaycties, mme had a right to stiu’e: 

Thidrs was tlial best of unions, past all doubt. 

Which never meets, and tlierefbre can’t fall out. 

XLVl. 

But, oh that 1 should ever pen so sad a line! 

Fired with an abstract love of virlure, she, 

My fDian of tlie Kphc.sians, Lady Adeline, 

Began U» lliink the duchess’ conduct freu ; 4 , 
Regretting much tliat she had chc«en so bad a linO) 
And waxing chiller in her courtesy, 

Look’d grave and pale to see her friend’s fragility, 

For wliich most friends reserve their sensibility. 

XLVII. 

rjicre ’h iiaughi in tluK bail world like sympathy: 

’T is so becoming to the soul and face; 

Set.s to soft music tlie harifionioms s^^h, 

And robc.s sweet friendship in a Brussels lace. 
Without a friend, wliat were humanity, 

To hunt our errors up with a goix! grace? 

(Consoling uk with—“ Wouki you had thought twice! 
Ah! if you had but follow’d iny advice!” 

XLVITI. 

Oh, Job t y<»u Inid two friends; one’s quite enough, 
Kspecially when we arc ill at ease; 

They ’re hnl bad pilots when the weather’s rough, 
Ooefors less famous for their cures than foes. 

Let no man grumble when his friends fall off, 

As they will do like leaves at the ftrst breeze ; 
When ycrtir aflairs come round, one way or t’ otlier, 
(^'o to the cofiVj>hoime, and lake another.^ 

XI.IK. • 

But this is not my maxim : hod it been, 

Some, heart-acheshjidbeen spared me; yellcaren 
would not bo a tortoise in his screen 
orstuh}x>rii shell, which waves and weather wear 
7' is belter on the whole to have ft;lt and scon 
7’hat which humanity inny hear, or bear not; 

7’ will teaeli discenimenl U* the sensitive, 

And not to pour tlicir wean in a sieve. 

1.. 

3f all Ui<‘ lion id, liidooits notes of wo, 
ladder than owl-songs or llic midnisht blaal, 
s that jiorteritous phrase, ( lokl you so,” 

Utter’d by friends, those jiropliets of the past. 

Who, ’stead of saying what you now should do, 

Own they foresaw foat you would fall at last, 

And solace your slight lapse ’gainst ftmtos mores,” 
A7lh a long nie.morandum of old stories. 

LI. 

The Lady Adeline’s serene severity 
Was not confined to feeling for her friend, 
iVhose fame she rather doubled with posterity, 

Unless her habits should biggin to mend; 

But Juan also sliai*ed in her austerity, 

But mix’d with pity, pure as e’er was penn’d: 

His inexperience moved her gentle ruth, 

And (as her junior by six weeks) his youth. 

Lll. 

'hese forty days’ advantage of her years— 

And hers were those whidi can fiice calculation, 
oldly referring to the list of peers, 

And noble births, nor dread die enumeration— 
ave her a right to have m^cmal fears 
For a young gentleman’s fit education, 

'hough ^le was far from that loapyear, whose letp: 
n ferine dates, strikes time all a heap. 
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LItl. 

7’his may be fix’d at aomewhcrc before tliirty— 

Say seven-and-tweiity; for I never knew' 

The strictest in chronology and virtue 
Advance beyond, while they could ]iaw) fur new. 
Oh, time! why dost not pause! Thy sev’the, so dirty 
. With rust, should surely cease to hark and hew. 
Resot it; sliave more smoothly, also slower, 

‘ If but U> keep thy credit us a mower. 


LIV. 

But Adeline was for from that ripe age, 

Whose ripeness is hm biller at the host: 

T was rather her experience miule her .sago. 

For she had Seen the world, and stood its lest, 

As I have .said in—f forget what page; 

My Muse despises relbrence, as yon have, gintss'd 
By this time; hut strike six from sevon-and-.|wenty. 
And you will find her stint of yoar.s in |)lcnly. 

* I.V 


At sixtRfn shi^ cawic ouf,; presented, vaunted, 

Sh^ put all coroiie^K into commotion: 

^ Ai scvenlecn too tlic^orld was still enchanted 
Willi lilt' n»5w Venus uf their hrillianl ocean; 

Mr. Mjlhtecn, though below her feet still panted 
A h.'catonib of suitors witli devotion, 

Slic ha.1 eouseiitod to create ajiain 
'rheJ Adam, call’d “ the liappiest of men.” 

\.ie 

'Irince then she hadsparhlec! tliriMiifh three glowmjj winters 
• Admin'd, adored! but also so correct, 

Thai she. had puzzl»*d all (lie nc'utcst hiriters, 

WithotJt the apparel of bein'; circninspecf; 

They <-ouid n<it even i;lciin the sli'difest splinters 
Fron. <»tf the marl)!.*, which Jiad no defi*rt. 

She had also snatc’h’tl a inoineui since Iut niarri.'twe 
’I'll l.ear a son and h'nr—and one iniscorriaiTc. 


r.xi. 

The Lady Adeline resolved to tako . ** 

Such mea^surost as slic thought might bfeit impede • 
The further pr'>gross fif this »ad mistake. 

She. thought with some simjdicity indeed; 

But imioccuce is Imld even at the stake, 

And sifiiplo in the world, and doth not need 
Nor use those jMUisadcs by domes croctod, 

Whoso virtue lies in ncv..T iHung detf‘cted. 

j.xir, 

Tt was not that she Rear’dfhe very worst: 

His gra<.re was on t««!uriij|', married man, 

And was not likely all at once to hurst 
Into a ^;ccno, and swidl the clients’ clan 
Of I doctors’ (!omin'>ns; hut sJie dreaded first 
Th(^ magic of her gmcij’s talisman, 

Anti next a quarrel (tit' he seeniM to fret) 

With Lord Augiisuis Fitz-Plantagenol. 

' nxiir. 

Her grace t.K) pass’d for being an tn(r».?atifc, 

Anti stmicwhat vthhaidk' in her aiiK>rous sphere; 
On»^ ol’ those pr<?tty» precit.tjs plagues, which haunt 
A lover with caprices soft and dear, 

That like lo make a quarrel, when they can’t 
Find one, each day of the delightful year; 
Rewitcliim;, torturing, as they freeze or glow, 

And—what is worst of all—wx»n’t l<*t you go; 

I.XIV. 

The sf.rt of tiling lo turn a young manV head, 

Or make a Wert».T "f him in the (*nd. 

No wonder then ;i purer soul tdioiiitl drend 
This sort of <’lu»yt(.* liaxAmi fitr a friend: 
t were much hett.^r to be wed or dead. 

Tlian wtiar a h.’urf a woman loves to nmd. 

’T ir best lo pause, and think, ere you nwli <in, 
f Uvat u “ be really “bonwf.^ 


# 


I.Vll. 

Fondly the wheeling fire-fli'-s tiew around her, 
Th'Wi little glitterers of the fgondou night; 

Hm <'f liiese iws-'ess’d a Ming (o wound her— 
She was iL pilch heyond a eoveomlds lli.yht. 
P'-Miaos she wi'xh’d an aspirant profanidej-; 

Hm, whatsoe’er she, wi'sh’d, she ncte<t riglil; 

And whether coldness, jiride. or virtue, diirnily 
A women, so she’s gfnid, whal does it signily? 

T.VUI. 

\ hale a motive like a lingering !»ott)e, 

VYnich with llie landloni male’s t<w> long a stand, 
Ijeaving Jill e.lareih’ss iho iirunoisU'n’d throttle, 
Kspceially with jiolilies on luirxl; 

I liale il, os 1 hate a drove of callle, 

Who whirl the diiRl as Simooms wdiirl the saml; 

I hate il, as T hate an argument, 

A laureate’s ode, or Rcrv'ilc peer's “ content.” 

Lix. 

'T is sad to hack into the roots of things, 

They are so nmch iniortwisted with the earth: 

So that the branch a goodly verdun^ flings, 

1 reck not if an acorn gave il birth. 

To trace all actions to their secret sjiriflgs 
Would make indeed some melancjioly mirth: 

But this is not at present my concern, 

And I refer yon to wise Oxcnstieni.® 

LX. 

With the kind view of saving an eclAt, 

Both to the duchess and diplomatist, 

The Lady Adeline, as koon ’a site saw 
That Juan was unlikely to resist— 

(Peg foreigners don’t know that a faux poa 
In England ranks quite on a different list 
Prom those dt other lands, unblees’d with juries, 
Wh«i| verdict for such sin a certain cure is)— 


LXV, 

Auil first, in tljc (.’orflowing <d' her heart, 

Which really know or thought it knew no guile, 
call’d her lin’'lKm»l now smd then apart, 
y^lld bado him .’Oiinsel .fujiu. With a Muilo, 
ord Henry henid Jkt pljuis of arllc‘.s art 
To wejui l>ou Juan from the siren’s wile; 
nd answer'd, ho* a sua.'sinau or a prophet, 

!i such giiiso lliai s'lie could make nothing of il. 

LXVI. 

'■'irsfly, he Raid, ‘'Im never fiilerfered 
111 any hcxlv’s hio iness Imt the kiue’s:” 
se.xl. rliai “he never (Udged from whui apjmar’d, 
Without strona reason, of those sorts of ihrngs:” 
’hiidiy, flial “Juan liad more brain than beard, 
Anil was not io be licid in leading-slringH;” 
nd fourthly, w'huf nc.*fi hardly to Imsaid twice, 
That go(xl but rarely came Irom good advice.” 

LXVII, 

Inti therefore, douhtleys, to approve the truth 
Of the last axiom, lie advised his s|>r>UHe 
'o leave the. parlies to ibein'^elvc.R. iI>rsr>oth, 

At least as fir as hiavttlance allows; 

'hat time ^vould temper Juan’s faults of youth; 
That young men rarely made monastic vows; 

That opjiosititm only more atlaehcs- 

Jut here a mt ssenger brought in despatches: 

lAVIII. 

.nd being of the council callM dm privy,” 

Lord Henry walk’d into his cabinet, 

'o famish matter fm* some future Livy 
To tell how lie rcductsd iho nation’s ilebt; 

.nd if their full contents T ilo not give ye, 

It is because I do not know (Imin yet; 

.It I shall add thorn in a brief appndix, 

'o como between mine epic and its index. 



Btit er« he went, he added a slight hint, 

Another gcAtJe commrmplacc or two, 

Suoh as are coin’d in conversation’s mint, 

And pass, for want of better, thougli not new; 

Then broke his packet, to see wlrnt was in H, 

And having casually glanced it through, 

Retired; and, as ho went out, calmly kiss’d her, 

Less like a young wife than an aged sister. 

LXX. 

Ho was a cold, good, honourable man, 

Prom! of his birth, and profid of every thing; 

A goodly spirit for a state divan, 

A figure {it to walk bi^fore a king; 

Tall, stately, form’d to lead the courtly van 
On birtlidays, glorious witli a star and string; 

The very m<^el of a chamberlain— 

And such 1 mean to make him when 1 reign. 

LXXI. 

But there was something wauling on t!i<5 whole— 

T do n’l know what, and thcrofon*. cannot toll— 

Which pretty w>>nien—t!ie sweet S')uls!—call sold. 

C(Tt(iS it was not body ; he was well 
Proportion’d, as a piijdar or a pole, 

A handsome man, that Iiiunan miracle; 

And in each circumsiance of love <)r war, 

Had still preserved hU perpendicular. 

i.xxir. 

Still tlierc was some.thiiig wiinting, as I Vc said— 

Thai undetinablv “ye ne mis (jaui'^ 

Which, for what I know, may r^fyore hav<' led 
To Homer’s Iliad, since it drew to Troy 
The Greek Kve, H<dcn, from tlie Spartan’s bed; 

Though o!» the whole, no doubt, Dardiin boy 
W^as mncli iiifttrior to King IVh'uelaus;— 

But thus it is 8oni»*. wonnm will betray us. 

nxxuf. 

There is an awkward thing which much perplexes, 
Unless like wise Tircsias w'e had proved 
By turns t)ie diflorence of the sevc'ral sexes : 

Neitlier can shf>\v quite h(At> they vvtsdd le.‘ loved. 

Tin* sensual for a short time but cunncf ts us— 

Tile senliincical boasts to he unmoxed ; 

But both together form a kind of centaur. 

Upon whoso hack’t is hotter not to venture. 

J.XXl V. 

Asoinclliing albsufTiciont r>r thti Uvart. 

Is tiva! for which the sex are always seeking; 

But how to 611 up that same vac;u>l jiarl— 

There lies llie rub—and this they are but weak in. 
Frail mariners ailoat without a chart. 

They run Iwf >rc the wind through high seas breaking 
And when they have mad«; tlie sImmv, through every shuck 
’T is odd, or odd.s, it. may turn out a riK’.U. 

l.XXV. 

There is a flower cxill’d “ love in idleness,” 

For whi<*hs<'e Sluikspeare’s ever-blooming garden;— 
I will not mak<' his great description less, 

And beg his British gjiddiip’s humble pardon, 

If, in my extntinity i»f rhyme’s di?itrc.ss, 

I touch a single leaf where he is warden; 

But though the ftowi*r is diflbreiit, witli the French 
Or Swiss Rousseau, cry, “ imUi la pcrucuc^' 

t.xxrr. 

Kureka! 1 have f )und it! Wlmt I mean 
To sav is* not that love is idleness, 

But that in love such idleness has been 
An neceswry, as I have caimi^ to guess. 

Hard labour ’.s an inditferent go-between; 

Your men of business are not apt to express 
Much passion, since the merchant-ship, tlie Argo, 
Conven’d Medea as her supercargo. 


‘ Beatus ilk proexUP' from “ negatiiSf' 

Salih Horace; the great littlo poet’s wremg; 

3is other maxim, “ jYoscitur a sociisy* 

Is rnutfo more to the purpose of his song; 

Though even that were sometimes too ferocious. 
Unless good comptiny he kepi too long; 

But, in his teeth, whale’er tlieir state or station. 
Thrice happy tlu^y who hmsi an occupation! 

I.XXVIII. 

Adam exchanijed his paradise f)r ploughing; 

Eve made up mdlincry with flg-lcavcs— 

TIic earliest knowlodgi'! from the tree so knowing, 
As far as f know, lliut tiie church riicei 'es ? 

And siiKic tliat time, it need not cost much showing 
Tlmi many' of the ills o'er whtcli man grieves, 

And still more women, spring from not employing 
Some hours loinalve thercimmnt wortli enjoying. 

nxxix. 

And hence high life is ufi a dreary void, 

A rack of plcasurtis, whore w<5 must invent 
A Komelhing wherewitlial to be annoy’d. 

Bards may sing wiiat. they please about contenl; 
'}(nitvnt('(l, when translated, moans hut cloy’d; 

And hence arise the woes of sent.imeni, 

Blue devils, and blut)-stockings, and romances 
Reduced to practice, and perform’d like dancix:. 

LXXX. 

do declarf^, upon an aflidavit, 

Romances 1 ne’er r< ad like those I have seen; 
Nor. if unto the work! J ever gave it, ^ 

Would some believe liinl such a tale had been: 
But such intent 1 nove.r iiad, ?iorhav«'! it; 

Som(5 truths are belter ki*])l behind a Hcreen, 
'^specially wlien Ujey would lok>k like lies; 

1 t.lierf:for«5 JoaJ in gcri<Tuliiio.s. 

‘ An oyster may be cross'd in lov<‘,”—and why? 

Beeansc ho mopeth idly in his sJiell, 

And In-aves a lonely subierraxpieous sigh, 

Miieh as a monk may do within his cell: 

An<l *: propoM of monks, their pi(‘(y 

Willi slotli hath found it diflieult to dwell; 

I'iiose Vf'geiablcs of tiio (.'alholic ereed 
Are apt c-xcecdiiigly to run to .s<!cd. 

I.X XXII. 

Oh, Wilberforre! thou man oflAaeknmown, 

Whose merit none enough can sing or say, 

'I’hou hast struck one immense colossus down, 

Thou moral Washington of Africa! 

But there’s another little (lung, 1 own, 

Wliieh you Kboold perpetrate some, summer’s day 
And set the t)tlier half of earth to rights: 

You liavc freed the hlu'-ks —now pray slnd up the wh 

1,XXXIII. 

Shut up the bald-coot, bidly Alexaiub^r; 

Sliip ofl* the holy three to ynn'gal; 

Teach iliem that “ sauce for goose is sauce for gatidt 
And iLsk them how thfp like Ut be in ihrall. 

Shut up each high heroic salamander, 

Win > cals 6rc gratis, {since 1 he pay’s but small 
Shut uj»—no, not the king, but the pavilion, 

Or else’t will cost us all another million. 

LXXXIV. 

Shut up the world at large ; let Btjdlam out. 

And you will bo perhaps surprised lo 6nd 
All things pursue exactly the same route, 

As now with tliose of soi-rUmnt sound raind. 

This I could prove beyond a single doubt, 

Wore there a jot of sense among mankind ; 

But till Uiat poini tP appui is found, alas! 

Lika Arclmuedes, 1 k>ave oartlt as’t was. 



LXXXT. 

Our gontio Adeline had one defect— 

Her heart was vacant, though a splendid mansion; 
Her conduct had been perfectly correct, 

As she had seen naught claiming its exjjansion. 

A wavering spirit may be easier wreck’d, 

Because’t is frailer, doubtless, than a stanch one; 
But wlien the latter works its own undoing, 

Its inner crash is like an cartliquaiie’s ruin, 

LXXXVI. 

She loved lier lord, or thought so; but tfcrf love 
Cost her an eflbrl, which is a sad toil, 

The stone of Sysiphus, if ouce w'c movo 
Our feej^ingi 'gainst ilie nature of the soil. 

^he. had notliing to complain of, or reprove, 

No bickerings, no connubial turmoil: 

Their union was a model U> Iwdiold, 

Serene and noble,—conjugal but cold. 

V LXXXVII. 
here was no great disparity of years, 

Though much in temper; hut they never clash’d: 
They moved like stars united in their Mpheros, 

Or like tlic KhodI by Leman’s waters wasliM, 
<i’'’here miugUid and yet 8<»paralc a}»pcars 
The river from the lake, all blu<\|^ dash’d 
Through the sertme and |)laci<l glassy di^ep, 
Which^in would lull its river-child to sloop. 

Jr nxxxviTi. 

when she ouc«* hud la'eu mi interest 
In any thing, hov^ever she might ilalter 
ITersclflhat her interjtu)n'< were- the best, 
liiti'iise iuleusionx are a <iangerous mailer; 
Impressions were niiM’h stionger than she guess’d, 
And gather’d as they run, likt'. growing water, 

Upon luT ruind ; the more so, jis her breast 
Was not at lirsl too readily impress’d. 

1.x \ XIX. 

But \fhen it was, she had lliut luriviiig demon 
<.tf double nature, ami thus doubly named— 
h'i|^iuessy<'i‘’pl in heroes, kings, and sejimeu, 
jNut, is, when they succee<l; but greatly blamed 
As'o/js/onfcv, l«>th ill m«Mj and Women, 

W'heiie’er their triumph pales, or star is lamed:— 
And ’j will per|)!e\ the cusuists in morality, 

■J'o tix the due houjul.s of thi.s dangerous quidity. 

xc. 

ITad Buonaparte won at Waletloo, 

ll ha<l ln;eu lirmnes.'^; now’t is pertinacity: 

Must llie. iweiil dec.ide helwuiMi llio two'/ 

] leave it ro your pen|tle of sagae.ily 
To draw tlie line bi'lwcon llie false and true, 

If snedi can e’er he drawn hy nmn’s capac.ity: 

Aly husine.is is with Jiiidy Adeline, 

Who m her way loo was a heroine. 

xci. 

Slic knew not her own heart ; then liuw should I ? 

.1 dunk not slie was t/icw in lovo with .Tuan; 

If so, she would have had the strength to fly 
The wild seu.sation, unto her anesv one: 

merely fella ettfumon sjuipathy • 

(I will not. say it was a false or true one) 

In him. liecaiise she thought he was in danger— 

Her husband’s friend, her own, young, and a stranger. 

xcii. 

Sho was, or thought sho was, hia friend—and this 
Without tlio farce of friendship, or romance 
Of Platonism, which leads so oft amiss 

I.adius who have studied friendship but in France, 
Or Germany, where pofqile yurdif kiss. 

To thus mudi Adeline would not advance; 

But of such friendship a» man’s may to mao be, 

Sho was as ea|>able as woman can be. 


xciil. 

No doubt the secret influence of the sex , ' 

Will there, as also in the ties of hloofl, 

An innocent predominance annex, 

And tune the concord to n finer mood. 

If free from passion, which all friendship chficka, 

And your true feelings fully luiilcistood, 

No friend like to a woman earth discovers, 

So that you have not been n<ir will he lovers. 

xci y. 

Love hears within its brti^t the very germ 
CM'clmnge; and how should tliis be otherwise? 
That videiit tilings more quickly find a term 
Is shown through Nature’s whole analogies: 

And how should the most fierce of all be firm ? 

Would you have endless Uglitiiing in liio akiefl? 
Mothinks love’s very title says enoiigli: 

How should “ the fnultr pa-ssion” e’er l>c tough? 
xcr. 

Alas I hy all experience, seldom yet 

(I merely quote what I have heard from many) 

Had lovers not .some reason to regret 

'i’he passion \vhie.l» made. Solonnxi a Zany. 

I ’vc also seen some wives (not (o forget 

The marriage slate, the Ix'st or worst of any) 

Who were ijje ver}' paragons of wives, 

Yet made the misery of at. least two lives. 

xevi. 

I ’vi*ttlso s<*cn souu* female /hVnds (*t is odd, 

Bui irne—a.-, if experlicnt, 1 could prove) 

That faiihfu! were, ilm>ugh thick and thin, abroad. 

At Issue, fju' more thuu <'ver vet was- love— 

Who did »ml quit me wiien oppression trod 
Upon me; \vh<»m scuudal could romovo; 

"Who fought, and light, in ahsimeo Irm, iny battles, 
Despite the snake society’s loud ratlloH, 

Xf vn. 

Whether Don Juan and chaste Adeline 
Grew friends in this or any other sense. 

Will bo discuss’d lier<*aficr, 1 opine: 

Atpresi'iit I am "lad of a pretenco 
To leave (hem luiVi.ring, as the i lfect is fine, 

And keeps llie ainM-ions reader in mxpenM; 

The surest way f>r iudics ant) f>)r books 
To bait lt»eir leuitor or their Ituiier hooks. 

Xt'VIH. 

■Wholhor they rwle, or walkM. <vr sttidied Spanish, 

'1*0 read Don Quixote in the original, 

A pleasure before which all others vanish; 

Wh«.‘ther their talk was of the kind call’d “small,** 
Or serious, an' llie lopiix 1 must banish 
To tlie lur.vl canto; wdiere, j>orhaps, 1 shall 
Siiy s<iinei|nng to the purpose, and display 
(Jonsidcrable talent in my way. 

xnx. 

Al>ovo all, I lieg nil men to forbear 
Amicipating aught alH»ul tlie matior' 

They ’ll only make niistakcH o.boj'.i the fair, 

And Juan, 1 'k), esjweiully the latter. 

And 1 sljall take a mtich more snrions air 
'I'han 1 have ytd domt in this cpie satire. 

It is not clear dial Adeline and Juan 
"W'ill fall; but if titey do, ’t will Ij© ihcir ruin. 

c. 

But. great things spring from littlewould you thiid:| 
That, in our youth, as dangerous a jmsshm 
e’er brought man and woman to the brink 
Of ruin, rose fiom such a slight occaHion 
As few would <5ver dream could form tho link 
Of such a sentimental situation 7 
You ’ll never guess, I ’ll het you millions, milliarda— 
It all sprung from a haradcas game at hilUards. 
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CI. 

’T is sifsnge—but true; for truth is always strange, 
rStrangi^r tlianiiction; if it could be told, 

How mud) would novels gain by the exchange! 

How differently the world would men behold! 
How oft would vice and virtue places change! 

The new world would bo nothing to the old. 

If some Columbus of the moral seas 
Would show mankind their souls’ antipodes. 

cti. 

What “ antres vast and deserts idle” then 
Would 1)0 discover’d in ihAuman soul! 

What ice-bergs in the liearta of mighty men. 

With self-love in the centre as their pole ! 

What Anthropophagi are nine of ten 
Of those who hold the kingdoms in control! 

Wore things hut only call’d by their right name, 
CiEsar himself would ho ashamed of fame. 


CANTO XV. 


Ah !——what should fiJlow slips from ir«y reflection : 

Whatever ftdlows ne*erthcl»Mss may b ’ 

As <1 propo.s of hope or retnwpcciioii, 

As lljou'^h iho lurking thought had follow’d free. 

All present lift*, is but an interjection, 

An “Oh!” or *‘Ah!” of joy or misery, 

Or a “ Ila! Ita!” or “ Bah !”—a yawn, or “ Pooh!” 
Of which perhafw the latter is mo.st true. 

11 . 

But, more or less, the whole ’« a syncope, 

Or a singultus—cnihlems of emotion, 

'riu? grand antithesis to great ennui, 

Wherewith we bnnili our bubbles on the ocean, 
1 ’hat watery outline of eternity, 

Or miniature at least, as is my notion, 

Which ministers unto the soul’s delight, 

In seeing matters which art) out of sight. 

HI. 

But all are better tlmn the sigh supprost, 

Corroding in the ('avem of tlto heart, 

Making tlie countenance a mask of rest, 

Ar^ turning human nature to an art. 

Few men dare show thtnr thoughts of worst cm* best; 

Dissimulation always sets apart 
A comer for herself; and therefore Action 
Is that which passes with least contradiction. 

IV. 

Ah! wlio can tell ? Or rattier, who catmot 
Remember, without telling, fiassion’s errors ? 

Tfh«* drainer of oblivimi, even the sot, 

Hath got blue devils fesr his morning mirrors; 

What though on Lethe’s stream he seem to float, 

He cannot sink his tremors or hU terrors; 

The ruby glass tliat shakes witliin his hand, 
l.euves a sad sediment of Time’s worst sand. 

V. 

And as fm* love— Ob, Love—We will proceed. 

The Lady Adeline Amundeville, 

A pretty name as one would wish to read, 

Must perch harmonious on my tuneful quiO, 

There’s music in the sighing of a reed; 

There’s music in the gushing of a rill; 

There’s music in all thin^, if men had ears: 

Their eardi is but an echo of the spheres. 


n. 

The Lady Adeline, right honourable, 

And honour’d, ran a risk of growing less so; 

For few tif the soft sex are very stable 
In their resolves—alas! that I should say to! 
They differ as wine differs from its label, 

When once decanted1 presume to guess so, 
But will not swear: yet both upon occasion, 

Till old, may undergo adulteration. 

vn. 

But Adeline was of the purest vintage, 

The unmingled c.isence of the grape; and yet 
Bright as a new Nap(»leoii from its mintage, 

Or glorious as a diamond ricltiy set; c 
A page where time should hesitate to print age, 
And for which nature might forego her debt— 
Sole creditor whose process dodi involve in *t 
The luck of finding every htsly solvent. 

viii. 

Oh! Deatli! thou Junnest of all duns I thou daily 
Knockest. at doors, at first witli modest tap, 

Like a meek tradesman when approaching palely 
Some splendid debtor he woiiM ta’ltft by sap: 

But. oft denied, as patience 'gins to fail, he 
Advances with exasperated rap, 

And (if let in) insists, in terms unhamlsomc, 

On ready money, or “ a draft on Ransom.” " 
jx. 

Whate ’or thou takest, spare awhile poor beauty ! 

She is so rare, and thou hast, so much prey. 

What though slie now and then may slip from duty, 
Tlie more’s the reason wliy you ought to stay. 
Gaunt (.oMirmaiKl! with whole iialioiiH for your boot 
You should he civil in a luoiJest way: 

Bupprass then some slight feminine diseases, 

And take as many heroes as Heaven [doases. 

X. 

Fair Adeline, the more ingenuous 

Where she was interested, (as was said,) 
Because she was not apt, like some of us, 

To like too readily, or too higli bred 
To show it—points wc need not now discass— 
Would give tip artlessly both heart and head 
Unto such feelings as seem’d innocent, 

For objects worthy of tlie seniimonl. 

XI. 

Some parts of Juan’s history, which rumour, 

That live gazette, had scatter’d to disfiffure, 

She had hcani; but women hear with more good him 
Such aberrations than we men of rigour. 

Besiflcs his conduct, since in England, grew more 
Strict, and liis mind as.sumed a manlier vigour; 
Because he had, like Alcibiadcs, 

The art of living in all climes witli case, 

XII. 

Hi.s manner was perhaps the more seductive, 
Because he ne’er seemed anxious to seduce; 
Nothing affecteil, studied, or constructive 
Of coxcombry or conquest: no abuse 
Of his attractions iiarr’d llie fair perspective, 

To indicate a Cupidon broke looso, 

And seem to say, “ resist us if you can”— 

Which makes a dandy while it spoils a man. 

xin. 

They are wrong:—that’s not the way to set ab(Mat it| 
As, if they told the truth, could ivell be shown. 

But, right or wrong, Don Juan was without it; 

In fact, his manner was his own alone: 

Sincere he was—at least you could not doubt it, 

In listening merely to bis voice’s tone. 

The devil ha^ not in all his quiver’s choice 
An arrow for the iieart like a sweet voice. 



xrr. 

By nature noft, his whole address held olT 
Suspicion: though not timid, his regard 
Was such as rather seemM to keep aloof, 

To ediield himself, than pul you on your guard: 
Perhaps *t was hardly qviite assured enough, 

But modesty’s at times its own reward, 

. Like virtue; and the absence of pretension 
Will fo much further than there *s need to mention. 

XV. 

Serene, accomplish’d, cheerful, but not loud; 

Insinuating without iusiimation; 

Observant of foibles of the crow<l, 

. Yet ne’er betraying this in conversation; 

Proud wiUi the proud, yet cpurlcously proud, 

So as to make them (eel he know his station 
AikI theirs;—without a struggle for priority, 
neither brook’d nor claimed superiority. 

XVI. 

Thcd is, witli men: with women, he was what 
They pleased to make or take him for; and their 
Imagination’s quit# enough f«»r that: 

• that die outline’s tolerably fair, 


They fill the canvass up—and “ verbum sal,” 
If once llioir phantasies be brou^t to bear 



xvn. 

Adeline, no deep judge of character, 

Was apt to a(id a colouring from her ovm. 

’T is thus the good will amiably err, 

And eke the. wise, as has been often shown- 
Experieiiee is tlie chief philosopher, 

But saddest when his science is well known: 
And persecuted sages teach the schools 
Their folly in forgetting there are fools. 

• xviii. 

Was it not so, great l.ocke ? and greater Bacon ? 

V Great Socrates ? And I’hou, Diviner still,* 
lot it is by man to be mistaken, 

And thy pure creed made sanciloiiofall ill? 
Redeeming wtirlds (n b<* by bigots shaken, 

How vviw thy toil rewarded. ? We might fiU 
V(»luines with similar sad illustralions, 

But leave them to the conscience of th<5 nations. 

XIX. 

f perch upon an humbler promontory, 

Amid life’s infinite vuritJty : 

With no great care for what is nickname<l glory 
But Kpeoiilating as 1 cast mine eye 
On what may suitor may not suit my story, 

And never straining hard to versify 
I rattle on exactly as 1 ’d talk 
With any body in a ride or >valk. 

XX. 

I do n’t know that there may be much ability 
Shown in this sort of desultory rhyme; 

But there’s a conversational facility, 

Which may round off on hour upon a time. 

Of this I ’rn sure at least, there’s flo servility 
In mine irregularity of chime, 

Which rings wliat’s uppermost of now or hoary, 
Just as I feel the improvvisalore.” 

XXI. 

** Omnia vult bdlc Matho dicere—die aliquando 
Et hene, die neirfrum, die aliquando mede.’* 

The first is rather more than mortal can do; 

The BOc.ond may be sadly done or gayly; 

*The third is still more difficult to stand to; 

The fourth wo hear, and see, and say too, daily: 
The whole u^ther is what I could wish 
TPo swve in this conundrum of a dish. 


XZII. 

A modest hope—but modmty *« my forte, 

And pride my foible >-let us ramhte oh, 

I meant to make this f>oem very idiwt, 

But now I can’t tell where it may not run 
No doubt, if 1 had wish’d to pay my eomt 
To critics, or to hail the aeUinj^ sun 
Of tyranny of all kinds, my concision 
Were morebut I was bom for c^^iORttioii. 

xxm. 

But then’t is mostly on die weaker side: 

So llat I verily believe^lf th#?y 
Who now are basking in their full-blown pride, 

Were shaken down, and “ dogs had had their day. 
Though at the first I miglit by chance deride 
Their tumble, 1 should turn the other way, 

And wax an ultra-royalist in Ujyaliy, 

Becai^ [ hate oven democratic royiUty. 

XXIV. 

I tliink 1 should have made a decent spouso, 

If I had never proved the soft cotMlitioti; 

I think I should have made monastic vows, 

But for my own peculiar superstition: 

'Gainst rliyinc 1 never should have knock’d mybrovm, 
Nor bre^tn my own head, nor thatof Priscion; 

Nor worn tho motley mantle of a fKwg, 

If some one had not told me to fon'go it. 

XXV. 

But laissez aller”—4ciughts and dames 1 sing, 

Such as the times may fiiriiish. ’T is a flight 
Which sfcins at first to netHl no lofty wing, 

Plumed by Longinus or (he SUigyrile: 

Thd*difficulty lies in colouring 
(Keeping Uie due proportions still in sight) 

With nature manners which nn.‘ artificial. 

And rendering general that which is especial. 

XXV'I. 

The diffcrenci-. is, that in the days of old 
JVleu made tJie mannem; manners now make men *- 
Piim’d like a flock, and fleeced loo m (h<’ir fold, 

At least nine, and a ninth In'sldo of (on. 

Now ihi.s at all «*venls i/iuhi ii‘ink*r col<l 
Your writers, wlio must either <lraw again 
Day.s better drawn before, or else assume 
The proHerit, with their coinmonplaee costume,. 

xxvu. 

I We ’ll do oiir best to make the best on’t March! 

March, my Muse! If you eaiinot fly, yet flutter 
And when you may >K|t l»o suhiime, he arch, 

Or starch, as are the edii'ls stalesnieu utter. 

We surely shall find something worth re.8earch: 

Columbus found a ti<;w world in a cutter, 

Or briganliite, or pink, of no grtrat loiuiage, 

While yet America was In hei nonage. 

xxviii. 

When Adeline, in all her growing aeiLse 
Of Juuij’s merits and his situation, 

Felt on the whole an interest intense— 

Partly perhaps because u fresh sensation, 

Or that he had an air of innocence, 

Which is for innocence a sad temptation,— 

As women hate half inoasurcs, on the whole, 

She ’gan to }x»ider how to save his soul. 

XXIX. 

She had a good opinion of advice, 

Like all who give and eke receive it gmtis. 

For which small themks aro sfill the roarkof-prico, 

Even where the article at highest rate i». 

She tliought upon tho subject twice or thrico, 

Am! morally docidod, the best stale is, 

For morals, marriugo; imd, this question carn#cl, 

She seriously advised him to get married. 



XXX. 

Juan replied, 'with all becoming deference, 

He hail a predilection ibr that tie; 

Htit that at present, with immediate reference 
To his own circumalanoes, there might lie 
Some difficulties, as in his own preference, 

Or that of her to wh«n he might apply; 

That still ho’d wed with such or sucli a lady, 

If that they were not married all already, 

XXXI. 

Next to the making matches for herself. 

And daughters, brothers, sisters, kith or kin. 
Arranging them like books ou the same shelf, 

There’s nothing women love to dabble in 
More (like a stockholder in growing pelf) 

Than match-making in general: ’lis no sin 
Certes, but a provenlalive, and therefore ; 

That is, no doubt, the only reason whoreforo. 

XXXII. 

But noveryot (except of course a miss 
Unwed, or mistress never to be wed, 

Or wed already, who object to this) 

Was there chaste dame who had notin her head 
Some drama of the marriage unities. 

Observed as strictly both at board and bed, 

As those of Aristotle, thougli sometimes 
They turn out melodrames or pantomimes. 

XXXIII. 

They generally Iiave some only son. 

Some heir to a large property, some friend 
Of an old family, some gay Sir Jolm, 

Or grave Lord George, with whom perhaps might end 
A line, and leave posterity undone. 

Unless a marriage was applied to mend 
The prospect and tliuir morals: and besides, 

They have at hand a blooming glut of brides. 

XXXIT. 

From those they will he careful to select, 

For this an heiress, and for tliat a beauty; 

For one a songsi ress who hath no defect, 

For t’ other one who promises much duty; 

For this a lady no one can reject, 

Whose sole accomplislimonts were quite a booty; 

A second for her excellent connexions ; 

A third, because there can be no objections. 

XXXV. 

When Rapp the harmonist ombargo’d marriage, * 

In his harmonious settlement—(wliich hourislios 
Strangely enough as yet without miscarriage, 

Because it breeds no more moutJis than it nourishes. 
Without those sad expenses which disparage 
What Nature naturally most cucourages)— 

Wliy call’d he “ Harmony” a state sans wedlock ? 

Now here I have got tlie preacher at a dead lock. 

xxxvr. 

Because ho either meant to sneer at harmony 
Or marriage, by divorcing them thus oddly. 

But whether reverend Rapp loarn’d this in Germany g 
Or no, ’tis said his sect is rich and godly. 

Pious and pure, beyond what I can term any 
Of ours, although they propagate more broadly. 

My objection’s to his title, nut his ritual, 

Although I wonder bow it grow habitual 

XXXVII. 

But Rapp is die reverse of zealous matrons, 

Who favour, malgrd Malthus, generation— 

Professors of diat genial art, and patrons 
Of all tho modest part of propagation. 

Which after all at such a desperate rate runs. , 1 
That half its produce tends to emigration, 

That sad result of passions and potatoes— 

TwAxreeds whicli pose our economic Catos. 


xxxTni. 

Had Adeline read Malthus ? I can’t tell; [r 

I wish she had: his book’s the eleventh comm. 
Which says, “ thou shall not marry”'^nloB3 tweH; 

This he (as far as I can understand) meant: 

’T is not my purpose on liis views to dwell. 

Nor canvass what “ so eminent a hand” meant ;• 
But certes it conducts to lives ascetic. 

Or turning marriage into arithmetic. 

XXXIX. 

But Adeline, who probably presumed 
That Juan liad enough of maintenance, 

Or aijjarate maintenance, in case’t was doom’d— 

As on the whole it is an even ehauce * 

That bridegrooms, after they arc fairly groom’d, 

May retrograde a litllo inllie dance 
Of marriage—(which might fiirma painter’s fame. 
Like Holbein’s “ Dance of Death”—but’tis tho sam 

xn. 

But Adeline iletcrmincd Juan’s wedding. 

In her own mind, and that’s enough for woman, fii 
But tlicii, with whom'/ There was the sage Miss Ror 
Aliss Raw, Miss Flaw, Miss SGowman, and M 
And llie two fair co-heiresses Giltbeclding. flCnowriu 
She deem’d his merits something more than commo 
All these wore unobjectionable matches, 

And might go on, if well wound up, like watches 

XT.I. 

There was Miss Millpond, smortli as summer’s sea, 
That usual paragon, an only daugiiter, 

Who seem’d the cream of equanimity, fwab 

Till skimm’d—and then there was some milk e 
With a slight shade of Blue too it might be, 

Boncalli tho surface ; hut what did it matter? 
Love’s riotous, hut marriage should have quiet, 

And, being consuinplivo, live- on a milk diet. 

XLU. 

And then tliere was tlie Miss Audacia Shoestring, 

A dashing demoiselle of good estate, 

Whose hetirl was liwd upon a star of hliiestriug; 

But whether Knglish dukes grew rare of late, 

Or that she liad not harp’d tq>oii the true siring, 

By which stieli sirens ran attract our great, 

Shu took np with some foreign younger brother, 

A Russ or Turk—the one’s as good as t’ oUicr. 

Xt-III. 

And then there was—hut why should T go on, 

Unless tho ladies should go ofl'?—there was 
Indeed a certain fair and fairy one. 

Of the best class, and hotter than her class,— 
Aurora Rahy, a young star who shone 

O’er lifi!, too sweet all image for such glass, 

A lovely being, scarcely form’d or moulded, 

A rose willi all its sweetest leaves yet folded; 

xi,ir. 

Rich, iiolilo, but an orphan; left on only 
Child to the care of guardians good and kind; 

But still her aspect had an air so lonely! 

Blood is not water; and where shall we find 
Feelings of youtii lik« those which overtJirown lie 
By death, when we are left, alas! behind. 

To feel, in friendless palaces, a home 
Is wanting, and our best ties in tlie tomb ? 

xnv. 

Early in years, and yet more infantine 
In figure, she had something of sublime 
In eyes which satlly shone, as seraphs’ shine. 

All youth—but willi an aspect beyond time; 

Radiant and grave—as pitying nian’sdocline; 

Mournful—but mooniful of anoilier’s crime, 

She look’d as if she sat by Eden’s door, 

And griev’d for those wlvo could return no more, ^ 
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XITI. 

She was a Catholfc too, sincere, austere, 

As far as her own gentle heart allowM, 

And doemM that fallen worship far more clear, 

—Perhaps because U was fallen: her sires were proud 
* Of deeds and days when tlioy had fillM the ear 
^ Of nations, and had never b<^nt or bowM 
To novel power; and as she was the last, 

She held &cir old faith and old feelings fast 

XLVII. 

She gazed upon a world she scarcely knew, 

As seeking not to know it; silent, lone, 

As growS*a tlSwer, thus quietly she grew, 

And kept her heart serene within its zone. 

There was awe in the homage which she drew; 

Her spirit seem’d as sealed on a throne 
^ Apart from tlte surrounding world, and strong 
Xa its own strength—most strange in one so young. 

XLVirr. 

Now it so happen’d, in the catalogue 
Of Adeline, At^ora was omitted, 

. AJthough her birth and wealth had given her vogue 
Beyond the cliarniers we have already cited: 

Her beauty also seem’d to form no clog 

lier being mentioned as well fitted, 
virtues, to bo worth the trouble 
single gentlemen who would be double.. 

Xt.IX. 

And this omission, like that of iKo bust 
Of Brutus at the pageant of Tiberius, 

Made Juan wonder, as no ilouht he must. 

This lie cxpres.«M half smiling and half serious; 
When Adeline replied wiUi some disgust, 

And with an air, to say tin* least, imperious, 

She inarvell’d “ what lie saw in such a baby 
As that prim, silent, cold Aurora Raby 

L. 

..Juan rejoin’d —“ She was a Catholic, 

'^'^nd tlicrefore fittest, as of his persuasion; 

Since he was sure his mother would fall sick, 

And the Pope thunder excommunication, 

liyt hero Adeline, who seem’d to piquo 
TIerseif extremely on th<' inocululion 
Of others willi her own opinions, stated— 

As usual—the same reason wbicii she late did. 

i.r. 

And wherefore not? a reasonable reason, 

If good, is none the worse for repetition; 

If bad, the best way’s certainly to tease on 
And amplify: you lose much by concision; 
Whereas insisting in or out of sea-son 
Convinces all men, even a politician; 

Or—what is just the same—it wearies out. 

So the end’s gain’d, what signifies the route? 

iji. 

Adeline had this slight prejudice— 

For prejudice it was—against a creaUire 
As pure as sanctity itself from vice, 

With all the added charm of foftn and feature, 

For mo appears a question far too nice, 

Since Adeline was liberal by nature; 

But nature’s nature, and has more caprices 
Than I have time, or will, to take to piec^. 

z.iir. 

Perhaps she did not like the quiet way 

With which Aurora on those baubles look’d, 

Which charm moat people in their earlier day: 

• For there are few tilings by mankind less brook’d, 
And wmnankind too, if we so may say, 

Than finding thus their genius stand rebuked, 

Vke ** Antony’s by Cn?sar,” by the few 
Who look igion them as lliey ought to do. 


' trr. 

It was not envy—Adeline had none; ,» 

Her place ^vas far beyond it, and her mind. 

It was not scorn—which could not light on one 
Whose greatest fault wm leaving fow to find, 
ll was not jealousy, I Uiink: but shim 
Following the “ ignea fatui” of mankind. 

It was not* b ut’t is easier far, alas! 

To say what it was not, tlian what it wui.r 

, hr. 

Little Aurora deem’d slio^was the 
Of such discnssion. She was there a guest, 

A beauioous ripple of the brilliant stream 
Of rank and youth, though purer than the rest, 

Which How’d on for a moment in tlie beam 

1 'iiiic slieds a moment o’er each sparkling crest. 

Had kIh! known lliis, she would have calndy smiled— 
She had bo much, or little, of the child. 

i.vi. 

The dashing and proud air of Adeline 
Imposed iv>t ti)>on lier; she saw her blaze 
Much as she would have seen a glow>worm shine, 

Then turn’d nnto the stars for loftier rays. 

.luau was something slie could not divine, 

Hcing no sibyl in tho new world’s ways; 

Yet she was nothing dazzled by the meteor, 

Because she did not pin licr faitli on feature. 

rvri. 

His fame too,—fiir lie had that kind of fame 

Which Boinetimos plays the deuce witli womankind, 
A heterogenefvus mass of gloriouR blame, 

Half virtues and whole vices being combined; 

Faults wlucfi attra<^t because, they are not tame; 

Follies trick’d out so brightly that they blind.^ 

Tiiose. seals upon her wax made no impression, 

Such was her coldness or her self-possession. 

r.viir. 

Juan knew naught of Kuch a character— 

High, yet resembling not his lost Haidee; 

Yet each wa.s radiant in her proper s|^ere: 

The ifilaiid girl, hretl up by tlic loire sea, 

More warm, as lovely, and not less sincere. 

Was nature’s all: Aurora could not be 
Nor would be tJius;—tho difl’ew'nce in tlicm 
Was such a» lies between a flower and gem. 

T.lX. 

Having wound up with this sublime comparison, 
Mcthinkft we may proceed uj>oii our narrative, 

And, as inyfrierid Scott says, “1 sound my Warison;” 

Scott, the superlative of my comparative— 

Scott, who can paint your (/'hrislian kni^t or Saracen, 
Serf, lord, man, with siudi skill as norw would share it, if 
There had not been one Shakspearo and Voltaire, 

Of one c>r botJi of whom he seems the heir. 

LX. 

I say, in my slight way I may proceed 
To play upon the surface of humanity. 

I write ihc world, nor core if Uie world road, 

At least for this 1 cannot fqmre its vanity. 

My Muso hath bred, and still perhaps may breed 
Moro foes by this same scroll: when 2 ^gan it, I 
Thought lliat if turn out so—1 feiotv it, 

But still I ani, or wan, a pretty poet. 

i.xr. 

The conference or congress (for it ended 
As congressee of late do) the Lady 
Adeline and Don Juan rattier Wended 
Some acids with the sweets—for she was heady y 
But, ere tho matter could l>e marr’d or mended. 

The silvery bell rung, not for “ dinner ready,” 

But for that hour, call’d hdf-haur, given to dress, 

“hough ladies robes seem scant enough for lew. 
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LZXX. 

< Great t&Uigs were now to be achieved at tabic, 

With massy plate for armour, knives and forks 
For weapons; But what Muso since Homer’s able 
(His feasts aro not the worst part of his works) 

To draw up in array a single day-bill 
Of modern dinners ? where more mystery lurks 
In soups or sauces, or a sole ragoilt, 

Than witches, b-^ches, or physicians brew. 

LXIII. 

There was a goodly “ soupc h ia oonne femme 

Though God knows whence it camo from; there was too 
A turbot for relief of those who <Tam, 

Relieved with diiidon h la P^rigtieux; 

There also was—the sinner tlmt 1 am! 

How shall I get this gourmorul stanza through? 

Soupe h la Bewvoau, whoso relief was dory, 

Relieved itself by pork, for greater glory. 

LXXV. 

But I must crowd all into one grand moss 
Qr mass; for should I stretch into detail, 

My Muse would run much mure into excess, 

Than when some squoamish people deem her frail. 
But, though a bonne vivanLo,'’ I must confess 
Her stomach’s not her peccant part: this tale 
However doth require some sliglit refection, 

Just to relievo her spirits from dejection. 

LXV. 

Fowls h la Condd, slices eke of salmon. 

With sauces Genovoise, and haunch of venison; 
Wines too which mi^it again have slain young Ammon, 
A man like whom I hope we sha’n’i see many soon; 
They also set a glazed Wcslphaliaii ham on, 

Whereon Apicius would bestow his benison; 

And then there was chanipoguo with foaming whirls, 

As white as Cleopatra’s melted pearls. 

LXVI. 

Then diorc was God knows what “ h I’Allemande,” 

“ A I’Espagnole,” “ timballe,” and “ Salpicole”— 
With things X can’t withstand or understand, 

Though swallow’d witli much zest upon tim whole ; 
And entremets” to piddle with at hand, 

Gently to lull down the subsiding soul; 

While great Lucullus’ robe triompfiale mufUos [truffles.'^ 
JI%ere's fame )—^young partridge BUets, deck’d with 

1.XVII. 

What aro the JUUla on the victor’s brow 

To these? They are rags or dust. Wliero is tlie arch 
Which nodded to the nation’s spoils below ? 

Whore the triumphal chariot’s haughty march ? 

Gone to where victories must like dinners go. 

Further I shall not follow the research: 

But oh! ye modem heroes wldi your cartridges, 

When will your names lend lustre oven to partridges? 

nxviii. 

Those trufHes too are no bad accessaries, 

Follow’d by ** petite puils d’ornour,”—a dish 
Of which perhaps the ctx>kery rather varies, 

So every one may dress it to his wish, 

According to the best dictionaries, 

Which encyclopsedise both flesh and Bsh; 

But even sans conAtures,” it no less true is, 

There’s pretty picking in those petits puits.” • 

nxix. 

> The mind is lost in mighty contemplation 
Of intellect expended on two courses * 

And indigestion’s grand mullipHcation 
Requires arithmetic beyond iny forces. 

^ Who would suppose, from Adam’s simple ration, 

Tluit cookery cookl havo call’d forth such resources, 
As form a science and a nomenclature 
From out the comnKuaest demands eS nature ? 


LXX. 

The glasses jingled, and the palates tingled; 

The dinens of celebrity dined well;^ 

The ladies with more metderation mingled 
In the feast, pecking U;ss than I can tell; 

Also the younger men too; for a springald 
Can’t like ripe age in gourmandise excel, 

But thinks less of good eating than the whisper 
(When seated next him) of some pretty lisper. 
i-xxr. 

Alas! I must leave undescribed the gibier, 

The salmi, tlic consommee, the puree, 

All which 1 used lo make my rhymes run glibber 
Than could roast beef in our rough Jolm Bull way 
I must not introduce even a kpare rib here, 

Bubble and squeak” would spoil my liquid lay; 

But I have dined, and must forego, alas! 

The chaste description even of a ‘‘ becasse,” 

LXXII. 

And fniits, and icc, and all that art 

From nature for the serviee of the pout,— 

Yaste or the ^OTt/,--prt>nounce it as inclines 
Your Rtomacb. Ere you dine, the French will do; 
Bui after, tln;re are sometimes certain signs 
winch prove plain English truer of tlie two. 

Hast ever had the ^out ? 1 have not had it— 

But I may have, and you too, reader, dread it. 

l.XXIJl. 

Tlie simple olives, best allies of wine, 

Must I pass over in my bill of fare ? 

I must, although a favourite “ plat” of mine 
lu Spain, and Lucca, Athens, ev(?ry whore: 

On them and bread ’l was oft my luck to dine, 

The grass my tablecloth, in open air, 
f)n >SniMiiin or Hymettns, like Diogenes, 

Of whom half my philosuphy the progeny is. 

LXXIV. 

Amid tins tninnlt of fish, flcKh, and fowl, 

And vegetables, all in masquerade, 

The guests were placed according to their roll, 

Bui various as the various meats display’d: 

Don Juati sate next an “ h I’Espagnole”— 

No damsel, hut a dish, as hath been said ; 

But so far like a lady, that’t was drest 
Supt rbly, and contain’d a world of zest. 

I.XXV. 

By some odtl chance too he was placed between 
Aurora and the Lady Adeline— 

A situation difficult, I ween, 

For man tlicrein, with eyes and heart, to dine. 

Also tlio conference which we have seen 

Was not such as to encourage him to shine; 

For Adeline, addressing few words to him, 

With two tramicendtmt eyes seem’d to look through him- 

I.XXVI. 

I sometimes almost think that eyes havo ears: 

This much is sure, that, out of earshot, things 
Are somehow echoed to the pretty dears, 

Of which I can’t tell* vhenco their knowledge springs; 
Like that same mystic music of the spheres, 

Which no one hears so loudly though it rings. 

'T is wonderful how oft the sex have heard 
Long dialogues which pass’d without a word! 

i.xxyii. 

Aurora sat with that indifference 

Which piques a preux chevalier—as it ou^t: 

Of nil offences that’s the worst offence, 

Which seems to hint you are not worth a thought. 
Now Juan, though no coxcomb in pretence, 

Was not exactly pleased to bo so caught; 

. Like a good ship enlenglod among ice, ^ 

I And after so much excellent advice. 
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LXXTIII. 

^To his gxy nothing*, nothing was replied, 

Or something which i^-as nothing, as urbanity 
Required. Aurora scarcely look’d aside, 

_ N or even smiled enough for any vanity. 
xEe devil was in the girl! C,oul<f it be pride, 

Or modesty, or absence, or inanity ? 

• Heaven knows! But Adeline’s malicious eyes 
Sparkled with her successful prophecies, 

LXXIX, 

And look’d as much as if to say, I .said it— 
A kind of triumph I ’ll not recominond, 
Because it sometimes, as I ’vo seen or read it, 

. Both in the case of lover and of friend, 

Will pique a gentleman, for.hia own credit, 

To bring what was a jest to a serious end; 
For all men prophecy what is or tvas, 

And hate those who won’t let (hem come to pass. 


1.XZXV1. 

And girls of sixteen are thus far Soonitiic, 

But innocently so, as Socrates; ^ • 

And really, if the sage sublime and Attic 
At seventy years Iiad phantasies like these, 

Which I»lato in his dialogues dramatic 
Has shown, 1 know not why tl^oy should diiqilease 
In virgins—always in a modest way, 

Ob.sorve; for that with mo ’n a “ sine qua.”* 

7.XXXV1I. 

Also obsmo, (hat like lite great Lord Cdre, 

(8oe Littleton) whene^ir I have express’d 
Opinions two, which at first sight may lodt 
Twin opposites, the scciXtd is the best. 
lVrliai»s I have a third too in a nocdi, 

Or none at ail—which seems a sorry jest; 

But if a writer should be quite consistent, 

How could he p<js«ib!y show things existent ? 


LXXX. 

Juan was drawn thus into some attentions, 

Slight but select, and just enough to express, 

• To females of pnrdpiciious comprehensions, 

• That he woiikl rather make them more than less. 


Aurora at tlte last (so bistort' mentitms, 

Though probably much less a fact than guess) 
So fa^clax’d her thoughts from their sweet prison, 
ICC or twice to smile, if not to li.sien. 

J.XXXI 


From answering, she began to question: (hi^ 
With her was rare: and Adeline, who as yet 
Thought her predictions went not much amiss, 
Began to dread she’d thaw to a coquette— 

So very difficult, they soy, it is 

To keep extremes from meeting, when once set 
In motion; but she here too much refined— 
Aurora’s spirit was not of that kind. 


1.XXXVIII. 

If people contradict theinaelves, can I 
Help contradicling them, and every body, 
fivcii my veracious self ?—but (hat a lie ; 

1 never did so, never will—how should I? 
lie who jloubis all things, nolhing can deny; 

1Vul)>’s fountains may be clear—her streamsare muddy, 
And cut llirough such canals of contradiction, 

Tlia( she luusl often navigulo o’er fiction. 

1.XXXIX. 

Apologue, fable, ]>ocsy, and parable, 

Ar<* false, but may be render’d also true 
ly (lios<‘ who saw (hem in a land tlint’s arable. 

’T is woiulerful what fable will not do! 

T is said i( makes ri'-ality more bearable; 

Hut what’s reality ? Who hius its eluc ? 

’lillosophv? No; slic too much rejocis. 
lieligion '/ Ves; but which of all her swta? 


♦ LXXXII. 

w But Juan had a sort </ winning way, 
proud humility, if .such there be, 

Vvlhich show’d such deference to what fenialeasay, 

As if each charming word wore a decree. 

His tact too tamper’d iiimfrom grave to gay, 

And taught him when to be reserved or free: 

He had the art of drawing people out, 

Without their seeing what he was about. 

t.xxxm. 

Aurora, who in her indiffarcnco 

Confounded him in common with the crowd 
Of fluttorers, though she d«.‘tini’d he had more sense 
Than whispering foplings, or than witlings loud,— 

(. Commenced (from such slight things will great commence) 
To feel that flattery which attracts the proud 
Rather by deference than compliment, 

And wins even by a delicate dissent. 

1.XXXIV. 

And then ho had good lotdcs;—that [wint was carried 
JVm. con. among the women, which I grieve 
To say, leads oft to crim. con. with the marrierl— 

A case which to the juries we rgay leave, 

Since with digressions we too long have tarried. 

Now thrxigh we know of okl that looks deceive, 

And always have d<Mie, sc«nehow these good looks 
Make more impression than the best of books. 
lxxxt. 

Aurora, who look’d more on bocks than faces, 

Was very young, although so very sage, 

Admiring more Minerva than the Graces, 

Especially upon a printed page. 

But virtue’s self with all her tightest lacM, 

Has not the natm^ stays of strict old age; 

And Socrates, that model of all duly, 
ftwn’d to a penchant, though discreet, for beauty. 


xr. 

Some millions must, be wrong, that’s pretty clear; 
Herha|>s it may turn out that all w<'r« right. 

h«‘lp us! Since wo ’vc nc»?d on our career 
Tokt'cp our holy biiacons always bright, 

'T is tiim'lliiit some new praphtU should appear 
Or old indulge man with a gccond-sight. 

Ipinions wear out in some (iioiisand years, 

<V it bout a siiKu) rirfreshnient from the spheres. 

XCJ. 

But litre again, w!iy w'ill I thus entangle 
Myself with metaphysics? None con hate 
So much as 1 dt) any kind of wrangle; 

And yet such is my folly, or my fate, 

I always knock my head against Boino angle 
About llie present, past, and future state; 

Yet T wisli well to Trojan and to Tyrian, 

Ft»r I was bred a nuKiorale Prosbytorian. 

xr. 

But though 1 am a temperate thoologioiii, 

And also meek as a. metaphysician, 

Impartial between Tyrinn and 'I’rtyan, 

As Eliloij on a lunatic commission,— 

In ptditirs, mv duty i« to show John 

Bull something t>f the lower world’s condition. 

It makes my bhxxl boil like tiv' springs of Hecla, 

To see rasn let these scoundroi sfwereigns break law. 

XCIII. 

Blit politics, and policy, and piety, 

Arc topics which T smnetimes introduce. 

Not only for (he sake of their variiJty, 

But as subservient to a moral use; 

Because my business is to dress society. 

And stuff with gage that very verdant goose. 

And now, that we may furnish with some matter all 
Tastes, we are going to fry the supertiatHral. 



jcoir. 

Andnqir L will give up all argument: 

* And poaitivci; henceforth no temptation 
Sfiall •* fool me .to the top of my bent 
Yes, I *B begin a thorough r^ormation. 

Indeed I never knew what people meant 
By deeming that my Muse’s conversation 
Was dangerous;—think she is as harmless 
As some who labour more and yet may charmless. 

xcv. 

Grim reader! did you ever see a ghost ? 

No; but you’ve beard—I uHdorstandi—be dumb! 
And don’t regret the time you may have lost, 

For you have got that pleasure still to come: 
And do not think I mean to sneer at must 
Of these things, or by ridicule benumb 
That source of the sublime and the mysterious:— 
For certain reasons my belief is serious. 

xcvi. 

Serious? You laugh:—you may; that will I not; 

My smiles must be sincere or nut at all. 

I say I do believe a haunted spot 

Exists—and where ? That shall I not recall, 
Because I’d rattier it should be forgot. 

Shadows the soul of Richard” may appal: 

In short, upon that subject I’ve some qualms, very 
Like those of the philosopher of Malmsbury.' 

XCTII. 

The night (I sing by night—sometimes an owl, 
And now and &en a nightingale)—is dim. 

And the loud shriek of sage Minerva’s fowl 
Rattles around me her discordant hymn: 

Old portraits from old walls upon mo scowl— 

I wish to heaven they would not look so grim; 
The dying embers dwindle in the grate— 

1 think too that 1 have sate up too late: 

XCTIII. 

And therefore, thought’t is by no means my way 
To rhyme at noon—when I have other tilings 
To think of, if I ever think,—I say 

I feel some chilly midnight shudderings. 

And prudently postpone, until mid-day, 

Treating a topic which, alas! but brings 
Shadows;—but you must bo in my condition 
Before you learn to call this superstition. 

xcix. 

Between two worlds life hovers like a star, 

’Twixt night and mom, upon the horizon’s verge; 
How little do we know that which we are! 

How less what we may be ! The eternal surge 
Of lime and tide rolls on, and bears afar 
Our bubbles; as the old burst, new emerge, 
lAsh’d from the foam of ages; while the graves 
£f empires heave but like some passing waves. 


CANTO XVI. 


Txx antique Persian* taught three useful tliings,- 
To draw the bow, to ride, and speak the truth. 
This was the mode of Cyrus—best of kings— 

A mode adopted since by modern youth. 

Bows have they, generally with two strings; 

Horses they ride without remorse or ruth; 

At speaking truth perhaps they are less clever, 
But draw the long bow better now than ever. 


II. 

The cause of this effect, or this defect, 

“ For this effect defective comes by wauso,”— 
Is what I have not leisure to inspect; 

But this 1 must say in my own applause, 

Of all the muses that 1 recollect, 

Whate’er may bo her follies or her flaws 
In some tilings, mine’s beyond all contradictiem 
The most sincere that ever dealt in fiction. 

III. 

And as she treats all things, and ne’er retreat* 
From any thing, this Epic will contain 
A wilderness of the most rare conceits. 

Which you might elsewhere hope to find in fain. 
’T is true there bo some bitters with the sweets, 
Yet mix’d so slightly tliat you can’t complain, 
But wonder tliey so few are, since my tale is 
“ Dc rebus cunctis el quibusdam atiis.” 

IV. 

But of all truths which she has told, the most 
True is that which she is about to tell. 

I said it was a story of a ghost— « 

What then ? I only know it so befell. 

Have you explored ibe limits of the coast 

Wliere all the dwellers of the earth must dwell ? 
’T is time to strike such puny doubters dumb as ^ 
The skeptics who would not believe Columbus. 

V. 

Some people would impose now with authority, 
Turpin’s or Monmouth Geoffry’s Chronicle 
Men whose historical superiority 
Is always greatest at a miracle. 

But Saint Augustine has the great priority. 

Who bids all men believe tiie impossible. 

Because't is so. Who nibble, scribble, ()uibble, ho 
Cluicts at once with “ quia impossibile.” 

VI. 

And therefore, mortals, cavil not at all; 

Believe:—if’t is improbable you must; 

And if it is impossible, you shall: 

’T is always best to take things upon trust. 

I do not speak profanely to recall 

Those holier mysteries, which tlic wise and just 
Iloceive as gospel, and which grow more rooted. 

As all truths must, the more tliey arc disputed. 

vn. 

1 merely mean to say what Johnson said. 

That in tl>e course of some six thousand years, 
All nations have believed tliat from the dead 
A visitant at intervals appears; 

And what is strangest upon tliis strange head. 

Is Uiat whatever bar the reason rears 
'Gainst such belief, tliero’s something stronger still 
In its behalf, let those deny who will. 

vni. 

The dinner and the soiree too were done, 

The Slipper too discuss’d, the dames admired. 
The banqueters had dropp’d off one by one— 

Tho song was silent, and the dance expired; 

The last thin petticoafs were vanish’d, gone. 

Like fleecy clouds into the sky retired, 

And nothing brighter gleam'd through the saloon 
Than dying tapers—and the peeping moon. 

IX. 

The evaporation of a joyous day 
Is like tho lost glass of champagne, wiUiout 
Tho foam which made its virgin bumper gay; 

Or like a system coupled with a doubt; 

Or like a soda-bottle, when its spray 
Has sparkled and let half its spirit out; 

Or like a billow left by storms behind. 

Without the animation of the wind; 
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Or lik« an opiate which brings troubled rest, 

Or none ; or like—-like nothing that I know 
Except itself;—such ia lljc human breast; 

^ A thing, of which similitudes can show 
real likeness,—like the old Tyrian vest 
Dyed purple, none at present can tell Iiow, 

If from a shellfish or from cochineal.* 

So perish every tyrant’s robe piecemeal I 

But next to dressing for a rout or ball, 

Undressing is a wo; our robe-dtvchand)ro 
May sit likf^that of Nessus, and recall 
Tlioughts quite as yellow, but less clear than amber. 
Titus exclaim’d, “ I’ve io^t a day 1” Of all 
T'he nights and days nujst people can remember, 

(I have had of both, some not be disdain’d,) 

I wish they’d state how many they have gain’d. 

XII. 

And Juan, on retiring for the night, 

Fell restless and perplex’d, and comprc>mised; 

He thought Aurora Hahy’s eyes more bright 

• Than Adeline (such is advice) advised ; 

If he had known exactly his own plight, 

He probably would have philosophized; 

A ea/ki resource to all, and ne’er denied 
'rffTwanted; iliercfore Juan only sigh’d. 

xiir. 

He sigh’d the next resource is tlic full moon, 

Wlicrc all sighs are deposited ; and now, 

It happen’d luckily, tlic diustcj orb slnmo 
As clear as such a climate will allow; 

And Juan’s mind was iu the proper tone 

'J’o hail her with the apostrophe—“ Oh, thou!” 

Of amatory egotism the tuism, 

Which further to explain would be a truism. 

• xiv. 

But lover, poet, or astronomer, 

. Shepherd, or swain, whoever may bcliold, 

Veel some abstraction when they gaze on her : 

Great thoughts we catch from tiieuce, (besides a cold 
Sometimes, unless my feelings rather err;) 

Deep secrets to her rolling ligljt arc told; 

The ocean’s tides and mortals’ brains sb«^ sways. 

And also hearts, if lliere be trulli in lays. 

XV. 

Juanfelt somewhat pensive, and dispi cd 
For contemplation rather than Ids pillow; 

The Gothic chamber, where he was enclosed, 

Let in tlic rippling sound of the lake’s billow, 

With all the mystery by midnight caused ; 

Below his window waved (of course) a willow ; 

And he stood gazing out on the caso.-ule 
That flash’d and after darken’d in tlie .shade. 

XVI. 

Upon his table or his toilet—which 
Of these is not exactly oscortain’d— 

(I state this, for I am cautious to a )»iich 
Of nicety, where a fact is tojw gain’d) 

A lamp bum’d high, while he leant from a niche, 

Where many a Gothic ornament remain’d, 

In chiscU’d stone and painted glass, and all 
That time has left our fathers of their hall. 

XVII. 

Then as the night was clear, though cold, he throw 
His chamber-door wide open—and went forth 
Into a gallery, of a sombre hue, 

I.ong, furnish’d with old picUircs of great worth 
Of knights and dames heroic and chaste too. 

As doubtless should be people of high birth. 

But by dim lights the pOTtraits of the dead 
Have something ghastly, desdate, and dread. 


xviii. 

The forrns of the grim knights and pictured sa^ls 
Look living in the mtKm; and as yop^urit 
Backward and forward to the echoes faint ' 

Ot your own foolHtejW—voices from ihfl «m 
Apjjcar to wake, and riiadows wild and quaint 
Start from the framc.s which fimee their aspects stem, 
As if to ask how can you dare to keep 
A vigil there, where uU Iwt death should sleep 

XIX, 

And the pale smile of beauties in the grave, 

The charms of other tays, in starlight gleams 
Glimmer on high; the buried lo«;ks still wave 
Along the cajjvass; their eyes glance like dreams 
On ours, or spats within some dusky cave, 

Hut deulh is imaged iu their shadowy beams. 

A picture is the past; even ere its frame 
Be gilt, wlio sate hath ceased to bo tlie same. 

XX. 

As Juan mused tm mtitahility, 

Or on his mistress—terms .synonymous— 

No sound cxcfju the echo of his sigh 
Or step ran sadly through that antique house, 

Whett stiddcttly ho heard, or thought so, nigh, 

A supernatural agent—or a moii.se, 

Wiujse little nibbling ni.stlu will r*nibarras8 
Most people, as it play.s along the arras. 

XXI. 

It was no tnousi*, but lo! a monk, array’d 
In cowl and beads and dusky garb, appear’d. 

Now in the moonlight, and now lapsed in shade, 

With slejis that trod as he-iyy, yet unheard; 

His ganne.nis only a slight murmur made: 

He iiKivedas shadowy as the siste.rs weird, 

But slowly ; and as he pass’tt Juan liy, 

Glanced, witliout pan.sing, on Lima bright cy© 

xxn. 

Juan was petrified; lie had beard a liint 
Of such a spirit in lhe.se balls of okl, 

But thought, like most men, there was nothing in’t 
Bf-yotul tin*, nwnour which suchsjMris unfold, 

CoinM from .surviving stifnirstifion’s mint, 

Wliioli passes ghosts in currency like gold, 

Hut rarely seen, like gold compared wiili paper. 

And did he see this ‘I or vvas it a vapour? 

xxrii. 

Onee, twice, llirice pass’d, repass’d—the thing of air, 

Or earth nencath, or heaven, or’t other place; 

And Juan gazed upon it willi a .stare, 

Yet could not speak or move; but, tm its haso 
As stands a statue, stood: ho feltlits liair 

Twine like a knot of snakes around his face; 

He tax’d his tongue for words, which were not granted, 
To ask the reverend person what he wanted. 

XXIV. 

The ihini lime after a still longer pumjc, 

The sliadow pass’d away—hut where? the hall 
W as l(rrig, and thus ftir ther*’ was no great cause 
To tliiuk his vanishing unnatural: 

Doors there were many, through which, by the laws 
Of physics, b<jdie.s, whelluT short or fall, 

Might coino or go; hm Juan coukl not state 
Through which llio spectre seem’d to evaporate. 

! XXV. 

lie Stood, how long ho knew not, but it seem’d 
An agr—expectant, powcrioas, with hus cyoij 
Strain’d on the spot where first the figure gleam’d; 

Tlicn by degroc.s recall’d lits ene.rgitifi, 

And would have pass’d the whole oCf as a dream) 

But could not wake; he was, ho did surmise. 

Waking already, and return’d at length 
Back to his chamber, shorn of half his strength. 


jr 
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XXTI. 

All thenvmu as he left it; atill hie taper 
' Burnt, and not Mue, as modest tapers use, 

Receiving sprites with sympathetic vapour; 

He ruin’d his eyes, they did not refuse 
Their office ; he took up an old newspaper; 

The paper was right easy to peruse; 

He read an article the king attacking, 

And a long eulogy of “ Patept Bladdng.'* 

xxrit. 

This savour’d of diis world; but his hand shook— 

He shut his door, and after haVing read 
A paragraph, 1 think about Home Tooke, 

Undress’d, and rather slowly went to bed. 

There, couch'd aU snugly on his pillow’s nook, 

With what he’d seen his phantasy he fed, 

And though it was no opiate, slumber crept 
Uptm him by degrees, and so he slept. 

XXTIII. 

He woke betimes; and, as may be supposed, 

Ponder’d upon his visitant or vision. 

And whether it ought not to be disclosed. 

At risk of being quizz’d for superstition. 

The more he thought, the more his mind was posed; 

In the mean timo his valet, whose precision 
Was great, because his master brook’d no less, 
Knock’d to inform him it was timo to dross. 

XXIX. 

He dress’d; and, like young people, he was wont 
To take some trouble with his toilet, but 
This morning rather spent loss time upon’t; 

Aside his very mirror soon was put: 

His curls fell negligently o’er his front. 

His clothes wore not curb’d to their usual cut, 

His very neckcloth’s Gordian knot was tied 
Almost a hair’s breadth too much on one side. 

XXX. 

And when he walk’d down into the saloon. 

He sate him pensive o’er a dish of tea. 

Which ho perhaps had not discover’d soon. 

Had it not happen’d scalding hot to be. 

Which made him have recourse unto his spoon; 

So mucli distrait he was, that all could see 
That something toos the matter—Adeline 
The first—but what she could not well divine. 

XXXI. 

She look’d and saw him pale, and turn’d as pale 
Herself; then hastily look’d down and mutter’d 
Sometliing, but what’s not stated in my talc. 

Lord Henry said, his muffin was ill butter’d; 

The Ihichess of Fitz-Fulkc play’d with her veil. 

And look’d at Juan hard, hut nothing utter’d. 

Aurora Raby, with her large dark eyes. 

Survey’d him with a kind of calm surprise. 

XXXII. 

But seeing him all cold and .silent still, 

And every body wondering more or less, 

Fair Adeline inquired if ho were ill ? 

He started, and said, “ Vos—^no—rather—^yes.” 

The family physician had great skill. 

And, being present, now began to express 
His readiness to feel his pulse, and tell 
The cause, but Juan said, “he was quits welt.” 

xxxni. 

“ Q.uite well; yes, no.”—^These answers were mysterious. 
And yet his lo^s appear’d to sanction both. 

However they mi^t savour of delirious; 

Something like illness of a sudden growth 
WeM^!^ his spirit, though by no means serious 
pSiv the rest, u^e himseV seem’d loth 
Tf4>sto the esMk |M||||ht ho ta’en for granted, 

It'ww aot the giiliiiHnbat he wanted. 


XXXIV. 

Lord Henry, who had now discuss’d his choedate, 

Also the muffin, whered’ he complain’d, 

Said, Juan had not got his usual look Slate, 

At which he marvell’d, since it had not rain’d ; 

Then ask’d her grace wliatnews were of the duke of b 
Her grace replied, kit grace was rather pain’d 
With some sli^t, light, hereditary twinges 
Of gout, which rusts aristocratic hinges. 

xxxv. 

Then Homy turn’d to Juan, and address’d 
A few words of condolence on his state: 

“ You look,” quoth he, “ us if 5 rou’d had jpur rest 
Broke in upon by the Black Friar of late.” 

‘ What friar?” said Juan; and he did his best 
To put the question with an air sedate. 

Or careless; but the effort was not valid 
To hinder him from growing still more pallid. 

XXXVI. 

“ Oh! have you never heard of tile Black Friar ? 

The spirit of these walls?”—“ In truth not I.” 

“ Why fame—but fame you know sont,uimo’s a liar 
Tells an odd story, of which by the by: 

Whether with time the spectre has grown shyer, 

Or that our sires had a more gifted eye 
For such sights, though the tale is half beliovod, * 

The friar of late has not been oft perceived. 

xxxvir. 

“ The last time was-” “ I pray,” said Adeline— 

(Who watch’d the changes of Tlon Juan’s brow, 

And from its context thought she could divine 
Cotmoxions stronger than ho chose to avow 
With this same legend,)—“ if you but design 
To jest, you ’ll choose some other themn just now, 
Becauso the present tale has oft been told, 

And is not much improved by growing old.” 

xxxvm. 

“ Jest!” quoth Milor, “ Why, Adeline, you know 
That we ourselves—’t was in the honey-moon— 

Saw . —” “ Well, no matter, ’t was so long ago; 

But eomc, I ’ll set your story to a tune.” 

Graceful as Dian when she draws her bow. 

She .seized her harp, whose strings were kindled soor 
As touch’d, and plaintively began to play 
The air of “ ’T was a Friar of Orders Gray.” 

XXXIX. 

‘ But add the words,” cried Henry, “ which you made. 
For Ailelino is half a poetess,” 

Turning round to the rest, he smiling said. 

Of course the others could not but express 
n courtesy their wish to see display’d 
By one three talents, for there were no less— 

The voice,, the words, the harper’s skiU, at once 
Jould hardly be united by a dunce. 

XL. 

After some fascinating hesitation,— 

The charming of tliesc charmers, who seem bound, 
can’t tell why, to this dissimulation— 

Fair Adeline, with eyps fix’d on the ground 
At first, then kindling into animation. 

Added her sweet voice to the lyric sound. 

And sang with much simplicity,—a merit 
Vot the less precious, that we seldom hear it, 

1 . 

Beware! beware! of the Black Friar, 

Who sitteth by Norman stone, 

'or he mutters his prayer in the midnight air. 

And his mass of the days that are gone. 
i/Vheu the Lord of the Hill, Amundc^e, 

Made Norman Church his prey, 

And expell’d the {Kars, one ffiar stUl 
Would not be driven away. ' 



CikffTO XVI. 
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2 . 

' Though he came in his might, with King Henry’s right 
To turn church lands to lay, 

With sword in hand, and tor^ to light 
<«>.Their walk, if they said nay, 

A. monk remain’d, unchased, unchain’d, 

Ai^ he did not seem form’d of clay, 

*For he’s seen in the porch, and he’s seen in the church 
Though ho is not seen by day. 

3. 

And whether for good, or whether for ill, 

'^4. It is not mine to say; 

But still ia the house of Amundnville, 

* He abideth night and day. 

By tlie niarriage-bed of dieir lords, ’t is said, 

He dits on the bridal eve; 

And’t is held as faiih, to their bod of dead) 

^He comes—but not to grieve. 

4. 

When an heir is bom, he is heard to mourn, 

^ And when aught is to befall 
^7'hat ancient line, ift the pale moonshine 
ife walks from hall to hall. 

His form you may trace, hut not his face, 

’T is shadow’d hy his cowl; 

But hk^'^os may be seen from the folds between, 

And they seem of a parted soul. 

6 . 

' But beware! beware of llie Block Friar, 

He still retains his away, 

For he is yet the church’s heir, 

Whoever may bo the lay. 

Amundeville is lord hy day, 

But the monk is lord by night, 

Nor wine nor wassail could raise a vassal 
To question lliat friar’s right. 

V ’ 

•'‘Say naught to him as he walks the hall, 

And he ’ll say naught to you: 

He^weops along in liis dusky pall, 

As o’er Ujo grass the dew. 

Then gramorcy! for the Black Friar; 

Heaven sain him! fair or foul, 

And whatsoe’er may ho his prayer, 

Let ours be for his soul. 

XI.I. 

The lady’s voice ceased, and the thrilling wires 
Diol from the touch that kindled them to sound 
And the pause follow’d, which, whtm song expires 
Pervades a moment those who listen round; 

And then of course the circle mtich admires, 

Nor less applauds, as in politeness bound, 

The tones, the feeling, and llio execution, 

To the performer’s diffident confusion. 

XLII. 

Fair Adeline, though in a careless way, 

As if she rated such accomplishment 
As the mere pastime of an idle day, 

Pureued an instant for her own A>ntcnt, 

Would now and then as *t were withoiU display, 

Yet with display in fact, at times relent 
To such performances wiUi haughty smile, 

To show she couldy if it were wortli her while. 

XLIII. 

Now this (but we will whisper it aside) 

Was—pardon tlio pedantic illustration— 

Trampling on Plato’s pride with greater pride, 

* As did the Cynic on some like occasion; 

Deeming the sage would be much mortified, 

Or thrown into a philosofthic passion, 

FtB" a spoil’d carpet—but tlio ** Attic Bee” 

Wui much constJed by his own repartee.* 


> $.0 

Thus Adeline would throw into the shtdk} * 

(By doing easily, whene’er she chose; . « 

What dilettanti do with vast parade,) 

Their sort of Ao^ jfrofusion : for it grows 
To something like this when too oft duq>ky*d, 

And that it is so every Inidy knows 
Who *ve hoard Miss That or This, or Lady T’ othaTf 
Show off—to please their company or mother. 

XI.V. 

Oh! the long evenings ot* and trios! 

Tho admirations and the speculatimu; 

The “ Mamma Mias!” and tho “ Amor MiosP* 

The “ 'J'anii Palpitis” on such occasiems: 

The “ Lasr.iamis,” and quavering “ Addiosl” 

Among our own most musical of nati(ms; 

With “ Tu mi chamaa’s” from Portingale, 

To sooth our ears, lest Italy should fail.* 

XLVf. 

In Babylon’s hravuras—as th<j homo 
Heart-ballads of Green Erin or Gray Highlands, 

That bring Loclialier bock to eyes tJiat roam 
O’er far Atlantic continents or islands, 

The calentures of music which o’ercome [lands, 

All mountamoers with dreams that they are nigh 
No more to be beheld but in such visions,— 

Was Adeline well versed as compositions. 

XI.VII. 

Slu^ also had a twilight tinge of “ JJ/tte,” [wrote; 

('ould write rhymes, and comixMe more tlian she 
Made epigrams ottcastonaiiy too 

Upon her friends, as every IkkI/ ought. 

But still from that suhlimer a^ure hue, 

So much the pre»<snt dye, she was remote; 

Was weak enough to deem Pope a gn at poet, 

And, what was worse, was not ashami^d to show it. 

xi.vni. 

Aurora—since we arc touching upon taste, 

Which ijow-anlays is the themKimeter 
By whoso degrees at) cljoracfers are class’d— 

Was more. Shakspearian, if T do not err. 

The worlds beyond this world’.s perplexing waste 
Had mort' of her existence, for in her 
ThtJre wa.s a depth of feeling to embrace 
Thouglite, boundless, deep, but silent too as space. 

XMX. 

Not Ro her gracious, graceful, graceless grace, 

The full-grown Hebe of FiU-Fulkc, whoso mind, 
f she hod any, was upon her face, 

And dial was of a fascinating kind. 

\ little turn for inisehicf you might trace 
Ako thert'on,—but that’s not much ; we find 
’<\5w females without some such gentle leaven, 

'or fear we should suppose us quite in heavfen. 

h, 

have not heard she was at all pf*etic, 

Though once she was seen reading ihe “Bath Guide,”' 
Vnd “ llajley’s Triumphs,” which she deem’d piUheti<^ 
Because, she said, her temper had been tried 
io much, the bard had really been prophetic 
Of what she had gorn^ through with,—«ince a brida. 

But of all verse what most instired her praise 
Were sonnets to hersedf, or “ bouta rimes.” 

1st. 

’T were difficult to say what was the object • 

Of Adeline, in bringing this same lay 
To hear on what appear’d to her the subject 
Of Juan’s nervous feeling on that day. 

Perhaps she merely had the simple project 
To laugh him out of his supf»osed dismay; 

Perhaps she might wish to confirm him in it, 

Though why 1 cannot say—least this muiute. 



XXft, 

Ail tbMvymu m he left it; etUt fak ta^ 

' Beaut, aBdn«rNM, iu modeett«peni we, 

Receiving spritea wiA eympatfaetic vapour; 

He rubb’d bin eyes, a^ Aejr did not refuse 
Their office; he took up an old newspaper; 

The paper was right easy to peruse; 

He read an article the king attaching, 

And a long eulogy tit" Patent Blaci^.” 

xxra. 

This savour’d of this world; but his haind shook— 

He shot his door, and after having read 
A paragraph, 1 tbii^ about Home Tooke, 

UndressM, and rather slowly went to b^. 

There, couch’d idl snugly on his pillow’s nook, 

Widi what he'd seen his phantasy he fed, 

And though it was no opiate, slumber crept 
Upon him by degrees, and so he slept. 

jcxTin. 

He woke betimes; and, as may be supposed, 

Ponder’d upon his visitant or vision. 

And whether it ought not to be disclosed, 

At risk of being quizz’d for superstition. 

The more ho tiiou^it, the more his mind was posed; 

In the mean time his valet, whoso precisian 
Was great, because his master brook’d no less. 

Knock’d to inform him it was time to dress. 

XXIX. 

Ho dress’d; and, like young people, he was wont 
To take some trouble with his toilet, but 
This morning rather spent less time upon’t; 

Aside his very mirror soon was put: 

His curls fell negligently o’er his front, 

His cbthes were not curb’d to their usual cut, 

His very neckcloth’s Gordian knot was tied 
Almost a faair’a breadth too much on one side. 

XXX. 

And when he walk’d down into the saloon, 

He sate him pensive o’er a dish of tea, 

Which he perhaps had not discover’d soon, 

Had it not happen’d scalding hot to be. 

Which made him have recourse unto his spoon; 

So much distmit he was, that all could see 
That something icos the matter—Adeline 
The first—but what she could not well divine. 

XXXI. 

She look’d and saw him pale, and turn’d as pale 
Herself; then hastily look’d down and mutter’d 
Something, but what’s not stated in my tale. 

Lord Henry said, his muffin was ill butter’d; 

The Duchess of Filz-Pulke play’d with her veil, 

And look’d at Juan hard, but nothing utter’d. 

Aurora Raby, with her large dark eyes. 

Survey’d him with a kind of calm surprise. 

XXXII. 

But seeing him all cold and silent still. 

And every body wondering more or less, 

Fair Adeline inquired if be were ill ? 

He started, and said, “ Yes—^no—ralJior—yes.” 

The family physician had great skill, 

And, being present, now began to express 
His readiness to feel his pulse, and toll 
The cause, but Juan said, “ he was quite well." 

xxxrii. 

If Uuite well; yea, no.”—Those answers were mysteriems, 
And yet his lo^s appear'd to sanction both, 

However they might savour of delirious; 

Something like illness of a sudden growth 
Wei^h^ On his spirit, though by no means serious 
Bttt ibr ffie rest, m he hitnse^ seem'd loth 
Ti»«lile the case, kiM^t be ta'en for granted. 

It VMM not the phyln&ffiat he wanted. 


XXXIV, 

Lord Henry, who had now discuM'd his choeoiate, 

Also the muffin, whereof he comphtin’d, 

Said, Juan had not got hie usual M elate, 

At which he marvell’d, sinco it had not rain’d; 

Then ask’d her grace what news were of the duke of la^ 
Her grace replied, hie grace was rather pain’d 
With some sli^t, light, hereditary twingei 
Of gout, which rusts arisloo'atic hinges. 

xxxr. 

Then Henry turn’d to Juan, and address’d 
A few words of condolence on his state; 

“ You look,” quotli he, “ as if you’d bad y<)ur I’est 
Brdie in nptai by the Black Friar of late.” 

“ What friar?” said Juan; and he did hie best 
To put the question with an air sedate, 

Or careless; but the effort was not valid 
To hinder him from growing still more pallid. 

XXXVI. 

" O')! have you never heard of the Black Friar? 

The spirit of these walls?”—“ In truth not I.” 

' Why fame—^but fame you know sonfctimo’s a liar— 
Tells an odd story, of which by the by: 

Whether witli time the spectre has grown shyer, 

Or that our sires bad a more gifted eye 
For such sights, though the tale is half believed, ^ 

The friar of late has not been oft perceived. 

XXXVII. 

“ The last time was-” “ I pray,” said Adeline— 

(Who watch’d the changes of Don Juan’s brow, 

And from its context thought she could divine 
Connexions stronger than ho chose to avow 
With tills same legend,)—“ if you but design 
To jest, you ’ll choose some other theme just now. 
Because tlie present tale has oft been told. 

And is not much improved by growing old." 

xxxvni. ' 

“ Jest!” quoth Milor, “ Why, Adeline, you know 
That we ourselves—’t was in llie honey-muon— 

Saw-’’ “ Well, no matter, ’iwas so long ago; ^ 

But come, 1 ’ll set your story to a tune.” 

Graceful as Oian when she draws her bow. 

She seized her harp, whose strings were kindled soon 
As touch’d, and plaintively began to play 
The air of ” ’T was a Friar of Orders Gray,” 

XXXIX. 

“ But add the words,” cried Henry, “ which you made, 
For Adeline is half a poetess,” 

Turning round to the rest, he smiling said. 

Of course tiic others could not but express 
In courtesy their wish to see display'd 
By one three talents, for tliero were no less— 

The voice, the words, the harper’s skill, at once 
Could hardly bo united by a dunce. 

XL. 

After some fascinating hesitation,— 

The charming of tliese charmers, who seem bound, 

I can’t tell why, to this diasimulation— 

Fair Adeline, with cy#*s fix’d on the ground 
At first, then kindling into animation. 

Added her sweet voice to the lyric sound. 

And sang with much simplicity,—a merit 
Not the less precious, that we seldom hear it, 

I. 

Beware! beware! of the Black Friar, 

"Who sitteth by Norman stone. 

For he mutters his prayer in the midnight air, 

And his mass of the days that are gone. 

When the Lord of the Hitt, AmundeviUe, 

Made Norman Church his prey, 

And expell’d the friars, one fiW stiU 
WouU not be driven away. 



xnto JOT. 




2. 

'hongh hfi ctme in his might, with King HeniT’a right. 
To turn diurch Innds to lay, 

Vith sword in hand, and tor(^ to li^t 
T^ir walk, if they said nay, 
i monk remain^, unchased, unchainM, 

And he did not seem form’d of clay, 

■* 0 T he *8 seen in the porch, and he’s seen in the cluirch, 
Though ho is not seen by day. 

S. 

ind whether for good, or whether for ill, 

It is not mine to say; 
tut still intlie house of Amundcnlle, 

* He abideth night and day. 

ty tlie marriage-bed of their lords, ’t is said, 

Ho dits on the bridal ere; 

\nd’t is hold as faith, to their bed of deadi 
He comes—but not to grieve. 

4. 

Wlion an heir is born, he is heard to mourn, 

And when aught is to befall 
i'hal ancient line, it the [^ale- rotKmshine 
ife walks from hull to hall. 

His form you may trace, but not his face, 

’T is shadow’d by his cowl; 

But may be seen from the folds between, 

And they socm of a parted soul. 

b. 

But beware! beware of the Black Friar, 

He still retains his sway, 

For he is yol the church’s heir, 

Wliocvcr may b»' the lay. 

Amundevillo is lord bv day, 

But the monk is lord by ni”ht, 

Nor wine nor wassail could raise a vassal 
To question that friar’s right. 

* 6 . 

^Say naught to him as he walks the hall, 

And ho ’ll say naught to you: 

He^woeps along in his dusky pail, 

As o’er the grass the. dew. 

Then gramorcy! for the Black Friar; 

Heaven sain him! fair or foul, 

And whatsoe’er may be his prayer, 

Let oura be for his soul. 

xnr. 

The lady’s voice ceased, and tlie thrilling wires 
Died from the touch that kindled them to sound 
And the pause follow’d, which, when song expires 
Pervades a moment tho.se who listen round; 

And then of course the circle much admires, 

Nor less applauds, a-s in politeness bound, 

The tones, the feeling, and the execution, 

To the performer’s diffident confusion. 

XLIl. 

Fair Adeline, though in a careless way, 

As if she rated such accomplishment 
As the mere pastime of an idle day, 

Pursued an instant for her own i^ntent, 

Woiild now and then as’t were witkmit display, 

Yet display in fact, at times relent 
To such performances with haughty smile, 

To show she cou^, if it were worth her wliUe. 

xt.ni. 

Now this (but we will whisper it aside) 

Was—pardoit the pedantic illustration-— 

Trampling on Plato’s pride willi greater pride, 

• As did the Cynic on some like occasion; 

Deeming the sage would be much mortified, 

Or tlirown into a philosophic passion, 

Fw a spoil’d carpet—but the “ Attic Bee” 

^ Wu much coasted by his own repartee.^ 


t xiinr. 

Thus Adeline woidd ffirow into ^ 

(By doing easily, whene’er she chose; 

What dilettanti do with vast parade,) 

Their sort of half profumon: Ibr it growi 
To soinethii^ like this when too oft <Ua^y*di 
And that it is ao every body knows 
Who Ve hoard Miss That or This, or Lady T* odm, 
Show off—to please their company or mother. 

XhV. 

Oh! the long evenings of* ^fiets and trios! 

The admirations and the speculations; 

The “ Mamma Mias!” and the ** Amor MioaP* 

The “ Tanti Palpitis” on such occasions i 
The “ Lascianiis,” and quavering “ AddiosP* 

A inong our own most musical of nations; 

With “ Tu mi dhamas’s” from Portingole, 

To sooth our ears, lest Italy should faU.* 

XLvr. 

In Babylon’s bravuras—as the home 
Heart-ballads of Green Erin or CJray Highlands, 

That bring Lochaber back to eyes that roam 
O’er far AUantic continents or islands, 

The calentun^ of music which o’ercome [lands, 

All mountaineers with dream.s that they are sigh 
No more to be beheld but in such visions,— 

Was Adeline well versed as compositions. 

xiiVn. 

She also liad a twilight tinge of JJiufi," [wrote; 

C/ould write rhymes, and compose more tlian she 
Ma<h’ c[)igrams occasionally loo 

Upon her friends, as every lx)dy ought. 

But still from that subiimer azure hue, 

So much the present dye, she was remote; 

Was wc'ak enough to deem Pope a great poet, 

And, what was worse, was not asiiamcd to show it. 

XLvjn. 

Aurom—since we arc touching upon taste, 

W hich now-a-days is the thermometer 
By whose dogre<'S alt characters are closn’d— 

W as more ^hakspeariun, if I do not err. 

The w<irlds beyond this world’s perplexing waste 
Had more of her existence, for in her 
There was a depth of feeling to embrace 
Thoughts, boundless, deep, but silent too as space. 

XLIX. 

Not so her gracious, graceful, graceless grace, 

The full-grown Hebe of Filz-Fulke, whose mind, 
f she had any, was upon her face, 

And tiiat was of a fascinating kind. 

A iitlle turn f)r mischief yon might trace 
Also iluTeon,—butlliat’s not much; we find 
Few females without some such gentle leaven, 

For firar wc should 8uppi>so us quite in heaven.^ 

L. 

I have not heard she was at all poetic, 

'J’liough once she was seen reading the “Bath Guide, 

And Hayiey’s Triumphs,” which she deem’d pathetic, 
Because, she said, tamper had been tried 
So much, the bard had really been prn)>hetic 
Of wnat she had gone through with,—since a bride. 

But of all verse what most imiur«Kl her praise 
Were sonnets to herself, or “ bouts rira^s.” 

LX. 

’T were difficult to say what was the deject * 

Of Adeline, in bringing thk same lay 
To bear on what appear’d to her the subject 
Of Juan’s nervous feelings on that day. 

Perhaps she merely had the simple project 
To laugh him out of bis supposed dismay; 

Perhaps she rai^t wish to confirm him in it, 

Though ahy I cannot say—«t least this miquto. 
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I«X1. 

But s^'far'the^neimdtate ^ect 
i Wm to rested him to his gelf-propri^y, 

A thing quito necessary to the elect, 

Who wish to take the tone of their society; 

In which you cannot be too circumspect, 

Whether the mode be persiflage or piety, 

But wear the newest mantle of hypocrisy, 

On pain of much displeasing the gynocracy. 

mil. 

And therefore Juan now bega^ to rally 
His spirits, and, without more expianalton, 

To jest upon such themes in many a sally. 

Her grace too also seized the same occasion, 

With various similar retnarits to tally, 

But wish’d {(X a still more detail’d narraticsi 
Of this same mystic friar’s curious doings, 

About the present family’s deatlis and wooings. 

mv. 

Of tiiese few could say more tlian has been said; 

They pass’d, as such tilings do, for superstition 
With some, while others, who had more in dread 
The theme, half credited the strange tradition 
And much was talk’d on all sides on that head; 

But Juan, when cross-questiou’d on the vision, 

Which some supposed (though lie had not avow’d it) 
Had stirr’d him, answer’d in a way to cloud it. 
tv. 

And then, the mid-day having worn to one, 

Tl»e company prepared to separate; 

Some to their severd pastimes, or to none; 

Some wondering’t was so early, some so lato. 

There was a goodly match, too, to be run 
Between some grayhouiKis on my lord’s estate, 

And a young racehorse of old pedigree, 

Matcli’d for Ute spring, whom several went to see. 

LVt. 

There was a picture-dealer, who had brought 
A sjmeial Titian, warranted original. 

So precious dial it was not to be bought, 

Though princes tine possessor were besieging oil. 

The king himself had cheap»5ti’d it., but thought 
The civil list (he deigns to accept, obliging all 
His subjects by liis gracious acceptation) 

Too scanty, in these times of low taxation. 

LVII. 

But as liord Henry was a connoisseur,— 

The friend of artists, if not arts,—the owner, 

Witli motives the most classical and pure, 

So that be would have been tlie very donor 
Rather than sdier, had his wants been fewer, 

So much be deem’d his patronage an iionour, 

Had brought the capo d’opdra, not fur sale, 

But for his judgment,—never known to fail. 

LTIII. 

There was a modem Gotli, I mean a Gothic 
Bricklayer of Babel, call’d an architect, 

Brought to survey these gray walls, which, (hough so thick, 
Might have from time acquired some slight defect; 
Who, after rumagiug the Abbey through thick 
And thin, produced a plan, whereby to erect 
New buildings of corrcctest conformation, 

And throw down old—which he call’d restoration. 

I.XX. 

The cost would be a trifle—an “ old song,” 

Set to some tliousands, (’t is the usual burden 
Of that same tune, when people hum it long)— 

The price would speedily repay its worth in 
An ediflee no less sublime than strmig, 

By which Lord Henry’s good tute would go forth in 
Its glory, through all ages shining sunny, 

Fat D^i^danug in Englisli monev.^ 


I.X. 

There were two lawyers busy on a mortgage 
Lord Henry wish’d to raise for a new purchase; 
Also a lawsuit upon tenures burgage, 

And one on tithes which sure are discord’s lorcbo^ 
Kindling Religion till she throws down Iter gage, 

“ Untying” squires ** to fight against the churches 
There was a prize ox, a prize pig, and ploughman, 
For Henry was a sort of Sabine showman. 

X.XX. 

There were two poachers caught in a steel trap, 
Ready for jail, their place of conv^escence ; 

There was a (iountry girl in a close cap • ^ 

And scarlet cloak, (I hate the sight to sec, since— 
Since—since—in youUi I hud the sad mishap— 

Bui luckily 1 ’vc paid few parish fees since.) 

That scarlet cloak, alas! unclosed with rigour, 
Presents the problem of a double figure. 

I.XII. 

A reel within a bottle is a mystery, 

One can’t tell how it e’er got in or out, 

Theo fore the present piece of nalui%l liistory 
I leave to those who are fond of solving doubt, 

And merely state, though not for the consistory, 

I.ord Henry was a justice, and that Seoul 
The conslable, beneatli a warrant’s banner, 

Had bagg’d Uiis poacher ujK)n Nature’s raano' 

LXtll. 

Now justices of pence must judge all pieces 
Of inischief of all kinds, and keep the game 
And morals of the country from caprices 
Of tliose who’ve not a license for the same; 

And of all things, excepting tithes and leases. 

Perhaps these are most difficult to tame: 

PreKcrving partridges and pretty wenches 
Are puzzles to the most precaulious benches. 

I.XIT. 

The present culprit, was extremely pale, 

Pale as if piiiniod so; her cheek being red 
By nature, as in higher dames less hale, 

’T is white, at least when they just rise from bed 
Perhaps she was ashamed of seeming frail, 

Poi>r soul! for she was country born and bred, 

And knew no better in her immorality 
Iban to wax while—^for blushes arc for quality. 

LXV. 

Her black, bright, downcast, yet cspi^igle eye 
Had gather’d a large tear into its corner, 

Which the pot>r thing at times essay’d to dry, 

For she was not a scntiraeutal mourner, 

Panidiug all her sensibility, 

Nor insolent enough to scxim the scomer, 

But st<»od in ireiiibling, patient tribulation, 

Ti; be call’d uff for her examination. 

i.xvi. 

Of <’ourso these groups were scatter’d her© and there, 
Not nigh the gay saloon of ladies gent. 

The lawyers in the study; and in air 

The prize pig, pIot}ghman, poachers; the men sent 
From town, viz. architect and dealer, were 
Both busy (as a general in his tent 
Writing despatches) in their several Btations, 

Exulting in their brilliant lucubrations. 

i.xvn. 

But this poor girl was left in the groat hall, 

Whihi Scout, the parish gtiardian of the frail, 
Discuss’d (he hated beer yclept the “ small”) 

A mighty mug of moral double ale: 

She waited untU Justice could recall 
Its kind attentions to their proper pale, 

To name a thing in nomenclature rather 
Perplexing for most virgins—a child’s lather. ‘ 
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txTtn. 

ou aee here was enough of occupation 
Fortho Lord Henry, link’d with dogs and horses, 

‘hero was much bustle too and preparation 
Below Blairs on the score of second courses, 
leraiise, as suits their rank and situation, 

'J'liose who in counties hare great land resources, 
ave “ public days,” when all men may carouse, 

'hough not exactly what’s call’d ‘‘ open house”— 

I,XIX. 

lit once a week or fortnight, uninvited, 

(Thus we translate a gmrrul ivmtalion,) 

11 coiinti’y^cntipmen, esquired or knighted. 

May drop in without cards, and take their station 
.t the full board, and sit alike delighted 
With fashionable wines and conversation, 

• nd, as the isthmus of the grand connexion, 
alk o’er themselves, the past and next election. 

‘ LXX. 

■ord Henry was a great electioneercr. 

Burrowing for boroughs like a rat or rabbit. 

Jut country contests tost him rather dearer, 

Bi'causo the neighbouring Scotch F.arl of Giftgabhit 
lad English iullucucc in the self-same sphere hero; 

His sou, the Honourable Dick Diee-iirahbit, 

Vas meiijber for “the, other interest,” (moaning 
'he sclt-samo interest, with a ditferent leaning.) 

I.XXI. 

lourleous and cautious therefore in his county. 

He was all things to all men, and dispeased 
'o some, civility, to others lioiinly, 

.\rid promises to all—which last commenced 
>’o gather to a sornewliat large amount, he 
Not calculating bow much they condensed; 
tut, what with keeping some nnd breaking others, 
lis word had the same value as another’s. 

I.XXII. ' 

\ friend to freedom and freeholders—yet 
.No less a friend to government—he lield 
I'haHlie exactly the just medium hit ^ 

’Twixt place and (latriotism—albeit compcll d, 

Juen was his sovereign’s pleasure, (though imfit. 

He added modestly, when relicls rail’d,) 

I’o iiold some sinecures he wisli’d abolish’d, 

!ut llial with tlicin all law would be demolish’d. 

I.XXIII. ' 

le was " free to confess”—(whence comes this phrase? 

Is’t English? No—’l is only parliamentary) 
riiat innovation’s spirit now-a-dnys 
1 lad made more progress than for the last century, 
le would not tread a factious path to praise. 

Though for the public weal disposed to venture higli; 
As for his place, he could but say this of it. 

That the fatigue was greater than the profit. 

r.xxiv. 

Heaven and his friends knew llial a private lifo 
Had ever been his sole and wtiole ambition; 

But could he quit his king in times of strife 
Which threaten’d the whole coimlrg with perdition . 
When demagogues would with a biitclier’s knife 
Cut through and througli, (oh! damnable incision!) 
The Gordian or the Geordian knot, whose strings 
Have tied together Commons, Lords, and Kings. 

LX XV. 

.ijooncr “ come place into the civil list, 

And champion him to the utmost”—he would keep it. 
Till duly disappointed or dismiss’d: 

Profit he cared not for, lot others reap it; 

But should the day come when place ceased to exist. 
The country would have far more cause to weep it; 
For bow could it go on ? F.xplain who can! 

He ^oried in the name of Englishman. 

• 4D 


Lxztrt. 

do was as independent—ay, much mwo-n 
Than those who were not paid for iodependanca, 
s common soldiers, or a common—ahoTe 
Have in their several arts or parta ascendanca 
I’er the irregulars in lust or gore 
Who do not give professional attendance, 
rhvis on the mob all statesmen are as eager 
'o prove their pride, as footmen to a beggar. 

i.xivn. 

.11 this (save the last stBms%) Henry said. 

And thought. I say no more—I've said too much | 
or all of us have either heard or read 
Of—or upon the hustings—some slight sudi 
.lints from the independent heart or head 
Of the official candidate. I ’ll touch 
\’o more on this—the dinner-bell hath rung, 

And grace is said; the grace I should have tuiijp— 

LXXVIII. 

Jut I ’in too late, and therefore must make play- 
’T was a great banquet, such as Albion old 
A'as wont to boast—as if a glutton’s tray 
W'crc something very glorious to behold. 

Jut’t was a public feast ami public day,— 
liiiitii full, right dull, guesLs hot, and dishes cold, 
neat plenty, much formality, small cheer, 

And every body out of their own sphere. 

LXXIX. 

The squires fiimiliarly formal, and 
My lords and ladies proudly condescending; 
he very servants piir.iding how to hand 
Their plates—without it might be too much bending 
•'roin their high places by tltc sideboard’s stand— 

Yet, like their masters, fearful of offending; 
ir any deviation from the graces 
Might cost both men and masters too—theirylaoes. 
i.xix. 

There were some hunters bold, and coursers keen, 
Whose hounds ne’er err’d, nor greyhounds deign’d to 
Some deadly shots loo, Seplembrkers, scon [lurdi; 

Earliest to rise, and last to quit tho search 
if tlic poor partridge through Ids stubble screen. 

There were some massy members of tho church, 
Takers of tithes, and makers of good matches, 

And several who sung fewer psalms than catches. 

LXXXt. 

There were some country wags, too,—and, alas! 

Some exiles from the town, who had been driven 
To gaze, instead of pavement, upon grass. 

And rise at nine, in lieu of long eleven. 

And lo! upon that day it came to pass, 

1 sate next that o’crwhelming son of heaven, 

The very powerful parson, Peter Pith, 

The loudest wit I e’er was deafen’d with. 

, I.XXX1I. 

I knew him in his livelier London days, 

A brilliant diner-out, though but a curate; 

And not a joke he cut but earn’d ita praise, 

Until preferment, coming at a sure rate, 

(Oh, Providence! how wondrous are thy ways, 

Who would suppose thy gills sometimes obdurate?) 
Gave him, to lay ffie devil who looks o’er Lincolii, 

A fat fen vicarage, and naught to think on. 

, LXXXltl, 

His jokes were sermons, and his sermons jokes | 

But both were thrown away among the fens; 

For wit hath no great friend in aguish folks. 

No longer ready ears and shorthand pens 
Imbibed the gay bon-mot, or happy hoax: 

The poor priest was reduced to common sente, 

Or to coarse efforts very loud and long. 

To hammer a heaise laugh from the thieh throng. 
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LZXXIT. 

There ti a (Jiffe^ence, aays the song, ‘‘ between 
1 A beggar ahd a queen,or vuis (of late 
The latter worse used of the two we Ve seen— 

But we 'll say nothing of afTalrs of state)— 

A difference 'twixl a bishop and a dean,” 

A difference between crockery-ware and plate, 
As between English beef and Spartan brotli— 

And yet great heroes have been bred by both. 

nxxxv. 

But of all nature’s discrepa|«fies, none 

U|>on the whole is gr<?afer than the difference 
Beheld between the c«>untry and the town, 

Of which the latter merits every preft.rence 
Prom those who *vc few resources of their own, 
And only think, or act, or feid with reference. 

To some small plan of interest or ambition— 

Both which are limited to no condition. 

nxxxvi. 

But “ en avant!” The light loves languish o’er 
Long banquets and too many guests, although 
A slight rejmst makes people love much more, 
Bacchus and Ceres being, as we know, 

Even from our grammar upwards, friends of yoro 
With vivifying Venus, who dotli owe 
To these the invention of champagne and truffles: 
Temperance dolighla her, but, long fasting ruffles. 

LXXXVIt. 

Dully pass’d o’er the dinner of tlic day ; 

And Juan took his place he knew not where, 
Confused, in the confusion, and distrait, 

And sitting as if nail’d upon his chair; 

Though knives and forks clang’d round as in a fray, 
He seem’d unconscious of all passing there, 

Till some one, with a groan,- «'xprcss’d a wish 
(Unheeded twice) to have a fm of tish. 

jLXxxviri. 

On which, at the tfiird asking of the ban.*?, 

He started; and, perceiving smiles around 
Broadening to grins, he coloured more than once, 
And hastily—as nothing can confound 
A wise man more than laughter from a dunce— 
Indicted on tlie dish a deadly wound, 

And with such hurry that, ere he could curb it, 

He *d paid his neighb»)ur’s prayer with half a turbot. 

X.XXXIX. 

This was no bad mistake, as it occurr’d. 

The suppUcator being an amateur; 

But others, who wore left with scarce^ third, 

Were angry—as they well might, to be sure. 

They wonder’d how u young man so absurd 
Lord Henry at his table should endure; 

And this, and his not knowing how much oats 
Hsui fallen last market, cost his hosttliree votes, 
xc. 

They little knew, or might have s}'mpathized, 

That he the night before had seen a ghost; 

A prologue, which hut slightly harmonized 
With the substantial company engross’d 
By matter, and so much materiaU/.cd, 

That one scarce knew at what to marvel most 
Of two things--bow (the question rather odd is) 
Such bodies could have souls, or souls such bodies. 

xcx. 

But what confused him more than smile or stare 
From all the ’squires and ’squiresses around, 

Who wMider’d at the abstraction of his air, 
Especially as he had been renown’d 
For some vivacity among the fair, 

Even in the country circle’s narrow bound— 

(For little things upon my lord's estate 

Were gpod amatt-talk for others still loss great)— 


xcu. 

Was, that be caught Aurora’s eye on his, 

And sometlnng like a smile upon her cheek. 

Now this he really rather look amiss: 

In those who rarely smile, their smile bespeaks 
A strong external motive; and in this 

Smile of Aurora’s there was naught to pique, 

Or hope, or love, with any of the wiles 
Which some pretend to trace in ladies’ smiles, 
xriri. 

’T was a mere qtiict smile of contemplation, 
Indicative of some surprise and pity; 

And Juan grew carnation witli vexation, 

Which was not very wise and still less witiy, 

Since he had gain’d at least her observation, 

A iTu^st iniportanl outwork of the city— 

As Juuu should have known, had not his senses 
By last uighl’s ghost been driven from their defences, 
xciv. 

But, what was bad, slu; did not blush in turn, 

Nor seem ornbarras-sM—quite the contrary; 

Her aspect was, as usual, still—stern— 

And hIuj withdrew, Init cast not down, lier e\e, . 

Y»‘t grew a little po.li* —u ith wlnit ? concern ? 

] know TKJt; but her eolf»ur ne’er was high— 
'riioiigh sometimes faintly flusli’d—and alwaj^s dear 
As deep st’ias in a sunny aiim»sphere. 

Xf.V. 

But Adeline was occupied by fame 

Tliis day ; and watching, witching, condescending 
To tlie consumers of fisli, f»vl, and game, 

And dignitv with courtesy so blemling, 

As id! must blend whose part it is to tiini 
(Kspccially as the sixth year is ending) 

At their lord’s, sot’s, and similar connexions’ 

Safe coiidiici throtJgh the nioks of re-eiectious. 

xcvi. , 

Though lliis was most expedient on the whole, 

And usual—Juan, w)u*n he cast a glance 
In Adelini- whil'- plavitig her grand role, 

Which slie went through as |[K>ugh it were a donee 
Betraying only now and tl»en her soul 
Bv a look scarce j)erceplii)ly askaiice 
Of v\’eavii»ess or scorn,) began to feel 
•>0100 doul»i luAv nuieli of Adeline was real; 

xovri. 

?(> well she acted all and evr-ry part 
By turns—with that vivacious vtTsatilUy, 

Wlueh many p«*ople take for want of heart. 

'J’liey err—’t is merely what is call’d mobility,* 

A thing of iriuperanu'ni, and not of art, 

Thougli seeming so, from its .siippO'icd facility; 
And false—though true; fir rurely they’re sincerest, 
Who ’rc strongly acted on by what is nearest. 

XCVIII- 

This makes your actors, artists, and romancers, 
Heroes son»c*tiines, thouglj scUlom—sages never; 
But speakers, bards, diplomatists, and dancers, 

Little that’s great, but much of what is clover ; 
Most orators, but vkry few financiers, 

Though all Exchequer Chaneellors endeavour, 

If late yi^ars, to dispense with Cocker’s rigours, 

And grow quite figurative witli their figures. 

xrix. 

The poets of arithmetic are they, 

Wiio, though they prove not two and two to be 
Rive, as they would tlt» in a modest way. 

Have plainly made it out that four are three, 
udgiiig by what they take and what Uicy pay. ’ 
Tlic Sinking Fund’s unfatliomable sea, 

'hat roost unliquidaiing liquid, leaves 
The debt unsunk, yet sinks all it receives. ( 
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While Adeline diA|>eiised her airs and graces, 

The fair Fitz-Fuike seemM very much at ease; 
Though loo well-bred to quiz men t«> their flices, 

Her laughing blue eyes with a glance could seize 
The ridicules of people in all places— 

That honey of your fashionable bees— 

And store it up for mischievons enjoyment; 

And this aC present was her kind em(»loymenf; 

ci. 

However, the day closed, as days must close; 

The evening ^o waned—and cofll p cjimc. 

Kach carriage^was announced, and ladies rose, 

. And curtsying off, as curtsies country dame, 
Retired : with mostunfashiounhlc hows 
Tlicir docile esquires also did the same, 

Delighted with (ho dinner and their host, 

,But witli tho lady Adeline tlie most. 

• nr. 

Some praised her beauty; others her great grace; 

The warmth of her politeness, whose sincerity 
Was obvious in each feature of Ijcr face, 

Whose traits were radiant with the rays of verity. 
Yes: she was truly worthy her high plac/'! 

No one could envy her <lesfrvc(i ]}ro«[>crily; 

And thcif her dress—what beautiful simplicity 
Draperied her form wiili curious felicity 

nu. 

Meanwhile sweet Adeline deserved their praises. 

By an impartial indemnification 
For all her past exertion and soft plii ascs, 

^ In a most edifying convcrsaiion, 

Which turn’ll ujxm their lain guests^ miens and faces, 
And families, even to the Ijist relation ; 

Their hideous wives, their horrid selves and dresses, 
And truculent distortion of their trcsst3s. 

<' CIV. 

True, she said little—w'as the rp.st that hrdee 
Forth iiiio universal epigram : 

But«thcn’t was to the pur[»ose what she sjtoke: 

Like Addison’s “ faint praise” so wont to damn, 
Her own but se.rved lo set off every j' lUe, 

As music chimes in with a nieiodriime. 

How sweet the task to sliield an ahsmit friend I 
I ask but this of mine, ti^— ml defend. 

cv. 

There were but two exceptions (o this keen 
Skirmish of wits o’er the ileparled ; one, 

Aurora, witli her pure and placid mien ; 

And Juan too, in general licfiind none 
In gay remark on what he’d hc.ird or seen, 

Sate silent now, his usual spirits gone : 

In vain he heard the otliors rail or rally, 

Ho would not join tliem in a single nally. 

cvi. 

»T is true he saw Aurora look as though 
She approved his silence; she perha{>s mistook 
Its motive for that charity wc owe 
But seldom pay the ateeiit, nor v^uld look 
Further; it might or it might not be so: 

But Juan, sitting silent in his nook, 

Observing little in his reverie, 

Yet saw this much, which he was glad to see. 

evil. 

The ghost at least had done him this much good, 

In making him as silent as a ghost, 

If in the circumstances which ensued 
, He gain’d esteem whore it wau? wortli the most, 
certainly Aurora had renew’d 
In him s<Hne feelings he had lately lost 
Or harden’d; feelings which, perhaps ideal, 

Aif BO dirine, that I must deem them real:— 


ei9 

CVIII. 

Tho love of higher things and belter days; • ■ 

The unbounded hope, and hcav^mly igtioruice 
Of what is call’d tho world, and the world’s ways, ■ 

Tho momcni.s when wo gather frf>m a glance 
More joy than frtmi all future pride or praise, 

Which kindle manhood, but can ne’er entrance 
The )»oart in an existence of its own. 

Of which another’s bosom i» the zone. 

( 

Who would not sigh Aih^rav KvOripeiav ! 

That hnth a memory, or that h<iui a heart 7 
Alas! her star must wane like that of Dian, 

Ray fides on ray, as years on years depart 
AMacr«‘on only had tlie sou! to tie iMi 
Unwilhering myrtle round tho imblunted dart 
Of Eros; but, thougii ihoji hast play’d us many tricks, 
Still we rcsjiccl tlicc, Alma Venus Genitrix I” 

cx. 

And full of sentiments, sublime as billows 
Heaving iK'tween this world and worlds beyond, 

Dun Juan, wljcn the midnight hoiir of pillows 
Arrived, retired to liis; but to despond 
Rather than rest. Instcnrl of iM)ppieR, willows 
"Whived o’er his coudj; h<’' incdifate<l, fond 
>r tfufse sweet bitter thotigijts whicli banish sleep, 

Auil make the worldling snet^r, tho youngling weep. 

CXI. 

Tho night >va» as bcflire: he was imdrest, 

Sjiviu" iiis night-gown, wliirh is an undress: 
Completely “ sansculotte,” and without vest; 

In short, he hardly could bo clothed willi loss; 

■Jilt, niiprohensive of his spectral guest, 

ITc- sale, with feelings awkward to express, 
dly those who have not liacl such visitations,) 
expectant of the ghost’s fresh o[Ktration9. 

CXII. 

And not in vain listen’d—ilnsh! what’s that? 

I see—I see—Ah, no! ’l is not—yet’t is— 

'epower.*^! it IS the.—the—the—P ikjH! the cat! 

Tlu^ devil may take tlmt stealthy }>n(;e of his! 

So like a spiritual pit-a-p.at, 

Or liploe of ;in amatory Miss, 

. lidiiig the hrst lime to a rondezvr>us, 

\ii(l drea<iitig Uto chaste echoes of her shoe. 

oxnr. 

Again wliat is’t ? The wim) ? No, no,—this time 
It is the sable friar as before, 
iVith av.ful footsteps, regular as rhyme, 

Or (as rhyme.s may be in those days) much more. 
Again, llirough shadows oC the night sublime, 

When 4lcep sleep fHl on me?i, and the world wore 
'he starry darkness round her like a girilic 
ipanglod with gems—the monk made Jiis blood curdle, 
rxtv. 

noise like lo wet fingi'n? drawm on glass!,* 

Which sets the teeth on edgf^: and a sliglit claUer, 
like showers which on the midnight piesLs will pass, 
Sounding like very supernatural water,— 
lame, over Juan’s car, which throbb’d, alas ! 

For immatcrialism *s a serious matter: 

>0 that even lliose whase faith Is (he most great 
souls immortal, shun them t^^tc-k^l^te. 

cxv. 

fere his eyes open?—Yes! and his mouth too. 

Surprise has this effect—to make one dumb, 
et leave the gate which eloriucnce slips thmu^ 

A s wide as if a long speech were to come, 
igli and more nigh the awful echoes drew, 

Tremendous to a mortal tympanum: 
as eyes were qxsn, and (as was before 
taled) his montfa. What open’d next ?—the door. 



oxri. 

j It open'd with o moit infemal aealc, 

{like that onwll, “ Laeciato ogni speranza, 

Vio eho entrato-!” The hinge aeein’d to speak, 
Dreadful as Dante’s rima, or this stanza; 

Or—but all words upon such themes are weak; 

A single shade’s sufficient to entrance a 
Hero—fur what is substance to a spirit? 

Or how is’t maiter trembles to come near it ? 

cxrii. 

The door flew wide, not Bwifil^-»-but, as fly 
The sea-'gulls, with a steady, sober fliglit— 

And then swung back; nor close—but sttkid awry, 
Half letting in long shadows on the light. 

Which still in Juan’s candlesticks burn’d high. 

For he had two, both tolerably bright,— 

And in the door-way, darkening darkness, stood 
The sable friar in his solemn hood. 

CXTIII. 

Don Juan shook, as erst he had been shaken 
The ni^t before; but, being sick of shaking, 

He first inclined to think he had been mistaken. 

And then to be ashamed of such mistaking; 

His own internal ghost began to awaken 
Within him, and to quell his corporal quaking— 
Hinting, that soul and body on the whole 
Were odds against a disembodied soul. 

CXIX. 

And then his dread grew wrath, and his wrath fierce; 

And he arose—advanced—the shade retreated; 

But Juan, eager now the truth to pierce. 

Follow’d; his veins no longer cold, but heated. 
Resolved to thrust the mystery carte and tierce, 

At whatsoever risk of being defeated; 

The ghost stopp’d, menaced, then retired, until 
He reach’d the ancient wall, then stood stone still. 


NOTES TO 

CANTO I, 

Notol. Stanza V. 
mtnwert liwng before Agamemnm. 

Tlziit (orCtt uite Agtnumtiona,” Horace. 

Note 2. Stanza xvil 
Sam thine “ ineomparahle oil," Macaaear! 
f Description des vertua ineomparahla de I’huile de 
Macassar.’’—See tlie advertisement. 

Note 3. Stanza xiii. 

Although Longimu tells us there is no hymn 

Where the auilime soars forth on wings more ample. 
See Longinus, Section 10, fva ph Iv rt rrepl ai/riiv ra- 
iof pahwrai, waiSr ii timios. 

Note 4. Stanza xliv. 

They only add them all man cyipendix, 

Faet. There is, or was, surh an edition, with all tho| 
obnoxious epigrams of Martial placed by themselves at 
the end. 

Notes. StanzaImvUi. 
hard I guoie from does not sing amiss. ' 
Caropbell’a Gertrude of Wyoming; (I think) the 
opening of Canto II. but quote from memory. 

Note 6. Stanza cxlviii. 

Is kfw Ms that General Connl O’Rsilfy, 

ITht took eilgurs, declares / used Urn tMs^f 


cxx. 

Juan put forth one arm—Eternal Powere! 

It touch’d no soul, nor body, but the wall„ 

On which tlie moonbeams full in silvery showers 
Chequer’d with all the tracery of the hall: 

Ho shudder’d, as no doubt tlio bravest cowers 
When lie can’t tell what’t is tliat dotli appal. 
How odd, a single hobgoblin’s nonentity 
Should cause mure fuar than a whole host’s identity. 

CXXI. 

But still the shade remain’^; the blue eyes glared. 
And rather variably for stony death ; 

Yet one thing rather good the grave had spared— 
The ghost had a remarkably sweet breath. “ 

A straggling curl sliow’d he had been faii^hair’d; 

A red lip, with two rows of pearl beneath. 
Gleam’d forth, as tliruugh tlio casement’s ivy shroud 
The moon peep’d, just escaped from a gray cloud. 

CXXII. 

And Juan, pnzzled, but still curious, thrust 
His other arm forth—^Wonder upon wonder! 

It press’d upon u hard but glowing bust, 

Which beat as if there was a warm heart under. 
He found, as people on most trials must, 

I'hat ho had made at first a silly blunder, 

And thal in his confusion ho had caught 
Only tlie wall instead of what ho sought. 

cxxin. 

The ghost, if ghost it were, seem’d a sweet soul. 

As over lurk’d beneath a holy hood: 

A dimpled chin, a nock of ivory, stole 
P’ortli into sonielhing much like flesh and blood 
Back fell the sable frock and dri:ary cowl. 

And they reveal’d, (alas! that e’er tliey should!) 
In full, voluptuous, but not o’ergrown bulk. 

The phantom of her frolic grace—Fitz-Fulke. 


DON JUAN. 

Donna Julia here made a mistake. Count OUcillr 
did not take Alsjiers—but Algiers very nearly took him, 
he and his army and fleet retreated with great loss, and 
not much credit, from before that city, in me year 17—. 

Note 7. Stanza eexvi. 

My daifi of love are ouer, me no mores 

“ Me nec fceminR, nec piier 
Jant, Her. «}>€« niiiini crrtlula mului; 

Ni*e ct'rlarfi Juwut rnero, 

Ncc viiicire iidvia lerntjora fiorlbua.** 


CANTO IIL 
Note 1. Stanza xlv. 

For none likes more to hear hims^ converse. 

Riepftap allor Mtirsulte : a ilirtel toato, 
lo ui>ti o-edo |>iii ni uen», cli’ a I'uzitirro; 

Mh ncl mppoite, (v leaio, n Yoogli arroalo ; 

K L'mioalctmu votta nnco nel burro, 

Nr Ift crrvogia, e quando' jo n’ ho mil mMto J 
K moUo pill ne I'aiipro che il maiicurro; 

Ma aopra till to nol bimn riiiti ho teda; 

E credo chr aio aalvo cld gU credo. 

WLClf A^rfanlc Aiaggiort, Ctolo 18, Stanta 115. 

Note 2. Stanza Ixzi. 

That ier by precious metal was held in. 

This dress is Moorish, and the bracelets and bar are 
worn in the manner described. The reader will per¬ 
ceive hereailer, lliat, as the mother of Haidee was of 
Fez, her daughter wore the garb of the country. 



v.Ni’OT£S TO 


Note S. Stanza Ixxi. 

A like gold bar, above ha- inotep rolPd. 

The bar of gold above the inslej) is a mark of sove¬ 
reign rank in the women of the families of the Ueys 
.and is worn as such by their female relatives. 

Note 4. Stanza Ixiiii, 

Her person if aliouj'd at large, to run. 

This is no exaggeration ; there were four womor 
whom I remember to have se<m, wlio possessed tbeii 
hair in this profusion ; of these, three were Knghsh, tin 
other was a Levantine. Their hair was of that length 
and quantity that, when let down, it almost entirely 
shaded the person, so as nearly to render dress a su¬ 
perfluity. . Of these, only one had dark hair; the Ori¬ 
ental’s had, perhaps, the lightest colour of the four. 

Note 5. Stanza evii. 

Ok Hesperus I thou hringest alt good things. 

f^oirtoc, ir<n»T*z^rp«C, 

*1, .. 

• f<()uS nmia. 

f'ra’rment of Sappho. 

Note 6. Stanza eviu. 

Soft hour! which wakes the V3i(ih and melts the heart. 

“ Em j;ta I’ori^lic •volp* ’I 

• A* liiivitSaiiti >' 'iiU tifiinfu il ri'Dfi* 

Lrt (It cli' i'uii ((•‘ttu n’ltolci IInut'I nitdio, 

Edit* 111 liutivti jiini'Kriii (r;iin>tie 

Pcin^tj, w' oili' SqiiillK (It liiiil'iiiii 
^ Che (mju’1 gioiiio jiiniiitfi cht*<ii muorr ” 

DiVNTE'H J'uiaalviy, CAittnvui. 

This last line js ttift first of Gray’s Klf'fiy, taken by 
him without aokiiowlcdj^menl. 

Notr, 7. Stanza ci\. 

Sojne hands frnsfrn stre-w'd foiucrs upwi his tomb. 

Sec Suetonius for this fact. 


CANTO IV. 

Note 1. Stanza \ii. 

. ** Whom the gods fore, divyonne* wassaid of yore. 

Se<* Herodotus'. 

Note 2. Stanza lix 
• A vein had hurst. 

This is no very imoommon otfeet of tli« violence of 
c» .illictine and diflVrent ikussious. The. Doffo Francis 
Foscari, on his deposifioii, in 1457, lioarin;; the hell 
of St. Mark announce the election of liis succi^ssor, 
“ mourui subiteincnt. (]’uncht’.ti)orrhn;fie (‘ansoc par tme 
veinc qni s’cclata dans sa pottrnn'.” (sec S’.sinniuli and 
Darn, vols. i. and ii.) at. the aye of oifihly year.s, when 
“ who would have thoufiht the old man had so much hhod 
in him?^^ Before I was sixioeri years of a^e, I w-as wit¬ 
ness to a melancholy instance of the sunn* elfect (»f 
mixed passions upon a yonn" pers«>n; who, however, 
did not die in constupiencc, at thai lime, hut fi-li a vic¬ 
tim some, years afterwards to a seizure of the same 
kind, arising from causes intimately connectod wiili 
agitation of mind. 

Note 3. Stanza Ixxv. 

Sut sold hy the impresario at no hii;h rate. 

This is a fact. A few years ugo, a man engaged a 
company for some foreign theatre ; embarked them at 
an Italian port, and, carrying them to Algiers, sold 
them all. One of the w(»men, returned from her cap¬ 
tivity, I heard sing, by a strange^oim iilonce, in Ros- 
sini^B opera of “L’ltniiana in Algicri,” at Ve.niee, in 
the beginning of 1817. 

Note 4. Stanza Ixxxvi. 

From all the Pope tnukes yearly, H unnild perphxy 
TVi fnd dvree. perfect jnpes of the tiiird sex, 

It is strange that it should be the pope and the sultan 
who arc the "chief encouragers of this branch of trade- 
women being prohibited as singers at St. Peter's, and 
i)pt deemed trustworthy ax guaHians of the haram. 

Note 6. Stanza ciii. 

While weeds and ordure rankle round the base. 

Tl^ pillar which records the battle of Ravenna, is 
ab^t two nulcs from Uic city, on the opposite side of 


DON JUAN. 

the river to the road towards Forli. Gaston de Foia* 
who gamed the battle, was ‘killed in iti^ere mil oa 
both sides twenty thousand men. Tho present state 
of the pillar and its site is described in the text. 

CANTO V. 

Note 1. Stanza lit. 

The oceasi stream. 

This expression ofU^^er has been much criticised. 
It hardly answers to our fltlanttc ideas of the ocean, 
but is siidiciently applicable to the Hellespont, and the 
Bospliurus, with the .<£gean, intersected with islands 
Note 2, Stanza v. 

'• 77(6 Giajtds rutf.” 

“The Giant’s Grave” is a height on the Asiatic 
shore of the Hospliorus, much friMjucnted by holiday 
partic.s ; like Harrow and Higligate. 

Note 3. Stanza xxxiii. 

And running out as fast as 1 was ahk. 

The assassination alludiul to took place on the eighth 
of Dcceiiiher, 1820, in the streets of Ravenna, not a 
liumir<‘d paces from the residence of the writer. The 
'ircumstuncos weri^ as described. 

Note 4. Stanza xxxiv. 

ICiWd by five bullets from an old gi/M-5flrrcZ. 

I’liere was found close by him an old gun-barrel, 
sawn half olf: it had just liocn discharged, and was 
still warm. 

Note 5. Stanza liii. 

Pi'fpared for supper vnih a glass of rtmi. 

In Tfirkcy, nothing is more common, than for the 
Mussulmmis to lake several glasses of strong spirits by 
way of apfietizer. X have seen llnnn lake a.s immv as 
six of raki befon; dinner, and swear that they dined 
tin* better for it; I tried the experiment, but wy« liko 
tlic xScotehnian, who having heanl that the birds railed 
kif.tic'wiaks wero admirabln whets, ate six of them, and 
complained that “he was no hungrier than when he 
heganJ^ 

Note 6. Stanza Iv. 

Splendid hut silent, saiw in one, where drooping, 

A marble fnmtnvi eehoes. 

A common furniture.—I rcrolloct being received by 
Ah Paeliu, in a mom containing a marble basin and 
"buntain, &c. ^c. &c. 

Note 7. Stanza Ixxxvii, 

The gate so sjikndul was hi all its filatures. 

Features of a gate —a ministerial metaphor; "tha 
^enfure upon wliieli this (picstion /itn.g-cs.’—See the 
‘Fudge Family,” or hear Castlereagh. 

Note 8. Stanza r.vi. 

Though on more tliorough-bred or fdnrr fngers. 

Tliere i.s perhaps notliing more distinctive of birth 
ban the hand; it is almost tho only sign of blood 
wliich ari.siocracy can generate. 

Nolo 9. Stanza cxlvii. 

Save Solyman, the gbrry of their line. 

It may not be imworlhv of remark, that Bacon, in 
is os.uiy on “ Empire,” hints that Solyman was iho 
tost of bis line; on what authority, I know not. 7’hesft 
re hi.s word.s: “Tho de.striiction of Mustapha was so 
Ltal to Solyman’s line, as the succoiipun of tlie Shirks 
•om Solyman, until this day, is suspech'd to ho untrue, 
and of strange blood; for tliat Solymus the Second was 
thought to be supposititious.” But Bacon, in his histo¬ 
rical authorities, is often inaccurate. I could give half 
a dozen instances from his apophthegms only. 

Being In the humour of criticism, I shall proceed, 
after having ventured upon tho slips of Bacon, to touch 
on one or two as trifling in the edition of the British 
Poets, by the Justly celebrated Campbell.—But I do 
his in good will, and trust it will be so taken.—If any 
king could add to my opinion of the talents and (rue 
feeling of that gentleman, it woulOe his classical, 
honest, and triumpliant defence of Feme, against th« 
nilgar cant of the day, and Its existing GruV^eet. 
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NOTES TO BON JUAN. 


1!%« im^v.^ncies to which I ohiulc, are,— 

Piraily, in aapaking of Arntey, wlioni he accuses of; 
hieing token."bis leading cliaracters from SmoUeit.’’\ 
Anstcy’a Bath'Ouide was published in 1766. Smolh-ti’s 
HnmpW Clinker (tlie only work of Smollett’s from 
which Tabilha, &c. &c. could have been taken) was 
written during SmoUett't Iml residence at Leghorn, in 
1770.— "^rgal,'’ if there has been any borrowing, 
Anstey must be the creditor, and not the debtor. 1 
refer Mr. Campbell to his mm data in his lives of Smol- 
lett and Ansteu. 

Secondly, Mr. Campbell sttfl, in the life of Cowper, 
(note to page 36^ vol. 7,) timt “ he knows not to whom 
Cowper alludes in these lines; 

“ Nor he wtio. for the hiin« of (haiieandi bom, 

BiiUl God n churvfi, nud inugb’d but name lo scorn. 

The Calvinist meant Voltaire, and the church of Fer- 
ne^ with its inscription, “Deo erexit Voltaire.” 

Thirdly, in the hfe of Burn.s, Mr. C. quotes Shak- 
speare thus,— I 

To gild refinM gold, to paint Ms roue. 

Or ttdd freth. iicrfutne to Uw violn." 

This version by no means improves the original, which 
if as fdlows: 


‘‘TogiWrtfinrdgxild, lo paint IhcHtj/, 
To throwapet/ume on Ibti vUkt, o.c. 


King John, 


A ^eat poet, quoting anoUier, ahouUi be oorrfct; 
shuuk] also be accurate when lie aceustis a Parnassian 
brother of Uiat dan^^crous charge “ borrowing a poet 
bad better borrow any tiling (e.Kcepting money) than 
the thoughts of ariotHer—(hey are always sure lo be 
reclaimed; but it is very hard, having br<'n the lender^ 
to be denounced as the debtor, as is tlu*. case of Anstey 
versus Smollett. 

As there is ‘‘ honour among thievoR,” let. there be 
some among poets, and give each hir. due,—none can 
afford to give it more than Mr. Camplieil himself, wlu), 
with a high reputation for originality, and a fame wliich 
cannot be shaken, is the only pf>et of the times (exee.pt 
Rogers) who can he reproaehod (and in him it is indeed 
a reproach) with having wriiteit too lUtle, 


Note S. Stanza nvtti. 

JV^ts pnnUd Grove, altitough fUs name was Orose. 
A fact: see the Waterloo Gazettes. I recollect re¬ 
marking at the time to a friend “ 7%ere is Jfame! a 
man is killed—lus name is Grtwe, and they pript it 
Grove.” I w’as at College with the deceased, who was 
a very amiable and clever man, and his society in great 
request for his wit, gayety, and “chansons b ^ire.” 

Note 4. Stanza xxiii. 

As any other notion^ and not naHtnial. 

Sec Major Valiancy and Sir Lawrence Parsons, 

Note 5. Stanza x.xv. 

’Tts pity “ that such meanings should pave JieliJ* 

The Portuguese proverb says that “Hell is paved 
with good intentions.” 

Note 6. Stanza xxxiH. 

Hy thy humane discovery^ Friar Bacon ! 
Gunpowder is said to have been discovered by th« 
friar. 

Note 7, Stanza xlvii. 

IVhich .^carcefy rose much higher than grass Uades. 
They were but two feet high above die level. 

Note 8. Stanza xevu. 

J’Aat you and I wUl win Saint George^s cellar. 

The Russian military order. 

Note 9. Stanza cxxxiii. 

^ (Powers 

Elemall such names mingled!) “/«»iai/’sourj.^ 

Til the original Russian- 

Rhva. liOgii ! *lnvj\ v 
Kvpiiosl VtaIk, y ja Um ’ 

A kind of couplet; fir he ums a poet. 


CANTO IX. 


CANTO VL 
Stanxa Ixxv. 

A “weed etscure," like that where Dante found. 
'* Net meuo dc) minmiir dl oobirei tIU 
Mi ricrovid perun« mWa oicuni, Ut, &c.&e. 


CANTO VII. 

Stanza li. 

Was teadmg his recruits lo use the bayonet. 
Fact: Souvaroff did this in person. 


CANtO vra. 

Note I. Stanza viii. 

AUsoundsitwereeth, “Allah! Allah! Ha!” 
“Allah! Hu 11^6 properly the war-cry of the Mus- 
nilmans, louft on the last syllable, which 

givas it a v6^i-vnBt4hd peculiar eflect 

Note 2. Stanza ix. 

* Carnage (so W'brdsuwrtA tetis you) is Gods daughter.” 
** But th^ most dre»d«1 ln>trum«ot 
ioJWorkiitK CHtt a purv inl«nt, 

JumMMTty'd farTDUuia) slnu^iter; 

WO^SWORTH’S T}uink*gii>ing Ode. 
_ ,3eity’8. This is perhaps as pretty a 
pwi5r mw***»r as ever was found out by Garter- 

__What would have been said, had any 

free-fpvken people discoverod such a lineage ? 



Note 1. Stanza i. 

Humanity icould rixt\ and thunder “ Nay « 

Query, iVey ?— Phintkk’s Devil, 

Note 2. Stanza vi. 

And send the. mdinel before your gate 

A slire or two from your Iv^Turious meals. 

“I at ihiRlimn got a post,being for fatigue, with four 
olhers.—Wc were sent to break biwuii, and make a 
mesa for Jjord WcHiiiglonV bounds. I waj very hun¬ 
gry, and ihouglit it a good job ul the time, as wc got our 
own till while vve broke the blaeuit,—a thing I had not 
got for some days. Wlicn thus engaged, the Prodigal 
Son was never once out of my mind ; and I sighed, as 
I fed the d »gs, over my humble situation and my ruined 
hojies .’—of a Soldier of the ^lst Regt. during 
the war in Spain. 

Note 3. Stanza xxxih. 

Bnause he couhl no more digest his dinner. 

He was killed in a conspiracy, after his temper had 
been exaspeiatcd,by his extreme costivity, lo a degree 
of insanity. « 

Note 4. Stanza xlvii. 

And had just buried the foir^f owed JJmshoi, 

Hfe was the “ grande passion” of the grande Oathe 
, rinc.—See her Lives, under the head of “Lanskoi.* 

Note 6. Stanza xlix. 

Bid /rdWTx Londonderry's Marquess show 
His ports of speech. 

This was written long before the suicide of that pey- 
■ son. 

Note 6. Stanza Ixiii. 

Your '^fortmd^ wxw in a fair way “ to swsU 

A man^' as Gdes stnfs. 



* Hu fortune swells hloi, it is rank, he’s married.”— 
ir Giles Overreach; M-lssmosn.—See <‘A JVm 
Vt^toPcyOldMebu.’' 

CANTO X. 

Note 1. Stanza xiii. 

H^ouid mucd!)jemagamtht'‘nformodoa” 
“Reformers,” or rather “Reformed.” The Baron 
tradwardine, in Wavorley, is authority for the word. 

Note 2. Stanza zv. 

The endlm toot butaws a tint far deeper 
. » Than can be hid hj abering Hs ildrt. 

Query, mit ?— Priutek’s Oevii.. 


true English, sjtoken in its original purity by tXe select 
nobility and their patrons. The IbUowing is a SUuna of 
a song which was very popular, at least in |oy early 
days:— .»• 

'* On (he fiish toby^pica 6a9li the muale, , ^ 

In i|iiu> of eiich gntiov* old wmk ; '' 

If vou at tli« apflihen CRfi’t httatle, 

You Ml he hubblixl m ranking ft Olontv 
Thun your Wowing will wax geliawe bnu|]ityi 
When she hears of yntir aoiiy muukef 
She 'il surely turn ainich for the tuny, 

That her jack may b« regular weight. *' 

If there be any gom’raan so ignorant as to roqoiro t 
traduction, I refer him to my old friend and corporeal 
pastor and master, John f^kson, Esq. Professor ol 
Pugilism; who I trust stilfrotains the strength and 
symmetry of his model of a form, together with his good 
humour, and atiiletic as well as mental accomplishments. 

Note S. Stanza xzix. 


Note 3. Stanza xviii. 

, Balgoumc's Brig'e black wall. 

The brig of Don, near the “auld toun” of Aberdeen 
■vith its one arch and its black deep salmon stream bc- 
ow, is in my memory as yesterday. I still remember, 
hough perhaps I may misquote, the awful ()roverbwhich 
iiadc nie pau.se to cros#it, and yet loan over it with a 
ahildisli delight, being an only son, al least by the 
aotlier’s side. The saying, as recollected by me, was 
his—but 1 have never heard or soon it since 1 was nine 
years of ag#;— 

“ nrip of nalsoiinie, blafk '» yrmr tp«’ / 

Wi* u wife'.>t rtf t'm ami a mcAr's ae foaiy 
Dowu ye kIiuU fa’l'* 

Noi«4. Slanza xxxiv. 

0\fnt a forty-parson power to cJtanl 
, Thy hypocrisy 

jx lor lakon from ilio “ firty-horsc power” of 
\sreum-cnginc. That mad waj, thollcv«‘rend Sidney 
Smith, sittirt" by a brtitlHT-elcrifvnmu at dinner, nl)- 
sf rved afterwards ihat Ids dull mughbour had a twelve- 
par son power" of cofiverhuUon. 

• Note 5, Stanza v.xwi. 

To strip the Saxons of their hyfb*s like tanners. 

“ Hydc.”-*-I hcliev<5 a liyde of land to be a legitimate 
wordj^nd as such subject to ilio tax oi a quibbles. 

# Note 6. Stanza \li.v. 

given tn herfavouril(\ anil n»W’ boro liis. 

The Empress went to the Crimea, aect)in]*anied by 
the Emperor Joseph, in the year—I forget which. 

Note 7. Rtan/.a Iviii. 

l^kich gave her dukes the graceless name. of^'-Jiiron" 
In the Empress Anne’s time, Eiron her favourite uk- 
sumed the name and arms of llic “ Biron.^” of France, 
which families arc ycl extant with that of England. 
There arc still the daucbiers of Courluiid of that name; 
one of them 1 remember seeinij in England in the bles¬ 
sed year of the Allies—tlie Ducliess of S.—to whom 
iho English Duchess of Somerset presented mo as a 
iiaine|aie. 

* Note 8. Stanza Ixii. 

Eleven thousand maidenheads of Imu., 

The greaUislnumhef flesh hath ever knmm. . 

St. Ursula and her eleven thousand virgins were still 
extant in 1616, and may be so yet a»inuch as ever. 

Note 9. Stanza lx.xxi. 

Who btdeher^d half the earthy awl bullied C other. 

India. America. 

CANTO XI. 

Note 1. Stanza six. 

* Who on a tarhy with black-eyed Sal (his bhumg) 

So jffime, so swell, so nutty, awl so knowing ? 

1%e advance of science and of language has ren- 
derd it tnmecossary to translate the above good and 


St. Jameds Palace and St, James's “.ffefll*.** 

Hells,” gaming-houses. What their number may 
now he in this life, I know not. Before I was of age 1 
knew them pretty accurutoly, both “ gold” and " silver.® 
I was onco nearly called out by an acqiiamtancc, be¬ 
cause when ho asked me where 1 thought that his 
sou! would be found hereafter,! answerej,“In Silver 
Hell.” 

Note 3. Stanza xliii. 

7ul therefore even / iw»V anerit 
This 5it^'/ect yuotr. 

“Anonl” wa.s a Srotch phrase, meaning ” concerning,® 
willi regard to.” It lia-s been made English by ui® 
Scotch Novels; and, as the Frenchman said—It it he 
noty ought to he English.” 

Note 4. Stanza .tUx. 

The milliners who furnish “ drapery misses." 

“l)rapi‘ry misses”—Tiiis term is probably any thing 
now but a mystcni. Ii was however almost so to mo 
wlion 1 tirst relurui'd from the East in 1811-1812. It 
means a pretty, a Iti^b-born, n fasluonabln young female, 
well instructed by lier friends, and furnished by her 
iniiliuer with a wardrofie up-ui credil, to be repaid, 
wlien ■married, by the hushand. 'J'he riddle was hrst 
road to me by a yonn*; and pretty liciress, on my prais¬ 
ing; tlie “ilrapevv” of an antocherej' but “jirclty vir- 
giiijlies” (like Mrs. Amm Page) of tin; theji day, which 
has now been smne \ear.s yesterday:—she assured mo 
thal the thing was common in Jioriuon; and as her own 
thousands, and blooming looks, and rich Kimplicily of 
array, pur any stKpieioo in licr own rase out of tho 
question, I confess T gn\e .sniue credit loibe allegation. 
If nc<M!ssary, nuiliorilies mi:;bt. be cited, in which case 
I could quote boili “drapery” and tlie wearers. Lctiui 
hope, howover, thal it is now obsolete. 

Note o. Stanza lx. 

’Ti.s strange the mind, that very fiery pcoiidet 

Should let itself be mvj''d out by an article. 

‘ Pivirion particiilam uur«r.” 


CANTO XII. 

Note 1. Stanza xix. 

Gives, with Greek truth, the good old Grech the lie. 
See Mitforom Greece. “Gratcia Feroar.” His great 
leasurc consists in praising tyrants, abusing Plutarch, 
spelling oddly, and writing nuairilly; and, what is strange 
after aHj his w the best moaem history of Greece in any 
'anguage, and he is perhaps tho beslof all medam his¬ 
torians whatsoever. Haring named his sins, it i-s but 
'air to stare his virtues—^learning, labour, research, 
wrath, and partiality. I call tlie latter virtueH in a 
writer, because they make him write in earnest. 

Note 2. Stanza xxzvii. 

A hazy twdoteer titm'd of forty *s sure. 

This line may puzzle the comme^tor«,more than 
he present generaUon. 



luui. 

^.. K«»t«4. stmtahxni. 

^ktwiiU •> f«M iq«n (hue nanhcm Ugh,. 

'*'« tthabkant of the 

• Fuxn yvoftm Search e/th mrOnHf'rnFai^ 

9^ ■ » 

Note s. Stanza ImrL 
Jh PM^'e m pmpmd to do mth Atka. 

A sculptor projected to hew Mount Athos into a 
tatue of Alexander, with a dty in one hand, and, I be- 
wre, a river in his pocket, with various other similar 
levices. But Alexander’s gone, and Athos remains, 

[ trust, ere long, to look over a nation of freemen. 


any in the world^was an angler; true, ha angled with 

ss,™..'Si:wS^f i-wA .fi- 

counterbaianc© my own observaUoi * % 


CAJifTO XIII. 

Note 1. Stanza vii. ' 

IU.ght hmestli^y he liked an honest hatery 
** Sir, 1 like a good hater.”—See the Life of JDr. 
Johnaony &c. 

Note 2. Stanza nvi» 

Also there bin another pious reawn. 

“With every thing that pretty hin, 

My iady aweel aripe.”—Shak^core. 

Note 3, Stanza xlv. 

They and their btUa “.dtrcodia/ia both* are left. 

** Arcader ambo.” 

Note 4. Stanza Ixxi. 

Or u'ildtr group of samge Salvatore^s. 

Salvator Rosa. 

Note 5. Stanza Ixxii. 

IHs beU'^outh'd gofdet makes me feel quite DiiStit, 

Jf I err not, “ Your Dane” iaone of lago’s catalogue 
of nations “ exquisite in their drinking.” 


CANTO XIV. 

Note 1. Stanza xxxui. 

And never craned, wA made 6u( few « faux pas.” 

Cramng.-'‘To crow” is, or was, an expression gsed' 
to denote a ffenlleman’a stretching out hig neck ov« r a * 
hedge, “ to look before ho ieapeda paus# in )ib‘ 
“ vaulting ambition,” which in the field doth occasion* 
some delay and execration in Uiose who may be imme¬ 
diately behind the equestrian skeptic. ^‘Sir, if you 
don’t choose to take the leap, let ine”—was a p)ifa&(^ 
which generally sent the aspirant on again; and lo eftod* 
purpo.^e: for though “ the norso and rider” mighf fall, 
hoy made a gap, through whicli, and over him and his 
tcod, the field might follow. 

Note 2. StaW xlviii. 

Go to the. cofee-kousey and take another. 

In Swift’s or Horacf. Walpoi.e’s iMrSy I think^ 
It is mentioned that somebody rcgretiing Ute loss of a 
friend, was answered hy a universul Pylaoes: “When* 
[ lose one, I go to the Saint James’s Coficc-houso, and 
:ake amiiher.” 

I recollect having heard nn anecdote of »hc same 
nind. Sir WT. 1). was a great gamester. Corning dt 
one day to fne dub of which nc was a member, he’ 
was ohservod to lc»ok melancholy. “WhaUs thqj[i|,i'i- 
ter, Sir William?” cried Hare, of I'acetiou' *" -moi'y. 
Ah!” replied Sir W. “lliavejusl lost poor Lady D.” 
lAfsl! Wlml! at—Qvinze or Hazard was the con^ 
solalory rejoinder of the querist. 

Note 3. Stanza lix. 

And I refer you to wise Onenstimi, ^ 

Tlic famous Chancellor Oxensticrii said to his son, 
on the latter expressing his surprise upon the great 
effects arising from petty causes in the presumed mys¬ 
tery of politics: “Yon see by this, my son, with how 
little wisdom the kingdoms of the world arc governed.” 


Note 6. Stanza Ixxviii. 

JEven Nimrod's sef migid leave the plains of Dura. 

In Assyria. 

Note 7. Stanza xevi. 

“ That Scriptures out of churth are blaspkemicsy 

“ Mrs. Adams answered Mr. Adams, that it was blas¬ 
phemous to talk of Scripture out of church.” This 
dogma was broached to bet husband—the best Chris¬ 
tian in any book. See Jonyh AndrewSy in tlie latter 
chapters. 

Note 8. Stanza cvi. 

The quainty ddy cruel coxcomb, in his gidld 
Should have a hook and a mdl trout In pull it. 

It would have taught him humanity at least. This 
sentimenial savage, whom it is a mode to quote (among 
the novelistsl to show thwr sympathy for innocent 
sports and oM songs, teaches how to sew up frogs, and 
break their legs by way of experiment, in addition to the 
art of angling, the cnidisqthe coldest, and tlie stupidest 
of pretended snorts. They may talk about the beau¬ 
ties of nature, out the angler merely tiiinks of his dish 
of fish; he has no leisure to take bis eyes from off the 
streams, and a single bite is worth to him more than all 
the scenery around. Besides, some fish bttu best on a 
rainy day. Tlie whale, the shark, and the tunny fishery 
have somewhat of noble and perilous in them; even 
netfishing, trawling, &c. are more humane and useful 
-4»it angling 1—No angler can be a good mom 

* One men I ever knew—as humane, doli- 

«ate-inifided, generous, and excellent a creature as 


CANTO XV 

Note I. Stanza xviii. 

And ThoUy Divines' ^iUy 
IV liOK lot it is by man to be mistaken. 

As it is necessary in these times to avoid ambiguity, 
I say, that I mean, by “ Diviner still,” Christ. If 
ever God wa.** Man—or Man God—he was both. I 
never arraigned his creed, but the use—or abuse—made 
if it. Mr. Cunning one day quoted Christianitv to 
sanction Negro Slavervjand Mr. Wiiberforc.o had fillie 
.0 .say in reply. And wa.s Christ crucified, that black 
men might be scourged ? If so, he liad belter been born 
a Mulatto, to give both colours an equal chance of free¬ 
dom, or at least salvation. 

Note 2. Stanza XXXV. 
i?cpp the Harmonist emhargoed marriage 
In his haroKmious settlement. 

This extraordinary and flourishing German colony in 
America does not entirely exclude matrimony, as the 
“Shakers” do; but lays such restrictions upon it as 
prevent more than a certain quantum of births wiiliin a 
certain number of years; which births (asMr. Hulme 
observes! generally arrive “in a little flock like those of 
a farmers lamb^ all within the same month perhaj s.” 
These Harmonists (so called from the name of their set¬ 
tlement) are represented as a remarkably flourishing; 
pious, and quiet people. See the variousrecent writer 
on America. 



NotoS. StanM xxzriii. 
emvwu what‘‘la emmmt a hand’'meant. { 
i^'isdob Tobiod, according to Mr. Pope, wae aoeoe- 
tpMcd to eali iuswrileni “able pens”—“pereoni of 

_,_1;" eminent hands.” videoorre- 

ce, &C., &c. 

• Note 4. Stanza Ixri. 

C^ife great ljueuUui robe triumphale mufflee — 

[There'e fajm)—youngp(triridgr,fiUets,deeKdv}ilhiruffie>. 

• A dish “it la Lucullus.” This hero, who conquered 
mbe East, has left his more extended celebrity to the 

t ... .1 __r -1 __/_i.;..!. i— c__. 


has not dime more servicei’to mankind %y his cooberr 
'twn by his conquests. A cherry-tree may weigh 
bgainst a bloody laurel; besides, he has contrired to 
sarjt celebrity from both. 

l • • • 

Note 6. Stanza Ixviii. 

t 48ut even sans “ cotifllurea,” it no lees true is, 

There ’s pretty picking in those "jadits puiis, 

“Petits pnits d’amour gaHus de coufitnres,” a classi- 
^,a;al dnd well-known dish for part of the flank of a 
Accend course. 

Note 6. Stanza Ixxivi. 


Note.S, Stamilki ^ 

ehmatfs"Jivm JPsrikgirie, 

To noth our ears, testJUt^ sAoukiJIinl. 

I remember &at the mayoress o[ a prdtmM .foam, 
somewhat surfeited with a sinular diqMy fWma.l. ' 
parts, did rather indecorously break throng ^ ap¬ 
plauses of an intelligent audience—^inleUigetd, I mean, 
as to mnsi)^—for the words, besideB being in recondite 
languages (it was some years before the peace, ere all 
the world hod travelled, and while I was a coflegian)— 
were sorely disguised by theper&Mners ;—tliis mayor¬ 
ess, I say, broke out with. “ Rot^osrltalianos! for my 
part, 1 loves a simple ballat!” Tbossmi will go a miod 
way to bring most people to the same opinion some day. 
Who woidif imagine that he was to be the successor of 
Mozart ? Howoverj I slate this with diffidence, as a 
liege and loyal admirer of Italian music in general, and 
of much of Rossini’s: but we may soy, as tlio connois¬ 
seur did of painting, in the yicaraf lYaki/ietd, “that 
the picture would be bettor painted if the painter had 
taken more pains.” 

Note 4. Stanza lix. 

For GoMc daring shown in EngUtk money. 

“ Ausu Romano, mro Veneto” is the inscription (and 
well inscribed in this instance) on the sea walls be¬ 
tween the Adriatic and Venice. The walls wore a re¬ 
publican work of the Venetians; tlie inscription, 1 be¬ 
lieve, imperial, and inscribed by Napoleon 


For that with me ’* a “ sine quo.” 
iubuuditur “ JViin,” omitted for Uie sake of euphony. 

Note 7. Stanza xevi. 

h short-, upon, that suhject I've srrme qutdrns very 
PytJhoseg^jjff Philor^her of Malimbury, 

JoRtca; who, doubting of his own soul, paid that 
mliment to souls of othor people as to decline 
i visits, of which he had son ^ apprehension. 


CANTO XVI. 
Note 1. Stanza x. 


Note 5. Stanza lx« 

® XJntytng^ squires “ tofgfu agmnst tlte dturches.** 

“ Though ye untie the winds, and bid thorn fight 

Against Uie churchesJ^-^Macbetk. 

Note 6. Stanza xevi!. 

They err —Vis merely wJuxt is calledmeAility. 

In French “mohilitd,” I am not sure that mobiH^ 
is English; but it is expressive of a quality which 
rather belongs to other climates, though it is sometimes 
seen to great extent in our own. It may bo defined as an 
excessive susceptibility of iinmodialo impressions-^-at 
the sauie time without losing the nast; and is, though 
somr.limcs apparently useful to tne pos.sessor, a m^t 
painful and unhappy attribute. 


jJ from a slwllfisk or from cochineeU. 

t The composition of the old Tyrian purple, whether 
fr<{m a shellfisli, or from cochineal, or from kennes, 
' is still At article of dispute; and oven its colour—””Somc 
say purple, others scarlet: 1 say nothing. 

Note 2. Stanza xUii. 
jF\)r a f^iMoarpti—but the Attic 
IVaa much ctni^ed by his own repartee. 

^ I think that it a carpet on which Diogones trod, 
with—‘‘Thus I trample on the prido of Plato!”— 
^ With greater pride,” as the other replied. But as 
carpets are meant to be trodden upon, my memory pro¬ 
bably misgives me, and it might bo a rone, or tapestry, 
or a tablecloth, or some other expensive and uncynical 
piece of furniture. 


Note 7. Stanza cil. 

Druperied her form with curiousfeliaty. 

“ Curiosa fclicilas,’’— Petkomus Arbiter, 

Nolo 8. Stanza cxiv, 

A noise like tuoo wH fingers draum on glass. 

See the account of the ghost of the uncle of Prince 
Charles of Saxony, raised by Schroepfer—^ £arl— 
Karl—was—wait wolt mich ?” 

Note 9. Stanza cxx. 

Ifow oddf a single Mgohlin^s nonentity 

Sfundd cause more fear Utan a whole hasfs identity ! 

“ Shviows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard 
Timn can tlie substance of ten thousand soldiers,^ &G.&C. 

See Riahard III, 



DEDICATION 
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Bor Sodtbet ! Tou ’rc a poet—Poet-laureate, 

And representative of all the race, 

Although’t is tjue that you turn’d out a Tory at 
Last,—yours has lately been a common case,— 

And now, my Epic Renegade! what are ye at ? 

With all the Lakers, in and out of place 1 
A nest of tuneful persons, to my eye 
Like “ four and twenty Blackbirds in a pye! 

II. 

Which pye being open’d they began to sing” 

(This old song and new simile iiolds good), 

“ A dainty dish to set before the King,” 

Or Regent, who admires such kind of food 
And Coleridge, too, has lately taken wing. 

But like a hawk encumber’d with his hood,— 
Explaining metaphysics to the nation— 

I wish he would explain his Explanation.* 

III. 

You, Bob! are rather insolent, you know, 

At being disappointed in your wish 
To supersede all warblers hero below, 

And be the only Blackbird in the dish; 

And then yon overstrain yourself, or so. 

And tumble downward like tlic flying fish 
Gasping on deck, because you soar too high. Bob, 

And fall, for lack of moisture quite a-diy. Bob! 

IV. 

And Wordsworth, in a rather long “ Excursion” 

(I think the quarto holds five hundred pages), 

Has given a sample from the vasty version 
Of his new system to perplex the sages; 

’T is poetry—at least by his assertion. 

And may appear so when the dog-star rages— 

And he who understands it would Iw able 
To add a story to the Tower rf Babel. 

V. 

You—Gentlemen! by dint of long seclusion 
Prom better company, have kept your own 
At Keswick, and, through still continued fusion 
Of one anolber’a minds, at last have gruwn 
To deem as a moat logical conclusion, 

That Poesy has wreaths for you alone; 

There is a narrowness in such a notion, [ocean. 
Which makes me wish you'd change your lakes for 
Ti 

I would not imitate the petty thought. 

Nor coin my self-love to so base a vice, 

For all the glory your conversion brought. 

Since gold alone should not have been its price. 

You have your salary; was *t lor that you wrought ? 

And Wordsworth has his place in tlie Excise.f 
You ’re shabby fellows—true—but poets still, 

Atxl duly leat^ on the immortal hill. 


I 

Your bays may hide the fcldncss of your hJows—» 
Perhaps some virtuous Alusheslet them go— 
To you i envv neither fruit nor boughs— 

And for the fame you would engross below, 

The field is universal, and allows 
Scope to all such as feel the inherent glow; ' 
Scott, Rogers, Campbell, Moore, and Crabbe wS} 
’Gainst you the question with posterity. 

VSii. ■« 

'or me, who, wandering with pedestrian Mu.-es, 
Contend not with you on the winged steed, * 
wish your fate may yield ye, when she chooses. 
The. fame you envy, and the skill you need; 

And recollect a |)oet nothing loses 
In giving to his brethren their full meed • 

)f merit, and complaint of present days 
s not tlie certain patli to future praise. .. • 

rt. . ' ■■ 

Ho that reserves his laurels for posterity ’ •' 

(Who does not often claim tlie bright ret^ersityi); 
Has generally no great crop to spare it, he 
Being only injured by his own assertion ; 

And although hero and there some glorious rarity 
Arise like Titan from the sen’s immersion, 

The major part of such appellants go 

To—God knows whore—for no one else can know. 

X. ■■ ’ 

If, fallen in evil days on evil tongues, 

Milton appeal’d to tho Avenger, Time, 

If Time, tho Avenger, execrates his wrongs, 

And makes the word “ Miltonic” mean “ lufifin 
He deign’d not to belie his soul in songs, 

Nor turn his very talent to a crime; 

He did not loathe the Sire to laud tlie Son, 

But closed the tyrant-hater he begun. 

, XI. 

Think’st thou, could ho—the blind Old Man—arisi 
Like Samuel from the grave, to freeie once im 
The blood of monarchs with hie prophecies, 

Or be alive again—again all hoar 
With time and trials, and those helpless eyes. 

And heartless daughter*—worn—and. Qale'^—and 
Would Ac adore a sultan ? he oliey 
Tho intellectual eunuch Castlereagh ?t 


“Pale, but nnt radaYePowt?’*—MHion’s two eM«r 
aaid to httvo rublwd him of hi« book*, ehoatiug and pUguii 

i» the economy of bi» house, Ui« feelingt on eiicb an ou 

both as a parent and a scholar must have been aioKOlarijr p 
HayJey compares him to Lear. See part (bird. Ufo Milton, ! 
Haylej (or Uaitcy, as spelt in the edition before me). 

t Or,— 

Vfonld ht snbalde into a haelmey Laureate— 

A Hcribbling, scif*sold,sou)-hircd, scorn’d Iscaviot?” 

1 doubt If ** Laureate” and Iscariot” be good rhymes, but 
tay, as Ben Joasoti did to Sylvester, who chalieuged hirato i%me 

‘ L John Sylvester 
Lay with yourskrter.” 


* Kr. (JolerJdfe’a ” Blopraphia Literaria” appeared in 1817. 
t Wordsworth s place may be lu the Customn—it ie, I think, in that 
9i the 3xclsr—besidas another at Lord l.ousdate’s table, where this 

and pi^tieal parasite licks up the crumk« with a Jmuion answered--Ben Jonson, lay wiUi y* 

Lhrdeaed alacrity; the converted Jacobin having long eabsided into the enswered,—That b not rhyiue.”—'* No,” said Bm) Jone««- 
cloVBbli eyoojdimt of the ■worn prejudices of the arUiocracy. 



C|M*b)ood6d, Bmooth-faced, placid miacr^ant! 
■^^ahblinikjji alaek young hajidi in Krin’a gore, 
ad thus for^Jer carnage laught to pant, 
Tianrferr’dTO gorge upon a aialer ahore, 
TBIkf\ilgareat tool that Tyranny could want, 

With just enough of talent, and no more, 

Tto lengthen fellers by another fix’d, 

.^nd Oder poison long already mix'd. 

XIII. 

orator of such set trash of phrase 
■ably—legitimately vile 
ist^von its gpsspst flattens dare not pmiae, 

. rfbrAa^all nations—ccpescend to smile,— 
:^ot even a apiimjv blimdrs spark can blaze 
* Prom that lxionBi^j^e*g ceaselesB toil, 

That turns and tums.to give the world a notion 
£|t3tb88 torments and perpetual motion. 

^ " XIV, 

even in its disgusting trade, 
And^otchirig, pstcliing, leaving still behind 
which its masters are afraid, 
be curbM, and thoughts to be confined, 
I?«S|5p^cf or Congress to bo made— 

(ilbMing at manacles for all mankind- 
fit tinkering sla^e-makcr, who mends old chains, 
Crod and man’s abhorrence for its gains. 


'we may judge of matter by the mind, 
jculated to the marrow U 


Hath bat two objects, hjsw to 
Peemiog the obaio U weam 
'Eutropiua of its many masters,*—bVuid^' 

To worth as freedom, wisdom as to 
Fearless—because no Ming dwells ia ice, 

Its very courage stagnates io.a vice. 

XVI« 

Where shall I turn me not to tnmo its boiKb> 

For I will never foel them Italy! 

Thy late reviving Roman soiil desponds 
Beneath the lie this State-tffiag breath'd o'er theo— 
Thy clanking chain, and Erin's yet green wounds 
Have voices—ttmgnes to cry aloud for me. «• ' 
Europe has slaves—mlHes—kings—amiioa stiU, 

And Southey lives to sing them very ill. 

I XVII. 

Meantime—Sir Laureate—I proceed to dedicate, 

In honest simple verse, this song to you. 

And, if it) flattering strains I do not predicate, 

*T is that I still retain my “ birff and blue 
My politics as yet are al) to educate: 

Apostasy's so fashionable, too, 

To keep oiix creed's a task grown quke Herculean; 

Is it not 80 , my Tory, ultra-Julian ?t 
Venice, September is, isis. 


* For the character of Eutroploe, th« eannefa and minitter at the 
court of Arca^us, ere Gibbon. 

t 1 allude not to our friend Tiaodor’e hero, the tj*aUor Count JuUan, 
but toGibbon’a hero, vuJ^I^yclept "The Apoetate.** 







